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CHAPTER ONE


          

          
            POISON IVY

          

        

      

    

    
      The first time I saw her was three days after I was told that my father had died.

      All the national newspapers had carried the story in their first editions; most describing him as a private banker, others as simply a financier. All had speculated as to why. The majority of the more respectful had suggested pressure, and stress in the current financial world. However, the most popular tabloids had repeated the accusation for which he had successfully sued them, that his money had come from unscrupulous and tyrannical rulers of various African countries. Only this time they glossed over some previously mentioned names, and added the word 'alleged.' They had not known that he had been murdered.
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        * * *

      

      “Tell me a joke,” she said. She was seated at the table nearest the bar in the Dukes Hotel, in London's St James's.

      “What?” I replied, in complete surprise.

      “I've had a really shitty day, and I need cheering up. Come and join me,” she suggested, enticing me in from the lobby.

      She was about thirty but, in the dim seductive light of the world-renowned Martini bar, I could have been wrong by ten years either way. She had long curly dark hair, penetrating large eyes of an indeterminable colour, and a very attractive face. As to her figure, I had no way of knowing for sure but, from what I could see, she was quite petite. A colourful shawl draped from a glimpse of bare shoulder, and the cut of the red dress she wore was modest and high. What stood out was her perfume. The clear, smoke free atmosphere carried an array of sweet aromas, mingling with the gin and lemons and the fresh damp air of the outside night, but hers was the sweetest. It reminded me of raspberries ripening on autumn canes, mixed with jojoba oil and honey. I smelled of whiskey and tobacco; not the catch of the night, I supposed.

      “What makes you think I'm here on my own and not with my wife?” I replied flattered and interested, but guarded, unforthcoming to her obvious appeal.

      “Well, you're not wearing a wedding ring for a start. Want me to go on?” My new friend said playfully.

      I nodded my acquiescence, adding, “Why not…I've got nothing better to do with my time,” trying to seem disinterested, which I definitely was not.

      “Your shirt could do with an iron and the suit has seen better days, your hair needs a trim and, quite honestly, you look out of place. Not a local…by many a mile. Up from the country for a day or perhaps two, no more than that I'd say. You've been dragged here reluctantly and want to get back to the farm as soon as you can. Anyway, I only asked for a joke, not a page by page description of your inactive life.”

      “Perhaps my lady friend is equally unattractive,” I responded to her accurate assumption and correct observation.

      “That's an old-fashioned expression but at least it establishes that you're not gay, plus you're not pretty enough anyway. I'm Judith by the way. What did those lady friends of yours call you, when you were younger and playing the field?”

      “Am I that ancient? Thank goodness I left my bath-chair back in my room. I would have felt embarrassed had I have brought it.”
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        * * *

      

      This was the second invitation I'd had in three days to have a conversation with someone I had never met. All of a sudden my hitherto selected social circle of friends was widening; and one of those acquaintances was not welcome.

      Joseph, my butler, had answered the front door to the knock I had heard, and was now standing in front of me announcing the arrival.

      “There is a police officer wishing to see you, Sir. Shall I show him through?”

      “Lord Paterson? I'm Detective Chief Superintendent Fletcher of the Special Branch. I've got some news for you about your father…may I come in?”

      It had been the previous Sunday, around about three in the afternoon, and I had just driven home from my local pub after spending all morning blasting crows out of the sky. I reeked of alcohol, sweat, and cordite. The twelve-bore 'Purdy' shotgun lay dismantled on the gun-room table, and the rest of my gear was scattered around the floor. He glanced at the gun.

      “Been busy, Sir?” He asked, in an official police tone.

      “Yes. One of my tenants keep sheep, and they're lambing. The crows pick out the lambs' eyes almost the minute they're born, nasty creatures, so I lend a hand killing as many we can. My license is in the estate office, if you want to see it? Incidentally I'm not a Lord, only a lowly Honourable.” I replied, without looking at him.

      “I never knew that about crows. As for the license, that won't be necessary.” He paused. “I'm afraid that your father was found shot in the head by the housekeeper at his home in Eton Square, London, at ten past one this morning; so, as I understand it, you are now a Lord,” he stated, in the standard perfunctory, manner that the police inform relatives of the unfortunate. “Can you think of anyone who may have wanted to kill him?” He enquired, without a change of tone to his voice or any pretence of remorse.

      

      The shame of it was that I could not. However, that did not imply that he had no enemies; only that I had been unable to discover them, and I should have.

      “Absolutely none. He was the last person I would have thought of to have had enemies. It might have been money they were after…he had plenty of that,” I declared, not trying to hide my indifference.

      “He was alone in the ground floor sitting room. There were signs of a forced entry Sir, and the housekeeper says that he was alone that night. He had no company.” His monosyllabic style of speaking was beginning to annoy me.

      “Was there anything missing?” I asked, knowing exactly what the housekeeper meant by company.

      “No, Sir, nothing that the housekeeper or his valet knows of. I was hoping you might be able to provide some information, throw some light on it. Has he been in touch with you lately?” He asked, fingering the bespoke carved stock. “Very lovely gun. Expensive, I expect,” he added.

      “Yes to the gun, and no regarding him being in touch,” I curtly replied. I had never had much time for the police and he was not changing my opinion.

      “Has he written at all, or perhaps telephoned you in the past with any worries he had…any problems he was having with anyone?”

      “Can't help you there. A private man my father, not one to wear his heart on his sleeve.”

      “You wouldn't have any of his old letters to you, would you?”

      “No, sorry. I don't keep things like that.” I took a sip from the glass of whisky I had poured in readiness for the gun cleaning ritual that I always enjoyed doing myself. I had not offered him anything, nor was likely to, even though he looked the drinking type, grey inanimate eyes, a bulbous red nose under which was a nicotine-stained moustache and, even further down, a fat rounded beer belly. I was not in a social or generous mood, and had no wish to adjudicate on the innate evils of modern society as seen through the eyes of the law.

      “It's just that we could not find the exchange number for the home here in Harrogate on any telephone records of his. Clearly he didn't like the phone or is it you that's got an aversion to telephones?” He asked, smiling, as if attempting to ingratiate himself. But I was not in any sort of a jovial conversational mood, either.

      “Look… he and I didn't get on. We haven't spoken to each other since he left before my mother died. I haven't spoken to him or seen him in almost two years and, quite frankly, I don't give a toss that he's dead. If that's all, Detective Chief Superintendent, I've got lot more important things to do than discuss the personal relationship the two of us had or didn't have.”

      My abruptness and directness had shocked him, or perhaps it was my inhospitality and his need of a drink that hastened his departure, I was not sure which. However, before he left what he considered to be an unfinished conversation, he summoned me to London the following Wednesday to meet with a Government Official. He did not name him, nor his office, but declared. “You will be met at the station, and we will expect your full cooperation in all of this, your Lordship. It is, as you will appreciate, a matter of great importance. I look forward to your collaboration at our next meeting.” Irascibly, he stressed the 'next', as I closed the door behind him.

      I had no qualms over the forthcoming journey to London, other than my complete distaste of that city and all who traversed its capricious streets. What did worry me though, was the question of who had shot my father? I could think of a reason why it had happened; but had no idea who could have done it!

      “The name's Harry, and I think I must be the joke after how you've described me. Harry Paterson, how do you do Judith?” I shook her proffered hand, adding as I did so, “You certainly don't look out of place, and you are far too beautiful to be on your own.” I had decided that diffidence was no longer necessary. A shield and a sword would be better if all conquering I would go.

      The waiter had arrived and was hovering with his drinks menu, and the obligatory bowl of nuts. No everyday peanuts for the ritzy clientele of this bar oh no, here they were offered salted macadamias and olives, with crunchy pretzels in various shapes. I would have preferred the roast spuds at 'The Spyglass and Kettle' a pub back home. But for the prices they charged here they had to appear more chic than wholesome, I supposed. I ordered another gin martini for my new companion and asked for my 40-year-old Isle of Jura single malt. I had checked before I had booked that they stocked it otherwise I would not have been at this particular hotel. However, with hindsight, given the cost that they charged per glass, a more frugal man would have brought it with him. 'Mean, I may be, but never to be seen,' was an old maxim that my father had many occasions quoted in my presence; I wished I had never heard and remembered it!

      “Call me Judy, and I'll call you, H. Never had a drink with a Harry before, or at least, anyone by that name that I can remember. What's your joke?”

      She was an easy conversationalist but not, as I first suspected, an easy woman. It would not have been the first time I had been approached by an escort in a hotel bar and I'd used a few bars, that is. I won't admit to anything else, or deny that I hadn't been tempted, but I had never succumbed. I had never needed to pay for what came easily to me.

      “Let me see.” I played for time, searching my memory for amusing lines I could repeat to a woman who, in this light, was an extremely desirable and sexy young lady who I fancied as much as the Scotch before me. I was out of practise, and having been drinking before I had arrived back in my hotel, was faltering badly at the first hurdle. I was more accustomed to ribald horsey female types, swigging beer and telling stories of successful matings of stallions and mares of one kind or another, usually as inebriated as I.

      “Ever heard the ones that end 'that's how the fight started'? No? Then, if you're sitting comfortably, I'll begin.” I started the little anodyne tales of animosity between partners or family that I had heard somewhere in the past.

      “One year I decided to buy my mother-in-law a cemetery plot as a Christmas gift. The next year I bought her nothing. When she asked me why, I replied, 'Well, you still haven't used the gift I bought you last year!' That's when the fight started.” There were several like this, and I found myself joining in her laughter as I recalled as many as I could.

      She refused a third martini, opting for a mineral water instead, explaining “I'll need a clear head in the morning.”

      “I hope tomorrow won't be as bad as you say today was,” I said, still waiting for her to expand on why her day had been as shitty as she had said.

      “I'm not expecting any difference for a considerable time, I'm only too sorry to say. Do you want to know why that might be Harry?”

      “Thought you'd never tell.” I was on my fourth Jura and set for a night of bliss, as my undoubtable charms had obviously seduced her, or so I thought!

      “It was because I was ordered to meet you, and you haven't disappointed me. You're exactly as your file reads. I can summarise it in one word: chauvinistic. Thought you'd scored, didn't you? Shame…you couldn't be further from the truth. I've got to hold your hand all the way through the debrief. I'm your liaison officer, and I'm stuck with you. How did your reunion with our lord and master go? Was Trimble wearing that sarcastic smile of his? I find it so irritating, how about you?”

      “Who are you?” I was completely thrown by this reference to Peter Trimble, my previous drinking partner, who I had left half an hour ago at Box 850. I had then arrived here for my final night, before I could return home and find the refuge it gave me.

      “I'm in the same business as you, Lord Harry, except I'm across the river at Five. Did you and 'C' come up with any idea as to who bumped off Daddy? What's the time of your train tomorrow? I'm to travel back with you, and can't let you out of my sight. Lucky me, eh?”

      “I've forgotten,” I lied. Trimble had said he was to appoint someone to run me through everything; only he never said it would be a woman!

      “Don't be such an asshole Harry, and take your thumb out of your mouth. It's not very edifying for us serfs to see the nobility sulk. You'd better let them know back at your palace, so they can make up a room for me. Tell them to make it as far away from you as possible. No sleepwalking; it's not allowed.”

      “I'm on the 12:43. First class of course. Doubt your expenses will cover that.” Slowly, I was recovering from the shock.

      “No expense to be spared in your case H, orders from above. While we're on the subject, can you claim for bedding all the virgins in the Kingdom of the Patersons? Do you still have that role to fulfil, or are there none left for the new Earl to indulge? Heard of your investiture and gone running off to the hills, have they?”

      “Got me on that one I'll have to check in Burkes peerage. If it is one of the privileges of office, can I add your name?”

      “Most certainly not, H. I'm past that painful stage of life but I'm glad you recognised that purity in me. See you at King's Cross. I'll be wearing a white rose and carrying a newspaper under the Station Clock. Look out for me, won't you? I'd hate to miss you in the crowd.”

      She left to catch a taxi, quietly mouthing the words and the tune to the song 'Poison Ivy.' “You can look, but you better not touch,” she murmured, looking pleased with herself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

          
            DARK BLUE LILACS

          

        

      

    

    
      The name of Paterson, with all of its lineage, had been affiliated with banking since John of Gaunt, in 1342, persuaded the Compagnia dei Bardi of Italy to lend his father, King Edward the Third, 400,000 gold florins to continue the Hundred Years' War against France. Our ancestral line went indirectly to that King and his daughter, Elizabeth of Lancaster Duchess of Exeter, and more particularly her husband; John Holland and an unnamed mistress.

      Our first direct genetic line to banking was to be found in 1407 in Genoa, where most of the royal houses of Europe deposited their money, at the Banco Di San Giorgio.

      When England broke away from the Catholic Church in 1534 the then English King, Henry VIII, severed all links to that bank and ordered our lineal relative, Lord Phillip Paterson Earl of Harrogate, to return home and establish the Bank of Saint George in England. At its conception it operated in the same manner as its originator, handling the money of the Royals and other wealthy individuals. By the 1850s and the start of the Crimean War, it had evolved into what it still was on the death of my father, Elliot: the covert financial funding of all things the British Government wanted surreptitiously hidden from public scrutiny.

      The Patersons, throughout the centuries, had been prodigious at bearing a male offspring to take up the chalice the bank presented. Only on one occasion had they faltered at the production of honest, upright, dependable bloodstock from which to draw on for the Bank's wellbeing. That juncture happened late in the nineteenth century, when the then Earl of Harrogate was only able to originate one son amongst his flock of eight children; and he, unfortunately, was convicted of manslaughter, killing a fellow card player whilst defending himself. The fact that the other man carried a single-shot revolver, and the heir apparent was unarmed, saved him from the charge of murder, because the horrendous injuries inflicted far outweighed the defence of one's own life. He was sentenced to a lenient prison term of three years, the only period in its history that a female Paterson ran the Bank's affairs.

      You would never, through the years, find this bank listed in any directory, nor was it regulated by the Financial Services Agency nor governed by the Bank Ombudsman of its day. It was not even situated in the prestigious City of London; it had no need to be. With Victoria's accession to the throne, and a permanent royal residence established, Queen Anne's Gate, a relatively quiet street running parallel to Birdcage Walk and within easy walking distance of the Palace, the Houses of Parliament and Eton Square was where, if you were in the know, you would find that office. It was hidden behind a highly glossed black painted door, free from adornment of any badge or crest or name, with just a simple brass plaque stating 'Private.'

      For a hundred years or more what lay beyond that door was never altered nor changed. A card system index introduced in the late 1800s was its only modernisation to its recording of secret British interference in the affairs of other nations.

      In the Bank's developing years, deposits and the payments of profits were conducted in cash. Bags, or in some cases, chests, were deposited with my ancestral custodians and carried from palace to palace. Once, on a visit to Leeds Castle for some sort of pageant, there was an attempt to steal the monarchs treasury chest. In that attack by raiding Danes, The Honourable Jeremiah Paterson gave his life fighting alongside Henry, his King, and 'Keeper of the Royal Purse' was added to the name Paterson, alongside all its other titles.

      In time, promissory notes, then cheques, took away most of the need of cash, but this bank still dealt in a commodity little mentioned in today's society; that of trust, on which all good partnerships are built. The vaults at 'Annie's', as the offices at Queen Anne's Gate became known, were full of banknotes and share certificates. Files on investors, past and present, were overflowing and the urgency of more space was prominent in the incumbent Patersons mind, so he exchanged the cash which littered his floors into bank Bearer Bonds. These bonds were extremely convenient in the transference of cash. They took up little room, as they were printed on a single sheet of paper, and covered any amount from a thousand to a million pounds or more. They could be used as currency, the same as cash or cheques, and were payable on demand from any commercial issuing bank. They carried a small amount of annual interest, as effectively the buyer of the bond was lending that commercial bank his money. One other facet of these sheets of paper was their anonymity. There was no name on them; simply a number which denoted the date of issue and the promise to pay the bearer the sum of money the bond was worth! In less scrupulous hands than the Patersons, it could have been an indiscriminate and easily abused system of handling money.

      What appeared to be the start of a slide into oblivion for the Patersons began with the election of a Socialist ruling party in 1945, and its stance on pro-decolonisation of the Empire. To Lord Maudlin Paterson it seemed that the part that the Patersons had played in the building of that Empire was about to be betrayed. It was the final straw in the haystack that was enveloping him. Poor Winston the war boss, the leader of all free men, had been shown the door by a grabbing, ungrateful public, and an American named Marshall was throwing money at Britain's defeated enemies with none coming to the victors. Instead we, the only bastions of democracy left in Europe at the start, were subsidising that loan by being forced to repay huge interest on that debt for holding out until they deemed it time to step in and reap the glory. The bank, however, had prospered well. The war had proved profitable, through Maudlin's astute structuring of the assets he held on behalf of his clients, in stocks of American financial institutions, petroleum companies and currencies; but he baulked at becoming the Orwellian image of an American 51st state.

      He made a monumental decision and contacted his old Etonian and Trinity college friend, the then head of the Joint Intelligence Committee, without the knowledge of the Foreign Secretary or the Cabinet Office, to whom his bank was responsible. He offered the resources of 'Annie's' directly to the SIS, the Secret Intelligence Services, behind the government's back. Chief, or 'C' as he is always known, accepted this patriotic proposal and adopted the Bank of Saint George under his secretive umbrella, thereby removing it from the clutches of the all-embracing arms of a nationalising programme for the supposed public good.

      With the bank beyond the grasp of Attlee and his penny-pinching auditors, he could work his magic to his heart's content, safe in the knowledge that his largesse would hide his illusion. In 1956, at the conclusion of the crisis over the Suez Canal, the secret side relinquished its sole interest in the Paterson bank. It preferred to share it with the new Prime Minister, Harold Macmillan, as he, with the SIS, sought ways to retain influence in the disappearing British Commonwealth whilst Maudlin sought more ways to secrete the names of the 'others' he now cared for. On his retirement, my Grandfather Lord Phillip Paterson managed the bank's affairs, but never delved too deep into the double entry bookkeeping accounts as Maudlin kept tight reins on his son. In 1981, my father, Elliot, took over the running of the bank.

      Thanks to the birth of another brother, about the only thing I was grateful to my father for, I was destined towards a diplomatic career or in one of the services, it was always the youngest male who had the bank to look forward to; the rest of us Patersons were left with choices. My dynasty had seen conflict from the heights of Agincourt and the fields of Waterloo, to the slopes of Gallipoli, and on to the mud of the Somme and the sands of North Africa. They had served their country in those wars and in all the battles in between. Some of them were spared. Others were not.

      After my own dalliance, I had a commission in the Blues and Royals and saw operational duty in Bosnia and Afghanistan, I was disillusioned. After nine years and a few months I came to the conclusion that the Army was not the life that I wanted. I was not that brave. For those that had charged the French archers, or the machine-guns and tanks, I had the uppermost respect; but for my part I had seen enough wanton death caused by political ineptitude, and news reporters wanting to be newsmakers, to realise that wars had changed. In my formative years of understanding of just who was who, depicted in the dull soulless portraits hanging in the Great Hall and corridors of the family home, I believed that the Patersons had invented the word patriotism…only I didn't want to wear the cross of Saint George so conspicuously.

      As far as the diplomatic world was concerned, I had more self-respect than to simply regurgitate the policies of politicians, and had scant regard for in their sanctimonious crusade for personal power and fame. I wanted the ability to shape and control what was happening, not just to react to the situations made by others. I moved sideways into 'the office' and the dim and shadowy world of The Defence Intelligence Staff, gathering information in the ongoing war against the undermining of this great country of ours.
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        * * *

      

      I entered this prominent world of ours on the 29th of July 1970, and was given over straight away to my wet-nurse. I survived that experience and moved on, to various nannies, tutors and instructions, in all things needed for an Earl's first born to assimilate and learn from. I attended the Methodist Ashville Preparatory School, just beyond our estate, when deemed necessary. When I reached the age of 13 I was sent away to Eton College, carrying on the long tradition of Patersons as 'King's Scholars' boarders. My feet found the same indentations made by previous family members to the doors of Cambridge and Trinity College. While there, I spent most of my time making up for my lost childhood years by sharing beds with as many women scholars as I could.

      I displayed no prejudice to them being over-me or under me-graduates, as long as they furthered their education with my body. I was as attentive at my tutorials and lectures as my wandering mind and aching body allowed me to be, as it searched for other suitable experimental, or previously experienced, participants. At my Finals I received three 'one ones' in Engineering, Mathematics and Chemistry, and two 'one twos' in Physics and Economics, but had there been examinations for sexual prowess and endurance, I could have plastered the four walls of the dining room at Harrogate Hall with 'double first' certificates. And they were enormous walls!

      Chauvinistic; not an incorrect word to describe me, I admit. I've never been completely sure whether I had a choice as to my relationship to women, or whether it had been passed down through the male chromosomes of John Holland, but I had never experienced a wish to form any lasting deep commitment to, or from, any woman that I met. My imagination could not stretch to the wearisome life of couples arguing or compromising over each others' obligations within their partnership. I was too selfish to share my life and risk criticism, and neither would I have recognised the saintly sacrifice many make in times of illness or approaching death. In this respect it could be levelled at me, the charge of being a hypocrite, because that is precisely what my father did. He left my mother when she was diagnosed with terminal cancer citing his own inability to cope, but my defence would rely on the fact that I would never have married in the first place.

      The stance I took over his departure owed more to my own weakness, I suspect, than his own. I'm not proud of my psyche, and neither am I ashamed. I am what I am; and it is only me that has to live with that.

      As far as my father was concerned, it was a different matter. He did not have only himself to answer to. On the surface, he seemingly had everything: a beautiful wife, five children who, for the most part, were happy and contented with their lives, and a lifestyle many could only imagine. He had the estate here in Harrogate where he could play the 'gentleman farmer' role with his Holsteins and Herefords whilst enjoying his hunting and his stables of polo ponies and those of his thoroughbred race horses. They had added seventeen trophies, in his time, to the bulging cabinets where the accumulated silverware was kept, showing the Patersons equine significance over the ages.

      There was the Eton Square mansion with its eleven bedrooms, of which he only ever used the one, and only four others were occupied, the housekeeper with one maid, a cook and his valet-cum-secretary George. He had been in the Paterson employ for forty years; from boy to man, fourteen to fifty-four.

      Abroad was the house in Portofino, Italy, where his yacht a sixty foot two-masted schooner, was moored. Occasionally, scholastic calendars, scholarly agendas, and 'Annie's' permitting, we holidayed there as a family, until he found his own world and withdrew himself into it again. He was a complex and introverted man with many interests that kept him away from his family in Yorkshire. Horse racing, as I have said, and also the polo and sailing for which the schooner Britannia was on show; having been either sailed by him, or delivered to Cowes for the biannual 'Fastnet' race, coming runner-up three times in the challenge cup. What was more important to him than any of these things were his 'women-friends'.

      He had started keeping a mistress a year after marrying my mother, Alice, who was aware of all of them. He had six in total, throughout their 39 years of marriage. He had a penchant for professional partners: a famous classical singer the daughter of a titled family who dabbled in interior design, a barrister who has since taken silk, a college professor (who, innocently, I introduced him to) and a film executive. His final extramarital consort was a first violinist, whom he was still seeing up until his death, even though it was her father who caused that defended lawsuit with his allegations of financial corruption.

      The thing they all had in common, my mother told me days before her short, but uncompromising, illness claimed her life, was that they all made him happy. A strange thing for her to say, but nevertheless, that was what she said.

      “He needed the distraction that they gave him,” she had said. “I couldn't give him all that he required, other than legitimate children, and for that blessing I always loved him. He loved me back, but in a different way. Love doesn't die Harry, it kills without sorrow,” she concluded.

      I had never had the opportunity to truly know her spending most of my later life away from home. But I had always loved and admired her, and, on her sharing of that information, respected her even more.

      In my early years, when I had time with her, it was her reasoning that endeared her to me so much. She never did adopt the 'I know best because I'm an adult' line. Instead, she sat and spoke to me, not at me. She was gentle in her words and explanations, and a patient listener to mine. There was always a smile and a reassurance from her, and I felt a sense of belonging when with her. Something I never felt from my father, to whom I was never close.

      He had left her to die when he heard that she had just a small amount of life left in her, informing my sisters, Rose and Elizabeth, that he could not handle the situation of dealing directly with death; they would have to. I was overseas at the time, June 2008, as was my middle brother Maurice, but I managed to return for those final days. My youngest brother Edward, who lived in a rented flat in Cadogan Gardens, would not be released from his London duties, he informed us. He added, as an afterthought, “I will not allow him to see your mother during her decline.” Sage words from such a learned man!

      He was a user of women, in my opinion, rather than an admirer of them. I'm both, I suppose, having already admitted to my disconnection and unwillingness to any commitment. However, my addiction to women is not solely driven by sexual appeal. I hope I am not so one-dimensional and one day, I may change.

      It was my brother Edward who first raised concerns about my father when he approached me at Alice's funeral.

      “There's something amiss with Dad you know. I can't put my finger on it, but something's not right. Do you think you could have a word?” He stupidly asked.

      “Don't be as foolish as you look Teddy. Mum's dead. Learn to wipe your own backside there's a good chap.”

      I then walked away from him, and from all things to do with London.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

          
            RED-VEINED SNAKE HEAD FRITILLARY

          

        

      

    

    
      I've never been one to reminisce, to rediscover memories locked away in parts of the mind only psychologists know about, but in those last few days that I had with my mother, I found myself swept away in her nostalgia. I had not thought of my father as being a handsome man but there, in the photographs of their wedding, stood a person I could not recognise as him. As to her beauty, the wedding memorabilia only testified more strongly in confirmation of what I already knew. As to the man beside her, it was a stranger that I stared at. He looked taller than I remembered with jet-black hair combed back from his forehead, sharp clean features in a strong commanding face far more mature than the 26 years of age that he was then. There was a dashing, debonair look about him, a nonchalant character whom I could believe had swept my mother off her feet, as she had told me. He was not the person I had always remembered him as.

      “He was impetuous then, Harry, romantic and audacious a lot like you are today, I suspect. He was dangerous around women. Are you the same?” I didn't answer that question of hers, but understood entirely what she meant.

      To me, he had always been an eccentric old man with no hidden charms or fascination. I searched those photographs and more, to find some of us together, but could find none. No snaps of us two kicking a ball or hitting one, riding ponies and whirling mallets in unfinished chukkas or leaning over the side of the boat and landing fish. In fact, none of us being father and son. Perhaps there were no secret memories, none there to find, even had I have looked closer. No shared happiness, no laughter, no hugs and certainly none of affection. Perhaps he had entered my life as he had left it; a disillusioned, self-obsessed man.

      As I have said, to me he had never changed. He was portly in build and slow in movement, more deliberate than made so by his slightly excessive weight. He had thick white hair parted at the side, dull blue eyes shaded by broken red veined cheeks and nose, and his constant spectacles, wearing his reading variety permanently around his neck. At all times he was smartly dressed, his pocket watch suspended from his buttonhole by a double gold chain and carried in the breast pocket of his suit jacket. Always grey light or dark; pinstriped or checked, but always a shade of grey, for his daily London attire.

      “I never wear black, too sombre…looks like you're in mourning,” he explained. “Blue is for those continentals, the Italians and Southern French, goes with their colouring. And never, never wear brown that's for those shirt-lifters. Lots around in my day, especially up at Cambridge. Mind you Harry, the breeding ground was Eton. Never could spot them there…I wasn't their type. Now there seems to be more Queens than Kings everywhere, even here!” We were in Boodles, his London club, too many year ago to recall, but I can remember vividly what he was doing, he was renowned for it. Expounding on life in general and demonstrating his practised skill at cognac consumption, there was no one in the family better at both.

      In the winter months, he would say, that his hat matched the colour of his overcoat, as would his gloves and scarf, but not the colour of the green rubber boots that he wore on his walk to 'Annie's'.

      “Look after your feet son, and they will carry you through life without complaint.” This was, perhaps, the only sensible advice he ever gave me.

      He was not particularly tall, maybe it was my mother who made him appear so in that nuptial snapshot but strode in a military fashion, straight-backed with swinging arms, pacing out his steps with his silver-topped walking stick. He had served in the Coldstream Guards before his inevitable transfer to the bank at the age of 39. Longevity lay before him in this role and maybe it was this that had burred away at his impulsiveness, dulled the sharpness and taken away the spirit that shone from those photos. However, his self-assurance and assertiveness stayed with him for all to see. It was only with me that he let that curtain rise, and then only briefly, months before his death.

      Most banking Patersons lived well into their eighties. Five had reached the three-figure mark, and the normal age of their youngest to take outright charge of the bank was in their late forties. Elliot had been the youngest, but he had been the exception, as his father Phillip was quick to point out.

      “I had enough interference from your grandfather. He kept his nose in the trough almost until he was dead, and that was not until he was ninety-three! I'm not going to make the same mistake. I'm going before you're forty; you can have the worry, boy.” When I was told this story, I wondered what could have been meant by the word worry.

      In 2003 Elliot began the transfer of all the Saint George files onto computer discs, and that was when his trouble-free complacency began to be interrupted irretrievably.

      Eight months before the shot was fired from the Slovak semiautomatic pistol found beside my father's body, he had spoken to me on the telephone. At a younger age I would have replaced the receiver on hearing his voice, but I recognised his courage in taking that step. When I left him on the threshold of Eton Square almost eighteen months previously, having used most of the expletives in current usage and some, I'm sure, I conjured up on the spot as he stood there open mouthed and traumatised, I had left him with no doubts into the advisability of contact between the two of us.

      “Harry, I am sorry that I have to disturb you, but I have no option. There is something terribly amiss in some notes I've found of Maudlin's, and I don't know what to do about it.” There was an element of fear in his voice; I had heard fear at the end of telephones too often in my life not to recognise it.

      “Thought of confiding in Edward? Why trouble me with it?” There was not much compassion in my response to his call for help.

      “He's too young Harry, too young for most things. It's big and if I'm correct, it's still going on. It's certainly over my head, and I'm way out of my depth. I think Maudlin was a spy working for the Russians, and I'm not sure how I can save the family name.”

      “Where are you speaking from?” I asked.

      “I'm at my club, why?”

      “Have you told anyone else, anyone at all?”

      “No,” he replied, in a questioning tone.

      “Good. Don't call me from home, or from the bank. Tomorrow…no do it tonight, there must be somewhere open in your godforsaken part of the world for it, it's only seven thirty buy a mobile phone, a pay as you go one, no contracts understand? Then buy a twenty-pound top-up card, and charge the phone overnight. I'll call you at 'Annie's' in the morning, no, that won't do. Stop at that call box you pass in Hobart Place and ring me here with the number. Remember to write it down before you leave.”

      “You're being forgetful, Harry. If it's a number, I'll remember it,” disdainfully he replied.

      “Have you enough cash? I don't want you using a card.”

      “I expect so.”

      “That's not what I asked, was it? How much have you got on you?” I asked, curtly, with no respect.

      “Couple of hundred, I suppose. Haven't looked.”

      “Well, now would be a good time, don't you think?”

      There was a pause whilst I heard the sound of the rustling of paper.

      “I've got one hundred and sixty in notes. Will that be enough?” he asked, innocent of the world beyond his own.

      “Yes, that will be fine. Dad…don't tell anyone about this, not even George. When you get the phone, look through the security options and put a password in it, so no one can access it without your say so. If George sees it and asks about it, tell him it's for another of your liaisons…he'll understand that or, better still, say that your young violinist is causing you trouble again. Tell him that her father has found out that you haven't broken it off yet and you need a different number to keep the sordid arrangement going. After all, George might be able to relate to that, you being almost three times her age.” I stressed the 'her,' hoping he would notice. The knife that had only grazed my mother was buried deep in my heart.

      “I understand,” was his only reply as a momentary silence split our conversation. “I'll do as you say,” he added, eventually.

      “Good, and I will do the same tomorrow. No more land lines, or personal mobiles, never that okay?”

      “All a bit melodramatic, the need for all these precautions, Harry. It's only a suspicion, after all.”

      “Maybe, probably. Let's hope so…but better to be cautious Dad, just in case there is something in what you say. We don't want the good name dragged around needlessly, do we? Keep all this between the two of us for now, and remember the old war motto: Keep Mum, She's Not So Dumb.” He was one for platitudes, my father. I enjoyed the usage in return, for once, knowing he wouldn't miss the ridicule in my voice. I had his acquiescence, but not only that; I also had the same feeling of fear and trepidation as he did.

      “Make that call here early in the morning. We will have to arrange times to call and other ways to contact each other. By the way, don't ring again tonight, I'm out,” I had added trying to sound as impassive and as unconcerned as I could.

      “I hope I'm wrong about Maudlin, Harry…I honestly do.”

      I said goodnight, but I didn't think he was. I had found some old photographs of Maudlin whilst rummaging through the family photographic chronicles, and one in particular had caught my eye. I needed answers and, I needed help in finding them.
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      She was there as she had threatened to be, waiting at the gates for the East Coast Line and beckoning me enthusiastically.

      “Over here, Harry Paterson!” I heard her call, above the commotion of King's Cross station.

      The rose and the newspaper were missing, but that was not what had caught my attention. It was her hair; I had been wrong as to its colouring. It was a patinated copper, the colour of the flames of a fierce bonfire, a beautiful combination of red, brown and orange, and extraordinarily striking.

      The first thing that caught my eye was that hair, as it flowed in time with her waved greetings and brushed against her impractical pink linen coat. Then her skinny legs, which ended in the cream leather high-heeled shoes. She would have been better suited in boots, and warm ones at that. The late March weather in London had been touching the lower 70s on the Fahrenheit scale, whereas in Harrogate it had barely risen above freezing, and I had no intentions of telling her! The absence of a suitcase caused me to wonder if the outfit she wore was her only clothing, and I remarked on it.

      “Have you got a spare pair of everything you need in that document case?” I asked, when I was beside her.

      “Oh now, don't you worry about my welfare, H. I'm more than capable of looking after myself in that regard. Censeo et Conslio family motto, or Resolve and Purpose Harry, if you're a bit short on your Latin. Have no fears about me.”

      She was jumping around like a demented child who had never been on a train adventure before. I did have a singular fear of being arrested for the transportation of a live skeleton on British Rail, for which I'm sure, there must be some law against in the lost journals of the Empire.

      The fact that my father held the position he did had meant that a Government enquiry had been inevitable. However, my position within the SIS had complicated matters, and had led to the appointment of Judith Meadows as my personal inquisitor, the would-be discoverer of the truth as to who may have committed the crime. I had called Peter Trimble that morning and was told all I apparently needed to know about her, which was not a lot!

      “She is good at what she does, Harry, very thorough.” That, along with her surname, is all the information I got.

      As I had approached my would-be interrogator, my annoyance was slightly tempered by the realisation that not all was lost. I had been right about her face.

      She was indeed very attractive, with large hazelnut shaped green eyes, my favourite colour. I decided on the age of 32, short without the heels, which somehow accentuated her slightness. She reminded me of a pink mannequin displayed in the windows of fashion shops, one of those minus zero size females who are advised to eat air for sustainability.

      Since my university days and my indiscriminate fascination in women, I had graduated in selection and had settled on a preference for voluptuous, sensuous types. The sultrier the better, and the more full-figured the more magnetic. Judith had none of these desirabilities, and her vivaciousness only underlined my distaste and my hostility.

      “Did you stay for more to drink last night, or did my departure spoil your evening?” She asked, as she linked her arm through mine and pulled herself close to me.

      “I'd rather we didn't play happy families, Judith. Or should I address you as Miss Meadows, or Ma'am, as you're the senior officer here?” I detached her arm and quickened my walk so that I was a few steps ahead.

      “Don't be petulant, Harry. There's no seniority here, only friends. Actually, I'm a Mrs, even though I don't wear a ring. Please, slow down, I can't walk that fast in these heels!”

      “Why aren't you at home caring for him, instead of frequenting bars and accompanying chauvinists layabouts to their country lair? By claiming to be married are you trying to avoid any virginal duties you may have with the new Earl on his estate? I thought you knew all about them, but I'll be glad to fill in the missing details.”

      She stopped, tugging at my sleeve as she did so. “My husband died, Harry; five weeks after we married. He was a Major in the Ordinance Disposal Regiment, on active service in Afghanistan. He was blown up into little pieces. I would be obliged if you weren't to mention him again.”

      There was a deep determination in those green eyes perhaps tinged with sadness, I'm not sure, but certainly spirit and a great deal of tenacity. She was, as I was beginning to understand, a stubborn, intransigent woman; self-contained and belligerent at times.

      “You brought him up, not me,” I answered, in my defence.

      “No, you used the word 'Miss' in a disparaging way. I'm acutely aware of your enmity towards me and the resentment you must feel over others examining your father's death. I'm here to help you, not trick you,” she replied, truculently causing a brighter colour than her hair to wash over her face, blemishing an otherwise pure complexion.

      'Help' not 'trick' me…strange words to use, I thought. Could she know what I was already hiding, or was this the subtle way of the practised interrogator?

      'Tell us what we know you're concealing, and we'll give you a candy bar.'

      Suddenly I viewed Mrs Meadows in a different light. Perhaps her zero size did not match the zero evaluation I had given her. I made no reply to either her offer or threat.

      “I've sent two of our sitters up to your place by road. I've phoned ahead and forewarned them of their coming and their requirements. They won't need accommodation, we found them berths in a local hotel. I thought about using your stables for them when I found out that you don't keep those racehorses of yours anymore, but decided they deserved better, the poor souls. They have all their equipment in a van, but I sent my car up with them. Can't bear to be parted from it for too long and, who knows? We might want a drive up to the moors, you and I.” Judith had regained the composure I had displaced, returning to her bullish best as we took our seats. I contemplated her words whilst exchanging tiresome banalities for the remains of our journey.

      After Alice's death, my father had taken permanent residence in London, having no need or want of Harrogate. He had sold the estate's racing stock at Newmarket and the polo ponies had also gone long before this; his age, other pursuits, and the lack of interest in the sport shown by my brothers and I being a contribution in his decision. These changes had led to the letting go of our stable manager and most of the hands, now we had only the six horses in the stables for riding out or the occasional point-to-point race. I hadn't hunted in years, nor had I thought of it much since the changing of the laws, but her comment made me think of the chase of the fox, as long as the scent wasn't wrong and it was not me that was being chased. There was to be the full response to such a situation, recording machines both audio and visual and the electronic data readings of pitch in speech. It was not quite a polygraph; more refined, it showed the slightest agitation, because most in my trade could lie with conviction. That is, if they knew what was a lie, or the truth, if it stared them in the face. Why, then, the need of a drive and away from the recording of Lord Harry Paterson, Earl of Harrogate, I wondered? Was that where the trickery made its entrance?

      That evening, after dinner, we began the first episode of what was to be a challenging time for both of us. I was changing that first opinion of mine; albeit slowly. Her car, a Porsche Panamera, one of those four-door saloon types that are shaped like a coupé, had been loaded with matching luggage, and her obvious wealth could not have come from Civil Service pay alone.

      She had dressed for dinner, something I had not expected nor done since dining with my mother. I was waiting without a tie but luckily I had a jacket, otherwise her rebuke may have been more severe.

      “Harry, we have to have rules. Rules are what I live by, and I love a good routine. After breakfast, through lunch and one hour before dinner, we work. We go back in time and recollect all that we are trying to forget; or hide. We play by the SIS house rules that we both understand. At dinner we adopt the rules of the upper classes, of which you are most notable, and as are my own family. I am Lord Davenport's daughter, he is the Queen's private secretary, amongst many other things. Heard of him?”

      I had…by accident one could say. His father, Judith's grandfather, was one of those I was investigating in the mysterious photos I had found, now cut short by that gunshot of Sunday last.

      “No,” I lied, but we were not in the library where the machines now lived, we were in the lounge beside the huge log-burning fire. She had discarded the pink travelling coat and now looked considerably warmer. Her hair was pinned to her head and woven into a circle at the back. The long crimson dress covered every inch of flesh except for her neck wrists and ankles, and although I have already spoken of her slight figure, I could not deny her femininity.

      Joseph, my father's butler had stayed at the Hall when he had left, and had been in the room through all her detailing of the code to be adopted throughout her stay. He had just finished pouring our drinks, so no doubt the rest of the household would soon know of my guest's high principles, I thought.

      My sisters had, like Elliot, long departed, and now I was the only Paterson left here in the hereditary home, but I was not alone. With Joseph I had inherited two footmen, my own valet, two cooks and three kitchen maids. There was a housekeeper with four maids to care for the thirty bedrooms and all the grand rooms that were constantly in use, a chauffeur who had met us from the train, and three gardeners. Oh yes, and three stable-boys, and one stable-girl. All, apart from the gardeners and the stable-hands, were housed on the estate which covered some 220,000 hectares and contained four tenanted farms, as well as our own. A colossal undertaking which I took over from my father on retiring from the Army and, then, my partial retirement from the SIS. I say partial because they never really let you go! They don't know how to trust anybody on the outside.

      “I'm going to bend those rules of mine at little tonight H. After all, that's what rules are for, don't you think…to be broken a bit?” Her head was tilted to one side as if to accentuate her question.

      She waited for an answer, but all I could think of was making love with a skeleton. My imagination tried hard to stretch that far but I was unfortunately, ahead of myself again.

      “Well, I do anyway. Let's get some background filled in. Start with your childhood, and your relationship to your late father.” Her requests were more demands than mere inquires; they carried a note of compliance rather than the choice of disregard.

      I painted that failed closeness in flowing, complimentary terms of harmony and kinship; it was easy for me to do. It was how I had dreamt it should have been since I was sent away to boarding school, something I had emotionally built on every day of my life that I spent there in nigh solitude, bereft of love and affinity from anyone. I was a good liar. I'd had plenty of time to conjure up an idyllic adolescence, and I told my imaginary story well.

      I had been fifteen years of age when great-grandfather Maudlin had died and thirty-one when his son Phillip had passed away. Both had been instrumental in my life, even more so than my own father. They had filled my head with tales of the adventures of their siblings or their forbears, and my head had swollen in pride. Grandfather Phillip's eldest brother had seen action in the Korean War and the Malaysian Conflict in the middle sixties, and I heard of his exploits first hand. Phillip and Gerard would sit in this very spot with me, on one or the other's knee, listening to those deeds in avid attention. Then Phillip, not to be outdone by his elder, would praise his own efforts in 'Annie's' involvement in the protection of British interest in the Far East. Both would refer to Maudlin in an almost religious manner, never in my memory addressing him as 'father' or simply 'Dad.' Only the words 'he' or 'him' and, less occasionally, The Old Man were used whenever reference was needed to my great-grandfather.

      “They even named a military operation after 'him', you know. Operation Claret they called it, an intelligence lead incursion against the Indonesian forces. I was with the misinformation section, SIS by any other name, but that was what they called us then. We were spreading falsified rumours amongst the Chinese, stirring them up against the President principally. Anyway, it worked, and an opportunity arose to assassinate him; his name was Sukarno if I remember correctly. I led that operation, Harry. I saved the day, and saved Malaya becoming a communist extension of Indonesia,” Gerard told me.

      “It was 'he' who provided the funds from 'Annie's', then covered over the Government's connection and any trail leading back to the Foreign Office. It allowed BP to continue out there, and protected our rights to the rubber,” Phillip informed me.

      So the bank became pivotal to me and my interest deepened, leading to my knowledge about Saint George, and broadened my interest into lies and as Gerard had put it; misinformation.

      “You're fortunate, Harry, that you don't have the responsibility of the intricate nature of the bank. It's an elaborate affair, and only 'he' knows the full complexity,” one of them had added, but I forget exactly who.

      We were together, 'he' and I, on the first of August; three days after my ninth birthday and six and a bit years before his death. I recall the day well, because I was to make my debut in the Halls cricket match against the estate tenants. The house was fully staffed in those days and, with the stable hands, there were more than enough adults to fill the eleven needed. However, the day had coincided with the unexpected arrival of my grandmother's sister and her entourage, compelling most of the staff's withdrawal. I was to go in last and had received batting advice from Maudlin. Fortunately, my uncles Charles and Robert were making a good show of things, and with my grandfather standing as one of the umpires, I considered my position in the proceedings as being well protected. He used his shooting stick in my coaching as a bat and displayed the forward defensive stroke as practised by Jack Hobbs, a contemporary of his and an England and Surrey batsman.

      “Play a straight bat to everything young Harry, and play yourself in. Always give yourself time in any position in life before striking out. Cricket mirrors our lives in many ways, and that metaphor will stand you in good stead in both. I always found it best to keep something in reserve…to lure the bowlers in to believing you've nothing in your armoury then spring the trap, and dispatch them all over the place!” He swivelled his stick around imitating imaginary cricket strokes with agility and aplomb. “That's how I have survived for so long in this complicated world. Never let anyone know all there is to know about yourself my boy. And I'll tell you another thing, if you have a secret; bury it deep so even you don't know where to find it!”

      His conversations always captivated and meant a great deal to me as he usually spoke with such clarity and logic. With this one, in particular, I can recall his words clearly; they contained neither. I never understood what he meant by not being able to find your own secret, until now. Needless to say, none of these accurate recollections were related to Judith. The story that I told contained snippets of truth, mixed frugally with lashings of fiction. The exaggeration of dreamt happiness was not fabrication to me; it had become my reality. My lies had become my truth.

      I never, for example, mentioned the fact that her own grandfather had been a pallbearer at Maudlin's funeral. I hid the knowledge that I had discovered from the photograph, hoping she would bring that up, and not me.
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      We ate breakfast from the arranged dishes set out in the dining room and, whilst I ate heartily of scrambled eggs and sausages, I marvelled at her small appetite; one piece of dry toast, a small bowl of cereal with imitation milk and an equally small bowl of pears. I felt obliged to eat more than I would have normally, as if to distance myself from her, and spare cooks concern.

      “I'll see Mrs Franks, the housekeeper, mid-morning and order dinner. That way, everyone knows who will be required and for how long. I prefer seven-thirty for dinner. I'll tell cook not to prepare so much tonight. Perhaps you would like to share my plate? It would save on the washing-up for the kitchen staff.”

      “I was about to compliment you, Harry, but your sarcasm is not welcome. I'm too polite to comment on your own pig like consumption. Are you jealous H, or is it that you're insecure in your own body?” With that now charismatic cant of not only her head, but rebuke, she chided me.

      “I'm perfectly content, thank you. I was worried about you and your obvious anorexia and how it is to affect my kitchen. I don't want cook going to all her efforts to feed you, when lettuce and a few radishes would suffice. Would that do you for tonight's dinner?”

      “If your questionable humour would take a break for a while, and if you are asking what I would like to eat at dinner, then pork would be lovely with loads of crackling and all the trimmings. Then, if I am unable finish it all, I can at least imagine you there wallowing in the gravy. But, have no fear Harry. I will be hungry by eight, ravenous like a horse!” I had not missed the emphasis on the eight. It was the beginning of the bantering between us; however, Judith normally got her own way.

      I sought out Mrs Franks and ordered tea, coffee for Judith, a light lunch of vegetable soup for her and beef and pickle sandwiches for me at eleven, and dinner, as instructed, at the revised time. I then joined my uninvited guest in the library to face my inquisition.

      “Before we start, and before I switch on all this equipment I would like to say something off the record Harry, by way of introduction, as it were. I believe your father was murdered and not killed by accident whilst disturbing a burglar, or anything like that. I know that this is what the enquiry is meant to find out and I shouldn't decide its outcome before we have looked at everything and every possibility; however, I wanted to take this chance to tell you where I'm coming from, and where my questions are leading. I suspect that you believe the same as I do. This is our way of eliciting from you all the names that are hidden from us and temporarily out of your mind, bringing them back into the spotlight, so to speak. Then, of course, your thoughts on how he was murdered and by whom, okay?”

      In my experience there is nothing 'off the record' when dealing with the Service. Even how you wipe your nose can be important; if you change from using a paper tissue to a cotton handkerchief it can have repercussions, and probably investigations into your bank account! I nodded my commitment to the cause, and lit my first cigarette of the day.

      “Do you mind if I join you in that habit, H? I resisted last night when you smoked I'd given up for Lent but I just can't do it, not with you indulging. I'm afraid I've come with none. Didn't know you smoked. Anyway I've got none myself, hate to be a ponce and all that, but I'm going to have to be.” She could be as incessant in speech as she was in gestures, her hands forever brushing away imaginary specks or stroking her hair or brushing against her lips, all seemingly involuntary. She hadn't read my file very well. I'd been a smoker since university, and that would have been there in the notes, if only for the life-covering insurance that comes free in the security business.

      “Feel free. I'll add it to the bill for board and lodgings unless you think of a way to repay my hospitalities…just joking. Throwing it up in the air, seeing where it lands,” I gave her the most artificial, contrived smile I could manage.

      She mimicked it and returned it with interest. In a more effective way, cute and quick, she replied, “That reminds me…you must show me your bedpost before I can eventually leave this place and get away from you, I would love to count the notches. I seriously doubt there are any, especially if the repayment of hospitalities is what you rely on for seduction. You must save thousands on the heating bill; ever thought of turning it on?”

      “Now who's being sarcastic? I've had to replace all four bedposts twice, I'd run out of room for any more notches.” My reply fell on unimpressed ears, as she showed her disinterest with a simulated yawn and the feigning of sleep, angling her head to her touching slender hands.

      “As to the heating, well normally, there's someone close by to keep me warm.”

      “Hmm, as shallow as I thought. Let's get down to work shall we? I want to start with you, Harry. Run me through your file. Start at Cambridge. Were you approached, or did your family connections lead you to us? Were we something you stumbled upon or was that your goal from the beginning?”

      I told of my military career in the Guards, citing the boredom and inability to react to situations spontaneously as the factors leading to my retirement, and how great uncle Gerard's experiences had influenced my choice of offering myself to the SIS.

      “So you came to us, then. Tell me what you expected, and then lead me into how you first got involved. Last night's summary of your upbringing was good; most concise I thank you for it. This time I want you to be more expansive, more detailed, right up until the time you were approached in Moscow three years ago.” She had done some homework, if not all.

      “I left the brigade in 2003, in the June of that year. When I left Cambridge I went straight to Sandhurst, in Surrey, having decided upon that at Uni. It wasn't a vocational calling or anything like that…my first love lay in the science of Chemistry. I just felt the need to do my bit, if that doesn't sound too silly. I did the full forty-four-week course, and was presented with the Sword of Honour on its conclusion.”

      She interrupted me. “What's the significance of the sword Harry? What's it for?”

      “Best Officer Cadet on the course,” I answered.

      “What rank were you on leaving?”

      “Captain, but I was promoted after Bosnia, before my first tour in Afghanistan. Too many Captains and not enough Majors, I suppose.”

      “Really, go on, please. Why us?” She was making notes in shorthand, and I hoped that the reference to being a Major did not bring back painful memories of a lost husband. I had honestly forgotten and should not have added the silly joke at the end, but I chose to leave it, and not apologise.

      “I got an invitation to see Trimble at the Joint Intelligence Committee rooms in Derby Gate, in the Old Scotland Yard building, that September.”

      She interrupted again. “Develop it more, H. What did you do from June until September who invited you to meet 'C,' or was he 'C' then? No, it was Fleming as Chief. Peter has sat in the chair from December 2007.”

      “I mooched around. All right…I'm sorry.” I saw her raise her pen in protest, ready to admonish me for my brevity. At that moment she reminded me of the piano teacher who taught my two sisters to play. They were three years apart, Maurice coming between them, so I had ample opportunity to see her at work. She was also a tiny woman, at least, that's how she appeared to be to me then with equally graceful, slender long fingers that she would raise and wave in time with the metronome, balanced on a sideboard, in the music room, before bringing them down when she required the lesson to begin.

      “I spent time here. Elizabeth was still at home. Rose had married the year before and I had missed the celebrations, so I visited them in London and stayed a few days, they had a house in Rutland Gate. Came back here, did a bit of riding, worked around the place…that sort of thing.”

      “Too brief, again. Remain celibate throughout all this time did we?” She asked, with a hint of annoyance in her voice.

      “I wouldn't have thought so, no,” I replied.

      “Nor would I. I want everything, Harry, even the dirty bits. I promise I won't blush. If it helps, and if you kept them, refer to diaries. Did you keep them?” She asked, astutely.

      “Yes, I did, they're in my private office. Please, Miss, can I leave the room and fetch them?” I raised my own arm and childishly asked to be excused.

      “Do be a good boy and hurry back, I'm on fire with anticipation. Oh, and could I have a coffee and perhaps a couple of chocolate digestives? No, wait…make it one, or I might shatter that illusion you have of me being reputable and selective,” she asked, with a very seductive smile.

      We went through those written records of the missing months in fine detail, taking hours over its deliverance and scrutiny eating lunch as we did so. When names appeared she made separate notes in a black and red hard-backed book, stopping me for the spellings and addresses. I went on to describe how it was that Trimble had invited me to London and the interview that took place between the Ministry of Defence and the Houses of Parliament after he had travelled up to Harrogate with my father and two others: an Antony Willis from the Foreign Office, and Donald Howell, a Cabinet Office official. Judith showed great interest in these names, nodding her head vigorously and confining them to that 'soon-to-become holy' book of hers.

      They had come for a shooting weekend as the boxed guns unlocked from home lockers, or retrieved from Asprey's, the Royal Jeweller's private gun cabinets, bore evidence to. The opening of the season had been delayed that year from the twelfth, because of the extreme severity of the preceding wet winter which had depleted the stock of grouse and woodcocks, so a later start had been decided upon. It was a Thursday, the day of their arrival, Elliot always shut up shop at lunch time on Thursdays; that's if he went to 'Annie's' at all that day, as it was earlier than his normal time of arrival.

      It was the following day, before the first drive, that Peter spoke to me. “I hear you're at a bit of a loose end nowadays, old boy.” He handed me a piece of paper.

      'Come to this place, on this date and time that I've written down for you, and I'll see if I can find somewhere you can hang your hat.'

      “That was his approach, and how I came to offer myself up.”

      “Did you speak to Peter or the others in that party much over that weekend, Harry?” Judith enquired.

      “Not much, no. We exchanged shooting stories and all that sort of thing. I think one of them mentioned the Army, but it wasn't Peter…must have been Donald. I seem to remember he had served in Second Para in the Falklands, now I think about it.”

      “Was the topic of the UN's role in Bosnia ever brought up at all?”

      “No.”

      “So, they spent their free time more with Elliot than you, would you say?”

      “Yes, I'd say that was true,” I replied.

      “Did Antony Willis mention that he was in the same year intake as you at Eton, Harry? Or wasn't it necessary? Did you recognise him and chat into the wee hours, reminiscing?” She asked, patronisingly.

      “No, he never said anything, and I certainly never recognised him. A few years had passed by, however…he probably never made a connection.”

      “Hmm.” Her lips tightened as she moved the pencil around in her fingers in a rolling motion.

      She had made copious notes throughout our day and had changed the tapes twice in both machines, smoked far more of my cigarettes than I had, and had complained when I opened a window, requiring Joseph to arrange the fetching of a cardigan and shawl from her room. Now she sat curled up in a winged red leather reading chair, arms crossed, with her hands inside the sleeves of her thick woollen red and orange cardigan. Her feet were tucked under herself with those pages spread across her uplifted knees, her head tilted slightly, enabling her to read. Occasionally she removed her right hand to turn from one sheet to another, but there were no words uttered, as she remained silent throughout her revision.

      I poured myself a Scotch and asked if she would join me. Without averting her eyes or lifting her head, she replied, “Yes, that's very kind. I'll take some water with mine…could you put it here for me?”

      The pointed finger again, only this time it was not raised; instead, it indicated the oblong table that separated us. I considered a protest in the intended adulteration of my single malt, but considered it useless. I simply rang for the water and changed the Jura for a Bells.

      John, one of the footmen, appeared, and as he cleared away the lunch trays onto the trolley, she addressed him, still engrossed in her manuscript.

      “Joseph, please pass on my compliments to the kitchen. The bowls of crocuses on the lunch trays were a delight, as was the soup. That's what I was going to remark upon at breakfast, Harry, before our conversation became diverted. Your front lawn looks wonderful, there must be a million crocuses out there!”

      “Thank you,” I replied. “And thank you, John,” I added.

      “Oh, I'm sorry,” she said to John's back as he left, and she added water to her whisky. Her attention now returned to the room. “I was miles away, intrigued by your recollections.”

      “No matter. I'm sure he's pleased by the promotion.”

      She gave a tiny smile; but whether it was to my riposte, or to her findings, I had no way of telling.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER SIX


          

          
            HOME-MADE PLUM WINE

          

        

      

    

    
      Saturday morning broke with all the conventionality of an English spring weekend morning; it was thundering with rain. I had risen early as I had neglected the farm business for three days now. My travelling to and from London, and my day and a half there, plus the day in the library meant that there was work to catch up on. I was in the estate office, and had briefly been able to consign Judith to the back of my mind. I had managed about two hours of work, when I caught sight of a figure at the open door.

      “I'm sorry, did I disturb you? I've been here for a couple of minutes just standing and watching. Nothing else to do in this monsoon. I was hoping to saddle up one of your horses and trot off for a canter, build up an appetite before breakfast, but no can do, worse luck. Were you busy?” In the professional matters we had touched upon she had been direct and to the point, but not so her standard discourse, which encompassed many things before she got to the point.

      My perception of her so far had been mixed, which the relationship to the figure in the photograph had only helped to complicate. With Maudlin knowing her family, I wondered how much she knew of the Patersons. Her appeal to me was twofold. Firstly, I found her challenging in an intellectual sense. The way she had introduced herself to me at Dukes was clever, something I would have been proud of myself. Her approach had completely disarmed me, and taken me by surprise. She was quick-witted, sharp and seemed intuitive and shrewd in her deliberations. Her second appeal lay entirely with her physicality; again, it was the challenge that attracted me. In physical law opposites attract, and my positive sexual chromosomes were being drawn inexorable towards everything that was once negative to me.

      “Yes, I was.” I was going to leave my answer at that, but I was regretting some of the ridicule I had aimed at her. I continued in my reply, “The milk count is down, and we're waiting on the vets' report. It's a worry. We've had problems with an influx of badgers this winter, and it could be TB in the herd. There's conjecture as to if badgers do spread the disease, but if there weren't so many liberal tree-huggers about in this neck-of-the-woods, then I'd trap them all. The badgers I mean no; come to think of it…I'd shoot the huggers as well!”

      She pulled up a chair beside me and stared at the chart on the computer screen.

      “My, you are radical. Hope that doesn't reflect your own political views. I marked you down as being more of a liberal than an intolerable right-wing fascist. Don't worry, it's only rhetorical, no need to divulge your leanings. I'm not here to find any sleepers hidden in any of the panelling.”

      I wondered about that throwaway remark all through breakfast, and barely said a word apart from polite answers to Judith's sincere questions regarding the estate and its management. Mixed with the memories of Elliot's first declaration of suspicion of Maudlin, my emotions were ragged and my thoughts confused. The eight months I'd had to examine those files, the ones that had caused the anxiety in father's life, were unfinished and inconclusive. The photographs I'd retrieved from my mother's memorabilia had unearthed some surprises, but nothing overtly connected to the unaccountable missing monies. In total there was £300 million that could not be found amongst the ledgers from 1935 to 1970; in today's money, that equates to roughly £2 billion.

      I was following her along the corridor from the dining room to the library, it was as if she was in a hurry to continue from where we had left off the previous evening; or was it, I speculated from her tactical remark, only minutes ago?

      “Do you think you could have some sort of portable heater brought in this morning, Harry? It was freezing enough in there yesterday. This wind and rain chills my bones.”

      I considered the obvious reply, “They're on show, that's why,” but my change of nature prohibited me. I liked me being understanding and humane, so I decided to continue to like myself.

      “Of course I can, I don't suppose it will harm the books for a day or two. My apologies…I don't feel the cold as much as you must.” I just could not help it, but it was not as blatant as before.

      She had the same cardigan on, but had replaced the black leggings she wore under her skirt on Friday for thick beige corduroy riding trousers.

      “We'll be here longer than a day or two, H. A week at least…maybe more.”

      “I had better send out for more cigarettes then,” I offered, courteously. She stopped and turned to face me, smiling like the proverbial Cheshire Cat.

      “In that case, could you order Rothmans for me I find your Dunhill too strong and too big. I seem to be wasting more than I'm enjoying.” She most certainly was not a diffident girl!

      “Nothing too much for Madam, nothing at all!” I was quickly becoming annoyed at liking myself.

      We entered, and as she was about to load the recording equipment with new tapes, I touched her hand. She did not recoil; instead, she looked dispassionately and detached from me, as if to emphasis her Wednesday evening warning of no touching. Or, was it simply shock?

      “Before we begin this morning's session, I'd like to ask you something off the record, and I'd like an answer to it, Judith; again, just between the two of us.”

      I had let go of her hand, but she had not sought to distance herself from me. We remained close and we were looking directly into each others' eyes.

      “Yesterday in your preamble, before these machines were on, you stated that your mission was to find out who murdered my father, and how. You never mentioned why. I don't believe you make any oversights. I believe there is a purpose behind all that you say, and all you don't.”

      “I believe the same could be said of you, Harry. Neither of us are fools. Your father was a very important chap, perhaps more than you realise. I have no reason to ask why. I know why…it was to cover up something he had found out. But here's the thing H, did he know what he had found, and did he tell you? Want me to turn them on now, or do you want to cry on my shoulder and confess all the sins of your family in private?”

      They were whirring, and Judith was into her stirrups. I was confused again. Was I being suspected in some way in a cover up, or the actual murder? Sometimes, honesty can be too much. Her acerbic little diatribe had found a mark. How did that anodyne remark of 'out of sight, out of mind' come into existence? Certainly not from our trade. Keep both eyes fixed on that round object, catching rather than dropping it otherwise you could end up dead!

      “We grow plums in those huge poly-tunnels of ours, over where the racing stables were once. We sell the wine made from them all over the world. Our biggest market is in Japan, would you believe? Top restaurants in your own town of London stock it. It's becoming very fashionable, I'm told. They even had a bottle at Dukes, if you noticed. Before its full fermentation it's quite acidic. Remind me to offer you some of that immature, sour, variety before you depart.”

      “I'll take it then that you don't want to shed your tears all over me, Harry?”

      “Haven't got anything to cry about, Judith. Unless you're going to tell me that your leaving today then I'd cry a bucket but, knowing that you're not, I won't bother. Incidentally, have you heard anything from the police about the CCTV at Eton Square? Have they got any pictures?”

      “Yes, they have, from the outside cameras. The hood was black, the trousers black, the shoes were black, the face might have been black, but whoever it was never smiled for the photographic session. Went in through the front door, though. You can see them drilling out the lock. You can buy little, almost silent ones nowadays at any DIY store. Slow speed varieties, the same sort used in some departments of ours. No deadlock. I understand from George, the valet chap, that Elliot had a habit of entertaining late at night, and one particular lady visitor had a key. There were no cameras on inside the house. This, apparently, was Elliot's last job on retiring to his bedroom.”

      Without further comment or hesitation, and without waiting for any reply of mine, she threw the first ball. “I'm going back to last night, I got how you came to us. I'm clear on that. What I want to know now is how your skills suited our purpose, what use did we put you to, and what was it that you expected.”

      “Trimble said he wanted me for my degrees, but mostly I think it was for my name. Together they suited his purpose admirably, as he put it. I was to be seconded under the Defence Intelligence Staff banner, and apply for a position in a private English company who would be favoured in a forthcoming takeover of certain petrochemical assets owned at present by BP in Antwerp. “With your qualifications they'll snap you up. You will be in there at the start, and you will open doors for them. You'll be making history, my boy!” That's how he sold it to me.”

      “Were you expected to make that history for him directly, or through a handler?” her eyes narrowed as she asked.

      “He told me, “Only ever to report to me Harry. No dirty hands on you before you step through my door…I should say not! We don't want you corrupted and shown the other side of life too soon. Only pure unadulterated chemicals for you to work with. Refreshing bubbles bubbling away above your Bunsen burner. We'll strip them clean, the two of us together, with you carrying the cross of Saint George and me sweeping up behind.”

      “Were those the exact words he used, Harry? It's seven years ago, now.”

      “Perhaps not verbatim, but the essentials and the references are his, plus the terminology. He was so excited about it all. I might as well have not been there. He reminded me of a dog with a toy almost jumping through rings. I'm sure that, had there been burning ones and I'd asked him, he would have jumped without questioning it.”

      “He never showed any exuberance or jauntiness towards you when here, on that shooting weekend. No high spirits whilst banging away at all those grouse?” She asked.

      “No. If anything, I'd say he looked downcast and gloomy. He never said much at meals or on the drive…he was a bit subdued, as though he had a heavy load on his mind.”

      “You said that he spent time alone with Elliot. Did your father reflect Peter's mood, do you think?”

      “I honestly don't remember. He was never a 'hail fellow well met' sort of person…a serious man, my dad. And I suppose it's true that familiarity does breed contempt. You stop looking for signs, after a while.”

      “Hmm. I'm surprised, Harry. You have struck me as a very deliberate and observant man. Why wouldn't you notice if your father was either nonplussed or excited, I wonder?”

      “Possibly because he always seemed that way to me, back then.” I had added the 'back then' quickly, as my lie about the close happy family ties in my previous recount had to be maintained.

      “Hmm, yes…possibly, I suppose.” She opened the red and black book for the first time, and scribbled something quickly.

      I had lied about Elliot's reaction. On the Sunday, the day they all departed, he did something completely out of character. 'Give me your hand, Harry. Congratulate me. I've been able to help my country,' he said, before patting me heartily on the back. In my silent reflection I almost missed her next question.

      “Did Willis and Howell meet your father separately or were they always together at their meetings?”

      “Always together. I never saw father on his own with either of those two.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes, certain.”

      “Hmm…I see.”

      This idiosyncratic 'Hmm' seemed always to proceed the need of additions to the black and red book of hers; sometimes hastily, as though she didn't want to stop the flow, other times more deliberately, as though she needed time to think about my reply. This was one of the latter. She sat with her chin resting on her clenched hands, staring at the pages. Her lips pouted in a frown, in deep thought, until at last she gave a tiny sigh and said, to no one in particular, “Could be.” Then she immediately carried on.

      “When you were accepted into this BP buy-out company, how was Peter's reaction? The same euphoria, or a different reaction altogether?”

      “Different, yes, as though he expected it. He seemed a touch pensive, I remember him saying, “all well done then Harry. Get yourself settled, and I'll be calling on you when I have the need.” Very perfunctory, it surprised me.”

      “What was your role inside the petrochemical company? I've got the name on file, also your position, but I want you to tell it and, like before, expand on it. Tell me what you worked on, and what were its uses.”

      “I first worked on Polymers and man-made fibres; that category breaks down into many products, all used either by consumers or in industry. Polyethylene is what your milk comes in all the takeaway cartons for coffee, soups, etc. Polyvinyl chloride, PVC, makes pipes, amongst many other things. Polypropylene goes into appliances and packaging, then there's polystyrene and polyester, nylon and acrylics. All these products are made from spin-offs of the oil industry: liquefied petroleum gas, natural gas, or crude oil.”

      “Let me try to summarise all that if I can. Where there's oil these polymers can be made, is that right?”

      “At present, yes, but you need the expertise. That's where the science of chemical engineering comes to the fore, and folk like me. Bio-fuel is the future.”

      “Go on, Harry. I'm all yours.”

      “After a year or so they moved me into the speciality chemical field, which is a high-value, rapidly growing market where the products have diverse applications in the industrial world. There's electronic chemicals, commercial gases, adhesives and sealants, coatings for high-grade projects, and the materials needed for the decontamination of anything from used oil to nuclear waste. The biggest growth of all is in synthetic organic polymers, and that was really my personal forte. They're made from waste products ideal for the developing world, where there is no oil, or very little.”

      “You might have to excuse my ignorance in something that you are obviously so expert in, but could you reverse this process, and create fuel from polymers?” Judith innocently asked.

      “You have it. That's the end game; fuel from waste products or existing bio-diverse products farmed for fuel, like used cooking oil or seaweed, for example, not the agricultural produce that was first suggested. There are investigations into other methods too, but I have no wish to appear too esoteric. Many compounds are found in polymers, carbon being the most important. It's a common factor, so most have the consistency to ignite. Benzene used to be added to petrol as an aromatic compound polymer. It made it smell better but it can still be used for other purposes. It's still used as an additive but also, in the right formula, a substitute. Phenol is used in anything from cosmetics to antiseptics, from aspirin to herbicides. Ethanol is pure alcohol. There are other elements that, if combined with phenol and ethanol, give you a petrochemical base constituent. From that, the replication of fuel could be, in theory, constructed. It's a long way off replacing non-restorable assets, but it's on the right tracks.

      There's another thing though that's more relevant and more of today's world. In the Northern Hemisphere, Russia and Canada in particular, there are billions of barrels of oil locked up in the rock strata and under deep sand, but the cost of extracting this wealth of oil and gas has been prohibitive. Now, though, with the technology that we have developed in this country, and the cost of conventionally drilled oil, it's proving more cost-effective. There's a theory going around that the Russians have cut back in production to hike the price up, so that their vast reserves locked away can be extracted. Their only trouble is that they don't know how to do it, and don't want to pay for the knowledge nor the expertise needed. They want to steal it!”

      “That's interesting, very interesting. All that within your remit, Harry?”

      “Well, not just that now, no. I got shifted over into the biotechnology side, which is vast. I focus on metabolic pathways of pathogens, manipulating these using biochemistry. It truly is fascinating. Take protozoa, as an example. It's a single-cell organism living in algae that feeds on organic matter and lives in the soil, so after drilling or extracting the oil…” I was not allowed to finish, as an obviously bored Judith raised her hand and waved for me to stop.

      “As you say, a fascinating subject, no doubt, but I really have heard enough, thank you. Managed all this as well as us and the estate here, did you?”

      “Oh yeah, easily. Part-time for them and you, plenty of time for other things. I found a niche for myself.” I would be a liar to deny that it was not my aim to be boring. I liked being in control for a while.

      “Hmm. I can see that.” She rubbed the back of her fingers as if suffering the first symptoms of arthritis. “I want now to move on to your first venture into the field for us, and to how Trimble kept his reins on you.”

      “He would simply phone. I was living in a company owned apartment, about 25 kilometres from Antwerp, in a place called Mortsel. He called me there three days before my first operation.”

      “Before you go any further, was there any; 'living in' company to soothe away your aches and pains in Mortsel, H?”

      “No, no one permanent. There were a few transient relationships I pursued at the time but nobody stayed to do my washing and ironing, no.”

      “You're so romantic, Harry. I do so miss that age of romanticism, don't you? I'll need their names, give them to me at lunch, will you? Carry on. What did he say?”

      “He said he had sent me something in the post. I was to open it, and take the contents to a Lutheran Church in Grönwohld near Hamburg, in Northern Germany, and to leave it there at the far end of the chancel on the lectern side of the church. I was to do this by nine-thirty on the following Sunday, one hour before the first gathering of the day.”

      “What was in the parcel?” that narrowing of her eyes again.

      “It was a small lithographic print of a robed figure giving communion to a bearded, kneeling man. I was to place it upside down on the shelf that holds the song books in front of the first pew.”

      “What were you to do then?”

      “Well, there was something I had to do before that. I was to knock on a house…number 17 Steinern and ask for a Dietmar Kohl. If I was asked who I was, I was to give my full name, Lord Harry Paterson, adding that I was an old friend.”

      “You obeyed that directive, Harry?'

      “Yes, I did,” I declared.

      “Hmm…strange. After that, you went straight to the church and left the sketch…then what?”

      “I didn't find it quite as easy as you put it. I was trying to hold myself together a bit; I was thinking of Richard Burton in The Spy Who Came In From The Cold. Peter had said to wait until the congregation had left and then, to see if anything was left.”

      “Like what?”

      “He didn't say, only that whatever it was it would be underneath the pew where I had left the print on view.”

      “Tell me that there was something there, Harry, please?” she demanded, excitedly.

      “No, there was nothing there that time.” I paused just long enough to let the disappointment fill her face, then added, “But I found this; the second time I looked.”
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      We were to have a rescheduled start after lunch. Judith had requested the change, stating her need to research something, leaving the subject unclear as she carried the photograph away with her. I was left alone beside the roaring fire that I had instructed Joseph to light, but suddenly I felt cold.

      I remembered how I was shaking on that short walk from my car to that house in the quaint hamlet with the unpronounceable German name. The knock was unanswered, which I was thankful for, as I felt no words would leave my mouth as it was so dry. I was trying to hold my breath in the silent church in case I made a noise as I laid the sketch on the pews, and, again, as I tiptoed across the stone floor in my exit. Then the wait, and the return. It was as if everyone that Sunday was watching me. Trimble had said that if there was no reply, then to go back the following Sunday. I searched and searched, down on my hands and knees, but found zilch. I really didn't want to come back and face the same torment, but had no choice.

      

      The next Sunday I think I was shaking more as the rain bouncing off my coat would testify. I suppose it was the mood that I was in that made that rain feel, and sound, like gunfire zipping through the air, targeting only me. There was no one else foolish enough to be out in such weather, which made me feel more conspicuous and vulnerable. I didn't know what to expect, a policeman or a gun; I was that paranoid. My mind was going over and over, thinking I had been set up. The first time they'd had a good look, and this time they know who to shoot. Anyway, I was a good boy-scout, and I got over it, and went in. I found it straight away the photograph, I mean. It was held up under the seat by sticky tape. Then my curiosity took over. I stayed for the service; I don't know why, it was not as though I would recognise anyone. It was just a show of bravado on my part I guess, plus I wanted to see who sat in that pew and had caused me all this mental anguish. The thought of punching him crossed my mind but it was left empty, just like the emptiness my anger had to endure.

      I had never experienced nerves before as I did that day, even in Bosnia trying to keep a thankless peace. The other time I had seen action well, seen is not the right word, heard of would be more appropriate was in Afghanistan. There I had listened to others on field telephones, hearing their response to fear and danger, whilst I liaised with OIC's, Officers In Charge. I never once, on either tour of duty, saw a bullet fired. I never had the opportunity to test myself in tense situations or under hostile fire. In truth, I felt a fraud amongst brave, disciplined, men, and that is what led me to retire. I had been nervous before, however, and one specific time now came back to me. I was trying to forget that first drop-off by thinking of other things, when the phone call from my father came flooding back.
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        * * *

      

      He had texted me his number and we spoke in depth of his findings. We communicated on Mondays or, if unable to do so, Thursday afternoons. My father was a systematic man, for whom the term 'habitual' was invented. 'Annie's' was only open on Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Thursday mornings. The weekends from Friday to Sunday were, when my mother still graced this life, spent here amongst his material belongings, or in London with his lovers when the need for more covertness was unnecessary. Thursday afternoons and Monday were his. Mondays he would spend travelling and lunching at far flung restaurants he had read reviews of. He would then tour the surrounds on foot, weather permitting, visiting galleries or antique shops. He was selective in the areas he chose, of course, but generally he spent that day just amusing himself and, presumably, the other party to his life.

      “Mondays are quiet in London, Harry. Good day to get out and about a bit. Go to Notting Hill…the good parts, mind you or the Borough and the City. The air is a bit cleaner on a Monday.”

      Thursdays were his indulgent days: massage at the Dorchester, wet shave and hair trim at Truefitts and Hill, call in at Lobbs to see how the shoes were going, pick up a good new wine at Berry Bros, lunch at the Connaught, and even see a matinée, if one was showing that caught his eye, or hers.

      The copies of the journals he sent me, the ones that had been unearthed in a previously unknown safe hidden in the concrete floor, did not make good reading. Against some numbered bonds that were lodged, amounting to £7.5 million, were the initials MA. Three bonds in all were removed from the bank; the first in June 1936, then November of the same year, and finally May 1937.

      The next time those MA initials appeared was in August 1946, and for varying values. More were removed at sporadic intervals, until they ceased on the 14th of April 1970. The largest amount went missing in September 1956: four Bonds totalling £66 million. From 1946 to 1956 the scale of withdrawals, compared to the total sum, was meagre: about £20 million, or two million a year. Then, in '56, two other initials were joined to MA…RD, and £186.5 million went missing in the following years and were never returned, nor were the recipients names recorded.

      As far as Elliot's suspicions over a Soviet Union connection, they seemed to be borne out by a scribble in the margin of that 1936 ledger. 2397 Baskov. District 19. Leningrad.
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        * * *

      

      “No news from London, I'm afraid. Been on to both us and the Branch. No one's been into the men in blue and put their hands up and said 'It's a fair cop, governor,' I'm sorry to say.”

      My family oriented analysis had been stopped dead in its tracks by Judith's all-singing, all-dancing return.

      “You can remove your rear end from my chair, as well. At least it will be warmed up when I get mine in there. By the by, Harry, did you know that both my great grandfather and grandfather knew your great one, Maudlin Paterson?”

      I feigned disinterest and ignorance as I vacated the toasting spit, and resumed my allotted position.

      “Yes…now, there's a coincidence, don't you think?” She waited for an answer, as I waited for her continuance. As nothing was forthcoming, I broke the stilted silence first.

      “I suppose so. Small world, eh?”

      “Getting smaller by the day, Harry. Want to know how they all knew each other? Well, I'm going to tell you, even if you don't want to hear it. Edwin that's the great one on my side of the trilogy, was a year older than your Maudlin, and a year apart at Eton and Cambridge, where I doubt they knew of each other. They went their separate ways after schooling, with my Edwin ending up in the Foreign Office straight from the age of 26. That was in 1917. Over the years he worked his way up the ladder, aided by his title, as is the way of things, ending up quite big. He was also aided by the outbreak of the disagreement between us, the good side, and that bad lot lead by Herr Hitler and his gang of testosterone driven murdering thugs. Lord Edwin Davenport was His Majesty's Ambassador in Vienna, that hotbed of Machiavellian spies.

      For three years before his appointment, and for the entire time that he was there, and that was until 1945, he regularly received requests from Lord Maudlin to forward on letters addressed to an Andrea Isadora Mafalda Cortez in Leningrad in the USSR. Your own M got himself a nickname; Pinky, he was called thereafter, in the corridors of the FO. Don't look so worried, H. He was never considered a spy. Not many I've heard of thought he sent the Kremlin our Crown Jewels through the diplomatic bag,” she laughed in an insulting way. “My grandfather followed precisely Edwin's steps early in his passage of life, signing on for the FO at the same age of 26 in 1947, and regularly confirmed, to the continuing interest of his father, that Pinky was still active.

      At this time, Edwin headed up section X1, the anti-Soviet section of the then SIS but, can you believe this, not one of them, or any of the minions working the wires under them, bothered to ask Pinky what he was up to! By around 1956, three years after Stalin's death, communications were relaxed between East and West, and Maudlin no longer had the need of diplomatic channels. Whether he persevered in his correspondence I can only speculate on and, I guess, so could those in 'The Office' at that time.” She leaned closer to the fire and rubbed her hands together, as if to say, 'I've got you; haven't I.'

      “Would you like to comment on what I've just said, Harry, or did you know about all these carrying-ons of GG Maudlin and didn't want to play with the rest of us?” She adopted the seductive, accusing, smile that I was becoming used to.

      So, no one knew what went on after 1956, but it must have been substantial; otherwise why had Judith mentioned all of this, and why had so much money vanished after that date?

      “Nothing I can say, other than I admire your knowledge. As I said, I knew very little of Maudlin and no one in my family has ever spoken of it. Perhaps it's innocent. Maybe he played chess by post with an old friend.”

      “Yes, that could well be it,” she said, sitting back in her chair and almost laughing. “I admire your optimism, Harry, in all your shades of life, but I doubt that you're that naive,” she declared after some seconds, never altering the stare from those green eyes at me. Then, without delay, she continued. “Okay. Let's get back to business, and I'll stop all my show boating about our connections. Tell me of your second trip into the field, and Trimble's instructions. Did he phone as before, or use a different method? Take me for the walk, H and, please; do it slowly.”

      “He wrote this time. It was January 2006 and I was still bedding down in Mortsel and before you ask, I was not in a permanent relationship, nor was anyone there when I opened the letter, nor did I leave it around for someone to read. I opened it in my office at work, and shredded it. There were no other women that I was involved with, that I have not given you the names of already. On the back of the photograph was a date and a place, where I was to go and meet the face on the front.” I was a little tense and it did not go unnoticed.

      “All right, Harry. I sense aggression somewhere there, where has that come from? Don't be ashamed of your past. Without a history we won't know how to avoid making the same mistakes in our future. I'm referring to your promiscuous behaviour…nothing else, no hidden innuendoes I assure you.”

      “I've never thought of you as the insinuating type, Judith. I'll just carry on and ignore the connotations about my personal life. I was going on a delegation to Canada to present the companies credentials to the regulating bodies in Vancouver, and to start the bidding to open several plants there. I assumed that she was working for ADM international, an American competitor of ours, who, along with two other companies from Japan, were also present. In the photograph she was about 29 years of age, five foot seven in height, long black hair, good figure.

      All in all, a foxy glamorous-looking girl, and as you would well expect…I was looking forward to making her acquaintance. Her name was Katherine Friedal, and I was to introduce myself as me. He gave me no cover name, and I was surprised by that. I thought by now that, having run the gauntlet once, so to speak, I warranted cover this time. I texted him on the number that he had given me as a contact, and the message I got back only confirmed what he had already written. “Introduce yourself as Lord Paterson. That will be the name on the delegates list, it cannot be avoided.” I complained about it when I got back.”

      Judith was alternating between both her books, but had not interrupted her writing, nor looked likely to. I watched her delicate fingers as her left hand drove that pen across the pages making many underlines or crossing-throughs, sometimes circling motions in a heavy hand as if to emphasis something already written. I carried on with my recollections.

      “Industrial espionage was, and still is, rife in my line. An attractive women in the same business was especially dangerous, as she would understand any technical jargon that might be blurted out in the heat of the moment.”

      She gave me one of the inquisitive stares that usually followed her idiosyncratic, 'Hmm' one where her lips pouted, eyes widened, and she tilted her head to one side.

      “That's novel pillow talk, Harry…chemical formulae? I'm all aghast at what you get up to in bed with your conquests!”

      The compulsion to respond to her irony with a 'come and see' was strong, yet there was another impulse that restrained me more forcefully. A feeling of wanting to be liked by this women. Not in a sexual way, not really well, that's what I told myself, but more in a respected, companionable way. It led me to lie: “Gorgeous, she was, but there was no way on this earth that I was going to get hooked up in any arrangement with her, and that you can take as gospel and verse!” I had my fingers crossed as I told it, and wished strangely that it was true.

      “We met on that first evening, there was a reception held in a municipal building of some description. I'm not sure what it was called now, or the Department we were dealing with. I just tagged along with the others. Anyway, I helped myself to a drink and approached her. She was surrounded by other admiring men and obviously enjoying all the compliments they must have been showering her with. Me, being the irrepressible confident soul that I am, I figuratively dived into the ruck, and went searching for the ball.

      “Hello…Katherine, isn't it? The manager sent me over to ask you to leave; your absolute beauty, charm and radiance is making every other woman in the room look so terribly ugly. I'm Lord Harry Paterson, and if you would like to take my arm I'd be delighted to escort you anywhere else you'd like to go.”

      “You cad you, fancy pulling rank like that! That's some line, I've just got to say. Did she faint? I know I would have from embarrassment! Did you get away with it?” I had Judith's visual attention this time, as she almost fell out of her fireside chair.

      “It's not original. I'd heard it somewhere and it was, honestly, the first time I'd used it.”

      “Well, you're not using it on me, Harry Paterson. How did it work on Kathy…a quick KO, or did you die from a slow death?”

      “She took my arm, of course. Who wouldn't have, apart from you?”

      “Cut to the quick, H. Don't feed me the images from the bedroom mirror, I'm hot enough already from the heat of this fire. What did she say?”

      “I suppose you mean apart from the obvious…that I was fantastic, an Adonis, things like that.”

      “Shame omnipotence can't turn back time. Even the gods must suffer from slowing metabolism. The seams are showing on the costume, Harry, you're only just about holding it together!”

      I didn't feel the need to reply, so I carried on. “She said: He will meet you in Moscow on the sixth of September, it is all arranged.” She also slipped something into my jacket pocket as I brushed against her, through the crowd at the bar, to get two more glasses of champagne. I have it here.”

      I laid the stiff blue envelope on the table and pushed it towards Judith, who opened it. Inside was a Visa card, the numbers corresponding with an account at the Impexbank of Russia. The account was in my name and had been opened one month before this Canadian meeting, but not by me. There was 250,000 roubles in it, about £5,000. More than enough for the two nights that someone had reserved for me at the National Hotel, opposite the Kremlin. Attached to the Hotel confirmation form was a leaflet promoting the Michel Jarre concert to be held on the evening of the sixth, celebrating the 850th anniversary of the founding of Moscow. There was a seating plan, centred on the performance stage. I was in row D1, seat number 101 an aisle seat, which I was thankful for, as I could stretch out my invalided knee.”

      Judith was busy penning into her book, when she asked, “Did she work in the same business as you suspected?”

      “No, she said she worked for CNN and was there covering the negotiations for her news channel. The release of the reserves of trapped oil would be big news, apparently, not just for the economy, but for the tree-huggers that I love so much.”

      Still not looking at me, she asked, “So, you had no worries about discussing your work when you bedded her, then?”

      “I'm getting a mite peeved at your questions into my private sexual affairs, Judith, and I can't see the relevance, but I'll answer it; of course I did!” My chivalrous intentions were goaded too far, and was not capable of continuing in this role of gallantry.

      “Thought so…you do run to form, H, don't you? Where did you meet Trimble when you made your complaint, and what was his reaction?”

      “We met in the back of a London cab. I'd taken the cab from the rank outside the Terminal at Heathrow, ostensibly to Eton Square, asking the driver to pick someone up on the way. Trimble, collar turned up, and wearing a tartan cap was in the Grenadier Pub, down a cul-de-sac off Belgrave Square. I had asked the driver to turn in. We waited a few minutes, glad handing outside the front but watching for followers, and when none appeared I paid the driver off. We walked through the front door of the pub into a courtyard at the rear, then out into Knightsbridge, catching another cab to Crockfords, in Curzon Street. As to my complaint, all he said was that I was in no danger, and to stop worrying.”

      “Did that soothe your troubled mind?”

      “That was all I got, so it had to…I had no other option.”

      “Did he mention the photo at all?” she asked.

      “Said he had a copy on file. He never mentioned the name though, of the file, that is.”

      “Did she give you anything else, Harry like a card, or the means of getting in touch?”

      “Yes, got it right here close to my heart.” I patted my breast pocket, then added, “Do you want it? Are you a bit jealous, Judith?”

      “Hmm…no, Harry, but I'll take a copy of the details that is, if you can part with it for a few seconds without passing out on me. Did you ever phone old Kathy, Harry, out of office hours, as it were?”

      “Now who's being insecure, Judith? I didn't. I just knew that someday the two of us would meet, and I didn't want her memory to jeopardise our mutual regard for one another.”

      “Did you and Peter have a profitable evening, gaming at Crockfords, or did you come close to losing the Estate?”

      “I don't gamble Judith. I like sure things; only certainties.”

      Abruptly the conversation finished as Judith's mind was transfixed elsewhere.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Right, now that's out of the way, it's time for me to change. I'm out tonight, old thing, something prearranged I just can't get out off. No, you can take that silly look off your face, it is official business. I'll be back in the wee small hours and I promise not to disturb you if you trust me with a key, or is it a swipe card you use to get into this fortress? Will you miss me?”

      “I'll count the seconds that we are apart. Can I help you change? Help with your buttons, or, perhaps choosing the dress? Something silky and sultry, I would think?” I had returned to my old self and felt much better for it.

      “No, you can't, and I think tweed and something woollen would be more suitable this evening. I feel a chill in my bones.”

      “If you do feel like disturbing me, please do. Other than that I'll hold my breath and wait for you at breakfast. Do hurry back.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER EIGHT


          

          
            WHERE LIFE BEGINS

          

        

      

    

    
      Peter Trimble teamed up with the Directorate of Military Intelligence, Section Six, from the sanity of the outside world in 1978. He was almost 29, and immediately became a sub on the 'Garden File', directly under the supervision of the then 'C' Dicky Blythe-Smith. That file had been opened in 1961 by one of his predecessors, Maurice Cavendish, when irrefutable information was mysteriously intercepted at GCHQ.

      A cryptanalysis of previously used pages, of an intended 'one time pad' encrypted message, pointed at a certain Harold Adriano Russell Philby as being, beyond doubt, the 'third man' in the Burgess Maclean scandal. Stanley, the name used, by the Soviets in these messages, had been nicknamed 'Kim' after the young Indian of Rudyard Kipling's novel, having had been born in the Punjab and spent time in the Indian Civil Service. This was a major breakthrough for the SIS, as one time pad messaging, that is encrypting words and letters into numbers to which an additive key from a 'one time pad' was added, was unbreakable.

      The code had been corrupted by the reuse of entire pages of previously used material, allowing for its decryption. At the time, it was taken to have been an oversight at the Soviet manufactures of their secret communication equipment, or simply a lucky break as can happen in life. No one considered it to have been deliberate, other than Cavendish. Philby had been supplying information to the Russians since before the Second World War but had been cleared of spying charges; even being vindicated by Prime Minister Macmillan in the House of Commons in 1955. He was an acute embarrassment to all in the upper echelons of English society, especially the Intelligence community. Cavendish, either in collusion with the Government or on his own, decided not to use that undeniable evidence and arrest and prosecute Philby; instead he allowed him to escape to the Soviet Union, where he was beyond the reach of journalists and the full exposure of his treason.

      By this action the cryptanalysis was not apparent to the Russians, and project Venona; the name given to this decryption continued into the eighties. More oversights and lucky breaks came the way of SIS. Had Cavendish been clairvoyant, or just plain lucky?

      Set against Stanley's banishment away from the Secret Services, were the unanswered questions over the full and exact damage he had done. The only avenue into that investigation left open to Maurice was the time honoured one of leg work; that of going back and over everything Stanley had done, or everywhere he had been stationed.

      Two separate and seemingly unconnected items were thrown up by 'subs' working out of 'the office.' The first was when the department was situated at 54 The Broadway SW1 in 1963. A bank account, under the name of Stanley Russell, was held at a branch of the Martin's Bank of 63 Long Acre WC2. It was opened on the 14th July 1936 with a deposit of £2.5 million plus change, then another of exactly £2 million in November of the same year, and finally one of £3 million, again with change, in May the following year. There had been no withdrawals. The writing on the application form filled in by Stanley was identical, conclusively, to that of Philby's.

      Lord Edwin Davenport, as British ambassador, had a great deal more to do at the outbreak of war than just the forwarding on of a fellow hereditary peers' letters. He delegated Philby to that task, who was attached to the Embassy in Vienna throughout the early war years, supplying valuable information to the Allies. Edwin had noted down all the details of the three letters. However, it being such a small inconsequential event, it went unnoticed and unrecorded on Stanley's file until Peter Trimble, ferreting around as all good 'subs' are meant to do, unearthed it early in his career, in the Westminster Bridge Road building that then hosted the SIS. This was the second item. Taken apart, as well might they have been done, owing to the fifteen-year gap in their discovery, there was no connection; but put together as Dicky Blythe-Smith did, it added up to one thing, and one thing only. Lord Maudlin Paterson was sending money to a person in Leningrad, and Stanley had intervened in the delivery.

      The next thing that Dicky had to decide upon was how to approach the problem of an errant, supposed ex-custodian of a private bank, in which the SIS had a distinct interest. After due deliberation he abandoned protocol, adopting a radical approach rather than the more conservative prudence that the situation may have demanded. He sent the young, inexperienced, Trimble to parley with the aged Lord at Harrogate Hall.

      “I'm sorry to trouble you, my Lord, but I have come to speak to you about some letters you wrote to a Señora Cortez in Leningrad starting in 1936 and then going on for many years,” Peter stoically declared.

      “Yes, young man…and what interest are they of yours?”

      “Well, Sir, we believe that Kim Philby that abomination of a man took some money from those letters for himself.”

      “What money? Was there money in them? What makes you think it was mine?” indignantly he asked. Come on, speak up, man!” he contemptuously demanded of young Peter.

      “Well, nothing really, other than we've found a bank account of his with £7.5 million in. We just wondered if it could be yours, Sir?”

      “Are you accusing me of being a spy, or a fraudster, or both? Make sure that Blythe-Smith is in his office on Monday when I shall walk the ledgers over the bridge to him. Tell him that he should not have sent a boy to do what he could not face himself, and also; to have his apology ready and for good measure, his resignation. I will be speaking to the PM this evening about this.”

      The Director of MI6, as the Secret Intelligence Service is popularly referred to, has only once resigned. If it was a more regular occurrence it would cause an unnecessary furore amongst the servile citizens it is supposed to serve, and this edict was applied to Dicky, who sent a letter of abject apology to Lord Maudlin and attached his report to the Garden File. There it stayed until Peter Trimble assumed the role of 'C' in 2007, and the haunting memory of that ancient meeting was remembered.

      Where the complexity of my father was introspective and self-absorbed, Maudlin's was the opposite; he was an extrovert, gregarious, and in his young days, an utterly carefree man. In some ways, Judith reminded me of his methodical way of thinking and his painstaking attention to detail. He had selected Vienna as his chosen route for his correspondence, with care and deliberation. His inbred suspicion of all things foreign narrowed his options it must be said. However, it was still an inspired choice. The fact that Stanley had intervened was beyond his comprehension or his control. It had been through his foresight that GCHQ had been endowed with the unique facilities that enabled that institution to decipher the code that had lead the SIS to his door! It was in 1946 when he had contacted Meredith Paine, the then 'C,' and proposed the expansive program of improvements to GCHQ capabilities, prompted by his own experiences of gathering information; but he had no fears of any investigation. The secrets were, as he advised me, buried deep.

      The air route for mail was complicated in the late thirties. Through Germany was the direct route; however, the tensions between that country, Britain and the USSR made that choice unreliable. The route via Scandinavia was unusable, due to the unrest, prior to the 'Winter War' between Finland and its unhappy neighbour the USSR. A route through North Africa and the Middle East was feasible, but long in time and therefore capricious. Notwithstanding all these obstructions, the overriding consideration to Maudlin was his inability to write in the Cyrillic alphabet and his well-founded mistrust of some Soviet postal worker being able to read English. So, he settled on Austria as his safest bet; and until that interview, had never known where his money had gone.

      

      He had no replies from Andrea to muse over for ten long years and had often worried about her welfare, until in September 1946 he received a rerouted letter from her, informing him of her poverty and asking for help.

      He was a learned and erudite man my great-grandfather, gaining his knowledge from wide and expansive fields; not relying solely on his academic lessons for his insight on life. He had been aggrieved that he was the last son and in line for the Standard of Saint George, as he had sought a more adventurous life for himself than that.

      At the onslaught of the 'War to end all Wars' he had enlisted, against his father's will, in the Royal Horse Artillery and immediately was given the rank of Captain. He saw action on the Western Front, the Sinai Peninsula and in Persia and ended the war as a Colonel. He was commended on four occasions, and wore his awarded Distinguished Service Order and Bar, along with his other campaign medals, with great pride. By 1922 he had retired from the Army, much to the relief of his father and Alfred, the third-youngest brother of the quartet of Paterson sons but not, to their horror, from hostile activities. He volunteered for the Irish War! There, in Ireland, the seed was planted that grew and led to his acquaintance with MA; or, more correctly, Andrea Isadora Mafalda Cortez, who unbeknown to him then, was one year old.

      Maudlin's responsibility lay in the gathering of information of the Irish Republican Armies' intentions and tactics, and in this role he recruited an assembly of men known as the 'Cairo' gang. For three years Maudlin's handling of those seven Protestants, as they went about their trade, was impeccable and faultless…until one day when he made a mistake. He vowed there and then, standing on the street where their bodies lay, never to divulge confidential, intimate secrets to anyone, even if they are, supposedly, on your side!

      “Never trust your friends with confidential information Harry, they will ultimately let you down. Keep it to yourself. Never allow yourself to think that a friend is as reliable as you are in keeping a secret, because they won't be. Just remember that you can only ever rely on yourself, and no one else.” Another snippet of knowledge my great-grandfather gave me, and I was trying to live up to him in keeping the faith.
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            SNOWDROPS

          

        

      

    

    
      “If it's all the same to you, Harry, I'd like to get out today. I'm a bit of a botanical freak, and I love spring, with its promise of new life. Today looks like it will be lovely. How about the moors? If the crocuses are so wonderful here, I bet the snowdrops, up at that height, are truly marvellous.”

      We were at breakfast on the Sunday and I hadn't heard her return from her night's excursion, but I had broken away from tradition. There seemed little point in having a selection of dishes from which to choose, carried upstairs from the kitchen and presented in the dining room, as she had eaten the same dishes on the mornings of her stay. One slice of dry toast, brown, of which she had left half, a bowl of one shredded wheat with skimmed milk, and then some tinned fruit in their juices. She had decaffeinated coffee, whilst I had tea. As far as my own breakfast was concerned, I was perfectly happy with my normal routine of raiding the refrigerator for delights, and having my tea either in my office, or the estates.

      I found the formality of the first meal of the day wearisome and over indulgent, especially with my own consumption of the last few days. In homes such as mine, it is not unusual to have breakfast served; however as my guest ate so little, I had decided to dispense with that ritual, and had brought Judith's favourites from downstairs to the table. I had also prepared a plate of cold beef, left over from the previous night's dinner, for myself. Cook, with her pleasant habit of cooking too many, always kept the crispiest roasted potatoes left untouched for my snacking, and I had a few of these on my plate as well.

      Judith was surprised and complimentary with the care I had taken over the arrangement of her preferences, but still felt obliged to criticise the contents of my own.

      “You'll die young from high cholesterol poisoning if that's what you pig out on in the mornings. No wonder you're overweight. You could lose a few pounds, especially around your waist. I haven't seen you eat anything healthy since I've been here,” she declared, in a gentle voice solicitously adding. “How are the cows? Have you heard from the vet with his report, yet? That reminds me…your hair could definitely do with a cut. You'd look silly with a pigtail. If you want, I could do it for you? I used to cut an old boyfriend's hair once, made a good job of it too, even if I say so myself. I'm no Nicky Clarke, but neither do I need a basin to put over your head. I'll tidy it up for you.”

      There was no mocking in her speech, no hint of inane criticism or witty indulgence. I thought I detected a sense of fond warm-heartedness that could be easily be taken as affection. All of a sudden, my breakfast table had taken on a different perspective. Had I married this women in my sleeping hours, whilst I had been drugged and stupefied? I quickly glanced at my left hand to see if the ring of captivity had been slipped on, or if the ink from the register had stained my fingers. Where did this concern come from if not from a marital partner?

      “Yes, it would be nice to get away,” was the trite statement I was able to make. I felt as though I was suffocating in the intoxicating air! “By the way, did you have a pleasant night and a peaceful drive?”

      “Don't want to discuss it, Harry. Boring as being at a nun's convention discussing the virtues of contraception. Do you think we could have an hour's ride together straight after this? Nothing too strenuous with all that floating around inside you of course. I'll be kind!”

      Again, where I would have made some clever remark about 'a ride together,' I didn't. I was lost and incapable it seemed, of regaining my sanity.

      “Why not?” I replied, thinking it was better than 'you wash, I'll dry' which any moment soon would be my suggestion. I should have said that the report from the vet had indeed shown some infection in the herd, and that I must lend a hand in the inoculations, but I didn't. I made things worse.

      “The only thing is, I really must be at St Michael's, our local church, by ten-thirty. As the new Earl it's my duty to attend on the first Sunday of each month. This one is special, anyway. It is to commemorate my father, and I'll be expected to say a few words. Would you like to come?” I insanely asked, still caught, unexplainably, in her dazzling headlights.

      Overnight I had become the doting, dutiful husband of a malnourished refugee rescued from the Third World. Better stay clear of the hot roasted spuds at the Spy Glass after church, I thought, as I struggled to free myself from this malaise.

      “There was something I was meaning to ask you, Harry. I hope you don't mind…it's a bit personal.”

      In the trancelike state that I was in, I doubted that I could have kept any private matter from her, and I was not mistaken.

      “Ask away, Judith, do.”

      “Well, you smell in the mornings. There's a whiff of chlorine in the air when you're around. You don't use it as a deodorant, do you?”

      “Funnily, no. I swim every morning, spend a good hour or so in the pool. I have done since I was a child.”

      “You've been holding out on me, H! Have you got a pool here?” She was on her fruit course and almost dropped both fork and spoon, holding on to them at the cost of her half eaten toast, which fell, plate as well, noisily to the wooden floor.

      I was helpless, caught with my trousers down at my ankles. I had been trying to keep the pool strictly to myself, but I was caught in her hypnotic presence and was unable to escape.

      “Hadn't I mentioned it?” Bedazzled I replied. “No, I hadn't had I, must have slipped my mind. I promise I'll show you after breakfast and sort you out a costume to wear. There are steam rooms there, a sauna and heated relaxing loungers. Help yourself.”

      Another time I would have substituted 'a couple of handkerchiefs' for the word costume, but that seemed an age away. I attended church alone; whilst Judith enjoyed my secret. However, by the time of my return I had regained my senses.

      It was a six mile drive to the part of the North York Moors National Park nearest my favourite pub, and I hung on for grim life for every inch of that journey, as she hurled her car into every blind corner with seemingly reckless disregard for everything. When we had ridden out, earlier, she had shown no signs of this kamikaze trait, being comfortable and judicious, canny and perceptive. We had done the schooling jumps then ventured out across the estate. I had not removed some of the gallops from the racing stable days, and along these she had shown good riding skills in her posture and balance, beating me easily in a pretend race. I was heavy now, in my fortieth year, having given up on almost all sport, since a complicated knee injury I had sustained whilst playing rugby for the Army had curtailed my participation.

      I played the occasional round of golf, if the arthritis in my knee allowed at a nearby course, or took some part in the annual estate cricket match in which to vent my anger. Other than that, and the occasional ride with my swim each day, there was nothing in which I could exert myself. I had always been heavily built; it was in the family genes. In my youth this had been to no disadvantage, having never been bullied nor ostracised at schools.

      Apparently I was everyone's 'best pal' if house-mates were threatened with any the 'Seniors' pranks, and at Eton there were many. One such was the variation of the 'Wall Game' where there was no ball and goals were often scored, unlike in the real thing. Every Ascension Day, after the conventional event, 'Oppidans', the Seniors, would suspend first year King's Scholars, called 'fags' over the curved wall and drop them, spread-eagled, into the mud below. A goal was scored each time a 'fag' rolled over in that mud before being able to extradite himself from the all-clinging morass!

      Nobody dared to argue the point with me when I refused, none too politely nor gently, to a particularly noxious Seniors offer to partake in this tradition. I hit him once and promptly knocked him out, then calmly turned from the rowdy crowd and walked away. Overnight I became my dormitory 'fellows' champion and, on more than one occasion, was offered up to resolve a matter which they had with other Seniors. I, for my part, had no inclination to refuse!

      I was, however, no warrior more a worrier, as she drove to the Moors that Sunday afternoon. When I had the time to think I wondered if her husband's death had made her suicidal and when at last we stopped, that was exactly what I asked her.

      

      “Now, you look here, Lord Harry bloody Paterson. Don't question things that are nothing to do with you. My private life is precisely that; private. If ever I decide to speak about it, it will be my decision, not yours. Got that? As far as my driving ability is concerned then you are perfectly safe with me. I love to drive fast. I hold an advanced driving certificate, which I gained after completing the Metropolitan Police Advance and Defensive driving course at Hendon. The top academy for such things in the world. I am also the holder of the women's lap speed record in Formula Three cars, and on 500cc motorcycles, at both the Brand's Hatch and Silverstone circuits. So button up, Harry, and don't pontificate on things you know nothing about.” My views on self-preservation clearly did not harmonise with her own.

      We both sat in an uncomfortable silence for a while, me determined not to apologise and Judith, in her state of disgruntlement, staring straight ahead. I broke the stalemate with a deep sigh and, at the same time, offered my cigarettes.

      “At least it was invigorating. Would one of these help?”

      “I've got my own, thank you. Joseph left 200 in my room yesterday. You know, if you didn't keep tripping up over your ego, you wouldn't be such a pain.”

      The silence had returned, only this time it was Judith that spoke first, having discarded the melancholy mood I had caused.

      “You're holding something back, Harry, and I don't mean about hidden facilities at that house of yours. Why would Peter Trimble want you in the first place? Why not use an experienced field agent? I don't think it was only for your expertise in the chemical industry. I believe it was for your name, your title and it all stemmed from that tie-up between the bank account, and Maudlin's denial of having anything to do with it. Now, from where I'm sitting, only you can provide that link, and I believe you know what that is. You've painted a rosy portrait of your family bond, yet conveniently forgotten your father's reaction after that shooting weekend when obviously the backing of the bid for the takeover, of those BP assets in Antwerp, were discussed. He would have been over the moon, surely, with the chance to help his country and all that. I bet he partied into the morning!

      You're trying to lock me out because of some egocentric reason, and that's not going to help in discovering who murdered your father if that…is what you want to find out! I'm going to be completely upfront with you, and tell you some things about me that just might, hopefully, help in opening you up. I have a master's degree in Psychology, Sociology and Psychotherapy, and I also lecture on experimental Psychoanalysis when I get the time. I was headhunted whilst at Oxford to join Joint Intelligence, and have been there since 2002 when I was 27, so now if you're quick you'll know I'm 36…anyway a divergence. Back to the point. I've had one file to concentrate on since that day, and it's directly handled by Peter. It's cross-referenced with a file coded Garden of which, with my classification, I've been privy to only smidgins. I've been fed crumbs for nine years just to keep me drooling. Then I get this break; unkind on your Dad, but wicked for me. Someone wants to wipe away a memory or take revenge. And I'm backing the first of those options!”

      She was on a private crusade, as if to fight evil dragons. The intensity of that glare in her green wide eyes and the tightening of her upper lip that said, come on, I'm ready for you, was there for all to see, but it was only I that witnessed it; and I was happy that it was not me she had in her sights.

      “I need you to work with me Harry, seriously. I need to find the rhythm that's running through those two files: Garden, and Cockpit Steps, my one, about all of you in the Paterson clan.”

      “I wouldn't know who wanted revenge on my father Judith. I really can't think of anyone. To my knowledge he has never done anything that would warrant someone to hold a grudge and kill him.”

      “I didn't expect you to. We've got to lift the lid on what Maudlin did together, and find out what he bought with his money before the war and if I'm right, what he kept paying for after it. That's what I need your knowledge for!”

      “I don't know how I can help you.”

      “Yes you do, Harry. You can make me deliriously happy by telling me that your father found the missing link and told you, and then H, you can confirm my suspicions, and tell how you went digging and came up with zero. Now, I know that I'm right and you're playing for time, hoping I go away and you can carry on being the Inspector Clouseau in your own private 'Pinky' pantomime, but you're not going to get anywhere doing that. You haven't had the access to what I've had, and you're not likely to. I've got what you want dates, names, and coincidences. You've got the ability to make those opaquely unconnected occurrences glue together, and make the whole thing stand up.”

      I wish I could say that I sat and thought for a while, but I didn't. I discarded the valued memories of patriotic Patersons and seemingly betrayed them. I was free now from Morpheus, the mythological god of dreams, and in full conscious control of my thoughts. It was the renascence of my conscience, and a relief to share.

      “I know about the money. It was from the bank,” I revealed, blatantly.

      Turning in her seat towards me and leaning forward, she eagerly asked “Was there more, lots more, Harry? And did it start in the late fifties?”

      There was a strength and ferocity to that question, a belief in the knowledge of my reaction and answer. To what coloured door did I have the key to, and what was on the other side if we open it, I wondered?

      “Look, Harry, over there. Snowdrops, can you see? I told you that if we looked, we would find them. Spring…it's a new beginning,” she said, sitting back buoyant and perky; now in the driving seat.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER TEN


          

          
            HOPS AND JUNIPER BERRIES

          

        

      

    

    
      My mind was muddled. What had made me give up that knowledge so easily? Was it her charm, or a weakness in me? I hadn't seen any droplet of spellbinding liquid added to my tea at breakfast that would have magically changed me into a blubbering traitor, but here I was, passing on the family's hidden secrets without resistance. I had previously considered myself strong and reliable but what was I now, I wondered?

      I suggested the Spyglass and Kettle as a divergence, a time to gather my thoughts, and Judith agreed. This time the drive was sedate and beyond reproach, but we had missed my favourite roasted treats. I had never taken a women before to my debauched tavern. Now it seemed appropriate to share it, as we were about to share more relevant revelations in the forthcoming days. There were conspicuous head-turnings and restrained greetings from the raucous locals, and pure indifference and slight annoyance from the less frequent patrons, who did not know me. I had always felt at ease here amongst friends who treated me as no different from themselves. I was not the son of a Lord, just Harry, a bit of a scoundrel who had a few amusing stories to relate. Overall, good company.

      There is a part of the pub, near one of the log fires, that had been christened 'The Worrier's Corner.' It was normally occupied by elderly pairings, discussing the woes of humankind today compared to their time, and their standards. Nothing was ever overheard emanating from that corner that was not better done, tasted, used or made in their days compared to today. Perhaps they were right in their collective refusal to participate in the righteous grind of progression, which can often seem onerous and exacting in the increasing anarchic society the elderly find themselves in.

      “Always wore a shirt and tie to the pub on a Sunday…not like today, when anything will do. There's no respect nowadays, you know,” one of their number had once rebuked me, when I'd arrived from the middle of ploughing and had been rightly told to leave my boots outside.

      As I approached the bar, Judith had noticed that the 'Worries' were leaving, the call of a nap after lunch being more pressing than another pint of John Smiths and continued arbitration, so, unaware of the native connotation given to the spot, she sat in one the vacated settees.

      “Sorry to hear about your father, Harry. We were all shocked. How are you? I take it that the funeral will be here and not in London?” An unnecessary question, I thought from Jim, the landlord, before I realised that my father's absence from Harrogate for the preceding years had not gone unnoticed.

      “Of course, Jim,” I replied. “He had too much work down there to get home; it wasn't your beer,” I light-heartedly joked.

      “Has a date been fixed yet? We would all like to come and pay our respects. I've been asked a thousand times if I've heard anything,” he asked, whilst getting my order.

      “No, it's been a complicated matter, but when I'm able to make the arrangements I'll get Joseph to pop in and tell you. Does he still come in on a Monday night for his cribbage match, or has he beaten everyone here so many times that he now goes elsewhere to find his opponents? He tells me that he's a master of the game,” I commented, still managing a smile.

      “Well, he's been playing it long enough…should have learnt something by now. It was him who told me, last Monday. I'd missed it in the papers. Don't have much time for them, comic books the majority of them. As for the news on the telly, I give that a miss as well. All doom and gloom. Except for that one in the morning on BBC, Simon someone, he cracks a joke or two when he can, and if he can't; at least he smiles. Always finds something cheerful to say. It would be a better world if there was more like him.” Jim was an effervescent character who, according to stories, had been an actor in younger days, prompting one of our number to question whether he had swallowed the scripts on more than one occasion! Without pausing in his pouring, he changed topics.

      “Did you get a chance to see the game in Dublin? We were poor, weren't we? It's good to see you, and in such good form. I'll tell your lot to leave you in peace, if you'd like?” he solemnly offered.

      I thanked him for his consideration, then waved and mouthed a 'No' to the beckoning gestures from the far end of the bar before carrying Judith's gin and slimline, along with my usual, to our fireside chairs in readiness for the first delve into the truth.

      She had her back to me with her mobile phone to her ear, looking intently at the flames as I put the glasses down. “Yes, I see. He's here now. Of course I will. Later today, if that will do? And you'll collect…fine.”

      As she closed her phone she turned from the fire, but the severity of the flames still remained. Where the happiness had been, an intense morbid gloom had replaced it, blending the hearth to her face as well as to her hair. I saw her cheeks indent as she clenched her jaws together, another characteristic of hers when troubled.

      “That was Trimble, I've got some bad news I'm afraid.” She leant across the dividing beer stained table and touched my hand.

      “Your brother Edward has been found dead in his apartment this morning. He was murdered, H. No question. We're to resettle you out of harm's way until this is cleared up. Peter has his cleaners in at the bank, searching for needles in haystacks, but it's imperative that we finish the puzzle in double quick time. Who knows…you may be next on the list.”

      There was no need of concerns over breathalysers on our retreat to the Hall, as the drinks had been left untouched. I watched the fading view of the pub as it passed into the distance from the wing mirror of the Porsche saloon, and the immediate chance of discovery as to the origination of my troubles passed, too. I packed some bags, whilst Judith packed hers, left notes for the estate manager, and gave reasons of arrangements to be made in London as my excuse for the unplanned return. To the unflappable Joseph, I gave a more detailed reason.

      “Edward has been murdered, Joseph. It seems as though he and father had ventured into an investment arrangement with another company in a buyout of a failing corporation. One of the directors of that enterprise lost a great deal of money before Dad's involvement, and according to the police, is suspected of committing these heinous crimes. They are searching for him now, so I'm leaving you to reassure the staff. When I'm able to confirm the date of the interments I will; however, from what I can gather, they may need more time with the bodies. You know what petty officials are like and all the boxes they love to tick.”

      Joseph disliked officialdom, believing that as head of this house, there was no paid employee in any service, of any description, that was above him. We had shared a dram or two, on leave in my Army days, when many degrees of authority had been discussed; and I had learnt, from hard experiences, that it was best to stay on the better side of Joseph rather than deal with his petulance.

      “I'll tell you one thing, Sir. They're all the same, these politicians, no matter what colour they wear. Incapable of telling the truth and never did a day's work in their lives most Liberals, and all the Labour ones. Read about the lives of real people in books, but never experienced it. Then they spout on about how we have to live ours. Take this socialist lot, bringing us all down to the lowest denominator. No grammar streaming, yet they send their own children to private schools. Denounce private medical care, but where do they go for their health needs? Some dirty filthy NHS hospital where you have to be able to understand Swahili? I don't think so! Why is it that those who have come from nothing, perpetuate this class division, always referring to the working classes as though they are no different? They like to associate themselves with the ordinary man, until it comes to peerages or jobs in Europe, earning astronomical money for themselves and their own. They're in it for the power and prestige it gives them; nothing else. Give me a man who creates opportunity any day, rather than one who wants to regulate us all and leave himself exempt.”

      I remember that evening clearly. I'd chanced upon Joseph in the Spy Glass, and listened to him harangue the Socialist Government of the day, quoting shed loads of cases in education and health to substantiate his argument. His conviction was overwhelming. I held no such vehement views being, as I suspect like the majority of us, indifferent or rooted in tradition. I sought refuge in prudence that night, and have stuck with that philosophy ever since.

      “I'm ready, Harry. Are you?” Judith was in the Great Hall, as her bags were departing through the door. There was an apprehensiveness in her question, and an anxious expression on her face.

      “Impetuosity can get you killed,” I remarked.

      “Not while I'm around with this,” she replied, lifting aside her pink coat and exposing the gun in her shoulder holster.

      “Have you one, Harry?” she asked; needlessly.
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        * * *

      

      Edward had been tortured to death. He'd been tied up and gagged, then cut with varying degrees of ferocity until his throat had been sliced open. There were dozens of disparate lacerations, reported by the on-scene pathologist, all seemingly done to cause increasing levels of pain. A long term friend had been the unfortunate one to find his mutilated body, when he had let himself in to the apartment that Sunday afternoon, after Edward's non-appearance at a gathering the previous evening. He had called the police, who in turn had called Trimble, who was left with the hapless task of forwarding on the pitiful news.

      Our drive to Judith's house on the edge of Clapham Common was one full of contemplation; of the past and the immediate future. I was to stay at her home while the bank was closed, and Trimble's men went through the contents in search of the answers. “In 1946, they started again for a steady ten years. Nothing substantial compared to the whole, nothing over three million per year then, in 1956, £66 million in paper bonds disappeared the same day, 16 September; the first time the initials RD appeared. From that date until 1970, the rest of the £306.5 million walked out. Maudlin covered the missing bonds in two ways my father told me. One by shrewd investments, writing most of his windfalls against the missing bonds, but also by false arithmetic, by simply carrying forward the wrong balances in his ledgers. If you didn't look hard, you wouldn't find them, father had said,” I told her, as she fed me questions, intent on the road ahead.

      “That fits,” she announced clinically, eyes fixed straight ahead.

      “What fits what?” I asked, surveying the road for clues.

      “We lost track of someone connected to an eventual big fish in '56,” she confessed to me.

      “Like to tell me who?” I enquired.

      “No, not yet, H… I'm still mulling things over in my mind. But don't worry. I will reveal all in my own good time, I promise. Don't want you slipping away now, do I? I'm going to get a coffee at the next stop; I think it's going to be a long night. Do you want one, Harry? I've not got your brand of whisky at home!”
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            YELLOW FORSYTHIA

          

        

      

    

    
      When Paulo Sergeyovitch Korovin married Tanya Malonovna Kuznetsoka, originally from Lithuania, it was not because love had brought them together. It was more a case of obligation on Korovin's part, and the aspirations and connivance of Tanya. Paulo's mother could speak little Russian, and when she fell ill, and Tanya nursed her, it was through Paulo's interpretation that her symptoms and requirements were conveyed.

      Tanya and her five siblings were poor even by Northern Russian standards. Her mother suffered from chronic bronchitis and was only able to work few hours in the machine factory, a two mile walk from their communal apartment block. Her father, who had lost a leg in the October revolution of 1917, received scant recompense for his sacrifice other than the pride he was constantly reminded he should have. The illness suffered by Paulo's mother, on the other side of the partitioning wall, came as manna from heaven to the Kuznetsoka's, as the family were willing to pay for their daughter's time, and handsomely at that. For two and a half years this arrangement went on, until death took Andrea away, and Paulo repaid Tanya and kept his promise.

      Tovarisch, to give Paulo his full Russian name or far more commonly referred to as simply Comrade Sergeyovitch, was, at the time of his mother's death in 1955, twenty-three years of age, and had served in the KGB for three years since leaving Leningrad University, where he had written his final thesis on international law. He had joined the Communist Party when he was sixteen and at the time of the wedding, working in the fifth Directorate dealing in counter intelligence, widening his thoughts on his own expectations of life.

      On their arrival in Leningrad in May 1935, Andrea Isadora Mafalda Cortez was 26, and her son Romario three. They were part of the Basque refuge's evacuated from Spain at the start of the Civil War to the Republican supporters; Russia. Andrea had sewn money given to her by her lover and the father of her son, Lord Maudlin Paterson, into both her own and the child's clothing, hoping that their temporary communist hosts would not search them too thoroughly.

      “I managed to get it in roubles, and it should see you through for a year or two. I will send more for the boy and yourself as soon as I can; you may need it.”

      Maudlin told her this, after he had said that his homeland of England was out of the question for them to relocate to, owing to the position he held. He never quite explained what that was, but knew it would be sufficient for the practical and realistic Andrea. It was to be the last of his escapades, as his own father was, by now, showing the first signs of dementia and by 1939 his future lay at 'Annie's' door. He sought one last dash, before representing his country through the Bank of St George in a much more restrained way.

      Ireland had ended badly for him. On the slaughter of the 'Cairo Gang' his cover had been blown, and his patriotism and respect for others smashed, so he had looked for more adventures elsewhere in a solo role, unconnected with the echelon of rank. Spain was the obvious choice, with the tensions between the ruling Republicans and the Nationalists, led by General Franco, rising by the day. He offered himself to the British Foreign Office and was sent to San Sebastian, on the northern coast, to monitor the arrivals of the volunteers to Franco's fascist army. He simply noted their names, and feigned friendship.

      He was forty-three, with a family of four children at home in Yorkshire, but that did not stop his philandering eye selecting the beautiful, dark-skinned, Andrea as his next mistress. She had fallen pregnant early in their relationship, much to Maudlin's initial annoyance; however, Andrea's appeal was deeper than one just based on sex. Maudlin had found love for the umpteenth time in his lecherous life. That version of his love had lasted an abnormal amount of years compared to other moments of amore he had endured previously, but one year later it was beginning to wane.

      She had told him, in one of their heart-to-heart conversations, of relatives who had settled in the City of St Petersburg in the time of the Tsar and of its golden steeples and marbled halls; so it had seemed to him to be a perfect place in which to park-up his mothering lover. He was as good as his word when he received her one letter home allowed by the Soviets, addressed to him at the Embassy in Madrid.

      The bonds were dispatched with no enclosed letter of remorse or sympathy. He was unmoved emotionally, by her and his son's distress, confident in the solid belief that they were far enough away to cause no such pain in his own life, and money would solve their predicament. Daft, he was not at least in a monetary way, never expecting them to be cashed to their face value in some High Street bank but he believed, sincerely, that the black-market would cash them for her and give in return sufficient roubles for their wants. However, he was unaware of Kim 'Stanley' Philby's intervention. In any case, by November the following year, that so-called love for Andrea had been replaced by a new, more opportune one, named Veronica, who lived around the corner in Hans Place SW1.

      The earth moved from beneath Maudlin's feet when, in July of 1946 a letter, redirected from the Madrid Legation Ministry, arrived at his Eton Square home, and he was forced into a whole new direction. He did not recognise the writing, but knew instantly who it was from.

      Part of Maudlin's benevolence had been invested by Andrea in the absorption of the English language, taught to her son by an émigré who had fled the British Isles, seeking the neutrality of the USSR at the start of the war in which to hide his cowardice; only to find himself conscripted into the Red Army in 1941, where his conscientious objections counted for nothing.

      “Listen well to these lessons, my boy. You will never regret it. The language will stay with you all your life, if you listen well.” Andrea had told her son, as she ruefully remembered her own inability to concentrate at Maudlin's feet. His proficiency in Spanish was, unfortunately, their preferred means of parlance.

      Maudlin's illegitimate son had penned that letter of 1946, in which he detailed his and his mother's plight. He told of how they had been unable to locate the relatives and were still at the Baskov address and how he had been educated at school number 193 in that district. How the leather-jacketed 'Chekists' had issued them new papers, identity cards, and new names. Andrea, he told, had expected money, but none had come. She does not blame you, father. She never has. It is the system that she holds responsible.

      She had spoken to her son of how time must have moved on in Maudlin's life, and how she accepted that, ascribing no accountability to Maudlin in any way. He quoted his mother's words again, when he wrote: 'You were a kind man, and I knew what I was doing in our affair. I was aware of your marriage. You were as honest to me as I was to myself.'

      He went on to say how they felt betrayed by the Soviets; and imprisoned by them.

      We cannot leave this country as they told us we could. They say it is Franco's fault, not theirs, but not all countries have been overrun by fascists, surely? We are housed like animals, and treated much the same. You cannot trust anyone, as everyone is frightened by the authorities. Mother has made friends in the Postal Sorting Office, where she works, so that is how we have been able to send this letter. If I have been successful in reaching you, then I will acknowledge any reply you make. Please, if there is anything you can do for us in the way of money, we will love you forever. The political officer in the Sorting Office is the one who taught me my English, and is a particularly good friend. Address any letters to Tovarisch Sereyovitch Korovin. He will be less suspicious, and not jealous. He signed the letter Paulo.

      Rather than ignoring the cry for help that lay on his desk he picked up the challenge, and began to pull his ex-lover and his child free from their misery. He sent Bonds in smaller denominations than before, and again in roubles.

      He cautioned Paulo to be vigilant in their exchange, and begun to school him in the arts of deception.

      “If you're asked where they came from, tell them that you got the money from an uncle abroad; say Spain, it will suit your cover story better than England. If you can use banks over there, then enlist the help of others, and pay them well for their silence. If you have to rely on the black market then use the same man, if it is at all possible. It will cut down the chances of you being discovered. Do not spend the money in large quantities, or waste it. Use it to buy influence and favour, and note well who they are, the people who take your bribes. You may be able to use that information. Use the system that you're in to further yourself within it. Buy your status, but be careful. Get a sound education through your own endeavours on which you can build your foundation. There is nothing I, or anyone else, can do regarding repatriation. There's an iron curtain being pulled across the whole of Europe, and Stalin has the cords. You must wait until it is reopened.”

      “That bastard Stalin! A curse on Russia!” Paulo would repeat over and over, whenever he was alone with his mother.

      Those, and more, were the words of wisdom and advice that Maudlin passed on to his son, and Paulo began to admire his father through those dispatches. The frequent references to secrecy particularly impressed him and stirred his already fertile imagination. Not being one to sit on his hands and let life unfold before him, he decided to change his lot. On joining the KGB, he was immediately noticed for his excellent English and his devotion to the Communist cause. In 1956 he was selected to become third Naval Attaché and assistant translator at the Soviet Union Embassy in London. In readiness for the State visit of First Secretary of the Communist Party; Nikita Khrushchev, and his Foreign Secretary, Bulganin.

      By now, Paulo had relayed the sad news of Andrea's passing, and of his own marriage. He had explained the full reasons of this, and detailed the commitments he had made to Tanya. After carefully reading his letter, Maudlin developed a deeper affinity towards his son. Why this was, is a matter of conjecture. Judith, with her understanding of the human psyche, could well have diagnosed some sort of regressive personality disorder dating back to his abandonment of Andrea and his son. A feeling of guilt, compared to Paulo's acceptance of his responsibilities and reaction to those. Maybe it could have been a repressed feeling of inadequacy. However, Judith wasn't there to pass judgement, and even had she been, it would have had no bearing on the outcome. Whatever it was, he denied it no longer. Maudlin congratulated his son on his well thought-out plan, and offered his help.
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        * * *

      

      Judith had parked the car about thirty yards from her home in Brownswood Road in the leafy London suburb of Clapham, just off the Common, opposite a huge, yellow flowing forsythia, swarming in bees. My nemeses; as my reaction told.

      “Oh, don't be such a girl, Harry! They're only bees.”

      “To you, maybe, but I'm allergic to them. You could have found a better place!”

      “That's who went missing, Harry. A girl. The person we lost track of…and never found.”
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            WATER LILIES

          

        

      

    

    
      In April 1956, Lionel Crabb a frogman, once of the Special Boat Services or SBS, and a highly decorated hero of the Second World War went missing underneath the warship that brought President Khrushchev to Portsmouth harbour. He was working for MI6, in attempting to ascertain why the ship caused no echo passing over the underwater sonic beacons in the Solent, and the diplomats had their knickers twisting around their necks. We denied all knowledge of underwater swimmers lurking around the ship, until the Soviets declared that they had him; and wouldn't let him go. We said he was out testing new equipment; they said he was a spy. It was in the only time in history that the 'Chief' resigned. The newspapers were awash with bellicosity. Give him back, or else! They screamed. Get stuffed! The Soviets replied, and they sailed off, into the night.

      Tanya seized her opportunity. 'You must take the first chance that comes your way don't wait for the door to be opened for you! You are to be the companion of the Ambassador's wife. It is their way of showing how they care for us peasants. There will be receptions and planned visits…you will know when it is right. Memorise the address. If he is not there, tell them to call him. Make them understand that it is urgent.'

      I wonder if it was my father who made this incident happen? Paulo contemplated, when he recalled the instructions he had given his wife.

      When Paulo received his posting orders to London, he pleaded his case for taking his new wife with him to the bureaucrats. He begged for compassion and leniency in recognition of her sudden blindness, offering to have his meagre salary docked for her air passage in way of recompense. No one bothered to examine Tanya, nor did they refuse Paulo's request.

      “Comrade Doctor, do you remember me? Yes, you treated my mother. Well, I came across this new, shining, stethoscope whilst on official business at the Leningrad Medical Laboratory, and having noticed that yours was old and worn out, I thought of you. Please accept this one. Oh, I nearly forgot…here's a new blood pressure recording apparatus as well. Yes, I know they are extremely difficult to come by. What? You've been waiting almost a year? You should have told me! I've been fortunate since becoming a KGB officer in making many friends. If you're short of anything in the future, do contact me. Oh, I almost forgot something else in my excitement. While I'm here, could you do me a small favour? My wife of two months has an eye infection, and I do not want to leave her here, alone, while I am in London with First Secretary Khrushchev. Yes, him. I work for him you know. Write me a note to say she must go with me, please? Address it to his secretary and I'll pass your name upwards, perhaps reaching his exulted ears.”

      Since the news of his new assignment, he and Tanya had thought hard and long about how she could accompany Paulo to England, what temporary affliction would persuade the officials to show compassion. Paulo remembered a warning he had been given when he acquired the poison laid down to deter the rats that infested the block each winter.

      “Wear gloves when you put it down, and hide it from any children. Whatever you do, don't touch your eyes afterwards without washing your hands it can make you blind,” the chemist, whom he had bribed, told him. They practised for the remaining weeks left to them in Russia; testing quantities and effects, how much weeping was enough for sympathy and not too much for inquisitive attention or worse, examination, until they reached a comfortable enough compromise.

      The day after Lionel Crabb's disappearance, the wife of the Russian Ambassador was told that all things were to appear normal, and she must keep her prearranged visit to the decadent Harrods Store in Knightsbridge. Appearances were to be kept up, no matter what the circumstances, and how harsh she would find the experience. Mrs Ambassador had never considered the task of escorting Mrs Khrushchev to one of her favourite stores as being burdensome. The opportunity presented many advantages that could be exploited; the one of free gifts came readily to mind.

      Tanya saw things differently through her weepy eyes. It was not commonplace gifts she sought, but the gift of promised freedom. It was all she had dreamed of; and now was the day that all could come true. My great Paulo has arranged this for me…I must take my chance, she thought, and she prepared herself for the challenge.

      There were three cars that set off that day from Kensington Gardens, whilst the rest of the Embassy staff busied themselves on more pressing agendas, such as what to do with Crabbs floating under battleships. The first heavy Zil, specially imported from Russia, carried the armed guards who were to protect the wife of the First Secretary. The second automobile would carry the lady herself, along with Mrs Ambassador, Madam Katrina, who would have preferred her usual British car with its obvious luxury to the practicality of this Russian beast. In the third was Tanya, and the other companions to the more important ladies who travelled before them.

      London Police had surrounded the building, but democracy ruled that day and had not closed the department store, instead limiting the number of shoppers to a manageable size. Had it have been Khrushchev himself, it would have been a different matter. Luck still held for Tanya.

      

      She had to use the toilet, she told Comrade Madam Katrina. “Yes, I can manage, my eyes are not so bad today, thank you,” she replied to Mrs Ambassador's concerned question, and was allowed to go alone. The self-sacrificing Katrina preferred the comfort of an escort at her side, and the closeness to the attention of the Western Press with its flashing cameras, that the entourage brought.

      “I will come straight back, yes. I promise I will not stop at the jewellery counter and ask for that huge diamond ring you admired so much.” Tanya joked, as she dabbed the tears away.

      She kept her word in regards to the diamond, but not her word on the rendezvous. The calm Tanya took her chance, and left by the side door. She jumped into a cab, thrusting her note of the memorised address into the drivers hand, then went the short distance to 16 Eton Square and the welcoming arms of her father-in-law, Lord Maudlin Paterson, now Earl of Harrogate.

      “All is done, Comrade Petronikov,” Paulo reported to the Head of Station at the Russian Embassy in London. “She has been placed as we arranged.”

      Tanya gave Maudlin the letters sewn into her coat lapel, and he began to read. The first part of the first letter was all about how they were to contact each other and where Maudlin was to deposit the bulk of the money, as well as arrangements for his 'everyday expenses incurred', as Paulo put it.

      I have found inducement, and the fear of my position, powerful weapons in the forced concurrence of others. I have been subtle and selective in its use, and will continue in this way. However, as I climb higher in this corrupt organisation, I will need more elaborate means to effect that coercion. I will need something from you soon, to cement my position and that of Tanya's. Add one to the Cardinal number each day, until twenty-one, then start again and wait patiently for my contact. It may be years before I am able to help in changing the world.

      The second part of the first letter was the surprising part, and the one Maudlin had not been prepared for.

      Tanya carries my child, your grandchild inside her. It was a moment of indiscretion on both our parts, but not one I am regretful of. You are a great man, as I have come to recognise over our time through our correspondence. You have proved your devotion to me and made ample recompense for the years my mother and I spent in isolation, none of which can be attributed as your responsibility. Your responsibility can, now, be demonstrated in full. Treat my child as your own, I do not expect knighthoods bestowed upon him or her I understand your personal position but I do expect what I know you can give: respect.

      The second letter, he filed away in a ledger at 'Annie's'.

      In October of the same year, Maudlin was in Boodles where he was joined by a leading Civil Servant from the War Department. After the exchange of pleasantries and several glasses of a splendid Chateau Margaux, he learnt the unpleasant news that our special friends, the Americans, would not support the action being taken in the Suez by the British, the French, and the Israelis.

      “They're going to pull the plug, old boy, and back Nasser. They think the Reds will get involved if we don't all pull back!”

      The following day at the bank, Maudlin used that second letter, adding his numbers to the first, and under Tanya's pseudonym 'Mother', wrote her first message to Paulo. He addressed it to the Mail Box Number in the premises that dealt in such commodities in the Earl's Court Road, next door to the station, two stops on the district line from Notting Hill and a stone's throw from the Russian Consulate. In March of 1957, when the remains of the Army of Occupation left Egypt, the Russians consolidated their Mediterranean anchorage in Alexandria, thus freeing their Baltic fleet.

      “It is not a great secret, Comrade Korovin. Lubyanka thinks it was inevitable, and the Kremlin agree; however, it means we can bring forward our preparations. Congratulations, Paulo! Your agent has done well.”

      Over the next few years, the information that Maudlin supplied using Tanya's code name was low-grade material, such as the launch of a Skylark rocket from Australia, freedom from British Sovereignty for Singapore, or the stationing of USA Thor missiles in Norfolk. However, all of this, plus what he did at home, established Paulo's rise in the hierarchy of the KGB.

      “She is long-term, my Mother. Maybe it will take thirty years to ingratiate herself significantly within their structure. Be patient, my friends. It will be worth it in the long run…Just you wait and see, Comrades!” He announced to his increasing list of devotees and disciples, now-well practised in the black art of deception and lies. So they did, and they are still waiting to this day for something of consequence to come from 'Mother.'

      From Garden, Paulo's chosen code name in this operation, came enough to fill that opened file. It kept Dicky Blythe-Smith's hands as 'C' busy and happy. It was never started by the mistake made at the KGB headquarters, the Lubyanka, by an incompetent communications operative. It started with the unearthing of a then current British subject, in cohorts with the USSR.
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      “I'd better go fetch the dog. He's with Phyllis, my neighbour. She looks after him when I'm away, which, thank God, isn't often nowadays. I think he suffers from a recognition defect and forgets who I am if I leave him too long.”

      Judith's house was one of the myriad of Victorian terraced homes gracing this fashionable side of London. They were elegant in a modest way; two-storied, bay-fronted dwellings built of yellow brick, with alabaster pillars and scrolled motifs added to enhance their outward appearance. There was a short front garden of no more than three paces along red and black tiling, then an enclosed porch with glazed ceramic glistening tiles reflecting the overhead light, which had either been left on when she had left, or was on a timer. An imposing stained-glass twin-paned door with two deadbolt locks was opened by Judith, and I followed her in.

      “On reflection, I'll leave the dog until the morning, you've had enough shocks for one day as it is. Welcome to my home,” she announced, ushering me past, kicking the mail and the assorted leaflets lying on the floor to one side. We were in a surprisingly wide hallway, with a side table under an ornate mirror, doors and arches leading off into the house, and no expected staircase.

      “I had it all altered before I moved in. Daddy's money paid for it, of course, but it is all my design. Makes the entrance look bigger than it really is without stairs, don't you think?” She pronounced. “Go through the first arch on the left, Harry. You'll find a bow-fronted high, yew cabinet that hides the drinks. None of your brew, I'm afraid, but there is whiskey in there; help yourself. I'll have that gin and tonic I missed out on now if you'd like to do the honours. I'm going to run my stuff upstairs; make yourself at home.”

      I heard footfalls on iron treads, which I figured were spiral steps somewhere to the rear of the house. I considered giving an offer to help, but I could not resist the temptation of a good nose around and the thought of a drink in solitude was impossible to pass up on.

      I was in an illusionistic room with geometrically angled white painted lines on a black background, diminishing in width towards the front window, giving the perception of depth and space. The furniture was of an art deco mode: bright red and yellow leather armchairs with sharp-edged hexagonal occasional tables between two groups of three. Everything seemed to have an allotted space. It was a cared for room in an intrinsic way, but not a room to live in and enjoy. I poured two drinks and sat in one of the chairs, as the Bang and Olufsen CD machine was remotely switched on and La Boheme filled the room. I was not alone for long.

      “Feel like doing some work tonight, H? You're to see Peter tomorrow, and it would be good if I could say that we've made some progress.” She emphasised the 'some' and I took it as more of an order, than a request.

      “Sure…if you tell me who was the girl your lot lost,” I haughtily replied.

      “The wife of a young attaché who went on, in later life, to become a member of their Politburo and, even later, a beacon towards capitalism and democracy. She's still around, I strongly believe. Anyway we counted her off the plane, but not back on it. Name of Tanya Korovin. Ever mentioned to you, Harry, that name at all?”

      “Was she important to the Russians then, this Tanya? Did she give away our treasures?” I asked, still trying to keep my own agenda separate from Judith's. Where we both wanted to find the murderer, I still wanted to cover Maudlin's back. I was trying desperately hard not to disclose his involvement but was weakening by the moment ever since I was told of my brother's death.

      “We can't be certain, as we never found anything about her. She must have assumed another identity, and then vanished. She obviously had to have help for that to happen, but from whom; we don't know. She may be, right now, copying the notes of the last security meeting of ours or of the Americans, and passing them on to Paulo we just can't tell. Tanya might be the biggest fish out there…or she may have genuinely been Korovin's wife, and he made her escape possible. Possibly she never applied for asylum here, because she was protecting her husband, and didn't want Paulo to be exposed back in the motherland…Who knows?”

      That was what Maudlin was then, the Schindler of his day, a refuge for escaping refugees from the oppressive Soviet Union but why? Hedonistic reasons, or was it the same sense of patriotism that had driven the Patersons before him? Before that question could be answered though, the one about how he knew the Korovins had to be addressed.

      “I have something I think you should see, Judith. It may be of some help in understanding how my family has come to be connected in some way to this.” My resolve was still strong, however; even I could not refute that she had access to what I needed.

      Apologetically, I gave her the code that my father had found in the concealed floor safe at 'Annie's', where he found the references to MA and RD appended to the ledgers of missing funds ascribed to them. From my satchel I placed those papers and books our shared table, on top of the yellow rug, shaped like a musical quaver, on which it stood. In the top left hand corner of the sheet of paper containing the 26 letters of the alphabet and the corresponding numbers, was a capitalised number seven, and in the right hand corner the name 'Tanya,' followed in brackets by the word; 'Mother.'

      “It's a code, Harry! One of their one-time pad methods!” she exclaimed excitingly, almost overbalancing from the leather red and yellow chair as she reached forward to take hold of one. “You add a number to the seven each time you send or receive. Your father gave you this when he discovered the missing money, didn't he? Why have you been keeping this a secret? Been afraid of finding a red under the family bed, have you?” she asked, damningly.

      “In a way, I suppose, yes. Scandals were popping up all over the place in those days, weren't they? Profumo, the Portland circle, George Blake, Blunt, the Queen's art curator…everyone seemed to have one in the closet. It was even more rife in America, more so perhaps because they had more things worth nicking than us. My father was worried that Maudlin may have been helping the Soviets not only with money, but other things as well.”

      She was examining the ledgers, and without looking up she asked, “Do you know what the initials stand for, Harry?”

      “No, that's what puzzled Elliot and me. We thought that they referred to people…but whom, we didn't know. Hadn't a clue,” I declared.

      “Then let me enlighten you, and further your education in the ways of your lecherous forbears. MA was Maudlin's Spanish lover and RD his son, your…what is it? Step grandfather, born Romario Dominico Cortez, later to be known as Paulo. Now, here is a piece of the jigsaw, I must say. You've got Russian blood links in your lineage, Harry…and if what I'm assuming is right, it's got enormous arteries pumping red white and blue liquid diagonally through the veins. And not horizontally, as in the Soviet flag.”

      “I'm not following you, Judith. You're on a different page to me, old thing.”

      “Less of the old, if you don't mind but yes, I know I am. I've been one in front all the time, dear thing, and until now, you haven't been following me at all. I think it was Paulo Korovin you met in Moscow, and if that's right, then Trimble knows all about him and how he fits into the Garden file. Your little piece of paper here opens up a multitude of interwoven streams, leading eventually to the killer, Harry. Too late for brother Edward, but maybe in time to save you.”

      “If Peter knows all about Korovin and how I'm connected to him, then why use me to drag him out in Moscow?”

      “Exactly, Harry. My thoughts entirely, and that's the road I've been trying to nudge you along all this time. Finally, you've opened up Pandora's box. Let us both hope that it's not empty.”

      “You knew about this, then? Maudlin's son being Paulo Korovin all along?” I asked.

      She gave a little laugh as she refilled the glasses, and I hoped that we weren't in for the long night that I could foresee coming. As she regained her chair she kicked off her outdoor shoes, tucking those skinny legs of hers under her bum in the now familiar position of questioning repose.

      “For all the years that I've worked exclusively on your family's Cockpit Steps file, I have never been able to piece together anything of note. Yes, I managed to uncover the fact that Maudlin had a lover in Spain in the thirties, that was difficult enough, because no one was left alive from those days. By sheer luck, and by trawling through endless documentation, I found an entry in the Embassy log that Maudlin applied for leave in May 1932. It stated 'family reasons' but I found an entry in his private bank account records from Coutts. He had drawn a cheque made payable to the 'Majestic Hotel,' Valencia, for the same corresponding dates. I checked with the hotel, and the amount he paid in those days could not have corresponded to one person's cost.

      I figured that he wouldn't have gone all that way to conduct an affair; why should he have done? It was not as though his wife of 14 years was with him. She was at home in Harrogate caring for his three sons and one daughter. I checked. So, I became a bit inquisitive, and started on the hospitals in that city, thinking that I might get lucky and that he may have gone there for a birth. Sure enough, I turned up gold dust. In Santa Maria Hospital, on the fourteenth of that month, a baby boy was born, weighing seven pounds eight ounces. On the registration document, the mother was named as Andrea Isadora Mafalda Cortez, aged 22, and the father was a Martin Paterson, aged forty-four years, of no fixed abode.

      As you and I know, it's best to change both names when trying to hide yourself away, but your Great Grandfather wasn't a true spy after all, and he did have a soft touch when it came to women. He wasn't that savvy, was he? The name given to the child was, as I've already stated, Romario Dominico; and, when the Spanish War started in 1936, we know that a great many of Republican supporters, and their families, had been evacuated to Russia. Now, for the first time Harry, I am able to connect the money that Peter Trimble had in 1978, which the then 'C' Dicky Blythe-Smith connected to Maudlin, to a distinct name, MA, his lover, and then in 1946 a year after the War in Europe had finished, RD, his son; it all fits.”

      She stubbed out a cigarette in the push down chrome ashtray in front of her, and then continued in her appraisal of what lay before her, not seeking, or needing, my comments.

      “Now, Tanya we know about and her alleged marital status to Tovarisch Sergeyovitch Korovin, to give him his full patronymic title, but known politely as our Paulo. On the entry visas he was said to have been born in May 1932, so unless Maudlin had someone else hidden away in the Soviet Union that he owed a favour to, Paulo and Romario are the same person. Are you keeping up with me, Harry? All ears and regrets for not telling me before, instead of hiding behind the past and your prestigious name?”

      “I was reading from a different book, Judith. Surely if anyone can understand, then you can? Having a history and a title can be a weighty load to carry. It comes with responsibilities. I was hoping that what my father had found out did not lead down the path he suspected. Yes, I was concerned with our reputation…wouldn't you have been?”

      “I don't have those worries, H. I'm only a woman, there will never be more than an Honourable to go before my name, albeit that I won't marry a hereditary peer.”

      “Are you proposing, Judith? If so, I would hate to disappoint someone as charming as yourself.”

      “Do be serious, Harry. At least that side of you I can stomach. In any case I've been there, done that, got the T shirt, found it didn't fit, don't want another one, but thanks for your offer.”

      “Good, that's out of the way, then. Take it that I'm sleeping in the spare room after all? There I was getting my hopes up for a cuddle, seeing as how I'm the one who's lost relatives and in grieving. Have you no sympathetic side, woman?”

      “Not for you, Harry. More for my poor dog, actually. Anyway, we're a long way off bedtime. You need to hear one more story before it's jim-jams time. Hypnos only visits the righteous at this time of day, and you're as far from that as I am.”

      “Ah…that does sound interesting. Get down and dirty Judith, let's empathise with each other. You show first, then it's my go. Tell me about your sordid life. As you already know most of mine, it's only fair. That's where I can be of help to you. I'm very experienced. I'll point the way to your salvation.”

      Another laugh in mockery, and another drink; it was going to be a long drawn out night, after all.

      “It's not me who needs saving, Harry. You forget, there's no one wiping out the Davenports. The dish of the day is Paterson. Let's waste no more time…take me to Moscow in September seven years ago, and don't skimp on it, H. Give me every button on his tunic, and how many hairs were on his head.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER FOURTEEN


          

          
            TOPIARY

          

        

      

    

    
      “He was taller than me, about an inch or so, maybe six foot three. I put him round about sixty-eight years old, but I was out by four years on you, so I'm not great at estimating age. If this was Maudlin's son, then he would have to have been seventy-two. I could have been wrong, because he looked in good shape. He had a head of thick black hair I thought that it had been dyed, as it looked too perfect to have been natural but it certainly was not a wig.

      He had what I would term a 'boxer's' face, a flat forehead with deep eye sockets under a pronounced eyebrow line. He wouldn't have made a successful pugilist as his prominent nose would have been a distinct weakness, and there was a line across the bridge suggesting that at one time it had been broken and snapped back straight. There was another scar on the left side of his chin about two inches long, his chin was the same as mine, squared and dimpled.

      I could detect no more similarities between him and me. He had grey eyes, whereas mine are blue, thin lips where mine are thick. He did have something in common with you, though. He had a dog, a big hairy German Shepherd, which he had brought with him into the hotel. He made it sit obediently while he introduced himself, then he passed the dog to his chauffeur. I thought this a rather odd thing to do it was as if he was showing off the fact that he owned a dog!

      Overall I'd say that he was an extremely confident man, someone who was accustomed to being in charge of situations, and had spent more time inside than out. His skin, although tanned, was not wrinkled by sunlight nor weathered by wind and rain or, I must add, by alcohol. There were no red veins on his face, no liver spots on the back of his hands. I would say an administrator, not an operative. That might have accounted for his bad neck which, from time to time, he rubbed vigorously.

      An elegantly tailored man, with expensive taste in clothes. One who was accustomed to refinement, but I judged had come across them late in life. It was only a feeling…nothing I could put my finger on. There was a showiness about him, particularly with the silver-topped cane, for which I could not detect a reason. I find the same pretentiousness in those who have made money, rather than inherited it. It's as though they are aware that they might lose it one day, so they wear it big and loud for everyone to see and notice. With him it was the same. He wore a large, ostentatious diamond and emerald tie stickpin, with matching cuff links and a gaudy Rolex oyster. Oh, and a wedding ring. It all never quite gelled.”

      Judith interrupted me. “I'm now wondering who was the more insecure you, or him? I guess you were underdressed for the occasion, as usual…or is it just your latent snobbery bursting through?” She had not been able to resist the sarcasm, but I found it easy to pass over the chance of replying.

      “He also had a two-headed eagle badge, with a mounted figure slaying a dragon, in his jacket buttonhole.” I paused, waiting for any more sharp-tongued retort, but none was forthcoming. I carried on.

      “There was a note in my room on my arrival stating that he would meet me at seven that night for dinner in the Princess room, and not to worry, as he would recognise me. I was punctual and he was five minutes late, but, as I said, I had noticed him standing in the hotel foyer as I had passed through. It was hard to miss him.

      He had been with one other person, who I later found out to be his driver. His command of the English language was obvious and absorbing, although there was something obsequious about him. He continued to use the phrases 'my Lord' or 'your Lordship,' even though I had told him to call me Harry. Eventually it was me that felt inferior, as if the references had intended to be derogatory and not simply oily, or overused politely. He introduced himself as Sergey Andreovich Goganof and, in his words, 'a retired public servant.'

      We spoke about England, music, Michel Jarre, and probably everything under the Moscow moon, but nothing of great significance. He mentioned the tensions in the previous USSR of Chechnya and the Ukraine, and implied that he had a hand in the settlement that had been negotiated. He was the type of person who could talk on any subject and feel comfortable without detailing too much of his knowledge. The only matters of a personal nature he gave away was that his time consuming passion was playing the saxophone. It had been Judo when he was younger, achieving a Sixth Dan Red and White belt, whatever that meant. Later, at the concert, I thought I knew why he had told me that snippet of information!

      “This is my daughter, Katherine. I believe you have already met!” He said, somewhat antagonistically when we bumped into Katherine.

      We had walked the short distance from the hotel into the square where she was waiting, but there was no sign of a Mr Friedal. The company she was with stood aside, somewhat reverentially, when we appeared. Boris, my nickname for the driver, had been behind us and still had the dog. He was excited when he saw Katherine…the dog, I mean. Whatever Boris was feeling was a mystery to me; a man of closed emotions, Mr Boris.”

      I was interrupted again in my disclosure by what I considered an unnecessary remark from Judith, coupled with an observation that carried a sense of apprehension.

      “She had that effect on dogs, then no wonder you were attracted. Forgive me, I just couldn't resist it. On a more serious note, Harry, have you wondered why he would want to give us his daughter? They are the same man, I'm sure of it…the love of dogs and the Judo, they both fit. He's shown you them because he wants help, and he must want his daughter out as well.”

      “Out of what?” I asked.

      “The game, Harry. He's had enough. It's as though he's asking to be brought home, collect the money stashed away somewhere by Maudlin, draw a card to pass jail, and land on Park Lane, if you pardon my Monopoly pun. You didn't happen to ask him about the broken nose and the scar on his chin, did you?”

      “No, I didn't. Should I have done? And, while on the subject, any distinguishing marks elsewhere on his torso?”

      “That's a shame…I never put modesty on your file. Only Korovin was in a car accident early in '81 whilst he was in Lebanon attending a Middle East Studies Group. He lost a girlfriend in it, but got out almost unscathed. Would have been nice to have tied him to that. You did say that he wore a wedding ring, this Sergey of yours?”

      I confirmed this and continued describing the rest of the evening, the concert, the occasional recognition of others, either from Sergey or towards him or Katherine, her departure, and eventually his and mine. We had returned to the National and settled into the Nikki bar. He was the type of man who could speak of everything without ever giving a glimpse of himself. He was more interested in me, which again I found disquieting, and he questioned if it was I who had been sent for his interrogation. In fact, I asked Peter that when I returned to London.

      'No, Harry, that was not the reason for your encounter,' he told me, but did not explain what was. He was built from the same bricks as Sergey, never quite answering a question in an expansive positive way.

      Judith asked what were Goganof's last words on his departure, and I could recall them as if they were spoken to me an hour ago. At the time I put no importance on them, but now she had made a connection to the past, they held significant gravity: I have always felt an affinity towards the English nobility, as though I belong in your House of Lords and not a mere commoner. We should meet again, and discuss our past in depth.

      “Is that what you told Peter, Harry, word for word?” An uneasy Judith asked me. When I replied in the affirmative, I did not hear any anxious voice with more questions, but I saw a concerned face looking into an illusionary space between the zig-zagging lines.

      “Let me run something by you, Harry. It will probably sound silly but indulge me, for a second. Just suppose Peter did not know of Korovin and used your name and title to flush him out…why do you suppose he would do that?”

      “To catch a Russian spy, put a feather in his cap, revenge for what Tanya had passed on to him all good reasons, are they not?”

      “Hmm…plausible.” Another drink and more silence, apart from Mirella Freni and a young Luciano Pavarotti as Mimi and Rodolfo in Puccini's masterpiece.

      “I don't think your summary can be correct, H. That would mean that all my theories are incorrect. Tanya was, after all, working for the communists and supplied useful gems, and Comrade Korovin was not working for us. I'm sticking to my instincts. There must be another reason…but what it is, I'm not sure.”

      “Well, I can't think of one and I'm tired, Judith. It's not often that you lose a father and a brother within a week; I have a lot to think about apart from all this. I've texted my brother Maurice, the next in line for the bank, but have heard nothing back yet. He won't be eager to return from California permanently, and what he knows of banking can be written on the back of a postage stamp. I'm off to bed so that I'm all bushy-tailed for Trimble in the morning.”

      “Don't speculate on anything tomorrow, Harry. Keep to the point, plain and simple. I'm staying here for a while, to mull things over a bit. I've put your things in your room, second door on the right. You've got all your own facilities in there, so there's no need of us crossing paths in the night, is there?”

      “Absolutely not, Judith. Got anything to munch on in the fridge, or is it empty and barren?”

      “Ha ha. Good night,” she replied. I left the untold story, and I left her there with her red and black book opened, beginning to write.

      I had showered and shaved. It was a habit of mine to shave at night as, being fair-haired, my beard was not noticeable in the morning. I had parted company with Judith early, it was a little after ten, but I was truly tired, and nigh-on starving. I knew that if I had anything else to drink I would be ravenous and my stomach would start churning, an affliction the old get, and not even Pavarotti would muffle the sounds. Judith had thoughtfully, and as it turned out fortunately, laid out a dressing gown, I guessed one that had belonged to her late husband. I was beginning to think about why she would have kept it, and whether I should use it for the morning, when she was knocking on my door.

      “Harry, I need you. Come down immediately, this is no time to sleep.”

      There on the table that I had left no more than fifteen minutes ago, was a hollowed-out rectangle plate on which sat an unedifying sandwich of stale-looking, curled edged, brown bread, with something white and green poking through.

      “I had forgotten your creature comforts, H. Don't look so miserable…it won't harm you. It's goat's cheese and gherkins. That was all that was in the fridge, I'm afraid. Promise I'll buy some provisions tomorrow.” Not even I was that hungry, but I was curious.

      “Was there nothing else he said…did he mention Peter, for example?”

      I was too tired to argue with her and insist on my need of sleep, hoping for pity, which I knew I would not find, and so I reluctantly retook my position in the, still-warm, chair.

      “In a way, yes. He asked who initiated the first contact and who authorised that dead message I left in the church pew. He said it was old school, used by an old friend many moons ago and left to die. When I told him that it was 'C' he said that he had never heard of Trimble but laughed it off, saying sometime he would write his memoirs.”

      “Look, Harry. I know I'm right.” She picked up from where she had left off previously as I, successfully, managed to ignore the culinary delight, but not the glass of Scotch that sat beside it. “In the sixties we decoded a message sent from Soviet intelligence proving beyond doubt that an agent that we believed was not Russian House, was. It was thought to have been a mistake on their part, someone slipped up on the coding but supposing it was deliberate, and Korovin made it happen?”

      “That's a big assumption. Why should he, and how did he make it happen?” I asked.

      “The why is the easiest to explain. He was overawed by his images of the free world, an English Lord as his father, and a wealthy one. I won't have it that Maudlin never let on to his lover that he was a peer. He might have used a false name on the birth certificate, but he would have flaunted his status in her seduction, would not have been able to hold himself back. Do you agree?”

      “Yes, seems a reasonable deduction, Judith. Go on.”

      “I was going to add that it worked for you the first time with Katherine, seems a shame she gave you the heave-ho the second time around, but I will not be tempted.”

      I allowed her to believe that she had me there, as I hid behind our interpretation of the fifth amendment, and added - 'no comment' to the debate.

      “Right. So there he is, in squalor and chaos, faced with a dying mother. Restrictions on communications are relaxed at the end of the war. Let's say Andrea is still a looker. There's no reason why not she's only 36 in 1946, and one of your lot would have had a discerning eye when it came to women. So, after a while in freezing cold Russia, she wants the warmth of a man. She goes out and gets herself a lover with influence over what can and can't be sent out of Mother Russia. That's when young Romario reaches out to Lord M.

      Maudlin sends his thoroughbred stallion to the rescue, carrying more money, and this time it gets through, influential postman and all that. Not beyond the realms of possibility, is it?” It was my time for interrupting, as she raised her glass towards me, expecting a reply.

      “That money he sent in 1936 never was received in Russia, then. What makes you say that?”

      “The agent I was referring to in that decoded message was Kim Philby, of Cambridge notoriety. He got his grubby hands on it. Syphoned it away for a rainy day but never got it before we cottoned on to him. In the Treasury vaults by now, I should think, paying for more wasted lives and buying prestige for this country in some deprived worthless spot on the globe. Anyway, back to my rantings. Romario can't manage alone, so enlists Tanya's help in the caring thing for Mummy. Or, maybe she's his sweetheart? I don't think that, though otherwise, why let her go? No! The first one's right, I bet. Whatever. He tells her that, in return, he will help her escape to the benevolent Maudlin. How am I doing…still with me, H?” No recognition in my direction this time, and I had no chance of replying, as she continued in her appraisal.

      “He tells his bosses that he's planted Tanya under our radar. With that, and the money that Maudlin keeps giving him, he buys his way up the tree. As to how he alters that code…I'm not sure, but he knew about the system. That's obvious. He gave Tanya and Maudlin a pad to work from, christened Tanya, Mother, in honour of his departed one, then plied his comrades with worthless information purportedly from her. If she was really working for them, then that means so was Maudlin, and I don't believe that there was any person more English in England.

      Maudlin, having dabbed his finger in the elixir of espionage in Ireland, I would think that you've heard all that story, thinks he would like to taste the ambrosia again, so runs the now renamed Romario himself using Tanya as his cover. Eventually, Paulo drops the spy tag and resorts to what he knows best. That's lying on a different stage, one where every player seeks power and self-gratification, that of politics. That's what that badge represented; a member of the old Politburo. It was his way of telling us that was where he was from. I don't believe that any of those three were parts of a Russian doll…no way, do I. I'll tell you that story I was going to now, so sit back and listen, Harry, and see if you can make sense of it.”
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      “Preceding that intercepted code in 1961 by five months, George Blake, a Danish Jew who worked for the SOE from 1940, who you previously glossed over and Henry Houghton a Royal Navel Master-at-Arms and one-time worker at a secret underwater testing establishment, were exposed by the defecting head of the Polish Military Counter Intelligence, as Soviet agents passing our valuables on to the Reds.

      Special Branch arrested about seven others the same day, including a very high flyer indeed. A man who went by the name of Gordon Lonsdale, but that was not his real name…it was Konon Trofimovich Molony, a Soviet military officer. What has all this got to do with our Paulo Korovin, you are about to ask? Well, I'm going to tell you.”

      Judith was a little drunk by now, having, like me, had nothing to eat since breakfast, but she was holding it together well, although she was slightly less lucid than normal. Whether that was purely due to the drink or her blatant excitement in being able to elucidate on her theory to a captive audience, I again would not pass comment as to the cause. It would paint her in a poor light, and that would not be fair. Mimi had died and Rodolfo had sung his last lament, but Judith was trilling on, resembling a curled-up canary perched in her chair.

      “Our young Korovin was posted to Warsaw in 1960 as was Houghton except he was ours, of course, Houghton I mean. With Paulo the our is more maternal, not factual, you understand.”

      “Would you prefer to finish this in the morning, Judith? It may make more sense then,” I suggested, in an avuncular manner.

      “No, I deem it better that you hear it tonight smelly breath and all. Houghton was attached to our Embassy the our there I mean literally. Anyhow, he got himself noticed by the civil police. The first time was when he beat up his wife in a public car park outside a restaurant, but he was in the Embassy car, so pleaded diplomatic immunity and got away with it. The next time, he was caught dealing in coffee on the black market, to which he had no immunity. He was cautioned for the coffee, which I presume was confiscated, and used as a remedy for all the vodka those communists are supposed to put away. Anyhow, three days later he was caught again trading; this time in medical drugs, all apparently to pay for his excessive drinking habit. He didn't have a kind Daddy like me…I digress.

      He was sent home to England, but not before the Polish Security Services had turned him with offers of his own vodka brewery. He had opened the floodgates at Portland, selling our underwater secret warfare things, that then went floating off up the Channel and down the Volga on their way to Moscow. Does the Volga flow through Moscow, Harry? No matter…what the…oops! Nearly said a naughty word! Better not drink anymore…I can get a touch lewd when I'm in my cups.

      Blake was a different kettle of fish, all told. He was one of theirs and one of ours…worked us both. He worked for us up to when he got captured in North Korea during the war over there. Hated the Americans, despised their indiscriminate bombing of the civilian population. He was banged up for years with nothing to read, so read Karl Marx numero uno in Waterstone's in Pyongyang at the time, then turned Marxist and started to sell us out on his release.

      Both these two, Houghton and Blake, were handled in London by Mr Gordon Lonsdale, aka Trofimovich, who traded not only in our secrets, but slot-machines in pubs and clubs the length and breath…I mean breadth, don't I? of London. Let me in my inebriated state tie it up for you, before I either make a fool of myself or fall asleep.

      The head of the Counter Intel in Poland who came over to our side, and whose name I cannot begin to pronounce, got himself posted to their Consular here in town. He saw our twinkling lights and got carried away…I call him Leonard, okay? Leonard had a fetish that apparently his wife did not share, nor could completely indulge him in. He swung both ways, batted left and right-handed, couldn't make up his mind which sex he preferred. Liked it kinky, tied up with all leather and whips, mask and gags. You're drooling again, H… it's not me I'm talking about, it's dear old Leonard!”

      “I can assure you that I was not, as you put it, drooling, Judith. I was following your every word avidly, with my full attention.”

      “Don't interrupt me, or I'll fall off my chair and make a spectacle of myself. I've stopped drinking and now I'm sober. See? I can touch my nose with my eyes closed…well, almost.” She made a vain attempt, ending up with a red-enamelled finger nail stabbed into her cheekbone.

      “Where was I? Ah, yes, bondage! Well, Leonard got trapped in the shit of a honeypot, and ask me who set him up for it.” There was a pause in her oratory, and when I made no reply, she asked again.

      “Go on, ask me!” Another pause, as I deliberately declined to indulge her, preferring to watch her unease as she wriggled in her discomfort. “Please, I need to pee…oh sod you, then! Wait here. I shall return, as General MacArthur said.”

      “Who was it, then?” I shouted after her fleeing figure.

      “It was Maudlin, you oaf!”

      I heard the sound of running water then the faint cry of surrender as Judith declared her intentions of retiring for the night; however, there was still time for a last command.

      “You're due at the 'Box' at eleven. Don't speculate, Harry, be factual, and don't wake me if I'm not up.”

      “What about your dog?” I enquired, trying to punish her further.

      “What dog? I've disowned him for the night.”

      “Your neighbour will not think much of you in the morning.”

      “F to the lot of you-let me sleep!”

      I sat for a long while, running it through my mind, I had forgotten my own previous tiredness, stimulated by Judith's revelations and the not so far-fetched conclusions she had made. If it hadn't been Paulo Korovin who had told Maudlin of the Poles' predilection, then how did he know? It's not something you ask a complete stranger, is it? Like to come to a stake party…I mean stake as in 'tied-up'?

      As far as the coded message was concerned, she had provided no cast-iron evidence, nor even any unsubstantiated. But it did have a degree of plausibility, a high one, so why not believe that Paulo was behind the message? If he had sold us Blake and the Portland Spy Circle, then why not Philby? All of a sudden, the credibility of Paulo working against the interests of his adopted homeland became more believable and probable. I needed to know more, and perhaps Peter Trimble in his office at Vauxhall could fill in some missing details.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER SIXTEEN


          

          
            BLOOD RED POPPIES

          

        

      

    

    
      The category of achievements made by Paulo Sergeyovitch Korovin to the erstwhile corridors of Soviet political power were wide and broad, and within their shadow he hid his light and prospered well. His entreaties to Maudlin regarding his son's future were always answered graciously and with sincerity. Concerning Paulo's pleas of learned guidance as to his own future, his father's advice was simple, yet complicated to achieve.

      The life spent in espionage intrigue is a short life; nobody is able to keep the pretence for ever. Take the secure route of political influence, and that way you can change the world.

      Paulo heeded that recommendation, as he did all Maudlin's opinions, and set his sights higher than the desk occupied by the Head of the KGB.

      In order to accelerate his progress in that direction, he placed his fictitious agent Mother in America as a translator, one of only five assigned to a Strategic Studies Group, another figment of his imagination. He built this group up around known movers and shakers within the Richard M Nixon administration, and either plagiarised, partly or whole or added his own exaggerations to Communist operatives intelligence garnered across that whole Continent.

      He played his game of charades expertly, attributing useful extracts to Mother and ones of little importance also. It was just enough to keep his seat as supervising officer of intelligence and counter-intelligence warm and snug. He answered to one man and only one; a man of great avarice and ambition, and whose love of power and money far outweighed his love of communism. He bought this man cheaply, then sold him at a great profit, propelling himself through needless years of wait.

      Anatoly Petronikov, the same Head of Station in London when Tanya had made her escape, had slowly risen through the ranks in the fifteen years that it had taken Paulo to emerge from third attaché to Deputy Head of all things secret, to be, once again, Paulo's master. After Khrushchev was removed from power and the leadership split between Brezhnev, as First Secretary, and Kosygin, as Premier, Anatoly was elevated onto the ruling Politburo, where he tasted the real qualities of life. He had his Dacha in the Shvorovshiy Woods, on the banks of the Moskva River, and his motorised yacht on the Caspian Sea.

      His illicit wealth came from many avenues, most recommended to him by Paulo, who, as previously advised by Maudlin, kept his racketeers close. Anatoly was known as a flamboyant figure, who took risks to please those above him. Because of this, they indulged him, and knew they had someone to blame if things went wrong. The devil makes work for idle hands and Anatoly's were no exception. His were caught in a comatose state, having delegated most of his work to his Deputy in order to fully enjoy his new privileges. He had a weakness for cocaine and loose women, both plentifully supplied by Paulo's contacts and these, ably utilised by Paulo, brought about his downfall.

      One night during the winter of 1972, when Moscow vagrants were falling asleep under their ever-increasing blanket of snow, Anatoly did not have their misfortune in having to wait for the thaw of spring to be discovered. He was found dead alongside his equally dead lover, in the warmth of her apartment, where lines of cocaine abounded. An autopsy was performed and a pernicious substance found; on analysis, it was discovered that white, odourless, potassium chloride had been added to the mix. They had been murdered.

      Paulo himself, led the fruitless investigation, personally interrogating many of the thousands of drug users and pedlars that were interviewed, but there were no admissions of guilt forthcoming. After some were executed for proven crimes and others sent to Gulags in forgotten region by Paulo, all was dropped and written off.

      His discharge of the duties of Deputy Head of the KGB were exceptional and peerless. He had favours to be recalled, along with his established means of gathering information, plus his furtive mind. He plated up his appetiser for his now fellow Politburo companions.

      Anatoly Petronikov was not one of theirs after all, he declared! His investigation had unearthed a bank account opened up in London four years previously, with cash deposits amounting to millions of pounds Stirling. All had been discovered when Petronikov's bank in Moscow had contacted the Moscow Centre over its transference. That divergence, along with his flamboyant lifestyle, condemned the unchallengeable Anatoly, and forced the purge that Paulo advised. They covered their houses, and sat back to watch Paulo at his licensed work.

      Maudlin's involvement had paid dividends as the two had figured, so he took this opportunity presented by the situation to rid himself of many possible future embarrassments. Unfortunately it was only many, and not all, that were eliminated.

      His penchant for the protection of all things English was not extended to other countries. He favoured neither east nor west, discovering rings of networks of spies from West Germany, France, America, and a paid circle of Russians smuggling atomic secrets to the Chinese!

      He was awarded the 'Order of Lenin' and pronounced Honorary Secretary of what was once Leningrad but, by now, had returned to its pre-Stalin days of St Petersburg, setting the foundation on which he built his political career. His meteoric rise continued.

      In 1979 he became the youngest ever member on the Supreme Soviet of the Soviet Union, and two years later he began a career abroad.

      In March 1981, Paulo, this time trading under the name of Dmitry Posharsky, along with his wife and daughter aged eight, were sent to the Middle East under the false pretence of promotion of relationships between the Soviet Union and the Islamic States. His real intentions were not as honourable; he was there to foster links with anti-Israeli movements, and he did not have long to meet one.

      Anacova was not his wife, but Katherine was their child, and luckily was in the Embassy, when the Hamas-instigated bomb exploded inside the cafe in Beirut. The suicide bomber, along with thirty-one others, was killed that day.

      The embassy driver of their car swerved violently to avoid the flying debris and smashed, sideways, into an oncoming bus. He and Anacova were pronounced dead on arrival at the main Hospital in Lebanon's capital city, and Paulo was recorded with the slight injuries that Harry had noticed on their first encounter, along with a cracked bone in his neck. Two things remained indelibly engraved on Paulo's memory from that carnage. The first was the resolve never to risk his daughter's life again, and the second, a wonder at how a civilised nation could ever defeat one that held life so cheaply. He returned to Moscow a different man, and never had the chance to have his baptismal cross blessed in Jerusalem, as was his wish.

      In the same year, something happened that was no accident, and almost tore Paulo's rapid travelling caravan to shreds. Ronnie Reagan was elected President of that other superpower, and his brand of rhetoric frightened the 'old ones' on the Central Council and in the Politburo. They feared for their lives and for all around them, as they believed that the USA would mount a first strike nuclear attack.

      The escalation had started in space, with the so called 'Star Wars' programme being initiated, and was further heightened by the stationing of Pershing 11 short-range nuclear missiles on the Soviet borders. Paulo's replacement at the counter intelligence desk was instructed to mount an intelligence-gathering operation on specific targets; those likely to be needed or warned for such an attack, and on the facilities that would need to be readied.

      The operation was called 'Ryan.'

      All hands were needed on deck, even old, semiretired, ones. Mother handler Paulo was recalled from Tripoli, his residence of work, where, by then, he had become quite an expert in Middle Eastern affairs.

      The British Prime Minister, Margaret Thatcher, took part in a planned evacuation, as did most of the American Government, and the communications going between each of those nations went sky-high something all in the Politburo considered would proceed an attack. General Secretary Brezhnev and his second in command Andropov were acutely worried. That fear became worse when Reagan decided to test the Soviet Union's radar capabilities by flying bombers and fighters at their border, then breaking off at the last moment at intermittent intervals.

      The American Naval activity increased dramatically, both in the Pacific and the North Sea, and reports landed on Andropov's head of seabed beacons being laid from Nova Scotia to Scotland and from Iceland to Norway. Paulo was approached to activate his Mother, and to get her observations from within that Studies Group. By now he was almost completely removed from NATO intelligence reports, so he could not enhance existing information and as the situation seemed mightily serious, he could not use his imagination.

      He contacted Maudlin, who made enquires amongst his Tory friends at his West End club, and was delighted to inform Paulo that it was merely exercises. The increase in the radio traffic was down to Reagan's invasion of the island of Grenada. 'A country ruled by our Queen,' he added.

      Paulo reported this to Andropov and his ratings went higher, as it coincided with reports that the newly appointed head of the American National Security had not taken part in the scamper for underground protection another prerequisite, as he would assume command if front liners were obliterated. The concerns of the Politburo were eased, but only somewhat.

      Others within the Military urged a stop to the procrastinations, to pre-empt a first strike by launching their own! Things were getting tense. On the night of 24 September 1983, the tension increased as the Soviet orbital missile launch detector, code named 'Oka', reported the lift-off of a single Intercontinental Ballistic Missile from inside America. The Russian Lieutenant Colonel in charge at the ground installation dismissed this as no early warning radar had picked it up and in any case, he argued, 'they would send thousands…not one.' Within an hour three more ICBM's were detected, but again he rigorously stuck to his guns, and the 'old ones' luckily for the rest of us, never drew their own.

      All was not over. There was worse to come, and this was where Paulo saved the world as Maudlin had predicted. In November of 1983, two months on from when the Soviets found that their sputnik was malfunctioning, Reagan initiated Able Archer 83. The codename given to a NATO command operation spanning the whole of Western Europe. It simulated a conflict escalation, leading to a coordinated nuclear release. The name of the exercise, 'Able Archer,' was used every year for such military operations; only this time, it differed from the past, in many ways.

      The exercise incorporated a unique form of coded communications that the Communists had never heard, and this was yet another thing to worry about. There was more. All Western alerts were put on DEFCON 1, a never before used state of nuclear release status. This level should not be confused by the movie or television version of DEFCON 5 which is, the lowest level of alert. The status rises to one, after which the world implodes, unless one party pulls back. When this information, garnered by the watchers, was related to Moscow Centre, more than one set of untrimmed eyebrows were raised in speculation.

      The whole of this situation had been kept secret from the Press of the world. The Cuban lessons had been learnt well by the politicians. They resolved it would be them who made the decisions this time, unaided by the paparazzi with snapshots of floating missiles, or tank formations to worry the flappable public opinion.

      To everyone, young and old, in the Politburo it seemed that war was merely hours away. Andropov was now in charge of all the Soviets, Brezhnev having died of a heart attack, and was listening to his advisors from his hospital bed, as some advised the pre-emptive strike option. Instead, he heeded the doves. Excluding the hawks to the back of his mind, but he took precautions.

      He ordered the readiness of their own ICBMs, and standby alert of squadrons of planes in East Germany and Poland. The whole world was, at most, 36 hours from self-destruction; closer, many would later say, than it had ever been, including that crisis in the Caribbean. This time, it was the Russians who felt threatened. Paulo reasoned with himself that the KGB's reliance on observation alone, and not analysis, was not helping the situation at all. If anything, it was a hindrance. If the evacuation of heads of Governments, two years previously, were exercises, and the increase in communications could then be explained, then why could not all this activity have a simple explanation?

      He knew little of Americans. Dossiers in Libya were confusing, but if they were friends of the English they couldn't be all that bad, he deduced. He took a gamble, a calculated one. Either he would save the world, or perish along with all his lies.

      He coded a message from Mother: It is a pre-planned simulation exercise only. It is a test of the defences. Do not under any circumstance react or open silos, or they will launch!

      Andropov pulled back from that precipitous brink on Mother's say-so alone, and fourteen hours later the NATO exercise ceased. Paulo had done more than save the world. He had shown the aggressors that mighty Russia had no need to worry or react to threats, as she knew her true strength and that would have been enough to see off the bullying Americans. One part of the Politburo heaved a huge sigh of relief, while another beat their chests in triumph. However, all parts congratulated Paulo and praised his Mother. He had been made for life.
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        * * *

      

      Three days before Christmas 1983, Rudi Mercer was busy doing his budget forecast for the upcoming funding arguments and debate before his office closed for the holidays. He was, as Director of the Office of Collection Strategies and Analysis of the American CIA, privileged and entitled to the colour coordinated, latest technological telephone keypad that was now flashing orange, on top of his sandalwood, inlaid mahogany, desk. The silent call, he knew before he answered it, was from President Reagan's chief advisor, Pat Buchanan.

      “I'm sorry to land this on you, Rudi, but it's from up top. I want you in London, England, as from yesterday. What would you do in the holidays, anyway? Watch a game? You can do that over there, they must have satellite. You'll find it best to keep working after that latest divorce of yours…they're getting to be a habit. Find someone who loves this work as much as you do, next time. There's a plane on standby with its engines running at Andrews…I'll speak to you when you're there. Oh, by the way, Secretary of State Shultz is going to hold your hand all the way. He'll brief you, it's very important Rudi.”

      Rudi considered the use of one of his holy trinity, the President, his priest, or his granddaughter, to whom he could air his displeasure. He never had a direct line to Ronnie, so abandoned all hope of reprieve there. He left a message on Father Leo's machine of regret at not being able to give the Mass reading at midnight two days hence, and spoke to his daughter, preferring her dulcet voice to the castigating words of a three-year-old, more used to unfulfilled promises, than a grandchild should be.

      Superfluous was not a word on his lips as the cavalcade drove through the gates of the American Ambassador's English home in Regent's Park that day, and Rudi was whisked silently away from beneath his covering blanket to the second level basement below.

      “Where did the Soviets get this study group from, Rudi? Do we have one, or is it something you invented to stop World War Three? Wherever this came from, it worked. Had they not taken notice of this, I'm telling you, Reagan was up for it! They were showing us everything; and we would have won!” The Director of the office of Transnational Issues of the CIA passed Rudi a translated copy of a report he had received a month earlier. It read:

      It is a pre-planned simulation exercise only. It is a test of the defences. Do not under any circumstance react or open silos, or they will launch!

      “I want you to find out where it originated. You're now in charge of the file named Vagabond; read it carefully, and use the information long-term. We want him high, so high he can't be reached. Do you follow me?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


          

          
            BLEEDING HEARTS

          

        

      

    

    
      My first night in Clapham was not a good night. Both Peter and Paulo's names kept coming back to me, as I failed in any attempt to find meaningful sleep. I tried to think of anything other than them, but nothing covered their names. Nor was I able to forget my starvation; so much so that I rose early at about six, intending on finding a cafe where I could at least end that discomfort.

      To my surprise Judith was up already, dressed and full of the joys of spring, unlike myself. Apparently Phyllis, next door, was a light sleeper and would be awake at this time of day, so she was about to collect Hector and visit the Common for his morning exercise. As this would be an opportune time to meet her dog, so I was told, and take advantage of her local knowledge, I took her advice and tagged along.

      Hector, turned out not to be the Goliath of a Greek beast his name had conjured up in my imagination, but a snappy, snarling, black and white mongrel with an unsocial disposition. He took a dislike to me, which was mutually shared. She had no first hand recommendations of nearby eateries, but promised to direct me towards the Underground Station on the South Side, where she said there was a profusion, from which to choose.

      Hector was off his lead, skipping ahead of us and barking as he looked back at me. I had resisted the temptation of booting him over the crossbar at Twickenham and scoring the winning points against France, but only just. Judith caught my undisguised animosity, and suggested a remedy.

      “He'll come round to like you if you give him a sausage for breakfast. I think we'll come with you,” she cordially invited him, and herself. The fresh air was beginning to clear my head, but now I felt my hangover returning.

      “I was going to Eton Square this morning, then going on to Trimble, Judith. There's a great deal I must see to there. Maurice texted me last night, and it seems that his wife is dead set against him coming home for Annie's, the kid's schools and all that. So, I want to arrange to see whoever is in charge of it all now, and pass it on. Time for change, I think.”

      “I can make that happen, Harry. His name is Haig…David Haig, my boss,” she said, as she threw the twig that Hector had returned.

      “I thought Peter was your boss. Correct me if I'm wrong, but isn't he the head of Defence Intelligence, as well as everything else in our little world?”

      “Yes, he is, but I report to the Cabinet Secretary. The Bank of Saint George and all your family are under his jurisdiction, as is the whole of the SIS. I did tell you that the Patersons were a special breed, didn't I?”

      “You never told me that you were 'out of house' though, did you? Isn't that a bit sneaky?” Hector had abandoned the twig having, found a scent to follow.

      “Well, you've exposed a little bit more of yourself, Harry, so it's only fair that I do likewise. Think of me as the rubber sole squad, all one of me. I go everywhere, but nobody hears or sees me. I have access to most things and everything, if Haig deems it so, not even Trimble can refuse…went over two years ago.

      I am under Peter's wing and keep him informed of my findings, but not conclusions. Those I give to Haig. He's a relative of the First World War's General you know, Douglas Haig or Butcher Haig, as he was more commonly referred to. We are all on the same side, H, it's just that I bring different skills to the table. I'm very good at what I do, Harry. I read people's minds.”

      Well, she hadn't read mine at all. Where I wanted a slap-up full English, fried bread, the lot, I had to make do with it in a toasted roll! Greasy spoons didn't exist in fashionable SW4; only Italian chain coffee shops where tea came in a pot and not a mug, and an all-day breakfast was found, wrapped in cellophane, on the chiller shelf. Needless-to-say, Hector never got his sausage, but he did get a biscuit which Judith gave me to feed him with, and we became friends. Ah…

      It was going to be a happy ending sort of Monday all round, or so I began to think. I managed to part from my escorts, neither appearing too sad at my departure, and took the tube to Victoria, walking the short journey from there to number 16. I had only been inside this house on one occasion and that was so long ago that I had forgotten when that was and for what reason. I knew the people there by name, but not personally, only ever meeting them all once a year.

      Every Christmas the staff from London would spend the holiday in Yorkshire, at Harrogate Hall, where it was our tradition to wait on them. My mother would cook, or it would be more correct to say finish the cooking of the Christmas lunch, with cook's expert eye looking on, and we all ate together in the Great Hall. When we all lived together, I was in charge of my two brothers and sisters at the kitchen sink, where I delegated my authority ruthlessly. On Boxing Day we would do it all again, but this time as a buffet for all, as before, plus additional local guests. Again, I ran my siblings ragged. All this had stopped on my mother's death, and I wondered if I would still be recognised on the doorstep.

      Mrs Hodges, the housekeeper, answered the door, and immediately burst into tears. Condolences were exchanged all around, as I met the rest of the household. George, on the surface, appeared as stalwart as I could remember; but underlining that intrepidness lay a degree of uncertainty, on which he was quick to elucidate.

      “It's good to see you, Harry. We were all upset over the disagreement between you and your father, and speaking on behalf of everyone we missed the bonhomie that existed between the two homes. Your two sisters have visited, but we understood the position you took, and never at any time took sides. There's no coincidence here, is there? I mean…with both Elliot and Edward's murders…are they connected to the bank?” George had this distinction, apart from all the rest that worked for us, whereby he addressed every member of my family by their first name. It was something I had grown up with, as we had both entered the Paterson patronage more or less at the same time.

      I was five months old when Maudlin, then seventy-eight, first announced George's entry into our tribe. My grandfather, Phillip, was then fifty and living here in London with my father who had a mathematical inclination, so I was told, and spent his weekdays in the capital. At this late stage in my life, I understood the real reason. Anyway, as a child I found George a welcome accomplice to my escapades, and the fourteen years of difference was to me, on the face of it, no hardship to either of us.

      I spun him the same story that I had told Joseph, that of a vindictive investor still on the loose, adding that he was now believed by the police to have made his escape abroad. I hoped that this would quieten any nerves and misgivings that he and the others here held. He had never married, or even courted a lady that I could recall, but I had never had a reason or a wish to question his sexual leanings. I asked him as to his aunt's well-being, and was told that she was now in a residential home but going strong at the age of seventy-four, if a little forgetful.

      I lingered for a while, reassuring everyone as to their future as far as I could, then took a cab across the river to the waiting Peter Trimble and the not-expected Judith Meadows. I had left one cloud of uncertainty, and walked into another. The Special Branch police officer I had first met just over a week ago made up our four-ball, and off we teed.

      Judith led, uninvited, with her report of the days spent at Harrogate, but made no mention to the code I had given her, or the connection she had made to Korovin from it. When Peter ask me if there was anything I wished to add, I declined, agreeing that Judith's summary was accurate and detailed and she had covered everything. We all discussed my brother and his interconnection with Elliot and the bank, which we all agreed was the only thing in common, and therefore the motive behind the murders.

      As none of us had any idea as to the culprit, the police were left in charge and we were discharged, with even more repetitions of “sorry for your loss” ringing in my ears. As I was about to leave I remembered a question I had wanted to ask, but had managed to forget amidst the chaos of my private life.

      “Oh, by the way, I was meaning to ask if you knew…” I got that far in my enquiry before Judith spoke across me, as though I wasn't there.

      “I suspect he's about to ask how long before we feel it's safe for his return home? The precious cows and not-so-precious badgers are waiting. Am I correct, Harry?”

      “No, you're bloody not. I was going to ask when it would be convenient for me to arrange my father's and brother's funeral, actually, my dear.” I replied, angry that I'd been trivialised.

      “No wonder you've managed very little if you're at each others' throats like that every day. Do stop the childish quarrelling; perhaps then we'll get somewhere. To answer your question Harry, it probably won't be until we've caught whoever it is.”

      The inference that Trimble had made in his dismissive remark that neither of us were treating the killings seriously added to the fact that more time was needed in London in Judith's company, confused the already complicated feelings I had towards her. I felt exactly as Peter had described: childish, and not to be trusted, without her beside me, being my chaperone wherever I went. We were outside when I got my chance to rebuke her for her interference. I had felt my resentment building up inside as we had made our way out the 'Box' and into the early spring heat of the polluted air of Vauxhall Cross, but my chance never came, as Judith apologised.

      “I'm sorry about that, Harry. I had to jump in…I wasn't sure what you were about to say. I didn't know if you were about to reveal all my deductions about Paulo. Thinking I had forgotten to mention it all. I really do think it's best for the time being to keep that to ourselves. Don't want Peter getting overexcited at the moment, do we? There's nothing concrete to go on yet.”

      I felt like the proverbial putty in her hands as the wind spilled from my sails. I accepted her offer of a fish lunch at Scott's, as recompense for my loss of honour as she put it; but I could not resist alluding to my preference to trouts on plates, rather than in my face, as we attempted to cross the road, watching out for yellow taxi lights. Her green eyes gleamed in mild mockery, but there was no caustic retort aimed at me. However, she made a remark that caused me to think.

      “Have you ever noticed, Harry, that it's not the questions people ask that are often discomforting? It's the ones they don't ask.”

      “Now you mention it, I suppose there was more they could have asked. It all seemed a bit perfunctory and half-hearted, as if they weren't interested much.”

      “That's because neither of them want to take responsibility and leave any blame sitting on their desk if it goes wrong, Westminster politics, Harry. They are almost all the same, the mandarins of power.”

      Later that day, still in her clinging company, I returned to Eton Square. There, I made the arrangements for the joint interment, at the mausoleum that adjoined the family chapel on the Estate, for the forthcoming Sunday. I hoped that the bodies would have been released by then, and all things would have returned to normal. I was being premature, I knew, but I needed a semblance of normality in my life, and a reassurance to all those close to me.

      Judith was having a nose around. She had asked if I would mind, but it was said as more of an imposed instruction that I was obligated to agree to, rather than a polite enquiry. As I telephoned Joseph to tell him of the arrangements, she was examining the mounted photographs that were scattered around.

      “Could this be Maudlin?” she asked, holding up a silver-framed photo of the man himself.

      “Yes, that is he.” It was George, who I had not heard enter the room, who answered her question. “He was about eighty in that still cuts an imposing figure, though. There are some others where he is younger around…I'll sort some out for you, if you would like? Of course, in the first floor office, there is the commissioned portrait of himself with Phillip, Elliot, and the young Harry, here. He was very proud of it. I'm sure Harry could show you. Will you and the young lady be staying for dinner, Harry? I'm sure Mrs Squires would love to impress you with her delights from the kitchen. She's been inconsolable this past week since Elliot's passing, and now what with Edward…well, I think it would do her good, if you could spare the time.”

      I accepted the invitation, not deferring or consulting Judith, nor with any thought to Hector's welfare, as I introduced my companion to him.

      “This is Judith Meadows; she's helping out at the bank.” I do not know why I lied, but it sped off my tongue before I had time to think. Perhaps it was the distraction of other concerns that led me to blur the truth.

      Mrs Squires, like Maudlin, had always been spoken of reverently within our circle. However, I had Mrs Franks as my cook, and plenty of people to look after my needs. Inside my already overworked brain, I was wondering how I could keep everyone on in meaningful employment.

      The Paterson's, and they are all I can speak of, always had servants, but they were never considered to be humble or lackeys. They were skilled men and women doing their own job in our homes, in which they also lived. They respected us as employers and we respected all of them as individual people, with their own needs and problems. As I saw it, it was my duty as a rich and privileged person to offer positions to good honest people who wanted to work for me, as would any person in business.

      Nobody was referred to as a servant, only as staff, and they were looked after as part of our extended family. Now that my family was diminishing by the week, what could I do with this house and the staff who had their homes here?

      Judith had found something on which to pass comment. “I hope you don't think I'm interfering, H, but don't you find that a bit familiar…him calling you Harry, and your father Elliot? It's as though he's a family friend, and not your father's valet and butler.”

      “He is a friend, Judith. A very long friend of my family and of this house and all who have lived here.”

      “Hmm…I see,” she replied.
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