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THE UNITED STATES CONSTITUTION

ARTICLE XX

(Proposed March 1932; Adopted February 1933)

SECTION I

The terms of the President and Vice-President shall end at noon on the twentieth day of January, and the terms of Senators and Representatives at noon on the third day of January, of the years in which such terms would have ended if this article had not been ratified; and the terms of their successors shall then begin.


This one is for Terry Kitson and John Sexton, with love.


CHAPTER ONE

James Bruce MacKay sat with his feet up on the low coffee table, an open copy of Time magazine spread across his lap as he lit a cigarette. He waved out the match, tossed it into the ashtray and picked up the magazine again. He turned through the pages to the double spread entitled ‘People’. There was the usual picture of Shirley Maclaine, a piece about a defector from the Bolshoi, and a long paragraph about the author of another biography of Hemingway. As he turned to the book reviews the duty signals officer slid a typed sheet over the magazine pages. He read it slowly and carefully. Kowalski had been pulled off the plane at Warsaw airport and taken back into town. The four men who had taken him had been in plain clothes and had spoken Russian not Polish. He looked up at the signals captain.

‘Where’s Anders?’

‘Off duty, sir.’

MacKay reached in his pocket for a Biro and initialled the report. As he handed it back he said, ‘Get him in.’

He looked back at the magazine but the print was just a blur as he thought about Kowalski. It had happened two hours and forty minutes ago and by now he’d be unconscious. The interrogation team would have a drink and then there’d be an injection to bring him round for the next session. But that was going to be Anders’s worry, not his. He shook his head like a dog coming out of water and focused his eyes on the magazine pages.

Ten minutes later he tossed the magazine on to the coffee table and stood up, glancing at his watch as he stretched his arms. It was 01.30 hours on the first of November.

He walked over to the duty director’s bunk and started to undress. He heard the noise of a car door closing from down in the street. It was probably Anders arriving to sort out his problems in Warsaw. From the nearby Thames came the impatient blast of a boat’s siren. As he pulled the khaki blanket over his shoulder he could smell the ozone from the radio room and hear the agitated chatter of a Telex down the corridor.

James MacKay was an Edinburgh Scot with one of those neat, small-featured faces that never seem to grow old. Medium height, and slimly built, with a liking for bits and pieces of clothes rather than suits. But there was a flair to the clothes that he wore. The kind of flair that Parisiennes are said to have. Not that he was in any way effeminate; but in a calling where diplomats and civil-servants abounded, a shirt or shoes worn a little ahead of the general fashion could make a man noticed. Not with disapproval by any means, and perhaps it was more that he was remembered than noticed.

He had joined SIS straight from university at a time when universities were providing more problems for Special Branch than recruits. Like a graduate police constable, an eye was kept on him. With a father who was a banker and a mother who was a professional musician, his masters were never quite sure which set of genes was going to prove prepotent. And there were not all that many members of SIS who could mingle with undergraduates without changing their appearance.

It had been remarked, not necessarily with disapproval, that MacKay seemed to be seen with a whole series of pretty girls and it was put down to his charm. Even his male contemporaries agreed that MacKay had charm. And what they liked even more was that he seemed totally unaware of this attribute. He was as charming to men as he was to women. In a trade where cynicism and ruthlessness predominated, MacKay had proved exceptionally successful. A critical senior had once commented that a MacKay interrogation was more like old friends comparing notes than Her Majesty’s Secret Intelligence Service pursuing the Queen’s enemies. But MacKay got results, and that was what counted.

It was nearly an hour later when he woke, and as he stood up he slid his arms into his jacket and shuffled through to the next room. It was empty, reeking of cigarette smoke and with the bare bulb still alight as it hung from the ceiling. The copy of Time was still there and he leafed through the first few pages to find the photograph. It was on here, under the headline ‘Gallup and Harris say it’s Powell’.

He sat down in the chair, shivering slightly from the cold. There were eight people in the photograph, all smiling into the camera, and the caption read: ‘With a 19 per cent lead in the polls, candidate Logan Powell and campaign manager Andrew Dempsey return to Hartford for the final days of the campaign.’

He bent forward and switched on the electric fire. If you saw a face in a magazine you assumed you recognized it because it was well known and familiar, a film star or some public figure. But that wasn’t why the photograph had stayed in his mind. He remembered Dempsey now.

It had been in Paris. May 1968. And the song had said it was the Dawning of the Age of Aquarius. But China had exploded her first atom bomb, France her first hydrogen bomb and the North Koreans had captured the first US Navy ship to be taken since 1807. And on the streets of Paris the students were demonstrating against the Government. That was where he had last seen Andy Dempsey, with bright red blood soaking his white shirt from a broken nose as they slung him into the black van.

After the taunting shouts, they had thrown cobbles from the streets at the police before the SDECE, with the black crosses on their white helmets, came in. It was they who had beaten up Dempsey, and his girl, as the barriers came down. Her mouth had been wide open as she screamed as the thug twisted her breast and kneed her groin. Then he had lost sight of her as she fell to the ground in the forest of feet and legs.

Dempsey was an American and his girl was a Russian or a Pole. He couldn’t remember which. That was the last time he had seen them. He had been withdrawn to London just afterwards. It had been one of his first jobs for SIS, a low-profile penetration of student groups in Paris. And Dempsey had been on his list as a member of the Communist Party and intimately involved with a Soviet citizen. His reports would still be on file.

He switched off the fire and went back to bed.

It was midday before he had time to go to Central Records. He sat in front of the micro-film reader for over an hour. There was more than he remembered. Apart from the typed reports there had been a handful of photographs and several pages of notes in his own handwriting. The round careful script looked naïve and juvenile now. He had forgotten about Kleppe.

He walked back to the house in Bessborough Street. It was one of those rambling turn-of-the-century houses that wealthy merchants built for themselves when cotton was still king but Manchester was beginning to lose the fight to London as the centre of trade. Now it was the operational base of one of those special units that were spawned from time to time by SIS. Highest security, but liable to be disbanded at any time. The present incumbents were designated as SF14. Special Force 14 were responsible for planning and mounting deep penetration operations into the intelligence services of the Soviet bloc. MacKay was one of its two operational directors.

He slid his card into the slot and the door chunked open. The Field Security sergeant at the small desk had known him for three years but, as always, they went through all the routine of passwords and identity checks. Some day somebody was going to renege and four feet from the door was where they aimed to stop him.

Magnusson was obviously not too pleased at being disturbed on a Sunday morning for speculative discussion. He was too civilized a man to say so outright, but too hard pressed in his job not to make clear that if the appointment was not urgent and about a current operation, it could wait its turn after the weather, the problems of protecting chrysanthemums from the first frost, and the possibility that Cooper’s Oxford marmalade might not be maintaining its quality.

Magnusson sat with one slippered foot on a sleeping Labrador that quivered after rabbits in its sleep. As he refilled MacKay’s glass and handed it to him he finally said, ‘So what was it, James?’ And MacKay gave him a report on what he had checked out. He held out the envelope of photocopies but Magnusson waved it aside.

‘And what are you suggesting that this all adds up to?’

‘That the campaign manager of what looks like the probable next US President was a Communist in 1968. That his girl was a Russian and bound to be a Party member, or she would not have been allowed to go to Paris. That a man named Kleppe, a rich man with some sort of Soviet influence, got them both out of jail when the US Embassy wouldn’t lift a finger.’

‘Go on.’

‘There isn’t any more.’

Magnusson raised his eyebrows. ‘So what do you see—another Philby?’

‘Could be.’

‘And what d’you you think we should do, my boy?’

‘Mention it to CIA liaison at Grosvenor Square.’

‘Why?’

‘They ought to know.’

‘Why d’you think they don’t know?’

‘Maybe they do, but we had all the information on file about Philby and his Communist wife, and nobody checked it out.’

Magnusson nodded. ‘I’ll speak to the Minister and let you know. Has there been any news about Kowalski?’

‘Nothing since the first report, except a confirmation that the Poles haven’t got him. It’s KGB for certain.’

‘What’s Anders doing about it?’

‘I don’t know, sir, but he’s already on his way to Berlin.’

‘There’s a nice little pub in the village if you want a bite on your way back.’

And MacKay took the hint and left Magnusson to the Sunday Times and the Observer.

May 1968 had been one of the times that he knew he would always remember. It was the first solo assignment that he had done for SIS. It looked like a piece of low-key routine, and he had wondered what interest SIS could have in the students at the Sorbonne. He had decided that they were merely testing out the fluency of his French or maybe his ability to maintain a cover. But they obviously knew more than they had told him at his briefing meetings. He had only been there three months when the demonstrations started, and he had been recalled in the second week of August.

It had seemed a spring and summer of ceaseless sunshine, the kind of weather that always seems to herald declarations of war. And it hadn’t just been the war in the streets of Paris for him.

He had come back to the empty flat, knowing it would be empty but not expecting all those reminders. Torn up letters that he pieced together and then wished he hadn’t. Two or three unsigned contracts for shows in Birmingham and Leeds. The remnants of two boxes of milk chocolates. Panties and a bra on the tatty washing-line in the bathroom. Unwashed dishes and glasses in the sink. A membership card for a Soho Club. A pile of Melody Makers and an old copy of Stage. The bullfight poster, hung slantwise on the wall from a single pin. Make-up and cosmetics on the bedside table and a pad with two scrawled telephone numbers. And everywhere the stench of men and lust.

He had picked up the mail and gone out for breakfast at the Coffee Shop in King’s Road. He opened the envelopes one by one as he sipped his coffee. The electricity bill, a come-on for Time-Life books, a statement from the bank showing a credit balance of £341.73 to the account of J. B. and T. M. MacKay. A note from his mother pointing out that she had warned him even before the marriage, etc., etc. There were two letters for Tammy and a card calling her for audition at a theatre in Portsmouth. And there was a letter from their solicitor asking him to make an appointment to see him as soon as possible.

Back at the flat he phoned John Davies, who could see him at noon.

There were Audubon rose prints instead of the usual hunting scenes in the solicitor’s waiting-room. They had picked John Davies when they were first married because he had showbiz experience. But showbiz clients were often divorce clients later and John Davies helped clear up the mess.

He’d only had to wait a few minutes before the door opened and John Davies waved him into his office. When they were both settled on their respective sides of the teak desk, it was John Davies who led off.

‘You know, Jimmy, that it’s one of my duties as an officer of the Court to do my best to effect a reconciliation of the parties to a divorce. Some solicitors don’t even go through the motions, but I do. Especially when I know both of them, and am fond of them. So let me say now that I have tried. And I’ve failed.’

‘What did Tammy say?’

‘Well, I wasn’t even sure that she was listening, but I made one mild criticism of you and she jumped right down my throat. Normally by the time it’s got to me it’s cat and dog stuff and all I can do is stop them from actual violence. With you and Tammy that doesn’t apply. All I can do is help cut out as much pain as possible.’

‘I guess the pain’s all mine, John.

‘I don’t think so. You pay for this sort of thing one way or another. Most people say that it must be six of one and half a dozen of the other. It seldom is. But the problem is that the one who takes it most seriously is the one who gets hurt first.’

‘Why?’

‘Why? Well, the one who goes off with somebody else has got their little prize already wrapped and delivered. If the other one hasn’t done a damn thing, he or she feels that it’s all mighty unfair, which it is. And if that one happens to be a man he fights all along the line about money, children, blame, the whole bag of tricks that the law allows. So I need to find out if I can carry on for you both or not. It’s positively frowned on by the law. But sometimes it can help.’

‘There are no children, John, and Tammy’s the one with the money.’

Davies looked at MacKay’s face for long moments before he spoke again.

‘If you cared to make a fight of it, Jimmy, you could probably put her career back to square one.’

‘Why should I?’

Davies shrugged. ‘Hurt feelings, anger, pride, revenge. We could give it all a high moral tone, of course. It wouldn’t have to look so crude.’

‘I love Tammy, John. I don’t love what she does, but I wouldn’t do her harm.’

‘Would you do her good?’

‘In what way?’

‘You haven’t lived apart for two years, so there has to be a matrimonial offence thrown in.’

‘So?’

‘They’ve all been hers and the showbiz press and the nationals would make a meal of it.’

‘You mean you want me to sleep with someone?’

‘Paula Manning volunteered.’

‘Jesus. What bastards they all are. Surely it must have been possible to make it in show business without screwing with everyone in sight.’

‘You can if the talent’s big enough right from the start.’

‘Wasn’t Tammy’s?’

John Davies’ eyes were watching his face.

‘I guess not, Jimmy. Not if you’re in a hurry, anyway.’

‘How much does Tammy make now?’

Davies pursed his lips. ‘It ought to be confidential. She makes five hundred a week on her present contract. In five weeks’ time her new contract doubles that. What made you ask?’

‘I wondered if it was worth it for her.’

‘Is it?’

‘No.’

John Davies leaned back in his chair, moving aside a pile of papers. Then he looked up at MacKay.

‘Have you got a girl, Jimmy?’

‘No. Tammy was my girl.’

‘Can I say something? Something you might find offensive?’

‘Go ahead.’

‘When I first met you and Tammy, about a year before you were married, I could have forecast that this would happen. If it hadn’t been for one thing.’

‘What was that?’

‘Tammy was every man’s dream girl. The golden girl we all fantasize about. But even then you could see the ambition, the determination to make it in showbiz. I thought it might survive because you were a good-looking man. An attractive man with charm. But I didn’t know one vital thing.’

‘What was that?’

‘I took it for granted that when Tammy gave what we call “management privileges” to agents, impresarios and the rest of the gang, you’d be taking your pick of Tammy’s pretty friends. There’s many a showbiz marriage survived on that basis when they were making their way. But you weren’t in showbiz and you were a bit of a puritan. So it didn’t work. And I was wrong.’

‘Would you have told me then if you had known?’

‘No way.’

‘Why am I a puritan?’

John Davies smiled. ‘You have to love them, or like them a lot, before you screw them. Other men are satisfied with a pretty face and a willing body.’

MacKay thought of the girl in Paris and realized that Davies was right.

‘How long will it take?’

‘The way I suggested, two months. The other way … how long since she told you?’

‘Seven months.’

‘The other way about eighteen months.’

‘She’ll be at the top by then.’

The solicitor shrugged. ‘Maybe not.’

‘I’ll think about it.’

‘OK.’

John Davies smiled, relaxed and less formal. ‘How are you doing in the job?’

‘No complaints so far.’

‘They made a good buy when they chose you, my friend.’

‘How’re Sally and the kids?’

‘Sally’s fine. Sends you her love and a standing invitation. The kids both have measles, so they’re pretty tame at the moment. Have you got a lunch date?’

‘No.’

‘Let’s go over to the Law Society. No, sod it, let’s go to the Wig and Pen.’

James MacKay had spent his statutory night with Paula Manning and for the first time in his life had discovered that, with no love and only marginal like, and despite a cloud of misery, if the girl was very pretty, with long legs and nice boobs, then James Bruce MacKay was as other men were. Lustful and happy with it. There had been other nights with Paula Manning until he wondered if she told Tammy. He still wanted to be the white knight with that particular human being.

The divorce had made a three line paragraph in the two London evenings and there was no mention of other parties. Just ‘irretrievable breakdown of the marriage.’

Tammy had always sung under her own name and most of the public had seen Tammy Lane as a single swinger. SIS had liked it that way, too. It wasn’t really their image.

He had seen gossip-column pieces about her in the nationals and her face looking out from record sleeves in shop windows. The big grey eyes pensive and pleading, the big soft mouth slightly open. He had seen the first of her own shows on BBC 2 and had got drunk for the first time in his life. And there had been one ghastly evening in his flat when he had made love to a girl and then gone to make them coffee and she had called to him. She had switched on the TV and was watching it avidly. ‘Isn’t she fantastic, Jimmy. Just listen.’ It was the Royal Command Performance and Tammy Lane was singing her fans’ favourite song— ‘Smoke gets in your eyes’. The camera was close-in, full-face, and her eyes swam with tears as she sang the words. ‘They said someday I’d find, all who love are blind …’ And when the girl had turned to look at him she had seen his white face, his eyes closed and the tears on his cheeks. But it was never like that again. He didn’t forget her. But he didn’t remember her either.

And as the years went by there were other things to occupy his mind. Maybe time doesn’t heal all wounds, but it brings the perspective of a longer lens and puts healthier tissue where the wounds have been.

Magnusson phoned him the following afternoon.

‘The Minister’s not at all keen, James. Thinks it might be construed as some sort of sour grapes. He pointed out, by the way, that all Powell’s statements about the Soviets have been more anti than pro.’

‘Right, sir. I’ll forget it.’

‘I didn’t say that, my boy. I said that that’s what the Foreign Minister thinks. How’s your own operation going at the moment?’

‘We’ve got some daytime radio problems but we’re OK at night when we’ve got an all-dark signal path. It’s early days yet, sir.’

‘Quite. I thought you might like to take a few days of your leave, and take a trip to Washington. Have you got any friendly contacts at Langley?’

‘Only Peter Nolan.’

‘Yes. What’s he doing now?’

‘I don’t know, sir. He’s still in the Soviet bloc division. The last time we met he was in New York, controlling the operations against the KGB at the United Nations and the Soviet Consulate-General.’

‘I’ll send a personal message to Morton Harper. Non-committal, of course. When do you think you could go?’

‘Can I use Movement Control facilities?’

‘Certainly.’

‘I could hand over this evening and use the early Concorde flight to Dulles tomorrow morning.’

‘Do that.’

Concorde drooped into Dulles at 09.00 hours and the sun was trying to get through the thin cloud from the east. The forty or so passengers were near enough to the terminal buildings to walk and MacKay, with only his cabin bag, had gone straight to immigration.

Nolan was waiting for him there and after the immigration officer had given a brief glance at his visa he was passed straight through. Nolan drove him downtown for breakfast at the Sheraton. There was only small talk until the coffee and then Nolan lit a cigarette and leaned forward across the table.

‘I don’t know what the hell this is all about but Harper had some sort of signal from your guy that said you were coming over on leave and would I stand by for courtesies, whatever that means.’

‘It means I’m bringing bad news and please don’t crap on the messenger.’

Nolan half smiled. ‘What’s the bad news? We already picked up the rumours about Kowalski.’

‘It’s nothing to do with any current operation, it’s from way back. About one of your citizens named Dempsey. Andrew Dempsey.’

‘Who’s he?’

‘Logan Powell’s campaign manager.’

‘Yeah. I remember the name now. What’s he been doing?’

‘In 1968 he was a Party member. So was his girlfriend. She was also a Soviet citizen. They were both beaten up by the French police during the student protests in Paris in May 1968. An American named Kleppe got them out of jail after your embassy had refused to help. We were suspicious of Kleppe at the time but we never proved anything, and after I went back to London it was left to the Sûreté and the Dutch police to follow up. I don’t know if they ever did.’

Nolan looked over the top of his coffee cup before he drank.

‘Why hasn’t this come through official channels?’

‘Like what channels?’

‘Foreign Office to Secretary of State, for instance.’

‘The Minister was asked. He said your people would either ignore it, or think that the British were crying wolf to square things off for when you froze out Philby.’

‘So why tell us anyway?’

‘I suggested to Magnusson that you may not know. It’s over ten years ago. It happened in Europe, not here. We made the same mistake with Philby. He was married to a Party member in Vienna. It kind of got lost in the wash when he was being investigated, even after Burgess and Maclean lit out to Moscow and he was suspect.’

Nolan leaned back in his chair, his eyes avoiding MacKay as he sucked a hollow tooth reflectively. Then he turned back and looked at the Scot.

‘How long are you staying for?’

‘Until you tell me you don’t want me to hang around any more.’

‘Let’s go back to Langley.’ He turned and waved to a waiter.

Morton Harper had come to the CIA from teaching law at Yale, and in the early days there were those in CIA and the Washington jungle who thought the professor was going to be an easy ride. His moon face and plump body had added their weight to the theory.

In less than two months they had learned how wrong they were. There had been new brooms and axemen before, and the CIA knew how to absorb them; but this time it had been more like a scalpel. There had been almost no pain, and Old China Hands and the inefficient had gone first; and there was a feeling among the survivors that Morton Harper had some sort of bullshit detector. A lie, a cover-up, a snow-job was fatal. Somehow he knew, and you never got a second chance. No record, no medals would protect you. There were no explanations, no taking you apart. You just went. That was not to say that the CIA had suddenly changed its style. Just that the Director had to know—everything. If he was to carry the can he wanted to see the rough edges.

Harper sat at his desk as Nolan told him the brief facts. When he had finished Harper was silent for what seemed an eternity, then he reached forward and touched the long curving ash of his cigar to the crystal ashtray, watching it bend, fracture and fall in one piece. Then he looked up and across at Nolan.

‘Have you checked our files on Dempsey?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘What have we got?’

‘Nothing, sir. It’s just press clippings. But I’ve checked with our Paris embassy and they do have a record of a request from Dempsey for help for himself and the girl. There’s a handwritten minute on it—a negative.’

Harper leaned back in the big leather chair and sighed.

‘What was the girl’s name?’

‘Halenka Tcharkova.’

‘Anything on file about her?’

‘No, sir. Nothing.’

Harper swivelled his chair to look at MacKay.

‘Why wasn’t this information given to the FBI? It’s more their area than ours.’

‘I think there are several reasons for that, sir. The first one is that it’s not official. As Mr Nolan said, the Minister thought it would be tactless, and he wasn’t all that impressed with the facts. Our analysis was that the events concerned took place in Europe and that that made it a CIA responsibility. Magnusson felt it should be kept on a very low level with nothing official and nothing in writing.’

Harper’s face showed no response, and something compelled MacKay to continue.

‘And we don’t have a good relationship with the FBI at the moment.’

‘How long are you here for?’

‘I’ve got a week’s leave, sir. But I shall stay until you tell me to go.’

Harper leaned forward, his arms folded on the desk as he looked from one to another of the two men.

‘Let me tell you what we shall do. Between now and election day I should like more information on Mr Dempsey, the girl, and Mr Kleppe. And let me emphasize something. These are routine inquiries of no special significance. They have no political significance. They are not connected with the election campaign. They concern private citizens in their private capacity. Despite what I have just said you will not reveal to anyone the purpose of your inquiries. If Logan Powell is not elected President I shall pass this information to the FBI. If he is elected then I shall need to consider the situation and possibly seek the advice of others.’

He stood up and walked round his desk to open the door. As they made to leave Harper said, ‘The Agency will pick up Mr MacKay’s tabs, Mr Nolan, you see to that.’


CHAPTER TWO

The empty plates had been pushed to one side, and Nolan and MacKay sat facing each other at the long table in Nolan’s office.

‘How about you cover Dempsey’s girlfriend and I cover Dempsey and Kleppe?’

‘I’d need to go to Paris.’

‘How long would you need?’

‘A day each way and probably two days there. Maybe three.’

‘Can you spare the time?’

‘I’ll have to fix things with Magnusson first.’

‘D’you want to get Harper to do that?’

‘That could help.’

Nolan walked across the room and into the small hallway. MacKay could hear Nolan’s voice as he spoke on the phone, but he couldn’t hear the words. He realized that Nolan had been very cautious in dividing up the responsibilities. They didn’t want a foreigner investigating American citizens so he got the girl. On the other hand it was better that way. They didn’t have his contacts in Paris, and he didn’t know his way around the United States for that matter.

Nolan walked back and nodded as he sat down.

‘That’s OK. He’s contacting your guy himself. Unless we hear in the next half hour, it’s OK. D’you want to travel overnight or have a night in a hotel?’

‘What flights are there?’

‘There’s an Air France flight in two hours’ time.’

‘Book me on that, then.’

Nolan came back. He’d booked a first-class seat so that there was a chance for MacKay to sleep. MacKay yawned at the thought before he spoke.

‘What do you think Harper thinks of all this?’

Nolan shrugged. ‘I’d say interested but cool at the moment.’

‘Maybe I’m wasting your time?’

‘You don’t believe that, do you?’

‘No. What about you?’

‘The same as you. Instinct, training, experience tell me there’s something odd. Maybe it’s something that doesn’t matter. But we’d better find out.’

Nolan drove him to Dulles and waited with him until the flight was called.

The Air-France overnight flight landed at de Gaulle in the morning darkness and it was 8.30 before MacKay had cleared customs and immigration.

He booked in at a small hotel on the Boulevard des Capucines and bathed and shaved. As he waited for a taxi there was a gleam of sun piercing the November grey but by the time he arrived at the rue Soufflot there was a thin drizzle of rain. He looked at his watch. There was just about time for a coffee.

He wondered what her reaction would be. He had not kept in touch with her but unless she had changed that wouldn’t matter. When he had checked in the telephone directory he had felt that it was typical of her that she still lived in the same studio. She was beautiful and warm-hearted, and in the old days she would have these great passions that barely lasted a week. Nobody would see her in that week and then she would return to her circle, not sad or grief-stricken, but calm and serene. He knew that she relied on him in those days not to sink into the whirlpool with her. He had slept with her sometimes but he refused to join her in the torrent. And she was grateful, he knew, that he stayed on dry land and could reach out his hand to save her from the next emotional flood. He paid for the coffee and left.

It was almost eleven o’clock when he walked up the rue Mouffetard. They were putting fresh trays in the windows of the pâtisserie. Eclairs, mille-feuilles, meringues, and strawberry tarts with smooth, glazed surfaces.

As he crossed the road he glanced up at the house. It still looked much the same. Even the shutters were the same blue. He pressed the bell and stood waiting, with one foot on the bottom step, looking down the hill. It was a stinking, sleazy street but he hadn’t noticed that in the old days, and even now it had a raffish, attractive air in the pale winter light.

Then the door opened and the same brown eyes looked at him, one fragile hand pushing the dark hair from the side of her face. A moment’s perplexity, and then she recognized him.

‘Jimmy. My God, what’s the matter?’

‘Adèle. Nothing. Why should there be?’ He smiled.

Her long slender fingers touched her cheek as she laughed.

‘It’s so long ago. I must have been back in those times.’ She stood aside. ‘Come in, chéri. Have you eaten?’

He closed the door behind him and followed her up the stairs. At the landing he could see the room beyond the open door. Still clinically white and antiseptic. Canvases leaning against the wall and the smell of turpentine and linseed. The massive mahogany easel still dominating the light from the big window. She was wearing an orange towelling bath-robe and she stood smiling in the centre of the room, shaking her head in disbelief.

‘I can’t believe it. Why didn’t you let me know you were coming?’

‘I didn’t know until late last night and I’ve been flying through the night.’

‘Coffee?’

‘That’d be great.’

He walked with her into the small kitchen and pulled out one of the tall stools. She looked much the same. There were some wrinkles, but only at her eyes and mouth, where she smiled. When the coffee had percolated she poured out two cups and sat looking at him. ‘How long ago was it, Jimmy? Ten years?’

‘About that. And how are things with you?’

‘I heard that you were a policeman or some such thing now.’

‘Not me, my love.’

She sipped her coffee, her brown eyes studying his face.

‘You look more of a loner than you used to.’

‘Older, maybe.’

‘Yes. But surer …’ She put down her cup and sat with her hands on her knees. ‘Tell me why you came, chéri.’

‘I wanted to talk to you about two people we knew in the old days.’

‘Who?’

‘Andrew Dempsey is one.’

She laughed. ‘He was just like you, Jimmy. Handsome, charming, some talent, kind, and amused at us foreigners with our funny ways.’

‘What else?’

‘Rich daddy, money no problem, girl-struck. What else can there be for a young man?’

‘Do you remember when he was arrested?’

‘Oh, God, yes. I was standing quite near him. They’d smashed his nose, and his clothes were covered with blood. He was unconscious when they threw him in the van. You were there. You were with me. Have you seen him again?’

‘No. How long was he inside?’

‘He was in Fresnes. It was a long time for something so little. Two months maybe. They let them both out at the same time. Him and Halenka.’

‘Who got them out?’

‘An American. I don’t remember his name.’

‘What happened to Halenka?’

‘She went back to Moscow. She’s done terribly well, you know.’

‘At what?’

‘Painting. She had shows in Leningrad, Moscow, Prague, Warsaw. All over. She’s very good.’

‘I can remember that she was very pretty. What was she like?’

‘A sweetie. Very gentle and sensitive. I think she and Andy would have married if they hadn’t sent her back to Moscow.’

‘Was Andy a Party member?’

She looked at him carefully and then averted her eyes.

‘You are a policeman, aren’t you?’

‘Kind of.’ He half smiled and shrugged.

She stood up, folding her arms in that defensive move that all interrogators recognize.

‘What happened to Andy?’

‘He’s a politician. A leading man in Powell’s election team.’

‘Powell’s the man they say is going to win, isn’t he?’

‘They say so.’

‘And somebody wants to stab Andy in the back with his membership card. I thought that had all finished with McCarthy.’

‘It did.’

‘So why the questions now?’

‘So why no answer?’

She smiled and shrugged. ‘I expect you know the answer anyway. Yes, he was a member. So was I. So was Halenka, and she was the only reason he joined. He loved her desperately.’

‘Did she love him?’

‘Oh yes, she adored him. They were like lovers from a book.’

‘I can’t remember, did they live together?’

‘Yes. They had a place by the Musée de Cluny.’

‘Now tell me about you.’

She shrugged amiably. ‘I do quite well. Two one-man shows. One here in Paris and one in Düsseldorf. I’ve got a cottage near Honfleur. I get by nicely.’

‘No grand passion?’

‘Why so sure?’

‘Because you look contented and level.’

‘Touché.’ She laughed. ‘And you?’

‘Much the same as I used to be.’

‘You haven’t lost your French, anyway.’

‘How about we have lunch together?’

‘OK. I’ll get dressed. Help yourself to a drink while you’re waiting.’

He sorted through the pile of old 78s and it was still there. He put it on the player and sat in the wicker chair listening. It was Charles Trenet singing ‘Il pleut dans ma chambre’. He wondered if she might come back into the room when she heard it. She didn’t.

They held hands as they walked down the hill to find a taxi, and lunched at le Petit Bedou in the rue Pergolese. There had been a tension at first, but slowly she relaxed so that he was encouraged to ask her to dinner that evening. When she left she blew him a kiss from the taxi as it turned to cross the bridge.
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