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  Chapter One




  MR. JUSTICE PENREY’S firmly masculine hands caressed the arms of his deep

  leather chair. With head rested against its high back, his expression was contemplative as his glance fell idly around him. He might have been relaxing in the smoking-room of his club after dinner,

  and it required only a small flight of imagination actually to smell his cigar. In fact he was in Number 1 Court at the Old Bailey, and about to sentence a man to twenty years’

  imprisonment.




  He acknowledged the end of defending counsel’s plea in mitigation with the merest inclination of his head and brought his gaze round to the man in the dock, who was now standing up and

  facing him impassively across the short divide which separated judge from judged.




  Impassivity had marked the prisoner’s conduct throughout the trial. He was a man of about forty-five, with a square face and a figure which could best be described as sturdy. Thick, black

  hair was brushed straight back from an even line and accentuated the squareness of his features. His eyes now met the judge’s without flinching. There was neither fear nor servility in his

  expression. His counsel might plead for mercy but the prisoner himself appeared detached and with patient resignation to be waiting only for the inescapable finale.




  Resting his fingertips on the edge of the desk in front of him, Mr. Justice Penrey leaned slightly forward and began speaking, selecting his words as if they were precious stones from a chest of

  treasure:




  ‘Frederick George Crofton, the jury have rightly convicted you of espionage, for it must be abundantly clear to anyone who has listened to the evidence in this case that you are a spy. A

  professional spy, moreover, of unquestioned skill and tenacity whose operations in this country have made you a menace to each of its citizens. Little, it seems, is known about you: who you are,

  how you came to these shores, and it may well be that your true identity will remain for all time hidden in the mists which inevitably shroud the activities of those engaged in espionage. You have

  been ably defended by Mr. Ainsworth in accordance with the best traditions of our Bar, and he has said everything which could possibly be advanced on your behalf, but the result could never have

  been in any doubt. It is now my duty to impose a sentence which will not only bring to an end your own career as a spy, but which may also serve to deter others from accepting the perils of your

  avocation. You will go to prison for ten years on each of the two counts. The sentences will be consecutive, making twenty years in all.’




  Almost before the judge’s last words had died away, the prisoner had given him a small, stiff bow—the bow of an opponent acknowledging no more than a transient personal

  defeat—and turning briskly on his heel had vanished down the steps at the back of the dock, leaving his escort, so it seemed, to follow or not as he chose.




  Martin Ainsworth slowly gathered up his papers, though he knew that Edward, the chambers’ junior clerk, would appear at any moment and see that nothing was left behind. The courtroom had

  emptied quickly—the bigger the case the quicker it emptied, he had had occasion to notice before—and now only a few small knots of people remained within its claustrophobic confines.

  Mr. Gifford, his instructing solicitor, thrust a final bundle of documents into his brief-case and turned to Ainsworth.




  ‘Can’t say I was surprised by the sentence,’ he remarked in a tone which seemed to indicate that he, for one, regarded himself as a law-abiding citizen recently menaced by his

  client’s activities. ‘Don’t see that the judge could have given him any less.’




  Martin Ainsworth smiled noncommittally. Though there was nothing to argue about, he couldn’t have brought himself then to express agreement. Twenty years’ imprisonment was the

  rational reply to Crofton’s conduct, he knew that as well as anyone, but for the moment he was filled only with compassion for a man about whom he admittedly knew previous little but who had

  impressed him enormously by his courage and dignity.




  ‘I think I ought to go and see him,’ he said quietly.




  ‘Well, if you really think we should,’ Mr. Gifford observed doubtfully.




  ‘I wasn’t meaning to speak for both of us. But when a client has just received twenty years, I feel the least his counsel can do is go and show his face. If he says anything which

  requires your professional attention, I can let you know.’




  Mr. Gifford looked relieved. ‘If that’s all right then, I won’t accompany you. I have an appointment back in the office and I’d like to get away.’




  ‘Of course.’




  ‘I hope he has the good manners to thank you for your efforts on his behalf.’




  ‘I think he probably will, though I’m darned certain I shouldn’t if I were in his place.’




  Mr. Gifford brushed the reservation aside as an unworthy flippancy. ‘I, at any rate, should like to thank you, Mr. Ainsworth. I’ve much appreciated our association on this difficult

  and distasteful case.’ He picked up his brief-case from the table. ‘I’m sure we’ve both done our best, but I’ve disliked every minute of it and I’m glad it’s all

  over. I know one is trained as a lawyer to take the detached and objective view, particularly in criminal defence work, but I’d sooner defend the most depraved murderer or rapist than I would

  another spy.’




  ‘I’m certain our client never divined your feelings anyway.’ Ainsworth replied stoutly. ‘Incidentally, what about a possible appeal?’




  ‘Surely not!’ the solicitor exclaimed in a horrified tone. ‘On what conceivable grounds?’




  ‘I agree, I doubt whether there are any, but he may want to. After all, with twenty years inside ahead of him, he’s nothing to lose.’




  ‘I suppose he may want to appeal against sentence,’ Mr. Gifford conceded. ‘But he can’t possibly against conviction.’ In sudden embarrassment he added,

  ‘I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have spoken like that. I shall obviously be guided by your advice when you’ve had an opportunity of considering the position.’




  ‘And when we know Crofton’s own feelings. . . .’




  The court-room was empty by the time Martin Ainsworth let himself into the dock and nimbly descended the stairs which led to the cells below.




  ‘Hello, Mr. Ainsworth,’ the chief prison officer greeted him with a cheerful smile. ‘Want to see your chap, do you?’




  ‘How’s he taken it?’




  ‘Without a murmur. Must say you’ve got to hand it to him, though I suppose he’s been trained in a pretty tough school. Anyway, a fair trial and twenty years is a good deal

  better treatment than he’d have got in a great many countries, including, I have no doubt, his own.’




  Crofton was sitting upright on his cell bench, with his hands resting in his lap, gazing steadily at the wall in front of him. He wore the same air of trained alertness that seemed as much a

  part of him as the pores of his skin. It was superimposed over every other mood and must have been the product of unceasing mental concentration.




  ‘Ah, Mr. Ainsworth,’ he said in his accentless English, as the barrister entered. ‘Let me shake you by the hand to show that I bear you no grudge.’




  ‘I’m glad of that,’ Ainsworth remarked dryly. ‘I did warn you that it would be a severe sentence if you were convicted.’




  ‘You did. You also told me to expect conviction, so you were doubly right. Nevertheless’—his expression was suddenly painfully sad—‘twenty years. . . . It’s a

  very long time when you’re over fifty. Inevitably one wonders . . .’ It was the nearest approach to emotion Ainsworth had seen him display and it lasted no more than seconds. What

  followed was even more surprising. ‘We gave Greville Wynne only eight years,’ he said with a wry smile.




  It was the first time in all their meetings that Crofton had given so much as a passing hint of the country of his origin. Up to this moment his front had been that of the English business man

  engaged in running a small import–export agency from an office in Holborn. And this front he had stoically maintained despite the erosive evidence of one witness after another which had been

  to show that he was a high-grade spy particularly concerned with Britain’s NATO secrets.




  ‘But Greville Wynne wasn’t allowed the privilege of pleading not guilty,’ Ainsworth said in a mildly chiding tone, his lawyer’s quickness of mind overcoming his

  surprise.




  Crofton made a small gesture of impatience. ‘The British are obsessed by the appearance of fair play. I think I would sooner plead guilty and serve eight years than be convicted—you

  will remember, Mr. Ainsworth, that the judge said the result of the case had always been inevitable—and serve twenty. Wouldn’t you?’ His mood became lighter again. ‘But I

  like the British. I have lived in London a number of years now and think of it—I hope this doesn’t affront you, Mr. Ainsworth—as my other home. I’ve been happy here and can

  at least reflect that I have rewarded the people of this country for their many kindnesses to me by providing them with a splendid court case to read about. I couldn’t do more than that for

  them, though I confess I would prefer not to have done so.’




  He finished speaking and his steady gaze remained on Ainsworth’s face.




  ‘Do you wish to appeal if that is possible?’ Martin Ainsworth asked, feeling that a change of subject would be tactful.




  ‘Do I have to say now?’




  ‘No, we have fourteen days in which to lodge notice of appeal, and one can usually get an extension of time after that.’




  ‘I thought you had to have grounds for appeal,’ Crofton said sardonically.




  ‘You do.’




  ‘What are mine?’




  ‘I can’t say until I’ve studied the transcript of the judge’s summing-up.’




  ‘But nothing has occurred to you?’




  ‘Frankly, no.’




  ‘Then why appeal?’




  ‘You could always lodge a notice of appeal against sentence, and meanwhile I’ll be consulting with Mr. Gifford on the possibility of appealing against conviction, too.’




  ‘I would like to think about it.’ In a reflective tone, he added, ‘But I suppose I shall have to appeal.’




  Martin Ainsworth thought it likely that the code-book for Soviet spies covered every contingency, including the limits to be attempted when enmeshed in another country’s legal machinery.

  It was presumably remembrance of this which had prompted Crofton’s sudden afterthought.




  Ainsworth held out his hand. ‘Goodbye—and good luck.’




  ‘Thank you, Mr. Ainsworth. I hope I wasn’t too embarrassing a client.’




  Martin Ainsworth decided to walk back to chambers. When time permitted he enjoyed walking in London, and for short distances it was probably the quickest means of getting from one point to

  another. What with walking, and tennis at the weekends (he was an old Oxford blue), he managed to keep pretty fit and was still able to sprint for a bus without feeling he had brought death ten

  years closer, which was more than most of his contemporaries could claim to do.




  In fact there was no need for him to return to chambers at all: it was the last week of the summer term and his table was virtually clear. But habit died hard, and unless there were special

  reasons for not doing so, he always did put in an evening appearance after court even though he knew that nothing awaited his attention. Perhaps the most cogent reason was that John, the chief

  clerk of chambers, expected it, and Martin Ainsworth had grown up in the law under John’s pervasive influence.




  It was a close, overcast evening, and the air seemed to reek more strongly than ever of exhaust fumes from the homegoing traffic. It was like breathing vaporised soup. He decided to take a

  slightly longer route and walk along the Embankment. There at least the smell of burnt diesel oil mingled with more astringent odours from the river.




  He was beginning to feel the physical reaction which invariably set in after a heavily fought case. It was the equivalent of five sets of singles. You didn’t notice it so much at the time,

  but once it was over every muscle wanted to remind one of its existence. And the Crofton case had been particularly exhausting.




  In the first place he had done it alone without a leader—not that he had wanted one, and had indeed told Mr. Gifford he would sooner undertake the defence on his own, even though he had

  known that the Attorney-General would be leading for the Crown, assisted by two of the Old Bailey Treasury Counsel. To the lay eye this might have appeared to be overweighting the case against

  Crofton, but Ainsworth knew that in fact it would act to his advantage. One of the problems for the defence in spy trials is to induce the spy-catchers, or those of them who are reluctantly pushed

  forward out of the shadows, to give one any information on the side, but with the Chief Law Officer of the Crown taking personal responsibility for the conduct of the prosecution, pettifogging

  security-mindedness was swept from Ainsworth’s path. Moreover, it was further to Crofton’s advantage that he was defended by an experienced and extremely well-liked member of the

  Bar.




  On the other hand, as he now paused and gazed at a string of coal barges being tugged up river, he couldn’t avoid the sardonic reflection that Crofton could scarcely be worse off if he had

  been defended by the brashest nincompoop the Temple had ever produced. He turned and stared at the distant dome of the Old Bailey topped by its golden figure of justice. She looked immaculate.

  Somewhere beneath her feet sat a man impassively waiting to be taken away to begin a twenty-year sentence.




  It was true that the evidence against him had been overwhelming and that no other result had been possible, so what use had his defending counsel been? Ainsworth pondered this as he continued

  his walk beside the river. The only answer which came to his mind was that by his knowledge and experience, justice had been able to put up a better show than is sometimes the case. But was this

  anything more than an admission of the validity of Crofton’s taunt about the British being obsessed with the appearance of fair play? Ainsworth wondered. Anyway, whatever his feelings about

  Crofton the man, he disapproved of his spying activities as heartily as Mr. Gifford and the judge and all the other vicariously menaced citizens.




  Apart from John, sitting eternally vigilant in the clerk’s office, chambers appeared deserted, though Ainsworth knew this was a false impression and that behind most of the closed doors

  conferences were under way which would probably be reflected later in trials leading in their turn to damages, decrees nisi, injunctions, writs, fines and even imprisonment. This was the hour of

  the day when the Temple’s air throbbed with the hatching of plans of campaign.




  ‘I’m sorry I couldn’t get along to court, sir, to hear the end,’ John said as Martin Ainsworth appeared in the doorway.




  ‘You missed nothing. Old Penrey had been waiting three days to dot him twenty years.’




  ‘I’m told he handled the trial very fairly.’




  ‘Impeccably. With evidence as strong as that against the prisoner, he didn’t even have to resort to innuendo, or any of those renowned facial gestures, none of which ever get on to a

  transcript.’




  ‘You sound bitter, sir.’




  Ainsworth smiled. ‘I’m not really, though it would probably be the most becoming mood after a client has been given twenty years.’




  ‘He’d have been shot without trial in his own country most likely.’




  ‘That certainly seems to be the popular view,’ Ainsworth observed. ‘Any reason for me to remain, John? If not, I’ll move homewards.’




  ‘You’ll be in tomorrow morning, sir?’




  ‘Yes. And I have that conference with Dandruff Dan in the afternoon.’




  ‘Three o’clock, sir.’




  The gentleman referred to was the ancient chief clerk of an eminent firm of solicitors. He was a Dickensian figure who knew more of the practical aspects of the law than a good many qualified

  lawyers, and he was a generally welcome visitor in the Temple, apart from the liberal sprinkling of dandruff he always left behind as a memento of his visits. Edward, the junior clerk in Martin

  Ainsworth’s chambers, had once suggested they should follow him about with a small dustpan and brush, but John had not been amused, and it had taken Edward several days to rehabilitate

  himself in his senior’s estimation.




  Ainsworth turned to go when John spoke. ‘I don’t think I yet know your long vacation plans, sir?’




  ‘Because I don’t know them myself. I shall probably go off somewhere around the middle of August and I’ll let you know as soon as I’ve decided where. It’ll possibly

  be to the top of a Swiss mountain. I must find some clean fresh air to breathe.’




  ‘My wife and I found Norway very refreshing last year, sir,’ John said helpfully, though making the country sound rather like an iced drink.




  ‘Where are you going this year?’




  ‘Felixstowe. It’s very bracing.’




  ‘I’m sure it is. Well, good night, John.’




  ‘Good night, sir.’




  Martin Ainsworth lived in Knightsbridge, where he shared a pleasant and extremely comfortable flat with a maiden aunt who, though now in her seventies, managed to keep the years splendidly at

  bay. They each lived their own lives, had their own friends, and went their separate ways on holiday, but between them there existed a bond of respect and affection which was the stronger for not

  relying on any overt display of emotion.




  The flat was empty when he arrived back, and he remembered that it was one of her bridge afternoons. That meant they would either go and dine together at one of the numerous new restaurants

  which had sprung up in the neighbourhood, or he could take himself off to his club and dine in masculine insularity.




  Meanwhile, he fetched himself a Scotch on the rocks and settled down to read the evening paper, the front page of which carried an account of the closing stages of the trial, together with one

  of those feature articles written in advance but only published after a conviction. The present writer gave the impression that he’d spent the last few years living inside the secret radio

  transmitter which had been found beneath the garage floor of Crofton’s Wimbledon home. Ainsworth read the piece with quizzical interest. It was skilfully written, and only the few with actual

  knowledge would be able to tell where fact petered out and imagination took over. In the middle of the article was a photograph of himself. He couldn’t think where it had been taken and hoped

  he didn’t often look like that. His mouth was open and his expression more or less vacant.




  He heard a key in the front door, and a second or two later Aunt Virginia came in. She was a small, bird-like woman with subtly tinted iron-grey hair (‘Nature’s grey is like old fog

  and can you see me orange or blue?’) and brisk movements. As usual she was dressed in expensive black. She threw her black crocodile bag on to a chair.




  ‘A ghastly afternoon. I drew that dreadful woman who’s a friend of May Thatcher, and she’s cost me a small fortune with her obtuse bidding and wild doubling.’




  ‘Why do you have her if she can’t play?’




  ‘Because May Thatcher asked us to; said she plays a respectable game.’ Aunt Virginia raised her eyes to the ceiling and through it to heaven beyond. ‘I’ve never known a

  woman have such a penchant for surrounding herself with lame ducks as May.’




  ‘Have a drink?’ Ainsworth said soothingly.




  ‘I had one just before I left, but I’ll have another. A gin and french.’ She sat down at one end of the sofa and tucked her legs beneath her, having first kicked off her shoes.

  ‘I’m sorry you didn’t win your case, Martin; not that you expected to, did you?’ He shook his head as he came across the room with her drink. ‘May switched on the six

  o’clock news and we heard the result then. I was able to bask in reflected glory. My bridge friends are always very impressed by your forensic appearances.’




  ‘So far they can afford to be. And what did they think about the sentence?’




  ‘I think May Thatcher’s friend was the only one to make any comment.’




  ‘Which was?’




  ‘She just said “poor man”. I felt like asking her if she’d still have thought of him as a poor man when the Russians had taken over our country.’




  ‘Bravo, Aunt.’




  ‘All right, Martin, I know you think I’m a dyed-in-the-wool reactionary——’




  ‘But you are.’




  ‘Which I probably am, but there’s too much wishy-washy sentimentality about crime these days. I’m not in favour of corporal punishment and strangely enough I have an open mind

  on hanging, but for heaven’s sake let’s vigorously enforce the laws we have still got before anarchy sets in for good.’




  ‘A spy, the sort Crofton was, is in rather a different category from the ordinary run of criminal,’ Ainsworth remarked mildly.




  ‘I dare say, but that doesn’t mean I have to love him any more than I do the tax inspector.’ She unfolded her legs and stood up. ‘What are we going to do about dinner,

  Martin? Are we going out or would you sooner I made an omelette or what?’




  ‘Let’s go out, Aunt.’




  ‘All right, but not to that Spanish place. I don’t want any more oily morsels served on to my lap.’




  Over dinner they talked of books and plays and finally of summer holidays. ‘Have you decided yet, when and where you’re going, Martin?’




  ‘No, but I will do in the next few days.’




  ‘You don’t have to, but Mrs. Carp will be going off for a fortnight in the middle of August, and I don’t imagine you want to fend for yourself.’




  ‘I can make my own bed and always eat out.’




  ‘You know you can’t sleep after you’ve made your bed three nights’ running.’




  ‘That’s only happened once.’




  ‘There’s only been once.’




  ‘How long are you going to be away?’




  ‘About three weeks. A week in Scotland with Alison, a week with the Moores and finally my duty visit to Grace.’




  Aunt Virginia’s holidays always followed a pattern, visits to friends with comfortable country homes, followed inevitably by a duty visit to Grace, her widowed sister-in-law who lived in a

  small cottage on the edge of Exmoor. Martin suspected that each regarded the other as something of a chore to be borne once a year in the late summer.




  ‘Oh, well, don’t worry, I’ll get out of the way, too.’




  ‘You need a good break, you’ve had a busy term. Better to spend your earnings on a holiday now than on doctor’s bills later. Why don’t you go to America again?

  You’ve lots of invitations.’




  ‘I’ll think about it.’




  But in fact, as invariably happens, Martin Ainsworth’s mind was made up for him. It happened the next day.




  He had been in chambers about an hour when the telephone rang and John announced rather mysteriously.




  ‘A Mr. Green wishes to speak to you, sir. He says it’s something private.’ As though in reproof, he added, ‘It’s not either of the Mr. Greens we know.’




  ‘Any idea what he wants?’




  ‘No, sir, he declined to tell me. Shall I put him through?’




  ‘I suppose you’d better.’ There was a click as the connection was made. ‘Martin Ainsworth speaking, who’s that?’




  ‘Green here, Ainsworth. The Attorney-General introduced us at court the other day. . . .’




  ‘Yes, of course, I remember.’ What he did remember was a short, sandy-haired man with a steady gaze and a strong handshake. He had learnt subsequently that Green was a very senior

  officer in the Security Service. Their actual meeting, however, had been fleeting and casual as Ainsworth made his way to the robing-room. Removing some of the frost from his tone, he now said,

  ‘What can I do for you?’




  ‘I’d be very grateful if I might send one of my fellows round to see you.’




  ‘Certainly. May I ask, what about?’




  ‘I’d sooner not discuss that over the ’phone.’




  ‘Oh!’




  ‘May I just say it’s something arising out of the case we’ve each recently been interested in.’




  ‘All right. What do you suggest?’




  ‘If it suits you, I’ll get Bowes—that’s his name by the way, Robert Bowes—to call you and make an appointment.’




  ‘Certainly. I’ll be in chambers all day.’




  ‘Many thanks. I’ll tell him.’




  After Green had rung off, Ainsworth summoned his clerk.




  ‘A Mr. Bowes will be ’phoning me later, John. You can put him straight through.’




  Bowes, however, didn’t call till the afternoon, and then wasted few words.




  ‘Could we meet this evening?’ he asked after briskly introducing himself.




  ‘All right,’ Ainsworth replied without enthusiasm. ‘Where?’




  Bowes mentioned the name of a respectable but dowdy hotel in the Victoria area. ‘Six o’clock in the main lounge. O.K.?’




  ‘Yes. How shall I recognise you?’




  ‘You don’t need to, Mr. Ainsworth. I know you.’




  



  

    

  




  Chapter Two




  IT was between five and ten past six when Martin Ainsworth arrived at the hotel. Though normally a punctual person who, if anything, was early rather

  than late for his appointments, he regarded it as a matter of principle to keep Mr. Robert Bowes waiting a few minutes. There was something quietly and exasperatingly omniscient about these

  security boys. The velvet glove was invariably a bit too velvety, and the effect on the ordinary person was to evoke strong feelings of schoolboy rebellion. It was in some such mood that Ainsworth

  strode into the lobby of the hotel and cast a displeased look around him.




  ‘Good evening, Mr. Ainsworth, it’s good of you to come.’




  Ainsworth turned sharply. The man must have been sitting over in a corner level with the door, from which vantage point he would spot anyone entering before they were likely to notice him.

  ‘I’m Robert Bowes. There’s a quiet spot the other side of the lounge if that’s all right.’




  Without waiting for a reply, he led the way across the room in which the last remains of post matinée teas were merging with the occasional medium sherry and small gin and tonic. For

  their rendezvous was a redoubt of respectable middle-aged ladies and of rather older men, who all resembled retired minor civil servants.




  Ainsworth reckoned Bowes to be around forty. He had a lot of faintly golden-tinted fair hair, a reddish face and a small, bristly moustache which was undeniably ginger in effect. He

  couldn’t be anything other than retired Army. Probably, Ainsworth guessed, a captain in one of the less snobby regiments. It seemed to him from what he had seen that our security gents

  largely fell into two groups. The ex-military like Bowes and the much younger, somewhat faceless young men who weren’t long down from university. These were the field workers; the top

  executives like Green formed yet a third group. Between them, they doubtless accounted for all the required qualities.




  ‘What can I order you? Gin? Sherry?’ Bowes motioned him to take the more comfortable-looking of the two chairs.




  ‘Scotch on the rocks, please.’




  ‘The scotch’ll probably be easier to get than the rocks. The British idea of ice in a drink is still one half-melted lump floating at the top of the glass. Anyway, let’s see

  what we can do.




  ‘I’m sorry I was so brief on the ’phone,’ he went on, when the waiter had drifted away with their order, ‘but that’s one of the troubles with our job, we

  either can’t say anything or when we do it’s wrapped up in so much circumlocution you almost need a cypher clerk to interpret what we’ve said.’ He smiled tentatively. It was

  a pleasant smile and revealed a row of small white teeth.




  ‘Were you yourself connected with the Crofton case in any way?’ Ainsworth asked, deciding the sooner they reached the point of the meeting, the better.




  ‘Yes, only in the background, though. I’m not in the section which was responsible for his apprehension. I think you probably know we’re pretty compartmentalised in our job. We

  take the view in this country that the less anyone knows what anyone else is doing in security, the better. It’s a sound principle, though it can lead to the right hand being embarrassed by

  the left on occasions.’ He gave Ainsworth another of his tentative smiles. Then taking a sip at his drink, he leaned forward and went on in an earnest tone, ‘As you know, Crofton was a

  pretty big fish. But he was also a completely silent one, and we learnt nothing like as much from him as we hoped for, which means that the network he operated remains intact.’ He fixed

  Ainsworth with a steady gaze. ‘We’re wondering whether perhaps he may have let fall something in your presence which would give us a line to follow up. I believe you had a number of

  interviews with him.’




  The words ceased, but the steady gaze continued as Martin Ainsworth considered what he should say.




  ‘I don’t think you have any right to ask me that,’ he said at length. ‘After all, Crofton was my professional client and what passed between us was under the seal of

  professional confidence.’




  ‘I appreciate that, Mr. Ainsworth, but wasn’t it the Lord Chief Justice himself who said that matters affecting national security had prior demands over individual rights and

  privileges. Anyway, something to that effect. But perhaps I can help you by asking a direct question. Did Crofton at any time ever mention the name of any associate?’




  ‘Well, that I can answer and with a “no”.’




  ‘He never mentioned anyone in Germany or anyone with a German name?’




  ‘Never. You said just now that he was a silent fish and I can confirm that. In all the conversations I had with him, he never once said anything which could be of possible significance to

  you and yours. With one exception, he never alluded to his past or made any admissions about what he was. As you’re aware, his defence was simply that he was a genuine British business

  man. When all the evidence pointed otherwise, he just maintained an attitude of stolid impassivity. In the face of overwhelming proof, he admitted nothing. Nothing.’




  ‘With one exception, you said,’ Bowes said keenly.




  ‘When I went to see him immediately after he’d been sentenced, he let drop some remark to the effect, “We only gave Greville Wynne eight years”.’




  ‘We?’




  ‘Just so.’




  ‘And that’s all?’




  ‘That’s all,’ Ainsworth drained his glass and looked ostentatiously at his watch. The next moment, however, he felt as if an electric charge had riven his body.




  ‘I was hoping you might have heard him mention the name Seidler. Elli Seidler,’ Bowes’s tone had suddenly become more compelling. ‘I can see that the name is known to

  you.’




  It seemed to Martin Ainsworth that several years passed before he responded. Certainly in the few seconds before he did speak, events of twenty-five years ago had stormed the present out of his

  mind.




  ‘Yes,’ he said slowly. ‘I once knew someone called Elli Seidler. In Berlin before the war.’
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