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TED ALLBEURY




Chapter 1


THE PIANIST was playing ‘Ain’t Misbehavin” and if he’d been listening Fats Waller wouldn’t have been offended. But if he had been listening he’d have been the only one in the club who was.


The girl looked across the table as the man refilled her wine glass.


‘Are you a Jew, Charles?’


The man didn’t look up as he filled his own glass slowly and carefully.


‘No. What made you ask?’


‘Daddy says you are in his letter.’


‘Good old Daddy. Cheers.’


He held up his glass to her before he drank.


‘You can’t just dismiss it like that. He’s been checking on you. I told you he would.’


‘Did he check on your husband before he married you?’


‘That’s different. Our families knew one another. We moved in the same social circles.’


‘The ones where husbands beat up their wives?’


He saw the flush on her cheeks. It had been unsporting but she’d asked for it. And he was irritated by the question. Her grey eyes were antagonistic as she looked at his face.


‘You’re not much help. I’m only trying to get things straightened out.’


He reached over the table and put his hand gently on hers. ‘I’m sorry, Judy. I’m not being difficult but it’s pointless you trying to convince him. He wants you to go back to your husband. Your father-in-law is an influential man and it doesn’t do your father’s career a lot of good when his daughter lights out to do her own thing. And if she ends up with another man he ain’t going to call for champagne and hope that she’ll be happier the second time around.’


‘You’d like him if you met him. He’s only trying to protect me.’


‘How old are you, sweetie?’


‘You know how old I am. I’m twenty-nine.’


‘Maybe it’s time you decided things for yourself.’


‘I have decided, Charles. You know that. As soon as I can get a divorce I want to marry you. You’re what I want.’


He looked across at her face and said softly, ‘Why do you want me?’


She shrugged her shoulders, and half-smiled. ‘You’re my rock, Charles. My protector. I’d be lost without you.’


‘D’you want to dance?’


She looked round the smoke filled room of the club and then back at his face. She shook her head slowly. ‘Why do you hang on to this place?’


He smiled. ‘Greed. It makes me money.’


For a moment she looked back at him, and then hesitantly she opened her handbag and passed him an envelope. He saw the US stamp and the New York postmark. It was addressed to her. He guessed it was from her father. He looked up at her.


‘D’you want me to read it?’


She nodded, and he took the single page out and folded it open. The New York address of her parents was embossed on the expensive paper. He was the UN representative of what had once been a small part of the British Empire. The handwriting was neat and clenched up, with Greek ‘es’ and a lot of underlining.


Ma chère Judy,


Needless to say, I have been much disturbed by the news in your letters. You seem to have swallowed everything this man says, ‘holus-bolus’. I have had some of his ‘facts’ checked out. I understand from English friends of mine that he has grossly exaggerated his position at the Foreign Office. For many years he was employed on minor consular activities, mainly the issuing of passports and trade documents. The lowest of the low.


As for his self-styled linguistic abilities, nobody who left school aged fifteen is capable of learning foreign languages. He claims to speak Polish and Russian, no doubt aware that these are languages you are not able to test him on. You remember Kretski, the Ambassador at the Polish Embassy when I was in London? Get him to invite you both to one of their minor receptions. He would check his languages for you.


Whilst I find it is correct that he has not been married I find this in itself suspicious. A man of his age must have very ‘good’ reasons for being single. As for what you referred to as his being owner of a popular night club my heart sinks. If it were the best in London, is this the background you wish to be part of? And when I am told on good authority that it is in fact a tenth-rate club in Soho, patronised by the criminal element and prostitutes, I wonder how you could be so easily deceived by this man. You make him out to be some sort of Sir Galahad. I see him more as a typical central European, Jew-boy entrepreneur. Is this where your expensive education has led you? Your previous diversions during your marriage were at least with people from your own circle, but this ‘nostalgie de la boue’ is, quite frankly, inexplicable.


Why don’t you come over to New York for a few months and consider, without pressure, your position? Your mother and I are ‘ad idem’ on all this.’


Your loving father


Anders slowly folded the letter, slid it back into its envelope and reached over to put it beside her plate. He lit a cigarette before he spoke.


‘There’s food for thought there, my love.’


‘He’s only trying to help me.’


‘Or somebody. When are you going to fix for us to go to Weymouth Street?’


‘Weymouth Street? Why Weymouth Street?’


‘That’s where the Polish Embassy is.’


Her eyes brightened. ‘You mean you’ll go there with me?’


‘I don’t mind jumping through a couple of hoops if it’ll make you happy.’


‘I love you, Charles.’


‘And I love you.’


‘I’d better be going. I promised to call in at the French Embassy after dinner. The Couve de Mourvilles are over for the week and I was at school with their daughter when Daddy was in Paris.’


‘I’ll walk out with you for a taxi.’


She blushed. ‘I’m going by tube.’


In his lap, out of sight, he took out five ten-pound notes from his wallet and folding them over he passed them to her.


‘I can’t keep taking money off you, Charles. I really can’t.’


He stood up and moved her chair back as she stood too, and they walked up the dimly lit stairs to the grubby foyer and out into the street. He walked with her through to Charing Cross Road and waved down a taxi that had just dropped a fare at Leicester Square underground station. He kissed her as he held open the door and stood waiting until the taxi drove off.


He looked at his watch. It was almost ten o’clock and he crossed the street and walked through to Leicester Square. The square was crowded. The usual group of dropouts, a police car with its blue lamp flashing, its occupants sitting and watching. Their faces had that strange immobility that policemen’s faces have when they are waiting for something to happen, contemplating the people walking by, wondering whether it would be a drunken fight or an unconscious heroin addict that they had to deal with first. It was too early for knifings and gang fights, and break-ins would come over the radio.


Anders was walking against the stream, but he was in no hurry. He wasn’t going anywhere. He just felt a need to be out in the world. Not having to talk, not having to think. Walking amongst strangers who weren’t part of his life, and for whom he had not the slightest responsibility. At Piccadilly Circus he just stood. Watching the traffic and the people. The touts, the pimps and the pushers, and the well-dressed middle-class who had just come out of the cinema, still humming the tunes from the re-run of Gigi.


Tadeusz Charles Anders was a big-built man, but his six feet one inch made his broad shoulders look less broad and his big face look less aggressive. He wasn’t handsome, but he was certainly attractive. It was an old-fashioned manly face that could have earned him good money in Hollywood. A John Wayne face. Lived in, with hard eyes but a benevolent mouth, and hair that was black and wiry. Those who looked carefully at faces would have said that it wasn’t an English face. And they would have been right. His father had been Polish and his mother a Scot, and the two sets of flamboyant genes showed not only in his face but in his temperament. There was no doubt that the Polish genes were dominant, and they and a few other factors in his early life had been responsible for his troubles in SIS. They valued and used his physical strength, even his wild outbreaks of anger when provoked. But as an established officer of SIS they saw him as a potential source of embarrassment. He was the stuff that Parliamentary Questions are made of. He still worked for them, and it was SIS cash that had funded the setting up of his club. As an undercover man he was invaluable. Available for operations that were never minuted, which could be denied as having anything to do with MI6 and the Foreign Office. And the sleazy club acted as a letter-drop, a safe-house and a meeting place.


Tad Anders had been born in the small Northumbrian town of Morpeth, the son of a refugee from Poland who had joined the Free Polish Army. Captain Anders had been killed in the assault on Monte Cassino and from that time the boy’s mother had tried to be both father and mother. Born in poverty in Glasgow she had the gift of counting her blessings. There was a considerable Polish colony in Morpeth and young Anders learned Polish at the little Polish school, and spent his free time with other children of his age. He was good at games and bright at his school-work, and was welcome in many homes.


His mother was a teacher at the local primary school. She was a patient, competent teacher, but it was obvious to all that her son was the centre of her life. It was equally obvious that his mother’s love and devotion were appreciated by the boy. He did the man’s jobs around the house and was consulted about the household budget. She didn’t spoil him, although it was an easy-going relationship on both sides. They were able to take each other’s affection for granted.


In the summer after his eighteenth birthday they had the letter offering him a place at Newcastle University. Neither of them realised what a climactic effect that brief, formal note would have on both their lives.


Maggie Anders’ virtues were not altogether rare for northern England and the Border counties, but they were rare enough to be prized, particularly when they went hand in hand with a lively personality and an attractive woman. There had been several interested men but she had never let their interest prosper beyond an arm’s-length friendliness. She accepted invitations to agricultural shows and sometimes a play or concert in Newcastle but the men were never invited to her home. She liked them all or she wouldn’t have accepted their invitations, but there was one, a man who farmed near Alnwick, who was her particular favourite. He was a calm, patient, smiling man whose wife had been killed in a road accident towards the end of the war. They had met at the house of a mutual friend and had taken to each other instantly. It had been almost a year before they met again and there had been only a score or so of meetings since. But when she told him the good news in the letter from the University he had asked her to marry him. And with her son well on the way to independence she had accepted.


Maggie had waited two days before she told the boy, after they had finished their evening meal together. She made it clear that it would never make any difference to them – they’d always be the same.


The wedding was a few weeks later and Tadeusz was to stay with his aunt while the couple had a few days honeymoon in Edinburgh. There were many people at the wedding from both Alnwick and Morpeth, for the couple were much liked and respected. The boy stood with his aunt and nieces as the couple were photographed on the church steps. Like the others, he saw the tears on Maggie’s cheeks, but unlike the others he couldn’t bear that she was smiling too. And her new husband had his arm round her.


Everything he had went into the old armykit-bag, including his father’s medals from the small glass-fronted showcase. He went down to London the same day and two days later he was starting his recruit training at Caterham barracks, saying ‘Yes, trained soldier’ and ‘No, trained soldier’ to his three-month seniors in the Coldstream Guards. He had remembered a sign on the Great North Road, just a few miles from Morpeth: Coldstream 22 miles. He didn’t reveal his true name and age until he was commissioned.


In some ways the army is a quite kindly orphanage, and it liked the courage and ability of the young lieutenant who absorbed so readily all they had to teach him. Because of his Polish he was transferred to the Intelligence Corps who sent him on a Russian course and by the usual process of snakes and ladders he became one of the more experienced and valued officers in SIS, the Secret Intelligence Service, MI6. Singleness of purpose was the phrase most often used by his various superiors. He never saw nor heard of his mother again. He never talked about his childhood and almost succeeded in never thinking about it. He felt he’d learned a lesson about women from his mother, and he was glad he’d learned it early. No woman would ever again get the chance to bring back that sudden cold that gripped his limbs, the feeling of darkness and a rushing wind. The feeling that the lights had all gone out. Loneliness.


He was well liked by men and women. Despite his looks, his vitality and his obvious intelligence, for some reason men never saw him as a rival. For the same reasons, many young women saw him as a husband, and even more saw him as a lover.


Anders bought a Final edition of the Evening Standard and looked at the front page. They were going to re-open the Suez Canal in June. Turning to the Stop Press he checked the result of the last race at Sandown. Crown Prince had won by a length at 11–1 so Chalky White had been right. He said he’d had it from the horse’s ‘connections’ and they obviously knew what they were talking about. It was beginning to drizzle and he turned and walked back towards the club.


He walked up Charing Cross Road and turned into one of the alleys just before Great Newport Street. The red neon sign outside the club door announced that it was the entrance to the Kama Sutra Club, and a flashing arrow pointed the way.


Inside the door was a small reception area complete with a well-worn flowered Wilton carpet that went well with the blistered brown paint on the walls. On the far wall were two rows of crude hooks for jackets and coats, and on the left was a reception counter with a black GPO phone and a red internal phone. On the wall behind the counter was a faded, handwritten notice that said Members Only. And taking pride of place were two centrefolds from girlie magazines Sellotaped to an otherwise empty notice board.


Anders stopped to talk to the young man behind the counter.


‘How are we doing tonight, Tony?’


‘Pretty good, Mr Anders. We’re already full and Joe’s had to send out for more bottles.’


‘Is Candy in?’


‘Yes. She came in with Mr White.’


Anders smiled. ‘Come to spend his winnings, I expect.’


The narrow stairs were uncarpeted and uneven but they were familiar, and Anders walked down slowly to the main club room. It held twenty-one tables with a bar along the length of one wall and in the corner was a dais that held the piano and its stool. It was a small Bechstein grand. The Bechstein had been the only way to bribe and keep Baldy Morton, the black American who plied his solitary, unheeded talent night after night. He loved the Bechstein, and that, and the fact that he hadn’t got a work permit, were the reasons why he first came to the club. By now it was more than that. He liked Tad Anders, who appreciated his talent.


The air was heavy with cigar smoke, and the barman and the two girls were edging their way busily between tables with trays of glasses and empty bottles. The club members had the usual things in common. Few of them earned their livings honestly and most of them had plenty of money. And most of them were happy extroverts who spent their money freely on booze and girls. That was why they came to the club. There were at least half a dozen who had done breakins for Tad at unlikely places for not much more than his goodwill. Admittedly, they would have been horrified if they had known they were unwittingly helping SIS. He got on well with most of them. They were ruthless and hard in their crimes but generous with their families and friends. The next day was a public holiday and the club would be virtually empty. The underworld treated holidays with proper respect, and they’d all be in their beds with their wives or other people’s wives. Or walking around deserted buildings with nylon stockings over their faces, trying to remember where the Wages Office had been on the sketch done by one of the charladies.


Anders played his ration of being ‘mine host’, wandering from table to table, chatting with those he knew well, and exchanging an amiable nod with those he didn’t recognise. And in the far corner was Candy Price, on her own, laughing at the mildly obscene references to her figure from the four men at the next table. He pulled up a chair and sat down facing her.


‘Where’s Chalky?’


‘Gone to the loo.’


‘How’s your ma?’


‘Same as usual. Up and down. How’re you?’


‘Same as your ma, up and down.’


‘I hear madam was here tonight. She put you down as usual?’


He offered her a cigarette and leaned forward to light it for her and then leaned back and lit his own. She put her knee against his under the table. Candy came from Bethnal Green. Eighteen years old, blonde and pretty, with a figure that had been known to cause street accidents. She smiled across at him, not put off by his lack of response to her question.


‘What d’you want me to say to Chalky?’


‘About what?’


‘Don’t be stupid, lovie. Do I go back with him to his place or do you want me to stay the night?’


‘What do you want to do?’


‘I don’t need the bread.’


‘So?’


‘So I’d rather stay with you.’


Candy Price had fallen for Tad Anders the first time she had seen him. It was serious and for real, and she showed her affection in the only ways she knew. She slept with him without payment and she bought him small presents. Sometimes a packet of Stuyvesants, sometimes a tie or a shirt that had taken her eye. Anders looked back at the big blue eyes that were watching his face. For once she wasn’t all smiles.


‘How about you stay the night and we go down to the coast tomorrow? We could take your old lady if you want.’


She reached across and touched his hand.


‘I love you, Tad. I love you so much.’


‘How are you going to deal with Chalky?’


She shrugged. ‘God knows. He won’t be a problem. He’s half cut already.’


‘Give me a ring on the bar phone when you’re free.’


‘OK.’


He stood up, took a last look around the room and then walked along the narrow corridor, past the toilets to the far stairs that took him up to his own living quarters and the two offices. The back office had a heavy steel door behind the wooden door and a complex locking device. The contrast with the rest of the club was extreme. The walls were panelled with rosewood, and the armchairs and three-seater settee were in soft tan leather. Good reproductions of French Impressionists were framed on three walls and the long wall was completely shelved from end to end. The upper shelves were packed with books and on the lowest shelf was a Technics hi-fi system and racks of cassettes. There were two digital GPO telephones and a red internal telephone. On the narrow wall beside the right-hand window was a photograph of a girl, a blonde. She was very beautiful, and she was smiling into the camera. A gentle, loving smile. Across the bottom right-hand corner, in a large feminine scrawl, it said ‘Je t’aime infiniment – ta Marie-Claire.’ Tad Anders only looked at that photograph when he was depressed. Not because it cheered him up, but it gave him a logical reason for any inexplicable lowering of his spirits.


As he poured himself a whisky he turned on the hi-fi and the chimes of Big Ben rang out to herald the midnight news bulletin. He turned it off impatiently and he could hear the dull roar of the traffic in the Charing Cross Road.


He was asleep on the leather settee when the telephone rang. It was Candy Price and she was waiting for him downstairs. It was three-fifteen.


She was leaning over the piano in the deserted club and Baldy was playing softly and slowly, singing the words in his thin negro voice, and the girl with her chin cupped in her hands was listening intently. It was the melody she always asked for – ‘Gettin’ sentimental over you’. When his hands left the keys he looked up smiling at Anders.


‘I still got the Dorsey version of that.’


The girl looked at the two men. From one face to the other. She wished she could have had brothers like them. Or even a father.


‘Play Tad’s tune for him, Baldy. The French one he likes.’


The negro looked up at Anders’ face because he knew what the song meant for him. When Anders shrugged and nodded the negro played, and the second time around he came in at the end. ‘… le temps passe et cours en battant tristement dans mon coeur si lourd … et pourtant, j’attendrai ton retour.’ Then very gently he closed the lid of the piano and stood up.


‘Time for us chickens to roost, boss. See you day after tomorrow.’


‘Night, Baldy. Take care.’


Anders and the girl sat on the beach on a damp, striped bath towel, and the old lady sat in a deckchair. They had lunched at a small restaurant in the High Street in Battle, on their way through to Bexhill. Candy’s mother wasn’t old, she was only fifty next October, but her body was grossly misshapen by arthritis. In spite of her bent back and her distorted hands and legs she was a cheerful woman whose life in the East End of London had inured her to the inevitable burdens that were the lot of the poverty-stricken generation that had grown up before and during the war. Uncomplaining despite the chronic pain, she was a good judge of people although she seldom aired her views. She liked Tad Anders.


Although she had never been told outright how her daughter earned a living she had a good idea of what went on. She was neither approving nor shocked. The girl was too pretty not to be a target for men. It had been like that when Candy was still at school. But Tad Anders was almost like a son. Easy-going, cheerful, protective, he was genuinely caring, and God knows there was no need to ingratiate himself with her in order to sleep with her daughter. She was used to Italians and East-End Jews and Tad Anders was very like them. A loner, who knew what he wanted and who took time to watch life going by. Her girl would come to no harm with this man, and that was more than she could say about most of them. She didn’t see him as a husband; not because he was unavailable, but because girls who lived the kind of life that Candy lived always went on a few years too long, until they could no longer pick and choose. She had seen it all before, but there was no point in talking about it. When you are young and pretty, and the men are like bees round a honey pot, you can’t believe that it could ever end.


Candy Price, in a white bikini, sat humming quietly to herself as she painted her toenails in Shocking Pink. When she had finished the paint job she fanned her toes with the Daily Mail until the lacquer had set hard. Then she sighed contentedly and lay back on the towel.


Anders sat looking across the beach out to sea where a long low tanker barely moved on the horizon; a Royal Navy frigate lay hull-down a mile or so behind the tanker. And when they had been up on the promenade he’d seen the long, thin grey smudge that was the coast of France. He had turned his eyes away deliberately because everything French reminded him of Marie-Claire Foubert and the nightmare in the dark, on the banks of the Thames at Marlow. It was years ago now, but it had been the end of a piece of his life when the Russians had thrown her bruised and battered body into the river. He had been standing under the tree in the moonlight, his hand on the Russian’s throat as he made him talk, when he learned that it was too late and the girl was already dead. And beside himself with grief and rage, he had hunted Rudenko until he had him cornered in the churchyard. Mac had led him away and the doctor had given him an injection.


It had been two days and nights before he came to in his bed, and Mac had been sitting there, solemn-faced and concerned. And it had been Mac who told him that he was being taken off the SIS establishment and given the undercover option. They had suggested a club as his cover and they had been generous with money. When he had asked why he was being dismissed Mac had sighed and asked if he didn’t really already know. When he swore that he didn’t, Mac had looked at his face for a long time before he spoke, and then he had told him that even though his shots had gone home, and Rudenko was dying, Anders had carved a great slit in his belly and pulled out his guts onto the damp night grass. There would be no enquiry and no comeback, but he was definitely out. SIS were not unused to violence but his kind of violence was politically dangerous. They would use it when it was necessary, but he was no longer part of the apparatus of the house in Queen Anne’s Gate. He didn’t remember doing it but Mac was a friend who had no reason to lie. And he said he had seen it, and taken quick action to protect both Anders and SIS. He had still been in coma when they buried Marie-Claire in the same churchyard of All Saints, and for almost two years his devil had frequently driven him in despair to the churchyard in Marlow to look at her grave. It was a ritual that gave him no peace or consolation. He drove down in reckless haste, parked the car by the church, walked into the churchyard and stared transfixed at the river. It was only when he eventually realised that he never actually looked at her grave that he stopped the frantic, neurotic journeys.


Anders had made no protest at their decision, and had accepted the option they offered. His life with SIS was all he knew. But he always considered they had been unfair. Marie-Claire was his girl, and Rudenko had let his men rape her before they killed her and threw her body in the river. It had been a piece of cold, deliberate revenge against him by Rudenko when he saw his operation falling apart. That surely made the circumstances different and unusual, but even Mac hadn’t hesitated in going along with their decision. He was useful but dangerous, and that was the end of it for them. But they showed no embarrassment when they briefed him to do the things that went against their grain, and they took it for granted that he himself had no such scruples. He sensed that they no longer even considered him to be an Englishman. He was a Pole, their Slav, to counter the other Slavs from Dzerdzhinski Square.


He turned to look at the girl’s face and even though her eyes were closed she said, ‘What is it, Tad?’


‘Nothing. I was just looking at you.’


She struggled up onto one elbow and half closed her eyes against the sun as she looked at his face.


‘Are you OK?’


‘I’m fine. How about you?’


‘Another half-hour and we’ll head back, yes?’


‘Whatever you say, sweetie.’


He had taken a round-about route along narrow country lanes to get to Battle and he had glanced briefly at the old thatched cottage as he passed. There was blossom on the apple trees and it looked calm and welcoming with the orange light of the setting sun on the diamond-paned windows. He was sure that the girl hadn’t noticed him looking.




Chapter 2


ALTHOUGH IT was only the first week in September, Radio Moscow’s weather bulletin that morning had reported that there had been light falls of snow during the night in Leningrad and warned of possible snowfalls in Moscow by that evening.


There were only six people sitting in the chairs facing the man standing at the lectern. He was not tall, but his dark eyes dominated his face and his audience. He was leaning with his arms on the old wooden lectern as he looked at them all intently. His voice was soft and educated with a faint trace of a Leningrad accent. He pushed aside the light on its swivel so that he could lean further forward, as if the few extra inches might make a difference.


‘… and one last thing I want to say to you. Go search for people who are hurt by fate or nature – the ugly, those suffering from an inferiority complex, craving power and influence but defeated by unfavourable circumstances … The sense of belonging to an influential, powerful organisation will give them a feeling of superiority over the handsome and prosperous people around them. For the first time in their lives they will experience a sense of importance … It is sad indeed, and humanly shallow – but we are obliged to profit from it.’


There was a long silence as his dark eyes scanned their faces, and then he stood up straight. He nodded towards them. ‘Goodnight, comrades.’ And there was a clatter of feet as they all stood up as he walked to the door and left the room. General Pavl Anatolevich Sudotplatov was the commander of Spetsburo Number One: the KGB’s special unit entrusted with peacetime sabotage and murder. His audience had just completed their final three years’ training as field operatives for whichever Soviet Intelligence service might choose to use them. At least one would go to the Red Army’s Intelligence service, the GRU; one would probably operate under the direct control of the Politburo; and the others would stay with the newly founded KGB. All of them were already commissioned officers. They had another week of final indoctrination when they would be shown what were some of the most closely guarded secrets of the Soviet Union.


They were given only fifteen minutes in the laboratory known as the Kamera, whose staff spent their time and hundreds of thousands of roubles perfecting methods of killing human beings by devices and poisons that had no antidotes, and left no traces in the victim’s body. Their short transit through the laboratory required the students to walk between chalked guide-lines to prevent them accidentally touching some innocent-looking lethal artefact. There were few official visitors to the Kamera. Even inside the Politburo which authorised it, and the KGB who operated it and used its research, it was feared rather than respected.


Vasili Pavlovich Burinski was one of the group who ended up on the KGB’s payroll. He had been trained at three KGB schools with all their normal thoroughness. Apart from his intelligence training he spoke fluent German and good English. His father had been a full colonel in the Red Army, a career officer who had commanded an artillery regiment that had helped to defend Moscow, and fired the first barrage into beleaguered Berlin. He had lost an arm and an eye in the last week before the city fell and had been promoted to Major General. His wife had been killed in the siege of Leningrad and he now had a small government apartment in the centre of Moscow and a dacha in the pine woods just off the Volokolamskoye Highway beyond the Arkhangelskoye Estate. With no interest in politics, his only interest in life had been the educating and bringing up of his only child. When his son had left Moscow University and had been chosen for training at the Frunze Academy he had been lonely, but happy that his son would follow in his military footsteps. When Vasili had been transferred to the KGB he hid his anger and disappointment. If you were a career officer in the Red Army you needed to be a committed Soviet to find virtue in the KGB. If you were not so committed you despised and subconsciously feared them. General Burinski kept his views to himself but his anger came from the fact that it was the first time in their lives that his son and he had a subject they studiously avoided. His disappointment showed only in his never enquiring about his son’s work or his progress. His love and concern were as obvious as they had always been but the talk was always of chess and books and the countryside.


Burinski was the only one of the new intake who was taken back to the Kamera again. There was a long row of offices in the compound, away from the main building, and it was there that he was interviewed.


The man who interviewed him was a short, thickset KGB man in his late fifties. Burinski recognised the type. A committed Soviet who had survived from the days of the OGPU, the NKVD and all the other upheavals that finally produced the KGB. Dedicated and experienced, they carried out their orders with unquestioning obedience. Burinski saw the file on the desk with his own name stencilled on the front. It was thicker than he expected and he wondered what it could contain to be so full.


‘And how is your father, comrade Burinski?’


‘I haven’t seen him for three months, comrade Major, but he seems well enough from his letters.’


‘A pity he never joined the Party.’


‘He’s not interested in politics. The Red Army was always the whole of his life.’


‘And you? What are your interests?’


‘My work.’


Karpov nodded, not so much in approval as a sign that he recognised the correct and standard response to his question.


‘It’s been suggested that you are capable of carrying out special tasks for the Spetsburo. What do you think?’


‘I’ll do whatever the Bureau orders me to do.’


Karpov half-smiled and leaned back in his chair.


‘Easy to say, young man. I’ve heard people make that sort of rash statement before, and then when they’re told what they have to do they back down.’
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