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To Robin and Mary




‘And there’s no fog,’ Luis complained. ‘You said there would be fog.’ He managed to make his voice both sour and savage.


‘Not all the time,’ said Templeton. ‘I never said England was foggy all the time.’


‘Damned swindle.’


‘I could sing you a bit of fog,’ Julie said. Luis was standing at the window with his hands deep in the pockets of his greatcoat. She stood behind him and slid her hands into the pockets, but he refused to link fingers. She rested her chin on his shoulder and crooned: ‘A foggy day … in London town … It had me blue … It had me down …’ He hunched his shoulders and frowned even harder at the shifting image of parkland. The rain blurred the glass and made the bare black branches twitch and flicker like bits of early cinema film. He blinked, changed focus, and saw his own reflection. Handsome young devil, he thought. Dark eyes, high cheekbones, strong brows: thank God for a bit of Moorish blood in the family. He flashed his shy smile, just to keep in practice. Irresistible.


‘No orange juice for breakfast either,’ he said bitterly.


‘For God’s sake, Luis, there’s a war on,’ Julie said, and walked away.


‘Nobody told me I wouldn’t get any orange juice. I always have orange juice for breakfast, I’m no good without orange juice, I can’t work.’ He kicked a radiator. ‘Wouldn’t have left Lisbon if I’d known it was like this.’


‘Tell you what, I’ll lay on some nice juicy prunes tomorrow,’ Templeton said.


‘I shit on your prunes,’ Luis said.


‘No, it’s the other way around,’ Julie told him.


‘I suppose the shortage of fog is also because there is a war on,’ Luis said.


‘Be fair, old chap,’ Templeton said. ‘You can’t expect to have fog and half a gale of wind and rain.’


‘You will tell me next there is no pageantry in England. No pomp and ceremony. Because there is a war on.’


‘I’ll take you to the Changing of the Guard,’ Templeton promised. ‘Just as soon as it stops raining.’


Luis sighed and took his hands from his pockets to raise them, palms upwards. ‘I should live so long,’ he said.


Templeton looked to Julie for help, but she shook her head. ‘He wasted his youth in the cinema,’ she told him. ‘He thinks life is a B-movie. Does this thing work?’ She had found a gramophone and was sorting out the records.


‘This severe shortage of fog and orange juice,’ Luis said, ‘is very significant and I shall inform Herr Hitler at the earliest possible opportunity.’


‘I’ll go and organise some tea,’ Templeton said.


As he went out, Julie was dancing to a slow foxtrot with Luis, her arms inside his greatcoat.


‘Earl Grey!’ Luis called out.


‘Wrong,’ she said. ‘Duke Ellington.’


Which at least made him laugh. I suppose that’s your volatile Latin temperament for you, Templeton thought. Give me good old English phlegm every time. You know where you are with phlegm.


Templeton needed a stiff cup of tea.


Julie Conroy was American and she could take the stuff or leave it alone, especially before lunch; Luis Cabrillo was Spanish so his choice was simpler: he left it alone. Templeton was English and in the face of adversity he automatically thought of tea. There had been no lack of adversity on the journey from Lisbon.


This was December 1942. Portugal was neutral, perched uneasily on the elbow of Spain, which was also neutral but not too neutral to send a division of troops to fight for Hitler on the Russian Front.


Because nearly all the rest of Europe belonged to Hitler, neutrals like Portugal and Switzerland and Sweden were immensely useful to both sides. Portugal was especially popular with the various intelligence agencies. The climate was pleasant, you could get a decent cup of real coffee for next to nothing, and the Portuguese secret police didn’t throw their weight about. Not unless you were stupid enough to embarrass them by not even pretending to be, for instance, the Assistant Cultural Attaché at your nation’s embassy. There were more spies in Lisbon than in any other capital. Demand attracted supply: detailed and startling information, some of it quite accurate, came from a shifting army of paid informants. In particular the Lisbon agents of the Abwehr, German Military Intelligence, always got advance notice of arrivals and departures by boat or plane. Despite the war, there were scheduled commercial flights between Portugal and Britain. If Luis Cabrillo had taken one of those planes, the Abwehr would have known and would have been painfully surprised, since they believed he had been in Britain for many months, working for them.


The British embassy had a department called Quarantine Control to handle this kind of problem. At three in the morning, during a cold drizzle, in a sad and semi-derelict corner of Lisbon docks, Quarantine Control smuggled Luis, Julie and Templeton on to a rusting gutbucket of a British freighter only minutes before she sailed. It was a three-day voyage to Gibraltar. The weather got worse. The boat lurched and plunged and thumped and butted the Atlantic as if looking for a fight. She was loaded and overloaded with a cargo of carob pods, her skipper taking the view that if you were going to be torpedoed you might as well go down big. The carob pods put out an overblown supersweet smell that no gale could disperse. Luis had never been to sea before, and he was very sick. He lay in his bunk, a martyr to every heave and shudder, and raged feebly against the British government. ‘Is this the best you can do?’ he demanded of Templeton. This slow death?’


‘I’m afraid it is, old chap.’ Templeton had once served in the Royal Navy, and now he was enjoying a thick ham sandwich with plenty of mustard. Julie slumped in a chair, pale as an empty plate.


That filthy stench …’ Luis clung to the bunk as the freighter groaned under the wallop of another wave. ‘It chokes me.’


‘I’m told carob makes splendid animal feed. Cattle fight each other for it, apparently.’


‘Eldorado Network,’ Luis whispered. ‘Best damn network in Europe. All that work. Suppose I die?’


‘Oh, can it, Luis,’ Julie said. ‘D’you think I’m enjoying this?’ Against all advice from her stomach she had eaten a bowl of stew and she knew that if she relaxed her attention for an instant, her stomach would send it back. ‘Anyway, the Eldorado Network doesn’t exist, so you can go right ahead and die and see if anyone cares.’


They glared at each other. Templeton sighed. He was a bachelor; he had never understood love.


‘Think I’ll take a turn about the deck,’ he said. ‘Can I get anyone anything?’ Neither of them even looked at him.


Quarantine Control had a man waiting for them at Gibraltar. ‘Good news,’ he said. ‘I’ve got you on a plane for England tonight.’ The plane was a Sunderland flying-boat and it took off as soon as night fell, carrying them high above the route the freighter had taken. When Luis discovered this he took malevolent pleasure in telling Templeton.


‘Only a couple of hours and we shall be back exactly where we started,’ he shouted. (The Sunderland made a lot of noise.) ‘Isn’t progress wonderful?’


Templeton nodded and got on with his leg of cold chicken. He had made this flight before and he knew that the best approach was to fill yourself up with food and drink and hope to sleep the rest of the way. Julie was already wrapped in blankets with a bottle of wine for company.


Luis had never been up in an aeroplane before and he could not rest. On the other hand there was nothing to see, nothing to read, nothing to do, and the booming roar of the engines made conversation difficult. The fuselage was dimly lit. As the plane climbed the temperature fell. He couldn’t find anywhere comfortable to sit or lie or sprawl. His eardrums hurt.


The pilot flew far out over the Atlantic in order to avoid German aircraft operating from France. The Sunderland was not built for speed. It cruised at 150 or 160 miles an hour, churning stolidly through the night, hour after hour. Luis had never been so bored in his life. This was worse than prison; if he were in prison he could make trouble; inside this deafening, freezing machine was nothing, nothing. He found his penknife and began scraping his initials on a black box while thinking savage and brutal thoughts about Templeton for persuading him to leave Lisbon. A crewman came and shouted and took the penknife away. Luis hated the crewman too.


The flight lasted ten and a half hours.


It was still night when they landed at Plymouth harbour. They were given breakfast – charred bacon and a slab of reconstituted dried egg – and then put in a car. Luis fell asleep. The first time he saw England by daylight it was grey with rain. He asked Templeton where they were. ‘Salisbury Plain, I think,’ Templeton said. ‘Not far now.’ Luis asked him where they were going. ‘Big house called Rackham Towers, just outside London. You’ll like it there.’


‘Don’t bet your pension on it,’ Julie said.


It was mid-morning when they arrived. Rackham Towers was a Victorian pile set in five hundred acres of parkland and built of rain-blackened granite. It had battlements. It had round turrets with arrow slits, and overhanging square turrets with cannon ports, and smaller square turrets growing out of the bigger square turrets. A besieging army would have died of hunger until it worked out how to get in through the french windows.


They stood in the rain and looked at it.


‘Fortunately, the light is bad,’ Luis said.


‘Unusual place, isn’t it?’ Templeton said. ‘I’m told the architect shot himself.’


‘Before or after?’ Julie asked.


‘It’s quite nice inside.’ Templeton and Julie made for the door, leaving Luis standing and staring at the house. ‘Why on earth is he being such a pig?’ Templeton murmured.


‘Why not? There he was in Lisbon, having a lovely war, running the whole show, praised and admired by all and making a killing too, when down came the British Secret Service and took all his toys away.’


‘Not quite. We just want him to let us play with them.’


‘He says it’s a rotten swiz. Is that the phrase?’


‘In my country,’ Luis shouted at them, ‘in Spain, we would pay our enemies to come and bomb a thing like this.’ He turned ‘thing’ into a piece of airborne graffiti.


Templeton carried in a tray of tea and biscuits, and found Luis and Julie on the sofa, reading the morning papers. Her eyes were half-closed. ‘If you want to go to bed,’ Templeton said, ‘your rooms are ready. Just say.’ She smiled, looking as lazy as a cat in the sun.


‘Listen,’ Luis announced, ‘I didn’t realise this Stalingrad business was so awful.’ He winced as he read on. ‘My God,’ he muttered.


‘I haven’t seen a paper.’ Templeton looked over Luis’s shoulder and scanned the story. ‘That’s not so bad, is it? I’d say it was quite good. German Sixth Army’s still trapped and the Russians are breaking out on all sides. Nothing for us to worry about there.’


‘What? It’s a disaster. It could become a catastrophe.’ Luis gave him the newspaper and began bouncing on the sofa, using up his excess of nervous energy, until Julie complained and he stood up. The OKW must be desperately worried,’ he said. ‘I mean, where is it going to stop?’


Fatigue was beginning to catch up with Templeton. ‘Sorry, old chap,’ he said. ‘Not quite with you. O K What?’


‘Oberkommando der Wehrmacht.’ Luis snapped out the words. ‘Hitler’s High Command.’ Templeton put milk in his tea, and waited. ‘You remember Hitler?’ Luis said. ‘Looks like Charlie Chaplin, only not so funny?’


‘With you now, Luis. So tell me why I should worry about OKW’s ulcers.’


‘Because the largest office in OKW is the Abwehr. When OKW catches a cold, the Abwehr runs a fever. It needs to be soothed.’ Luis was pacing up and down, gesturing. ‘Luckily I have just the medicine. The British War Cabinet is unhappy about this Soviet success, very unhappy.’


Templeton was more tired than he knew. ‘Where does it say that?’ he asked. He gave the newspapers a shake.


‘Perhaps not the entire War Cabinet. No. But a powerful minority is very, very apprehensive. The danger is …’ Luis walked all around the sofa and ended up looking at Julie. ‘What is the danger?’ he asked, like an actor at rehearsals, seeking a cue.


Julie yawned and curled herself around a cushion. ‘I guess the danger is the Bolsheviks will sweep across Europe like a red tide,’ she said sleepily.


Luis clicked his fingers. ‘Of course. And we don’t want that, do we?’ he said to Templeton. ‘So we’re going to reduce the number of Arctic convoys we send to Russia. We must stop feeding the bear before he gets too big and gobbles us all up. That’s it. That’s what several influential members of the War Cabinet are demanding. Yes. Far too many ships are being sunk in the Arctic. Britain must stop bleeding herself white for the greater glory of Uncle Joe Stalin. Ha!’ He jumped in the air, clicked his heels and clapped his hands. ‘You see? Stalingrad is not all doom and disaster. There is a bright and optimistic side to Stalingrad, if you know where to look. Where to listen.’


‘And where exactly did you see and hear all this?’ Templeton asked.


‘Um …’ Luis gave it some thought, pursing his lips and shrugging as he selected his source. ‘Pinetree,’ he said at last.


‘Pinetree? Refresh my memory. Whose codename is Pinetree?’


‘British civilian employee in the American embassy.’


Templeton finished his tea. ‘Well, Pinetree would know, if anyone does.’


‘Exactly. I’ll draft something for transmission. The Abwehr will love it, they must be gasping for good news. Can we get it out tonight?’


‘I’ll see.’ Templeton heard the crunch of tyres on gravel and he went to the window, in time to see a man in a blue raincoat run up the steps. Freddy Garcia. Thank God. For the first time in a week, Templeton felt he could afford to think about relaxing. Eldorado was Freddy’s pigeon now.


‘How is Lisbon? Don’t tell me, I can’t stand to know,’ said Freddy Garcia. ‘London’s ghastly. The Americans have got all the taxis and ever since we had a bomb in the back garden, I can’t make the hot-water system work. Not that it matters, because I virtually live in the office, which is another madhouse. The Director won’t hire a secretary unless she’s in Debrett or Burke’s Peerage; he says in this racket loyalty counts more than efficiency, so there are debs everywhere. Charming gels with perfect manners but the files are in chaos. You don’t know how lucky you are, Charles.’


‘Actually, it was raining in Lisbon too. I think it’s raining everywhere. Not in North Africa, perhaps.’


‘What? It rains harder and colder in North Africa than anywhere outside Burma.’


‘I’ll take your word for it, Freddy,’ Templeton said. ‘I mean to say, you’ve been everywhere, haven’t you?’


They were warming their backsides at the library fire. Garcia was about forty years old. He was Anglo-Spanish. His face was olive-skinned, smooth, straight-lipped, with a polished axe-head of a nose and black hair that he brushed straight back, no parting. But he dressed like an English countryman, perhaps a successful vet or a stud-farmer: whipcord trousers, tweed jacket of a soft and faded pattern with leather patches on the elbows, rust-red woollen tie. His father had been a minor Spanish diplomat, his English mother a very good painter of watercolours. For work and pleasure the family had travelled around the world, ending up in London, where MI6 (the public label of the British secret intelligence service) recruited Freddy the day after Hitler invaded Poland.


He was recruited in a fashion typical of the day. He was in Brown’s, a club which had a lot of members who were obviously decent chaps, and someone he occasionally played backgammon with came up to him at the bar and asked him if he might be interested in doing something interesting. Freddy said he might. It all depended on what and where and why and how long. Hard to say, the man said. We do lots of different things in lots of different places, all for the same reason, and we’ll go on doing them as long as this war lasts. It’s not boring. They had lunch, then Freddy went with him, and by teatime he was a spy.


He had dual nationality, and until the fall of France he floated around Europe on his Spanish passport, doing harm and good by stealth and subterfuge. What he mainly did was help talented Jewish scientists escape from Germany. The man in Brown’s had been right: it was not boring. After the fall of France, he joined MI5’s new B1A section, which ran the Double-Cross System.


They tell me your Mr Cabrillo is a bit of a handful,’ Freddy Garcia said.


‘Two handfuls, actually,’ Templeton said. ‘You don’t get Luis without Julie Conroy. Very pretty, very American, very head-screwed-on.’


‘Damn. Where on earth did he pick up Miss Conroy?’


‘Madrid, and it’s Mrs Conroy.’


‘Double damn.’


‘It’s all in the Eldorado file,’ Templeton said. ‘I suggest you read the file before you make any judgements.’ He hoisted a fat bundle of papers from his briefcase.


‘Crikey.’ Garcia weighed the bundle on his palms. ‘He’s been busy, hasn’t he?’


‘The Abwehr certainly think so. I’ll get the kitchen to send you up some sandwiches at lunchtime. It’s a jolly good read.’


Templeton went out. Freddy Garcia put the bundle on a table and tugged at the ends of the tape around it until they came loose. The first page was headed Origins. He found a deep armchair and began to read.


CODENAME: ‘ELDORADO’


AGENT: Luis Jorge Ricardo CABRILLO
NATIONALITY: Spanish
AGE: 24 (b. 9 September 1918)
LANGUAGES: Fluent English (self-taught), some French
POLITICS: None (anti-Fascist and anti-Communist)
EDUCATION: Varied. Cabrillo claims to have attended 27 different schools in 13 towns and to have been expelled from 23 of them. (As an employee of Spanish State Railways, his father moved from town to town.)


Spanish Civil War


Having left school at the age of 15 and tried many jobs, Cabrillo was a taxi-driver (aged 17) in Granada, specialising in tourists, when the Civil War broke out. He soon found profitable work as chauffeur/interpreter for English and American war correspondents. Cabrillo claims he became expert at ‘discovering’ appropriate news to suit the political slant of any reporter’s newspaper (e.g. Guernica was destroyed either by German bombs or by the dynamite of Republican saboteurs); for this he got well paid. The work took him back and forth through the Republican and Nationalist lines and grew increasingly dangerous. Both sides suspected him of spying. He was nearly arrested in Guernica shortly after the bombing but escaped. In the course of his escape a Nationalist army officer chasing him was killed (accidentally, Cabrillo says) and Cabrillo somehow acquired a very large sum of money.


He went into hiding for the next four years. The first two, he spent moving about northern Spain, keeping clear of areas of the fighting, always travelling on foot and pretending to be a poor peasant. When the war ended (March 1939) he moved to Madrid and rented a small apartment. He claims not to have left it for the next two years – he was still on the wanted list of Franco’s police in 1939 and 1940 – and spent all his time reading books in English, thus acquiring a huge, if miscellaneous and secondhand, knowledge of life in Britain.


Introduction to intelligence work


By May 1941 Cabrillo’s money had run out. He emerged from hiding and applied to the British embassy for work as a spy. As he had no experience apart from his job with the war correspondents, no contacts in Occupied Europe and no knowledge of German, the embassy turned him down.


Cabrillo immediately went to the German embassy and offered to spy for the Axis cause. (He now asserts that this move was intended to give him valuable inside knowledge of the workings of German military intelligence which he could later offer to British Intelligence.) It seems that Madrid Abwehr were impressed by his initiative and imagination and agreed to train him. This they did, very thoroughly: he learned codes, secret writing, gunmanship, unarmed combat, Morse transmission, radio maintenance and repair, technique of microdots, landing by rubber dinghy, principles of military intelligence, conversion of British systems of weights, measures and currencies, how to recruit sub-agents, the psychology of espionage. According to Cabrillo he scored well in everything except gunmanship and radio.


The Abwehr must have been confident of Cabrillo’s value because he survived two potential disasters. The lesser involved his friendship with an American woman, Mrs Julie Conroy, whom he met at the German embassy; she was seeking information about her husband, an American journalist, thought to be somewhere in Europe. Their friendship ripened but so did Mrs Conroy’s anti-Nazi views, which she expressed openly. This disturbed Brigadier Christian (then head of Madrid Abwehr); however, Cabrillo persuaded him that a vehemently anti-Nazi girlfriend was excellent cover for an Abwehr agent. In any case Mrs Conroy left Madrid for America (or so Christian believed) and the crisis passed.


More serious was the involvement of Freddy Ryan, an MI6 agent who was infiltrated as a potential Abwehr agent. Ryan trained alongside Cabrillo until something (or someone) betrayed him. The Abwehr shot him, in Cabrillo’s presence. Cabrillo might have been considered guilty (or at least suspect) by association; in the event Christian seems to have decided that Ryan’s death had so frightened Cabrillo that he had been cleansed of any possible disloyalty.


Madrid Abwehr planned to land Cabrillo in England by rubber dinghy from a U-boat. He took strong exception to this, pointing out that since he was a Spanish neutral he could go by ship or air to Britain, travelling as a businessman. He further persuaded them that he had arranged a method of communication which was better than radio: he would use friends in the Spanish embassy in London to send his reports by diplomatic bag to Lisbon, where another contact would forward them to Madrid. Christian agreed to these arrangements and Cabrillo left Madrid for England, travelling alone, on 23 July 1941.


Creation of the Eldorado Network


Cabrillo went no further than Lisbon. He rented an office and an apartment and began sending his reports to Madrid; the first arrived only a week after his departure and was warmly welcomed. As he got into his stride he maintained a steady output of two, sometimes three, extensive reports per week, covering virtually every aspect of the war in which the Abwehr was interested, from Atlantic convoy patterns and scales of food rationing, to secret tank trials and new airfields, as well as political intelligence about the strategic policies of the various Allied governments. Quite rapidly, Abwehr HQ in Berlin began to attach considerable importance to Eldorado reports. Digests and analyses of them were routinely forwarded to the German High Command and even to Hitler’s headquarters.


Cabrillo has described how he was able to maintain such a continuous stream of apparently high-grade ‘intelligence’. He names three factors:


(1) His wide knowledge of English life, the product of two years’ ceaseless reading in Madrid.


(2) His use of three works of reference which he had found in Lisbon, namely: the 1923 Michelin Guide to Great Britain; Holiday Haunts, published by the Great Western Railway in 1937; and a school geography textbook, Exploring the British Isles by Jasper H. Stembridge, Book 4.


(3) His creative formula, which consists of looking at what is actually happening in the war, then asking himself the question: ‘What would the Germans most like to hear?’, and shaping his answer into something that resembles military intelligence.


Cabrillo wasted no time in recruiting sub-agents and communication assistants. The latter were codenamed BLUEBIRD and STORK, minor officials in the Spanish embassies in London and Lisbon; the former were SEAGULL, a Communist foreman in the Liverpool docks, and KNICKERS, a travelling soft-drinks salesman in south-east England. In due course at least seven more sub-agents were supposedly recruited:


GARLIC – a Venezuelan medical student in Glasgow
NUTMEG – a retired army officer working for the Ministry of Food in Cambridge
WALLPAPER – a lecturer at the University of Birmingham, probably homosexual
HAYSTACK – manager of a London hotel
PINETREE – British employee in the American embassy
HAMBONE – telephone operator in Plymouth
DONKEY – telephone engineer in Belfast


Naturally, all these members of the Eldorado Network had to be paid for the information or services they provided, as did Cabrillo himself. Before he left Madrid, the Abwehr had opened accounts for him in Switzerland and Lisbon; now they rewarded him generously. By the end of 1941 he had received almost £50,000.


During the summer and autumn of 1941, MIS began to receive intercepts of some of the Eldorado reports. At that time, these appeared to be authentic and it was assumed that Eldorado was in fact operating from Britain. All attempts to locate the agent were of course doomed to failure.


Mrs Conroy


In Lisbon there were several interesting developments. Mrs Conroy stumbled across Cabrillo’s path and tracked him down. It says something for the persuasiveness of his reports that when she first read them (after breaking into his office) she was so convinced that he was a German agent that she tried to shoot him, using an old revolver she had found in a file cabinet. Fortunately, she missed; Cabrillo was able to convince her that he was a freelance operator working entirely for his own benefit and that if anything he told the Abwehr was true, this was pure coincidence. Thereafter Mrs Conroy joined him; they lived and worked together. She provided a useful double-check on his reports and was instrumental in detecting and correcting several mistakes which might well have betrayed him.


Bradburn & Wedge


At the same time the Portuguese Ministry of Taxation took note of the fact that Cabrillo seemed to be running a business of some kind, and required him to supply details. To satisfy the Ministry, and to create a cover, Cabrillo and Conroy set up a genuine business called Bradburn & Wedge, a name they had found in the 1923 Michelin, and began trading in such items as lemonade crystals, de-greasing patents, and soap. (An accountant was engaged to handle their tax returns and the company flourished, albeit on a small scale.)


Cabrillo continued to expand his imaginary network. He had every encouragement from Madrid Abwehr whose payments and questionnaires served as guides to those areas of intelligence in which they were especially interested. However, Mrs Conroy became concerned about the mounting risk that the flood of intelligence emerging from Eldorado would sooner or later contain an element of truth (for instance, details of a convoy route) with disastrous results for the Allies (e.g. interception by U-boats). She therefore persuaded Cabrillo to apply again at the British embassy and volunteer his services for the Allied cause.


Rebuffed by MI6


Cabrillo did volunteer. Through sheer bad luck he was interviewed by William Witteridge. We know now that Witteridge was totally unsuited to work in an intelligence agency, given his almost complete lack of imagination and a profound distrust of his colleagues. Shortly after his meeting with Cabrillo he was transferred to the Khartoum office, but from his brief notes of the interview it seems that Witteridge demanded Cabrillo’s undivided loyalty: i.e. if he wished to join the British Secret Service he must first resign from his German employment. Witteridge was apparently incapable of getting his mind around the concept of a double-agent, and so for a second time Cabrillo’s offer was rejected by British Intelligence.


Abwehr agent ‘Eagle’


Meanwhile one of the Abwehr controllers in Madrid, Otto Krafft, had recruited another agent in Britain, an American businessman codenamed EAGLE. This led to a crisis in Cabrillo’s operations when Eldorado submitted a report on the British output of light alloys which directly contradicted a report on the same subject received from Eagle. Brigadier Christian ordered the two agents to meet on a specified date at a given rendezvous – Manchester railway station – in order to resolve their disagreement. This was obviously impossible and at first Cabrillo thought his network had been blown. Then he discovered that someone in Lisbon was trying to intercept the Abwehr’s order to him concerning the rendezvous. Cabrillo succeeded in following the man to business premises in Oporto and asked him to explain his behaviour. The man attacked him and in self-defence Cabrillo killed him. When Cabrillo searched his office he learned that the dead man was Eagle, and that Eagle was the brother of Otto Krafft. It seems certain that Otto Krafft had seen the potential for earning large sums of money by selling invented information to the Abwehr and that he had established his brother as a fictitious agent, supposedly in England but actually in Oporto. (Phoney agents of this kind have, of course, always been the bane of intelligence agencies. Eagle had one great advantage in that Otto Krafft could advise him what to write; it was pure bad luck that he chose to write about British light alloys.)


When Eagle (as Eldorado reported) failed to keep the rendezvous, Christian’s faith in Eldorado was restored. Cabrillo had had a lucky escape. His response to this was to work harder than ever in order to fill the vacuum left by Eagle. He added more sub-agents; his appetite for creating fake intelligence seemed limitless. At the same time his relationship with Mrs Conroy, always variable, became occasionally stormy as she recognised the mounting risks of swindling the Abwehr on such a scale, while he talked of becoming the first spy millionaire.


MI6 again: no joy


The next development, early in 1942, came about because Cabrillo had met Charles Templeton (MI6, Lisbon), whom he trusted to some extent – they had shared hazardous experiences in the Civil War. Templeton persuaded him to apply yet again to work for the British. By now Witteridge had gone from MI5 and the fact that Cabrillo was Eldorado had begun to sink in. Unfortunately Witteridge’s replacement also took completely the wrong line with Cabrillo. His tone was brusque and impatient; he insisted that Cabrillo had no choice but to join the department. Cabrillo thought otherwise. The meeting was a failure.


Abwehr request rendezvous


Almost immediately Cabrillo got a summons to meet Brigadier Christian in a Lisbon hotel in four days’ time. The great risk inherent in keeping this appointment was obvious: if the Abwehr had cause to suspect Cabrillo then Christian would seize him and he would face interrogation and almost certain death. Partly as a reaction against his treatment at the British embassy and partly because he was loath to abandon his network when it was so profitable, Cabrillo decided to meet Christian. He was astonished to be awarded the Iron Cross, Second Class, for his services to the Reich.


The occasion was all the more remarkable as Christian was accompanied by Wolfgang Adler, an Abwehr officer who had never concealed the fact that he disliked and distrusted Cabrillo. After Christian and Adler left, Mrs Conroy joined Cabrillo and they celebrated the award. Then Adler unexpectedly returned, announced that he wanted to go over to the British, and asked Cabrillo to help him.


Adler’s thinking was that a German victory was impossible, the war must end to avoid further atrocities, and he (Adler) could tell the British everything about the Abwehr organisation and operations. Behind Adler’s request was the implication that he knew Cabrillo to be a double-agent and therefore able to get in touch with British Intelligence. When Adler became insistent, Cabrillo reluctantly contacted Templeton, but Templeton’s reply was that British Intelligence had no use for Adler since there was nothing new he could tell them. At the same time, Mrs Conroy pointed out to Cabrillo that if Adler was allowed to defect he would effectively destroy the Eldorado Network since the Abwehr must assume that he had betrayed its existence to MI5.


Cabrillo now tried to delay Adler, saying the British were not ready for him and he should wait in Madrid. Adler rejected this. He said that he must go to England at once as he had just murdered Brigadier Christian (by strangulation) in the German embassy. (Cabrillo believes that Adler was not altogether mentally stable, a condition aggravated by his recent service on the Russian Front. Also, murdering Christian may have been a way of burning his boats.) Thus Cabrillo – by now highly anxious – was left with no choice but to take Adler to the British embassy. Before they could arrive there, Adler collapsed in the street and died, apparently from a heart attack but actually from the effects of a fast-acting poison administered by one of our men using a hidden syringe. Templeton was on the spot; he took Cabrillo and Conroy to the embassy, where at last a deal was struck and the Eldorado Network was absorbed into the Double-Cross System.


Eldorado and Torch


Cabrillo and Conroy remained in Lisbon. From now on their work was integrated with the overall Allied policy for disinformation – principally the deception plans preceding Operation Torch, the Allied landings in North Africa. Here, Eldorado’s reports seem to have been highly effective in persuading the enemy that an invasion of Greece was being planned; indeed, German military resources were transferred to the eastern Mediterranean shortly before Allied troops landed at the western end.


This, it was assumed, would mark the end of Eldorado: surely the Abwehr would cease to trust an informant who had so completely pointed them in the wrong direction. In the event, this did not happen and we can only assume that Madrid gave Eldorado credit for faithfully reporting a major Allied diversionary exercise which was meant to deceive the enemy; as such it was sound military intelligence and Eldorado would have been at fault if he had not detected it. In any event, the Abwehr continued to pay Eldorado and therefore we saw no reason to wind up the Network; quite the reverse. This being so, it was decided to transfer Cabrillo and Mrs Conroy to England where they could more easily be integrated with the rest of the Double-Cross effort.


Appendix


The attached appendix provides a summary of all Eldorado reports …


The appendix was at least two hundred pages long. Freddy Garcia polished his reading glasses and settled down to a good long read.


‘Crumbs!’ Freddy Garcia said. He rarely swore; schoolboy slang was usually his limit. ‘Also crikey,’ he added. He tied up the Eldorado file in its ribbon and hid the bundle on a high library shelf. Rackham Towers was staffed and guarded by MI5 but Garcia trusted nobody.


He found Templeton. They took their coats and went for a walk in the grounds. The rain and wind had stopped, and in the dusk everything was as still as a tapestry.


‘He’s got nerve, I’ll say that for him,’ Garcia said.


‘He’s only twenty-four. When I was twenty-four, I had nerve too.’


‘Ah. You don’t much like him.’


Templeton thought. ‘He can be quite likeable,’ he said. ‘He can also be quite difficult. Bloody impossible, sometimes. On the other hand, you’ve got to admire his achievements, especially as he did it all himself. He’s a one-man-band who sounds like a symphony orchestra. What’s more he writes the music, too.’


Then what makes him so difficult?’


‘Oh, he’s obsessive. This network is his whole life, he really worries about his motley crew of sub-agents and whether or not they’re pulling their weight. Who should get a bonus, who should get the sack. That sort of thing. Quite absurd, really.’


‘And Mrs Conroy?’


‘She’s OK. Young, sharp, nice to look at. I think they love each other, in a cockeyed fashion. Julie’s quite a healthy influence on Luis. She kicks him in the balls when he goes off the deep end.’


‘When you say they love each other …’


‘Twice nightly, with matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays.’


‘I want to get this straight, Charles. You’re saying they enjoy sexual intercourse.’


‘If they don’t enjoy it, they’re martyrs to suffering.’ Templeton couldn’t keep a tinge of envy out of his voice.


‘Never mind, Charles,’ Garcia said. ‘You were twenty-four once. I just hope the Director doesn’t get to hear about their martyrdom. He doesn’t like sex between agents.’


‘If he doesn’t like it he needn’t join in.’


‘You know what I mean. Tell me … Are you absolutely convinced, in your own mind, that Eldorado is everything he claims to be?’


‘He got the Iron Cross, Freddy. And pots of Abwehr money.’


‘I wasn’t thinking of the Abwehr. I just wondered … I mean, this Eldorado Network is such a professional job, isn’t it? Maybe Luis Cabrillo was assisted by … I don’t know … the Americans, or the Russians.’


They walked back in silence towards the house.


‘No,’ said Templeton. ‘Sorry, Freddy. I haven’t had a proper night’s sleep in four days and my brain feels like congealed suet. I can just about get it around the idea of the Eldorado Network being the creation of a mad Spanish freelance who’s too young to know better but I honestly can’t find room for any Yanks or Ruskies. Sorry.’


‘It’s possible, though.’


‘Anything’s possible with Cabrillo. I wouldn’t be surprised to discover that he’s really the bastard son of Rudolf Hess by a lady flamenco dancer. That’s how he learned Morse, you see: through playing the castanets. Ravel’s “Bolero” is really the Italian Army Order of Battle. Which reminds me …’ Templeton took a couple of sheets of paper from an outside pocket. ‘He couldn’t wait to start work. He says this is an urgent message from sub-agent Pinetree.’


They went inside and Garcia scanned the paper. ‘Definitely not,’ he said.


Templeton had found an armchair to sprawl in. ‘Personally, I think it’s rather good.’ He allowed his eyes to close.


‘Good? It’s brilliant. Full marks for style, and I’m sure the Abwehr would love the content. What Hitler wants right now is fewer Allied convoys to Russia. Unfortunately, that may well happen.’ Templeton opened his eyes. ‘His U-boats are sinking our ships in the Atlantic like billy-o, whatever billy-o is,’ Garcia said. ‘Sinking them faster than we can build them. At this rate, we shall have to cut the Russian convoys whether we like it or not.’


‘Ah. That’s different.’ Templeton made a supreme effort and stood up. ‘Sherry? And then I really must go to bed. Which, incidentally, is what Luis and Julie did an hour ago. Ingenious young devil, isn’t he?’


‘He has a knack for stumbling on the truth.’


‘He’s going to hate you for killing it.’


‘Oh no. He’s going to hate you for killing it. Then I’ll catch him on the rebound and he’ll love me. I’m his case officer, Charles; I can’t afford to let him hate me. Whereas you will soon be off to Lisbon. You are emotionally expendable.’


They went in search of sherry.


‘Prune juice,’ Templeton said. ‘Remind me to tell you about prune juice.’


The MIS report on Eldorado was wrong in one important respect. Wolfgang Adler had not murdered Brigadier Christian by strangulation, as he had told Luis Cabrillo. Adler had been convinced that he had killed the Brigadier. Later, an appropriate obituary notice had appeared in the Berlin newspapers. MIS knew that a Brigadier Wagner had taken over as head of Madrid Abwehr. Christian’s death seemed to have been confirmed on all sides, but in fact he was still alive. Adler had chosen the wrong way to kill him.


As a cause of death on the Russian Front in 1942, strangulation came well down the list. Those who died in action usually got shot or shelled. Those who died from other causes either froze or starved. Hardly anybody got throttled, whether by an enemy or by an angry friend. To do it properly you had to take your gloves off, which nobody wanted to do; and even so, it could be a lengthy business, making you a standing target for any third party with a rifle.


So, although Wolfgang Adler had witnessed death in many forms during his spell on the Russian Front, he had no experience of strangulation. When he had followed Brigadier Christian, chief of Madrid Abwehr, into the lavatories of the Lisbon embassy, smashed a large bottle of disinfectant over his head and (as he thought) strangled him with his tie, he had bungled the job. To begin with, a lot of blood streamed from Christian’s head. It made Adler’s fingers slippery. He tried to pick bits of broken glass off Christian’s neck and shoulders, not wanting to cut himself, but his fingers were too slippery to grip the shards. He began to panic: at any moment someone might come in. He grabbed Christian’s tie and tried to rip it off. That was a mistake: all he did was tighten the knot. And then his fingers were so greasy with blood that he couldn’t unpick the knot. He rolled Christian on to his face, took one end of the tie in each hand, crossed the ends at the back of Christian’s neck and heaved on them and kept on heaving until all the strength had drained out of his arms through his fingers and he let go. Christian lay like a sack of wheat.


Still nobody had come in. Adler got up, washed his hands, dried them, went back to the basin and, unhurriedly, washed his face. The pool of blood around Christian’s head was congealing. By this time Adler was irrationally confident that nobody would come in. He felt very sure of himself; he had done it. He combed his hair. He left.


When the door clicked shut, Christian staggered to his feet, lurched to the nearest cubicle and locked himself in. He felt faint. He had just enough strength to sit on the floor before he fell down. When he woke his head was resting against the toilet bowl and he knew he was about to be sick, so he made the most of the facilities. Perfectly normal, he told himself. You get hit on the head, you throw up. Correct response. His recent lunch smelled disgusting; he wondered why on earth he had eaten it. He flushed the toilet. The gushing waters sounded wonderfully clean and healthy, so he flushed the toilet again. He had an idea. Next time he flushed the toilet, he washed his face and neck in its rushing torrent and felt a lot better.


Christian was alive because he was strong and Adler was sloppy. If Adler had been better organised, he would have carried a knife or an axe and that would have been that. Instead he had improvised with a bottle of disinfectant which merely stunned Christian. He had come to just as Adler was fumbling and cursing at the knot of his tie. Christian kept his eyes shut. As Adler rolled him on to his face, he guessed what was coming and clutched a handful of his own shirt front and dragged it down. When Adler heaved on the ends of the tie, Christian’s right arm took much of the strain. He also had unusually strong neck muscles. He had been an above-average athlete (discus, shot, wrestling) and he had kept fit; often, in the middle of a meeting, he would wander away from the table and do a quick dozen push-ups. Adler should have remembered that. When Adler started strangling, Christian’s neck muscles were braced. Adler didn’t notice. Christian couldn’t keep up the resistance for long, and when Adler finally stood up, panting, he was semi-conscious. But only semi. Adler should have rolled him over and tested his breathing or his pulse. Come to that, Adler should have used his own tie and damn the expense. But Adler was too impetuous, too sloppy, too disorganised.


After five minutes’ deep breathing Christian felt strong enough to leave the lavatories. He reached the office of the embassy doctor without meeting any Abwehr staff and went straight into the examination room. The doctor, who had learned to be unsurprised by anything the Abwehr did, followed him.


‘Lock the door,’ Christian said. ‘I’m dead. Murdered. Now I want you to get me on a plane to Berlin.’


‘Sit down.’ The doctor examined the pupils of his eyes and took his pulse. He had already noticed the patches of black blood matting Christian’s hair. ‘How were you killed?’


‘Knocked out and strangled. Watch out for broken glass.’ He winced as the doctor searched his scalp. ‘What’s that awful stink?’


‘Disinfectant. You’re soaked in it. Whoever killed you was very concerned not to contaminate the wound.’


Christian found that funny. He laughed so much that he reopened the cut. Eventually the doctor stitched it up. That evening Christian’s coffin, packed with sandbags, was flown out of Lisbon. Christian was on the same plane, wearing a mask of bandages and carrying a passport that said he was Albert Meyer, fruit importer.


Next day he telephoned Abwehr headquarters. Admiral Canaris, its head, was not there but his second-in-command, General Oster, was. Christian got through to Oster’s secretary and after some insistence, bluff, threats, and the casual use of a few high-powered codewords, he got to speak to Oster himself. ‘Good morning,’ he said. ‘Very sad news about Brigadier Christian.’


‘Ah.’ There was a signal lying on Oster’s blotter. It had come from Madrid Abwehr and it said that Christian’s body was being flown home for interment and would be held at Tempelhof airport mortuary, pending instructions. Nothing more. Oster had tried to telephone Madrid but the lines were down somewhere in France: Allied bombing or French sabotage, or maybe non-aligned mice. ‘Sad indeed,’ he said. ‘You are perhaps a relative?’


‘Very close. If you meet me beside the coffin in an hour perhaps we can discuss it.’


Christian was waiting at the airport mortuary when Oster arrived. Oster took his hat off. ‘Might we be alone for a few minutes?’ he asked the attendant. The man left them to their grief. ‘I hope you won’t be offended,’ Oster said, ‘if I ask to see your papers.’


‘I can do better.’ Christian unwound the bandages and gave his unshaven cheeks a vigorous massage. ‘Sorry about the stubble, sir,’ he said. ‘Sorry about the secrecy, too. I’m afraid I didn’t completely trust your telephone.’


Oster knew Christian; indeed he had recommended his promotion to brigadier. ‘I’m glad you’re not in this box,’ he said. ‘I thought I recognised your voice. Now what’s going on?’


‘It’s all rather squalid,’ Christian said. ‘But in a nutshell, I believe that my Abwehr section has been infiltrated by the SD.’


The SD was the intelligence and espionage arm of the SS, the Nazi security service, which Heinrich Himmler controlled. In theory the SS and the SD were responsible only for the internal security of the Third Reich; that was why Himmler also had charge of the Gestapo. Military intelligence was a totally separate area. That was the Abwehr’s responsibility. It was the Abwehr’s job to run spies in foreign countries and to collect military intelligence for the German armed forces. But Himmler was the most ruthlessly ambitious of Hitler’s ministers. He could never be satisfied with what he had. He wanted the Abwehr too. The rivalry between his SD and Admiral Canaris’s Abwehr was an open secret. It was a small war within the big war.


Oster took a little stroll around the coffin and ended up where he began. ‘I’ve always assumed the SD are constantly trying to penetrate us,’ he said. ‘God knows they hate our guts.’


‘Hate is one thing. Attempted murder is another,’ Christian said. ‘The man the SD put into my section was on the verge of destroying my top agent in Britain, Eldorado. When he realised I knew what he was doing, he tried to kill me. In fact, he thinks he succeeded.’


‘This wouldn’t be Adler, would it?’ Oster asked.


‘Yes.’ Christian, forgetting his stitches, scratched his head and winced. ‘How did you know, sir?’


‘Why didn’t you have him arrested?’


‘I thought of it. Then I thought: No, far better to see what he does next. Give the SD plenty of rope and maybe they’ll hang themselves, and Adler too.’


‘Mmm.’ Oster, who was an inch or two shorter, stood on tiptoe to see the injury. ‘Nasty … Well, Adler’s beyond hanging, I’m afraid. Just after you phoned I had another signal from Madrid. Young Adler suffered a heart attack yesterday and passed away.’


‘Heart attack?’ Christian said. ‘At thirty-one?’


‘He was rash and impetuous. Perhaps he couldn’t wait. What’s in this box?’


‘Sandbags. Good Spanish earth, soaked in good Spanish blood from the Civil War, I shouldn’t be surprised.’


‘I’ll have those. They’ll do my roses a power of good.’


Christian went to Abwehr headquarters in Oster’s car, with the curtains closed. On the way they talked about how best to fight off the SD.


‘You know, sir,’ Christian said, ‘when I think of the sheer volume of intelligence we’ve been getting out of the Eldorado Network, and the shining quality, then I’m appalled the SD should try to destroy it. I mean, that’s nothing short of treachery.’


‘Himmler doesn’t think so. Himmler thinks our existence is a kind of treachery.’


‘What on earth does the man want?’ Christian asked. Occasionally a whiff of disinfectant crossed his nostrils, and the phrase ‘Death in Madrid’ passed through his mind like the name of some absurd new perfume. ‘The Party can’t run everything.’


‘Who says? It does in Russia.’


‘Very badly, by all reports. Anyway, military intelligence is no job for a bunch of Party hacks. It needs imagination, flair, quick wits.’


‘I wish I could say they were stupid,’ Oster said. ‘That’s the trouble with the SD: they’re not at all stupid, they’re bloody clever and they catch a lot of spies, real spies. The SD’s got so many people inside the Resistance movements, they make them look like Swiss cheese. I’ve got some hard types working for me, but …’ Oster sniffed. ‘Madrid isn’t the only Abwehr station the SD has broken into,’ he said. ‘Brussels, Brest, Oslo, Paris, Hamburg. We kick them out, but it never stops.’


Christian nodded. He didn’t care what happened to Abwehr Brest. Only a month ago, one of his reports from Nutmeg, an Eldorado sub-agent, got mistakenly routed by teleprinter to Brest instead of to Berlin. Brest pinched it and claimed it as their own work. The SD could have Abwehr Brest, as far as Christian was concerned. ‘I’m sure Admiral Canaris gives as good as he gets,’ he said.


Oster seemed to find this simple remark very encouraging. He gave a smile of huge enjoyment that energised his face until he looked like a middle-aged baby in the middle of a damn good breast-feed. ‘Canaris holds a fistful of aces,’ he said. ‘He knows what Hitler likes. Hitler likes spies, and we’ve got the best. As long as the Abwehr can tell Hitler what’s happening on the other side of the hill, the Abwehr’s safe, believe me.’


They drove into the basement garage of Abwehr headquarters and took the lift to the top floor. Oster had the keys to a spacious apartment. ‘The kitchen’s well stocked,’ he said. ‘Stay inside. And don’t shave. I like you like that. Terribly tough.’ He went out and locked the door.


Christian made himself an omelette and drank a bottle of beer. He spent the afternoon on the balcony, enjoying the view and the crisp, bright weather. For dinner there was an excellent goulash and an apple tart. There was even some Spanish wine; a tangy Rioja. Had Oster arranged all this specially for him? Christian liked to think so. He went to bed, relaxed and content.


Admiral Canaris and General Oster came in as he was having breakfast.


‘My dear Christian!’ Canaris said. They shook hands. ‘Madrid sent us a signal saying you were dead.’ He gave Christian the piece of paper. ‘You might like to have it framed. Hang it in the lavatory as a conversation piece.’


Christian tucked the signal into his dressing-gown pocket. ‘From now on, I plan to stay out of lavatories as much as possible, sir.’


‘Very wise. Oster says you got brained with a bottle.’


Christian nodded. ‘Disinfectant.’


‘I know exactly how you feel, only in my case it was champagne.’ Canaris touched a small white scar above his left eye. ‘The work of a jealous husband. The poor man was insane with rage, which is just as well because if he had stopped to think he would have used a steak knife on me.’


‘You were in a restaurant?’ Oster asked.


‘The Tour d’Argent, in Paris. Why?’


‘Oh … I just wondered who paid for the champagne, that’s all.’


‘Oster is enormously practical,’ Canaris told Christian. ‘After I’ve done something he tells me whether or not it’s possible, the man’s invaluable, without Oster I’d be helpless.’ He lifted the coffee pot and found it empty.


‘Who did pay?’ Oster asked.


‘She did. Famous actress, worth millions. Besides, I was unconscious. Splendid fellow,’ he said as Oster carried the coffee pot into the kitchen.


Christian was amused by the Admiral’s chatter and impressed by his suit, which was grey flannel, double-breasted, sleekly tailored. Canaris seemed to him enviably polished and elegant, not like a sailor at all, too slim, his face too lively, his voice too rich and varied. He made Christian feel like a scruff; but a favourite scruff. ‘I’ve been thinking about that bottle of disinfectant,’ Christian said. ‘It doesn’t seem quite right.’


‘You’re right, it doesn’t. And I’ll tell you something else …’ Canaris ate a piece of sliced salami. ‘I’ve been thinking about the lavatory, and that seems all wrong.’


‘Too public,’ Christian said.


‘Far too public’


‘Unless, of course, Adler didn’t plan it, he just acted spontaneously. Impetuously.’


‘That’s even worse.’


‘I agree, sir. But I think it’s what happened: Adler saw his chance and grabbed the nearest weapon. Whereas if he’d used his brains and done it properly, he’d have hit me with the marble ashtray next to the hand-basins and I wouldn’t be here now.’


‘Big ashtray?’


‘Like a soup bowl.’


‘Ah.’ Canaris touched the scar on his forehead with the tip of his little finger. ‘I didn’t really get this from a champagne bottle, you know. I just said that to tease Oster. I fell down a companionway when I was a midshipman. So the question is …’ Oster came in with a fresh pot of coffee. ‘What is the question, Oster?’


‘Was Adler really working for the SD, and if so why did they let him make such a hash of a simple murder, and if not who was he working for and why did they kill him, since he obviously didn’t die of a heart attack?’


‘No, no, no. That’s not the question at all.’ Canaris took a cup of coffee and perched on the arm of a settee. ‘I mean, it might be the second, third or fourth question but it’s not the first. The first question is why did the SD – assuming Adler was working for the SD – want Christian dead? What were they hoping to achieve?’


Christian opened his mouth to speak and then decided to eat a piece of toast instead. He had been going to say that Adler’s purpose was to discredit the Eldorado Network, which had been his, Christian’s, creation. But of course, Eldorado wouldn’t go out of operation just because its creator died. Christian felt a slight flush of shame at his own vanity, and hid behind his napkin.


‘Suppose,’ Oster said, ‘just suppose that we’ve been misreading the SD’s motives. Perhaps they weren’t acting from rivalry or professional jealousy, you know. Just knocking us down to make them look bigger. Perhaps they’re scared of something that Eldorado is reporting.’


Canaris rolled his eyes until they looked at the ceiling. ‘Well,’ he said.


Christian waited, but apparently that word was both the beginning and the end. ‘Doesn’t seem very likely, does it?’ Christian said. ‘I can’t imagine Eldorado’s stuff making anyone sweat in the SD.’


‘I can,’ Canaris said.


‘So can I,’ Oster said. ‘Remember Hasselmann?’


The name rang a faint, cracked bell in Christian’s memory. He thought hard. Arno Hasselmann. Some sort of scandal in … Where was it? Denmark? Belgium? ‘Hasselmann the Gauleiter?’ he said.


‘Hasselmann the ex-Deputy Gauleiter. He shot himself six months ago in Rotterdam.’


‘Yes, of course. Some sort of scandal. He’d been taking bribes.’


‘Oh, they all take bribes,’ Canaris said. ‘Bribes don’t count any more.’


‘It was what he was doing with the money,’ Oster said. ‘Nobody minded if he wanted to dress up in women’s silk underwear, I’m told it’s very comfortable, but he shouldn’t have collected such a harem of pretty, blond Dutch boys. It was unpatriotic. There are still plenty of good-looking blond German lads available.’


‘You know how people gossip,’ Canaris said. ‘It even reached the Japanese embassy in Helsinki. One of our Swedish agents mentioned it in a signal. The SD were furious when they heard about that. It made them look so stupid, you see. They can’t stand looking stupid. Terribly sensitive lot, the SD. They’d have shot the agent if they could.’


‘Eldorado hasn’t reported anything remotely like that,’ Christian said.


‘I know. Oster has been up all night, going through the files. Which leads us to examine Theory B.’


‘Theory B,’ Oster said, ‘is that Adler did not bash you over the head on orders from his masters in the SD, but panicked for reasons we may never know.’


‘But if the SD didn’t know what he was up to,’ Christian said, ‘why did they kill him?’


‘Right first time,’ Canaris said. ‘So out of the window goes Theory B. Theory C says that Adler penetrated Madrid Abwehr on behalf of the SD but then got mixed up with yet another organisation. The Czechs have an excellent network in Spain, for instance.’ He meant the Czech government-in-exile. ‘And the Poles. Plus the Italians. Not to mention the Hungarians. But of course you know all this.’


‘Adler wasn’t the sort of man to let himself be recruited by a foreign agency,’ Christian said. ‘I never liked him, but he was a thorough-going patriot, I’ll grant him that. Loyal to the core.’


‘Why have the Hungarians got spies in Spain?’ Oster asked. ‘They’re supposed to be on our side.’


Canaris blinked sadly. ‘Fish gotta swim, birds gotta fly,’ he said. ‘Hungarians gotta steal secrets. It’s in their blood. Why didn’t you like Adler?’ he asked Christian.


‘It was nothing personal, Admiral, at least not on my part. Adler became strangely jealous of Eldorado.’ Christian rubbed his jaw: the two-day growth itched. ‘It affected his work, I had to step in and tell him not to be so stupid.’ Christian suddenly wondered: Did I miss something? Adler was no fool. What could I have missed?


‘Jealous,’ Canaris murmured. ‘How curious.’


‘Especially as Eldorado’s in England,’ Oster said.


‘What I meant was,’ Christian said, ‘jealous of his success.’


Canaris said, ‘It doesn’t sound right, does it? If the SD infiltrated Adler into Madrid Abwehr, they’d want him to work hard and be trusted, not sit around brooding and sulking. Did he brood and sulk?’


‘Oh, endlessly.’ A tiny idea formed at the back of Christian’s mind and rapidly grew. ‘Well … not endlessly. He was quite perky a week or two ago, but that was because he thought he’d found something not quite right in the Eldorado Network.’


‘Indeed?’ Canaris said. ‘What, exactly?’


‘One of the sub-agents. Adler reckoned he was faking his intelligence.’


‘Which one?’


‘Damned if I can remember,’ Christian said miserably. ‘There are ten or a dozen in the Network. Adler mentioned several names but only one that he could make any case against, and frankly I wasn’t paying much attention. I had more important things on my mind, and now this bang on the head hasn’t done my memory any good, so …’ He shrugged, and busied himself with the last of his coffee. When he glanced up, Canaris and Oster were looking at each other.


‘It’s what I would do if I were running the SD,’ Oster said.


‘What?’ Christian asked.


‘Infiltrate the Eldorado Network,’ Canaris told him. ‘What if Adler discovered that an Eldorado sub-agent is working for the SD? He tries to tell you but you send him away. Why would you do that? Adler can’t make sense of it. Then he suddenly thinks: maybe you, Christian, are on the SD payroll too! So now Adler is in real trouble, big danger, because you know that he knows. So he kills you. Or does his best.


‘I see,’ Christian said. ‘And who then kills Adler? The SD?’


Canaris unexpectedly laughed. ‘You’re right. We end up with an SD man behind every lamppost. Absurd.’ He looked at his watch. ‘I’m late. Look here: don’t give yourself a headache, but … try to remember that name.’


They left. Christian lay on a couch and told his brain to project that name on to the ceiling. It projected many names, including those of pretty, adolescent girlfriends he had not thought of in twenty years; but not the name he wanted.


It was snowing in Madrid.


The snow clouds had hustled down from the Bay of Biscay until they hit the Guadarrama mountains and began to dump their load. Nearby Madrid, set in the high plateau of New Castile, rapidly turned white and, in the diplomatic district, the German embassy at No. 8 Calle de Fortuny, got rather more than its share.


Brigadier Wagner stood on the balcony of the third-floor office he had taken over when Abwehr HQ in Berlin sent him to succeed Brigadier Christian. Wagner let the snow blow through the door and speckle the carpet. Flakes settled on his cheeks, his brow, his eyelids; he opened his mouth and tasted the snow on his tongue. Good stuff, crisp and clean. The skiing in the mountains would be excellent tomorrow. He was fit, he’d exercised regularly, and he had a new pair of skis, given to him on his last trip to Berlin by a cousin, a major who ran a unit that tested equipment for mountain troops. Wagner flexed his knees and swayed. Snowflakes pelted his face. In his imagination he was skiing like the wind.


Behind him, voices mumbled and somebody coughed. Bloody Eldorado, Wagner thought. The only thing that stands between me and a week in the mountains is bloody Eldorado. He went inside and closed the window. ‘Anything new come in?’ he asked.


‘Nothing, sir, I’m afraid,’ said Otto Krafft.


‘Damn. What the hell’s happened to him?’ Wagner took the chair at the head of the table. ‘He’s never done this before, has he?’ He waved at the others to sit. ‘I’ve got better things to do than hang around waiting for Eldorado to deliver.’


‘Yes, sir?’ Dr Hartmann said.


The others looked at him. Hartmann was small and wore rimless spectacles and he had never been known to laugh. If he smiled it was a thoughtful smile, as if someone had misplaced a decimal point and thus made a tiny, unintentional joke. He was the section’s technical expert, very good on things like radar and torque and low-temperature lubricants, but it was not like him to ask slightly provocative questions of the new boss.


‘What d’you mean, “yes sir”?’ Wagner said gently.


‘What do I mean?’ Hartmann nudged the papers in front of him, squaring them off. ‘My apologies. I assumed you were about to tell us what better things there are to be done.’


‘Well, you’ve all been here longer than I have. What d’you suggest?’


‘I suggest, sir,’ said Otto Krafft, ‘that we sit tight for another forty-eight hours. I mean, there’s no need to panic yet.’


‘I wouldn’t dream of it,’ Wagner said. ‘But when the need arrives I hope we shall all panic together, as one man. Teamwork counts, in panic as in all things, don’t you agree?’ They grinned dutifully and were glad when he ended the meeting and went skiing. Too snide by half.


‘Eldorado has been silent for the best part of a week,’ Freddy Garcia said. ‘Madrid Abwehr must be very worried. It’s essential we send them something meaty, damn quick.’


‘I’m flying out to Lisbon tonight,’ Templeton said. ‘I’ll take it.’


‘Good,’ Luis grunted. ‘You can write it too. What are these?’


‘English pork sausages,’ Julie said.


Luis cut one open and sniffed it. ‘A holy miracle!’ he announced. The pork has turned to bread!’


‘Have some bacon,’ Templeton suggested. ‘I think you’ll find it attractively pork-flavoured.’


Luis took quite a lot of bacon and plenty of scrambled egg and began eating. ‘Scrumptious!’ he said. ‘Yippee. Or is it yummee?’ He looked at Garcia.


‘Yummee for grub, yippee for general high spirits.’


‘And yarooh?’


‘Yarooh indicates pain or dismay.’


‘No, no,’ Templeton said. ‘Surely it’s cripes for dismay.’


‘Blimey!’ Luis said. ‘Or do I mean crikey?’


‘He’s been reading The Adventures of Billy Bunter at Greyfriars School,’ Julie said. ‘They all talk in code. That’s what appeals to him.’


‘A classic of English literature,’ Templeton said. ‘It’s stiff with over-eating, beatings and hero-worship. I’m surprised it’s not a bestseller in Germany.’


‘Pass the butter,’ Luis said.


There was a fairly brittle silence while he buttered some toast. Templeton picked up crumbs with his fingertip and examined them for dangerous political tendencies. Garcia watched him, ready to offer a second opinion if asked. Luis munched.


‘Maybe this wasn’t such a hot idea,’ Julie said, ‘coming to England.’ They all looked. ‘I mean, if he’s going to be permanently bloody temperamental about his work, I might just go home to the States.’


She got up from the table and walked to the window. A little sunshine was leaking in, cautiously, as if this might be the wrong room. It touched her long black hair and found shades of the deepest red in it. Her hands were plunged in the patch pockets of her skirt and when she turned her face to the sky, she looked twenty-four going on sixteen. Luis, secretly watching her, remembered the first impression she had made on him, long ago in Madrid. With people milling around her, she had seemed to him totally calm and in control, like a leopard among some gazelle. She still did. He envied that strength.


‘Is it OK if I take a walk?’ she asked.


‘Yes, of course it’s OK,’ Garcia said. ‘Stay inside the estate, won’t you? There’s miles and miles of walks. You might find some chestnuts. We could roast them after dinner.’


Luis cleared his throat. ‘The British must be in a pitiful condition if they have to scavenge for nuts.’ He switched his glance from Garcia to Templeton and back.


‘Nice touch,’ Templeton said.


‘I like it!’ Garcia said. ‘Let’s use it. Let’s use it today! Where d’you want to work? The library? Good. Splendid. Let’s go.’


Brigadier Wagner came back to Madrid after some very satisfactory skiing. He was tanned, clear-eyed, five pounds lighter and thoroughly at peace with himself. Now, as he rode up in the lift to his office on the seventh floor, he was looking forward to having his staff on the carpet and, when they admitted failure, pulling the carpet from beneath their feet for the pleasure of watching them bounce on their backsides. Then Richard Fischer met him and spoiled everything.


‘Eldorado has delivered,’ Fischer said. ‘He’s had flu. That’s why we didn’t hear from him. It’s a big report, one of his biggest. Nearly all his network is involved – Seagull, Knickers, Pinetree, Nutmeg, the lot. We’re still working on it.’


Fischer was a lanky, sandy-haired ex-journalist who had suffered under many editors; he was ready to smile if Wagner did; until then he kept his serious, professional face.


Wagner took off his coat. ‘My office,’ he said. ‘The whole team.’ Already he had forgotten his disappointment.


The gang trooped in and sat down: Fischer, followed by Otto Krafft, a trim, pleasant-looking, youngish man who was so blond that his eyebrows seemed almost silver; Franz Werth, pudgy in plus-fours and a cardigan; and Dr Hartmann, the jacket of his dark blue suit thoroughly buttoned from top to bottom. All carried files and bundles of paper and large yellow legal notepads.
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