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To Spike Milligan With Love




‘Call no man happy until he is dead.’


Cicero




PART 1




1


It was Lovegrove, the Foreign Office liaison man, who had raised the issue under ‘Any other business’ at the weekly meeting.


‘This little fellow at the embassy reception, Walters or Waters, whatever his name is, we wondered if he shouldn’t be questioned.’


Paynter, the MI5 man, slowly blew out cigarette smoke with his eyes half-closed before he spoke.


‘His name’s Walters, James Walters. We haven’t got much cause to question him. It’s only an impression my chap had that the two had met before. Why don’t we just keep it on file and leave it at that?’


Lovegrove fidgeted with his files and then looked up at Paynter. ‘My masters have a feeling in their water that he might be worth pursuing. You saw the MI6 report? Two incidents in ten days is a bit much.’


Paynter brushed imaginary cigarette ash from the table top to hide his irritation: ‘OK, Lovegrove, we’ll have a look if it doesn’t take too much time.’


Commander Nicholas Bailey was thirty-seven and he had had seven years in Special Branch, four years in the CID and a year with Special Patrol Group which had given him the kind of qualifications that Special Branch set store by. His French and German had been valued too, but the Oxford degree had given him a slightly Olympian attitude to routine aspects of his work that were not appreciated by some of his superiors.


He sat waiting while Paynter read the last few paragraphs of a report. Then Paynter looked up at him, pushing forward a thin file.


‘This is it, Nick. There’s not much to it. Bakewell was at a reception at the Polish Embassy. It was a routine reception given for one of their trade missions. This chap Walters was there quite legitimately as a sub-contractor for one of their engineering suppliers. He chatted to Petrov for about ten minutes and Bakewell got the impression that they had met before, that they weren’t just having cocktail-party words.


‘The other bit is from the SIS man in Paris. Walters was noticed last Saturday. He visited a small gallery in Paris. Was there about half an hour and it’s a place the KGB use as a dead-letter drop. The FO want us to pursue it.’


‘Have we got any grounds to pull him in and have a chat?’


‘I wouldn’t think so, there’s nothing more than I’ve told you. You can find some excuse I’m sure, but you’ll have to tread carefully or we’ll get complaints from his MP and all the rest of them. It’s all yours, but I shouldn’t spend too much time on him. No more than you’d give to a positive vetting anyway.’ He stood up, hands in pockets. ‘I liked your report on the Russian down at Chatham. The Soviet Embassy is getting a lot of stick from Moscow.’


‘Are they still protesting that he’s not a defector?’


‘When I told them that he was defecting for love of one of Her Majesty’s naval ratings they started back-pedalling like mad. But Moscow are insisting they issue a denial. The ambassador is making a formal complaint to the Foreign Secretary later today. That’ll probably be the end of it. Anyway, let me know if I can help on this Walters thing.’


Bailey had called for information from the police at Putney where Walters lived in a flat in one of the quiet streets of Victorian houses off Lower Richmond Road.


Their records showed that on two occasions in the previous four years they had had to contact Walters because of break-ins at his small factory in Wandsworth. He was listed as the key-holder. He owned the whole house in which he lived and rented the ground floor and garden to a middle-aged couple who had been there two years. Local enquiries indicated that he was not well known and lived a very secluded life. There were few visitors to the upstairs flat and very little post. Walters shopped for food at one of the supermarkets in Putney High Street. Nobody came in to clean or cook. He appeared to have no hobbies. Two local residents recalled that a child had been injured by a car some years back and Walters had applied a tourniquet until the ambulance men came. They vaguely remembered that the local St John Ambulance people had wanted to give him some sort of certificate but he refused it. And that was all.


Bailey had pressed the bell-push that carried the card with Walters’ name. It was a Saturday morning and Bailey stood watching the children playing in the road as he waited. Then the catch on the door had opened with a buzz and he had pushed the door open and walked up the stairs.


Walters stood at the top of the stairs. He recognized him from the photographs.


‘Mr Walters?’


‘Yes.’


‘I wonder if I could have a word with you.’


‘Who are you?’


‘My name’s Bailey. Sergeant Bailey. I’m crime prevention officer at the local nick. I wanted to talk about your place at Wandsworth.’


Walters looked intently at Bailey’s face as if he might have to describe it some time. He waved Bailey into the flat. Bailey, aware of the eyes watching him, made no attempt to look around the room. He stood until Walters had pointed to a chair at a round walnut table.


‘Sit down, sergeant.’


‘Thank you, sir. I was checking through our records and I saw that your factory had been broken into a couple of times in the past. We didn’t have a crime prevention bloke then and I wondered if you had had any more trouble recently.’


Walters stroked his hand slowly across the pile of the old-fashioned table-cloth as he looked at Bailey.


‘I wouldn’t call it a factory, sergeant. More a workshop. We do get break-ins about once or twice a year. They do a bit of damage but there’s no cash there, no valuables. The machinery’s too solid to damage.’


‘Is it all insured, sir?’


‘Yes it is.’


‘You’re the owner, sir, are you?’


‘Yes. It’s a private limited company. My accountant is the other director. He owns two shares, I own the rest. A cup of tea before you go?’


‘I wouldn’t say no, sir.’ Bailey had not missed the broad hint.


‘Milk and sugar?’


‘’Fraid so, sir, both.’


Bailey looked slowly round the room after Walters had gone into the kitchen. All his instincts were roused. There was something about the man. He was closed in. A loner. Not just anti-social but professional. And the way he looked at Bailey’s face reminded him of how policemen look at suspects. There was nothing special about the room except that it was all extremely old-fashioned. But there was a feeling of tension. A feeling that his professionally casual approach was being observed, equally professionally.


Walters came back with the tea things on a tin tray and he stood as he poured out the two cups of tea. He handed one carefully to Bailey, who decided that he was going to dig just an inch or two deeper.


‘What do you make at the works, Mr Walters?’


Walters pursed his lips dismissively as he sat down. ‘We fabricate steel. Pipes, ducting, that sort of thing.’


‘Is it export stuff or the home market?’


‘Mainly this country. Some of what we make goes to contractors who assemble it overseas.’


‘D’you have to travel abroad much?’


Bailey noticed the tightening of the mouth and the white knuckles on the handle of the tea cup.


‘Very seldom.’


For a moment he hesitated and then he said: ‘I understand that you went to Paris recently, Mr Walters.’


Walters slowly put his cup back on the saucer. Dabbed at his trousers with a handkerchief and then looked at Bailey.


‘You’re not from the local police are you?’


‘Not all the time, sir. Would you like to see my ID card?’


Walters shook his head but stayed silent.


‘We thought you might be able to help us in our enquiries.’


‘What about?’


‘One or two things, sir. That art gallery in Paris, sir. Galerie d’aujourd’hui I think it’s called. What d’you know about that sir?’


‘What else did you want to know?’


‘Not much, sir. Do you go to France very often?’


‘Ah. I see.’ Walters stood up slowly. ‘Excuse me a moment. It’s the tea. Back in a second.’


There was just the slightest hesitation as Walters turned to go and it registered in Bailey’s subconscious. He remembered just such a hesitation from some long ago incident, but he couldn’t recall what it was about.


Bailey heard the slow footsteps as Walters walked out to the landing. Something metallic was dropped and the footsteps stopped as the something was picked up. A door handle rattled and a door was closed.


Through the net curtains at the window Bailey could see the tops of trees, the leaves that fired green of suburban summer. There were the faint cries of children playing in the street and an odd sort of silence.


And years of professional training and instinct clicked together and he ran to the toilet and put his foot against the door. It wasn’t locked. It swung open easily and the stream of blood jetted over his jacket and shirt as Walters fell sideways against the wall and then slumped forward. Bailey’s crêpe soles skidded in blood as he shoved Walters up to a sitting position. He felt for his heart with one hand and for his wrist with the other. There was an old-fashioned razor on the floor between Walters’ feet. But Walters was dead and the bright arterial blood from his throat was everywhere. On the walls, the floor, in the corridor, and over Bailey’s sports jacket and trousers. He left bloody footprints on the linoleum and carpet as he searched for the phone. He dialled New Scotland Yard, and he was breathing heavily as he waited for a reply.


‘Duty Officer, Special Branch.’


‘I want Murphy, quickly.’


‘Chief Superintendent Murphy, yes Commander.’


Bailey bit back his jibe at the point of protocol that was being made and then Murphy was on the line.


‘Murphy here. What is it?’


‘You remember that chap Walters?’


‘No. Who is he … oh yes. The Foreign Office thing.’


‘I came to his flat to suss him out a bit and he’s cut his throat.’


‘For Christ’s sake, Bailey. It’s a Saturday. I want to get home. Don’t play silly buggers. What is it you want?’


‘That’s it, sir. What I said.’


There was a long pause. ‘Right. You stay there and I’ll send a team. Don’t contact the local police or doctors or anything. We’ll deal with that. When you’ve finished there come and see me. If I’m not here come to the flat, but for Christ’s sake smile at the old lady.’


While he waited Bailey went over the words again and again but there was nothing that warranted Walters’ action. Apart from a guilty conscience.


The doctor had taken charge of the body and the others had cleaned up the mess as far as they could. The driver had gone off with his flat keys to bring him clean clothes and he had left two of the team to keep an eye on the place until he phoned them.


The police driver had taken him to the corner of the Fulham Road where Murphy had his flat.


Murphy was not best pleased and his big body moved restlessly in the creaking wicker chair.


‘But for God’s sake, Nick. He wouldn’t kill himself off over questions like that.’


‘Maybe he thought we knew more. That I was just leading up to it.’


Murphy made a dismissive gesture with his big arm, orange juice slopping from his glass.


‘Look. If he is innocent he doesn’t kill himself. If he is guilty of something then he has a cover story. He tries it out, for God’s sake. If he’s an agent he doesn’t give up at a couple of questions, he bluffs it out – then, maybe, he kills himself.’


‘So what d’you think?’


‘God knows.’ He stood up and went to the phone, dialled a number and talked for ten minutes. When he came back he sat down heavily and leaned forward.


‘You’d better stay with this. Find out all you can about him. Doesn’t sound as though there is much, but you’d better keep going. That’s what the other boys want too.’


He put his hand on Bailey’s knee: ‘But don’t take too long, my boy. We’ve got too much real stuff to be chasing will o’ the wisps.’


Bailey had gone back to his place in Kensington. A small old-fashioned flat in a converted house. There was a large living-room with a dining alcove where a wall had been knocked down to open up the main room. A smallish bedroom with a single bed, an old-fashioned toilet and bathroom combined, and a small but modern kitchen.


One whole wall, and the wall under the big windows facing the mews, were lined with books on plain wood shelves. Along the top of the window bookshelves was a model railway. About ten foot of Dublo track, some realistic landscaping and a handful of model buildings. Catching the light from the window was the Duchess of Atholl by Hornby and a hand-made saddle-tank loco. Half a dozen pieces of rolling stock were lined up near the control box.


He had put in the railway layout a few months after Patsy died. Until then it had been a condition of his access to Johnny that ‘the woman named’ should not be present when the boy was with him. When things were particularly hopeless Patsy had sometimes gone to the cinema so that he and the boy could come back to the flat. Otherwise it had to be that dreary round that divorced fathers know so well. The Science Museum, the Natural History Museum, the Kensington Odeon, football or cricket in the park. However much you loved the small child, seven-year-olds run out of conversation inside half an hour, and if the subject of how they live for the rest of the week is taboo the Saturday outings are grindingly low-key. It’s not possible to explain to a child that your desperate need to see him isn’t really represented by this sad charade. There is so much you cannot say and you sit in the car to talk the last five minutes before you take him to the gate. The solicitor’s letter said ‘and when returning the child of the marriage Mrs Bailey would prefer you not to enter the premises or garden’. And the small boy climbs the steps and waves and knocks, and you start the engine and drive away from the house you once lived in, through familiar roads back to the new life that never seems quite secure.


As Bailey sat with a cup of coffee and a sandwich he thought about Walters. He felt no remorse about the man’s death. He would have prevented it if it had been possible, but as much out of the need to complete the enquiry as out of human concern. Bailey, for all his romanticism, was a professional. He was in a business where people died or were killed, and if you identified or dwelt on the effect on others of the death you would probably go mad. You’d certainly be no use in the job.


He went back in his mind over the questions and Murphy was right. If Walters was a normal business man there was no reason why he should kill himself and the questions would not have made any difference. There was no law against going to Paris any time you wanted and hundreds of quite innocent people would visit the gallery without knowing that it was a dead-letter box for the KGB. That was probably why it was chosen. And if he was being used positively by the KGB, there again, like Murphy had said, he’d have a cover story or he’d just bluff it out; it wouldn’t be difficult at that stage. And if he were really involved with the KGB he would have been trained and he’d have enjoyed the challenge. Maybe it was something to do with Walters’ business life. Tax frauds or smuggling sterling to France. But if you were smuggling cash it wouldn’t be to France. The French were busy smuggling their francs out to Switzerland. The only other area was sex, perhaps combined with blackmail. He’d bear that in mind during his enquiries.


Bailey looked at his watch and then reached for the phone. He dialled and waited. He recognized her voice. Once upon a time he would have felt elated but these days it emptied his stomach.


‘Who is it?’


‘It’s me, Jane. About tomorrow and Johnny.’


‘I’m afraid it won’t be convenient.’


‘Why not?’


‘Your day is Saturday. He was bitterly disappointed when you called this morning.’


‘It was work I’m afraid. But you agreed that tomorrow would be OK.’


‘Things have changed. It isn’t convenient.’


‘Just an hour maybe?’


‘I’m afraid not.’


‘Perhaps I could speak to him now and explain.’


‘He’s not here. He’s next door.’


‘OK. Thanks, Jane.’


‘By the way, and I have asked before, I’d prefer you to call him Jonathan. Johnny’s so common.’


He sat there in the failing light. She enjoyed having this power over him. The visits cancelled at the last minute. The conditions, the righteousness bestowed by the courts. The petty thrusts that too easily pierced his armour. He dialled another number,


‘4301.’


‘Is that Jack?’


‘Yes, who’s that?’


‘It’s Nick. Nick Bailey. Is Johnny over with you?’


‘Yes, he’s with the boys.’


‘I’d like to speak to him if that’s convenient.’ There was a pause.


‘I’m afraid I can’t do that, old man.’


‘Why not?’


‘Skipper’s orders. Jane mentioned that you might call. Says it’s not on, because of the order of the court.’


‘That’s nonsense, Jack. The court order doesn’t cover such things.’


‘No can do, friend. Them’s my orders.’


‘OK. Thanks.’


He wondered what Patsy would have been like if they had had a child and had split up. But he knew the answer. Patsy was a woman, not just a female.


The autopsy was unrevealing. Extensive X-rays indicated a healed lung scar that could have been a tubercular infection that had gone untreated. There were bone fractures that appeared to have knitted together without medical treatment. There were bum scars that were very faint on various parts of the body and an enlarged spleen that would have given trouble if the man had lived a few more years. The age of the dead man was estimated as between fifty-five and sixty and there was a handwritten note that the examiners considered that the man had been healthy and fit, but at some time had been involved in either a serious road accident or an industrial accident. The badly knitted fractures in arms, legs, feet, hands and ribs were at least thirty years old and had not received medical treatment at the time.


Bailey went first to see Walters’ accountant, a Mr Slansky, whose office was in Tooting. To his surprise Slansky was a youngish man in his early thirties, fresh-faced and cheerful.


‘Any idea of why he did it, Mr Bailey?’


‘I was hoping you might be able to tell me something.’


Slansky pursed his lips and leaned back, swivelling in his chair. ‘I’ve known him for years, but I knew very little about him.’


‘What about the business itself?’


‘It makes money. He draws about five thousand a year as salary and a couple of thousand out of the net profits.’


‘Has he got a lawyer?’


‘Not that I know of.’


‘And who will own the business now?’


‘I suppose the Public Trustees Office will take over until they find a will. It’s a miracle how claimants appear in these cases.’


‘How did you meet him?’


Slansky closed his eyes in concentration. ‘I don’t really remember. Maybe he was recommended to me.’ Then he leaned forward. ‘I’ve got it. He knew my old man, they met at a chess club somewhere. But I don’t think they were more than acquaintances.’


‘What about women?’


Slansky shrugged. ‘He never spoke of any women friends. He didn’t have friends you know. It wasn’t that he was unfriendly. He just didn’t need people. Didn’t need to talk either. Just got on with things.’


‘Could I meet your father?’


‘He’s dead. Last year.’


‘Who’s in charge at the works now?’


‘I’ve made the foreman temporary manager. He’s a good chap. Very loyal.’


Arthur McGuiness had one of those smooth raw Scots faces that go with long service in the Regular Army and shaving in cold water. He stood in his brown overall coat in the tiny office, looking through the window at the workshop as he spoke.


‘No, I wouldn’t say we were friends. It was master and man and no’ the worse for that. He was OK.’


‘Did he understand the manufacturing side?’


‘Och aye, there was no job in the workshop that he couldna’ do better himself.’


‘What were his interests outside the business?’


McGuiness’s watery blue eyes looked at him with surprise. ‘He was ma boss, man, I didna’ mind his business, and he didna’ mind mine.’


‘Was there anything odd about him? Any peculiarities?’


‘Aye, he was a good boss.’


‘Did he ever talk politics?’


McGuiness laughed. ‘He didna talk, mister. He was a doer not a clacker.’


‘Any regular visitors?’


‘Just the usual. Salesmen and suppliers.’


‘Girls or women?’


McGuiness looked annoyed. ‘The wee man was in his late fifties. Well past that sort of game.’


Bailey looked across the shop floor. ‘Any foreigners work here?’


‘Two Welsh and one Pakistani.’


He made a note of McGuiness’s home address and then left.


Bailey had searched Walters’ flat carefully and professionally. There was not only nothing to connect its late owner with spying or the KGB, but there was nothing that connected him with anything. Bailey had heaped the few personal things on the dining-table.


There was a current British passport nearing the end of its validity. Two or three French immigration stamps in it from five years back. All showed entry at Paris except one, and that was for Bordeaux. There was nothing more recent. The full details on the passport gave his name as James Fuller Walters. Born South Croydon, Surrey, 1 November 1919.


There were three books on playing chess, Doctor Spock on bringing up children, a thick green-bound Machinery Handbook, a small set of drawing and tracing instruments in a velvet-lined case that was well-made and fairly ancient. There was a small red-covered cash book that showed page after page of minor household expenditure on food and oddments. A full-sized Staunton chess set in ivory in an elaborate ebony case with a newish chess-board and a cheap miniature chess set that was all plastic and paper. There was a large brown envelope with a couple of dozen cuttings from newspapers. Most of them were small classified advertisements by individuals offering things like pianos or watches for sale. There were two large cuttings, both faded. The first was of a group of people standing at a war memorial and the second was a small item from a newspaper about Wandsworth Metal Fabrications, a local firm who were contributing to the export drive. It was Walters’ company.


There was a bundle of cashed cheques with two bank statements. One was for a deposit account that held £20,104 and the second was a current account that showed a credit balance of £1,401.75. The banked cheques seemed to be routine payments but the Special Branch accountancy experts could check those over.


The place was so neutral, like a superior prison cell or a monk’s retreat. No reading matter, not even a magazine or a newspaper, everything clean and in place, and no hint of the personality who had lived there. In the kitchen there had been no more than a week’s supply of anything and the china and utensils were for a maximum of two.


There had been very little in Walters’ clothes that he was wearing when he died. The appointments in the diary had been checked. They were all business appointments.


He had found the contractor who had invited Walters to the reception at the Polish Embassy. Mr Silver was helpful, but he didn’t add much.


‘We’d sent him invitations before but he didn’t go. He wasn’t that kind of man.’


‘You invite all your sub-contractors to these things?’


‘Usually. Depends on what the embassies say. It’s their party, not ours.’


‘And this time they suggested that sub-contractors should be invited?’


‘I expect so. We shouldn’t have asked him otherwise.’


‘Well thanks, Mr Silver. If you think of anything that might have caused this perhaps you’ll contact me.’


Bailey had left the Palmers, who lived in the flat below Walters, until last.


Palmer was a middle-grade official at the local authority, working in their housing department. His wife was a typist at an architect’s office near Putney Bridge.


Palmer was in his forties and his wife was about thirty. Bailey’s check through the local police only showed a routine pattern. One traffic offence, one disturbance with a neighbour over a bonfire. Well thought of by the local authority, and due for a promotion when the economic climate improved.


Bailey was offered, and accepted, the ritual cup of tea, and when they had all had a sip or two he got going.


‘You know about the tragedy upstairs?’


‘We saw what it said in the local paper. I gather you found his dead body and it looked like he might have killed himself.’


‘We’re pretty sure he did commit suicide and that means we have to make a few routine enquiries.’


‘Of course.’ Palmer pulled down his maroon sweater as if preparing for anything that might happen.


‘Did he have any visitors, any friends?’


Palmer looked quizzically at his wife and then at Bailey.


‘Apart from people delivering things or reading meters nobody ever came. We often talked about it. We invited him down here frequently. He only came two or three times.’


‘What sort of man was he?’


‘He was a nice man, very quiet, very gentle.’ Mrs Palmer held her husband’s hand as she spoke. And her husband took up her statement. ‘We sometimes wondered if he’d got some problem. We used to hear him walking up and down late at night. It wasn’t a nuisance or anything like that, not noisy, but it made the light swing a bit.’ Palmer leaned forward as if he were gaining confidence from talking. He turned to his wife: ‘D’you remember the gramophone record time?’ She nodded and looked at Bailey. ‘We’ve had many arguments about it. The first time he came down here we’d just had a new record-player and I played him some records. And there was one that he asked us to play twice.’ She smiled. ‘I always said that he’d had tears in his eyes when he heard it. John says I imagined it. But I didn’t.’ She ended defiantly.


‘What was the record?’


‘It was a song. In French. We’ve still got it. I’ll check. I couldn’t pronounce it anyway.’


She went over to a shelf and her husband poured more tea while they waited. ‘Here we are,’ she said, walking over to him and handing him the record. It was a ‘78’ of Josephine Baker. On one side she was singing ‘La Petite Tonkinoise’ and on the other ‘J’ai deux amours’. Bailey looked up smiling. ‘Can you remember which side it was that interested him?’


‘No, but I’d recognize it if I heard it. And John would. wouldn’t you, John?’


Bailey held out the record. ‘Try that side first.’ The record-player was opened, switched on and she lowered the arm on to the record. After a few bars they said almost in unison, ‘That’s it.’ And the sharp birdlike voice of Josephine Baker fluted the words as only she could: ‘… mon pays et Paris … j’ai deux amours …’ They were not interested enough to play it all through but the few bars had touched a button in Bailey’s mind. Touched but not pressed.


There had been nothing more that he had learned from the Palmers but he had left them a phone number where they could contact him.


There had been other things he had to do and it was three months later that he had been asked to the weekly liaison meeting of the various security agencies.


Bailey was only ‘in attendance’ and he had sat in the outer office for over an hour waiting for them to reach the point on the agenda headed ‘Walters, J. F. – security investigation’.


They were still talking about the previous case as he settled himself at the table with his file. It was Paynter’s turn to chair the meeting and he nodded in Bailey’s direction.


‘Commander Bailey has been doing the check on the little chap. As you know he cut his throat and that’s about the only indication we have had that he might have been doing something naughty. I think we may have frightened him into it. He was a quiet little nonentity and he must have panicked. If he had been in “the business” he wouldn’t have been so frightened or so stupid. I think we can close the file, but let’s hear what Bailey’s got to say.’


Bailey opened his file and looked briefly round the table as he spoke.


‘Gentlemen, I’ve been able to produce very little on this man. I was on the case exclusively for five weeks and I have spent time on it sporadically for a further three months. All the information I have gathered merely supports my own opinion that Walters was a quiet, inoffensive little man who lived a quiet life running his business. No visitors, no friends, a self-contained man. He had only been to the one embassy reception although he had been invited to several.’ He leaned back in his seat, pushing the file to one side: ‘I should have to spend a lot of time to get any more details. I’m pretty sure it’s not worth it.’


It was Lovegrove who leaned forward. ‘The MI5 man only said that he felt that Walters and Petrov had met before. It was just a professional instinct. Do you feel any such doubts?’


Bailey sat up in his chair ‘I suppose I do. Here was a man of fifty-eight or whatever he was. He didn’t do anything. Just went to work and came back again. No friends. No acquaintances even. Absolutely inoffensive. An ideal citizen. Barely noticed by anybody. No political connections, no anything. A grey mouse.’


‘No women or anything like that?’ asked Lovegrove.


‘Nothing. I suppose it’s the nothingness that challenges me, that makes me suspicious.’


‘Suspicious of what?’


‘I really don’t know.’


Paynter waited to see if any of the others wanted to speak, but there were no takers.


‘Can I take it, gentlemen, that we agree that we can close the file?’


Lovegrove nodded his head slowly as he fiddled with a pencil. He looked at Paynter then at Bailey. ‘Maybe we don’t close it. Let’s see if anything else comes up some time.’


Paynter looked at Bailey: ‘Agreed, Commander?’


‘Agreed, sir.’


‘I think I liked the old Lion House better.’


‘Why’s that?’


The small boy screwed up his nose and frowned.


‘It was easier to see them than here. And it’s all muddy. Lions don’t live in muddy places.’


‘They can spread themselves around more here.’


‘Daddy, why do they call lions, lions?’


‘It’s just their name. Like dogs are called dogs. Like you’re called Johnny.’


‘Mom says my name’s not Johnny it’s Jonathan.’


‘When you’re with me you’re Johnny.’


‘Sort of like Jekyll and Hyde?’


Bailey laughed.


‘Sort of. What d’you want to see next?’


‘The snakes.’


‘I thought you didn’t like snakes.’


‘I don’t. But I like to look at them.’


‘Let’s go and have a cuppa first.’


‘Can I have coke instead?’


‘Sure.’


They sat in the restaurant and Johnny fed crumbs to a sparrow that flew down to the table. Without turning his head the small boy said, ‘Why don’t you live with us any more?’


‘I thought your mother had explained.’


‘She did. But I don’t understand.’


‘What don’t you understand?’


‘She said you love another lady.’


‘That’s true.’


The blue eyes looked up at his face: ‘But Mummy said that lady died.’


‘She did.’


‘So why don’t you come back to us?’


‘I don’t think your mother would want that.’


‘Do you?’


‘I don’t think so, Johnny. It’s hard to explain to a small boy.’


‘Mummy said the trouble with you is you’re a romantic.’


‘Maybe she’s right.’


‘That’s kissing, isn’t it?’


Bailey smiled. ‘I guess so.’


‘And Mummy doesn’t like that sort of thing does she?’


‘Have you finished your coke?’


‘Yes.’


‘Let’s go and see those snakes then.’


It was nearly eight o’clock when Bailey got back to Kensington. He’d parked his car and taken a taxi to St James’s Park. He got out at the Buckingham Palace circle and walked to the bridge and then down to the Passport Office in Petty France. A Russian from the Trade Mission had defected that morning and he was to do the preliminary interview.
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He sat in the hedge with the others, looking up to where the full, white moon hung in an almost cloudless sky. The lights which made an inverted ‘L’ were in place but unlit, and his thumb lay across the button on his torch that would give the identification signal to the plane.


They had laid out a line that would give the pilot a cross-reference from the river that he could pick up at Mauroille. If it hadn’t been for London’s instructions the plane could have come straight in, but Baker Street must be in a touchy mood, they had insisted that before the pick-up there would be a check on the S-phone. The Gestapo and the SD had been blitzing the SOE networks in the last five weeks and London were taking no risks. With the S-phone you could talk from plane to ground by micro-wave and the voices would be as clear as a local telephone call. Clear enough to pick out an alien accent or the constricted throat that came from a Luger at the back of a man’s head.
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