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DEDICATION


One of the pleasures of being a writer is to be able to dedicate a book to a particular person or group. When I was writing this book an eleven-month-old baby was rushed to the local hospital at Pembury, seriously ill. The staff there feared that the baby may not survive the night. They appealed for the urgent help of a specialist team from Guy’s Hospital. This meant a fifty-mile ambulance journey through heavy traffic both ways. The Guy’s team didn’t wait for the baby to be brought to Guy’s but went down in the ambulance so that they could be treating the baby during the return journey to London. Cutting a long and harrowing story short, they saved the baby’s life. The specialist team were Dr Andrew Durwood, Dr Cleave Gass and Staff Nurse Eliza Matthews. The Caleb Ward for Intensive Care at Guy’s was their support unit. This is their book as a thank you to the team, Guy’s and the NHS. And a small cuddle for the baby – my grandson Sam Parfitt.




AUTHOR’S NOTE


I can still remember vividly the months after the surrender in 1945 when my unit and I were combing our area of Germany for Nazis and other naughty boys. We were very busy. But I can remember having to give up fifteen minutes of my precious time to an elderly German lady who was protesting about the arrest of her grandson. She gave me a picture of an ideal son, husband and grandson who wouldn’t hurt a fly. She was wearing one of those toque hats with a bird’s feather and a bunch of cherries on it. And it dawned on me that she was the spitting image of my grandma and if the war had gone the other way it would have been me the elderly lady was talking about. Incidentally, her grandson was in the Gestapo and a pretty nasty fellow.


I suppose the most enduring lesson I learned from those days was that there wasn’t all that much difference between German intelligence officers, KGB men and me. We had all been recruited and trained in much the same way. (Give or take a few national idiosyncrasies.) And this was underlined in my mind by the fact that for some years after the war and after I had left the services I got more Christmas cards from men I’d arrested and interrogated than from others. Could be a reflection on my character of course.


So I’ve written this novel to illustrate this point, to show the relationship between three men. One a renegade CIA man who sold the secrets of the CIA to the KGB for $4,000,000, the second a CIA officer trying to convict him, and the third the KGB officer who ‘ran’ the ‘mole’. Some aspects of this novel are loosely based on the real-life case of the traitor, Aldrich Ames.




About the Book
   

The central strand of this book, and some aspects of the characters of Art and Maria Jarvis, reflect the case of Aldrich Ames. But the book is a novel, and I would like to make it clear that the characters and incidents are my own invention, not based (beyond that starting-point) on any real persons and events. In particular, those of my characters who are depicted as holding official or diplomatic positions in the USA and other countries are not intended to depict the people actually holding these positions at the time, nor are my characters’ actions to be attributed to those people.




Treason against the United States shall consist only in levying war against them, or in adhering to their enemies, giving them aid and comfort. No person shall be convicted of treason unless on the testimony of two witnesses to the same overt act, or on confession in open court. The Congress shall have power to declare the punishment of treason; but no attainder of treason shall work corruption of blood, or forfeiture except during the life of the person attainted.


CONSTITUTION OF THE UNITED STATES


Art. III, 1789


 


 


The right of the people to be secure in their persons, houses, papers, and effects, against unreasonable searches and seizures, shall not be violated, and no Warrants shall issue, but upon probable cause, supported by Oath or affirmation, and particularly describing the place to be searched, and the persons or things to be seized.


CONSTITUTION OF THE UNITED STATES


Amendment IV




PART ONE




Chapter 1


Yuri Volkov was thirty-nine and undoubtedly handsome. He had just been promoted and that meant he could choose to drink genuine Glenfiddich instead of vodka. The pretty stewardess had brought him an extra miniature whisky as soon as they were airborne. Because of his good looks he would have had much the same treatment from the Aeroflot cabin crew even if they hadn’t been tipped off that he was a KGB VIP. It worked even with men. His mother and several of her women friends had said, when he was younger, that he was the image of Cary Grant. Despite his looks he was not a vain man and if he had to decide then he saw himself as more of a José Carreras. But for him what really mattered was what Fomenko thought of him. Fomenko had listened intently to his report on the ‘agents of influence’ that he had cultivated in Washington and New York. But Fomenko could only be described as an aggressive listener. Never a sign of his reaction to what was said. Not a raised eyebrow, not even pursed lips, but just that magnificent head that looked as if it had been sculpted out of granite and which never responded. When Volkov had said his piece Fomenko had stood up and rung for his assistant to take him back to the hotel. But the next day he was notified of his promotion and was taken that evening to a reception at the French Embassy where he had been introduced to Gorbachev who shook his hand but barely glanced at him. But it wasn’t the men in the Kremlin who mattered these days. It was the men in Dzherdzinski Square who knew how the levers of power were manipulated. He wasn’t going to disappoint them.


Like a good many charmers Volkov was very perceptive and aware where people were concerned. He would have made a successful con-man but he used his talent patriotically. He used it to find people of influence who might be persuaded, but not overtly, to adopt a sympathetic attitude towards the Soviet Union, its policies and its people. He himself had become very partial to blueberry pie and maybe he could make his American contacts discover a taste for piroshki. His predecessor had been a disaster. He had carried out the instructions they had given him at the training course in Moscow. It was the hard-sell route and it didn’t work. It never had worked. Volkov had done two years in the States as a Fulbright scholar nominated from Leningrad University which he had never even visited let alone attended. After the Fulbright he had toured the country, working in bars, delis and drug stores with a little money and full blessing from Moscow. Americans, he knew, were masters of the hard-sell. They knew it inside out and could recognise it a mile off. And they didn’t like it done on themselves. The hard-sell was for suckers and country bumpkins. His way was very soft-sell. There were good points to every political system he would say, and anyway people had a right to choose for themselves. OK, capitalism could cause unemployment but you can’t be right all the time. Even Moscow Dynamo don’t always win.


He had slept for most of the flight after the stop-over at London and they’d had to queue to land at Dulles because of snow, but eventually he was presenting his passport at the Immigration desk. The INS officer leafed carefully through the pink pages of the Russian passport whose cover still displayed the gold-blocked CCCP despite the fact that the Soviet Union no longer existed. He could have claimed a diplomatic passport but all KGB officers avoided them. Russian diplomatic passports were gone over in fine detail at Immigration desks all over the world. The Soviets had routinely abused them in the past and they now merely attracted official attention without any privileges. Not even courtesy. Customs were their usually bloody selves. Despite only having two cases they’d made him open them and take everything out. When they saw the three film cans they perked up but couldn’t read the labels because they were in Russian.


‘What are these?’


‘A film.’


‘You mean three cans for one film?’


‘Yeah. It’s 35mm. Black and white. It’s a classic film.’


‘What makes it a classic?’


‘It’s very old. It was made in 1925. This copy is only on loan. It was made by a guy called Sergei Eisenstein.’


‘That the guy who invented the thing about space?’


‘No. That was Einstein.’


‘Let’s have a look at it. Just open the top one.’


Carefully Volkov broke the tape and eased off the lid, uncoiling a few feet of the film. The Customs man held it up to the light.


‘What’s the film about?’


‘A battleship. The film’s called The Battleship Potemkin.’


‘What’s Potemkin mean?’


‘It was a Russian admiral’s name.’


‘Why are you bringing it in?’


‘It’s for showing to the Arts Club at the Library of Congress.’


‘OK. Wrap it up again.’


And the magic chalk marks went on both bags. It passed through his mind that you could electronically print information in the space under the film sprockets but it faded from his mind as he waited for a taxi to the embassy. It was 9 a.m. when he got to the embassy. The ambassador wanted to see him immediately.


For over an hour he sat retailing the bits and pieces of Kremlin gossip. Watching his words carefully and omitting the more scabrous episodes so that neither he nor His Excellency could be accused of plotting revolution if some creep had activated the bugs in the private office.


Back in his own office Volkov went through his diary for the week ahead. Lunch was with the secretary of a Republican Senator and in the evening there was a cocktail party at the British Embassy, followed by dinner with a congressman from one of the mid-west areas who was interested in an exchange visit between Soviet pig-farmers and his farming constituents. Volkov’s cover function was as Senior Press Attaché to the embassy and that gave him considerably more freedom of movement and contacts than any other members of the embassy staff. The routine of actual press contacts and supplying of information was handled by his assistant who was not KGB.


It was just after 4 p.m. when he got the call from Komsky.


‘Yuri. We’ve got a dangler.’


‘What kind?’


‘American. Middle-aged. Says he’s CIA.’


‘Where is he?’


‘In the reception hall.’


‘Put him in the annex and I’ll look him over.’


The annex was a small room full of concealed mikes and a wide-angle video camera concealed in the ornate central chandelier. Volkov stood at the spy-hole looking at the man. The dangler. The name all intelligence agencies gave to people who walked into embassies or offices and offered their services as informants or agents. The man he watched was seemingly at ease, with no indications of nervousness. That was a bad sign. Bogdanov was going to deal with him and see what it was all about. It was routine procedure to treat all danglers as plants, but Moscow had made clear that they were very interested in getting a mole established in the CIA or the FBI.




Chapter 2


Art Jarvis stood looking in the mirror at his face. Dulcie had sometimes called him ‘rat-face’ when she was in one of her tantrums. Poking fun at the glasses that gave him an owl-like look and the carefully clipped moustache that he felt gave his nondescript face a touch of character. He and Dulcie had had a twelve-year childless marriage. She too had been part-time employed by the CIA. But the short spell that he had spent in Mexico City had solved that problem. It was in Mexico City that he met a Colombian woman – Maria dos Santos. They would marry as soon as his divorce was final. He moved away from the mirror and looked out of the window at the dreary landscape of houses and apartment blocks that was Falls Church, Virginia. He had no choice. He had to do something fundamental about his life. Living in a one-bedroom apartment was not Maria’s idea of how life should be lived. It wasn’t his either, but the divorce settlement had been devastating. 300 dollars a month for the next four years, 33,500 dollars to pay off their outstanding debts. All out of a salary of 60,000 dollars a year at the CIA. No house, still paying off the car and he and Maria had already accumulated thousands of dollars in bills. He wanted out from this life. He needed fate to wave its magic wand and fate had never waved much in his direction. But at last he knew exactly how to get what he wanted. His meeting with Bogdanov at the Mayflower Hotel would be the start of the new life.


By lunch time, in his office at Langley, Art Jarvis had convinced himself that he was capable of deceiving both the CIA and the KGB. Two KGB men had recently approached the CIA offering to work for the agency. The agency had immediately classified them as ‘plants’ by the KGB. But they could be his passport into the KGB. Revealing them to the KGB would be doing no harm to anyone. The KGB already knew they were ‘plants’. They had ‘planted’ them themselves. But it would show that he was offering real information that they knew was true. That would be his entrance fee into the KGB.


The meeting with Bogdanov was arranged for 4 p.m. that afternoon and he left Langley an hour early and after parking his car at a garage he had a couple of drinks at a bar to boost his courage.


At the Mayflower Hotel’s bar he had waited until 5 p.m., sustained by a couple of vodkas, and half angry and half despondent he finally decided to go ahead by the direct route. To the Soviet Embassy itself.


Several FBI agents who continuously monitored the comings and goings at the embassy saw him enter the ornate doorway and go into the reception hall. None of the FBI men recognised him.


Inside the embassy he gave a sealed package to the duty officer at the reception desk. It was addressed to Bogdanov and contained three documents. The first was a report on the two KGB officers who had offered their services to the CIA. The second document was a photocopy from the personnel directory of the Soviet division at the CIA. His own name and status as ‘chief, counter-intelligence branch’ was highlighted. The third document was a request for 50,000 dollars. He left immediately after he had handed over the package.


As he crossed Sixteenth Street to get back to the garage he looked at his digital watch. It was 5.25 p.m. and the date was 16 April 1985.


It had been nearly three weeks before he was contacted again by the KGB and it was 15 May 1985 when he visited the embassy for the second time.


He was shown into an annex and after a five-minute wait a man came into the room. He put his fingers to his lips and handed him a note. The note said that they agreed and that the man with him would be his controller. They would contact him the following day to arrange a meeting. His controller would be a senior KGB officer named Volkov. Yuri Volkov.




Chapter 3


They had met as arranged in the Club Car lounge at the Howard Johnson’s Motor Lodge and then moved to the hotel’s Lamplighter Room. As they ate they exchanged gossip about people they knew in the intelligence agencies. Volkov was surprised at the knowledge his contact had of KGB men in New York and Moscow as well as those in Washington. They agreed a meeting place in two weeks’ time and they discussed in detail their means of communication. The Russians were obviously wedded to their traditional trade-craft of chalk marks on fences, derelict buildings, toilets and brick walls. Volkov had already checked out suitable sites and provided a list with black and white photographs and a variety of recognition signals and acknowledgments of receipt of information. They had agreed that their code-names would be BELL for the American and Volkov’s code-name would be THRUSH. Just before they left Volkov passed over a cigar box with its Cuban seal intact.


Volkov took a taxi back down-town and Jarvis had driven to his apartment. When he opened the cigar box he carefully counted out the money. There were five hundred 100-dollar bills. Fifty thousand dollars. They’d paid what he asked for. The plan had worked. So simple and yet so effective. He’d say nothing to Maria about it and put it into a separate account. Suddenly the dark clouds hanging over him had cleared and at last the sun was shining. Arthur Jarvis went to bed that night a happy man.


It was 3 a.m. when he woke and reached for the bedside lamp to look at his watch. He rubbed his face and swung his legs out of the bed and stood up slowly. There was something wrong. Something to be worried about. Something different. And then he remembered Volkov and the money. And as he walked slowly into the kitchen he said in a whisper, ‘For Christ’s sake. What have I done?’ And suddenly the significance of what he had done made him close his eyes, his hand reaching out to the refrigerator door to steady himself. He’d gone over that line that marked the difference between foolishness and treason. He’d done it deliberately, but what scared him was the realisation that there was no going back. He’d done it. He’d taken their money and they had him now. He took a deep breath, opened the refrigerator door and took out the pack of milk and poured out half a glass and pulled up a chair to the kitchen table. He could keep it under control. He was smarter than both agencies. He saw their stupidities every day. He was swilling out the glass at the sink when the real blow fell. The CIA moles. KGB and GRU men who were working for the CIA. There were at least a dozen of them and they were bound to hear the news, the rumours, the hints that a top CIA man was doing a double-cross with the Soviets. No matter how tight the security one of them could pick up his name and pass it around. And that would be it. Finish, kaput. He knew from experience how the word would have got around in the CIA if it had been the other way round. When James Angleton had been the Director of the CIA he had been paranoid about his theory that there was a KGB mole inside the CIA.


The more he thought about it the more obvious the solution appeared. He must get those CIA moles exposed and dealt with immediately. Volkov would be staggered by the names and his own standing with the Russians would be rock-solid. He looked at his watch. It was 4 a.m. He dressed, left a note for the sleeping Maria and drove to Langley.


Volkov had a new office. A suite in fact. A fair-sized room with a table and chairs for meetings, a smaller, private room with armchairs, a small refrigerator, bookshelves and an ICOM R9000 multi-band radio with an aerial off the main feed. The third room was an office with computer, modem, three phones, one of them internal and the red one with a high-grade scrambler, a metal desk and folding chair for an assistant.


He sat at the table in the meeting room with the report on Arthur Jarvis, material that had been thrown up from surfing through Moscow’s database on CIA personnel. Most of it appeared to be no more than gossip but the KGB were as keen on gossip as the National Enquirer. Experience told them that gossip was a good source of information if the reader or analyst knew the background well enough.


The full name was Arthur Casey Jarvis. Born June 1942, the son of a CIA man, he had worked for the CIA all his life. He had been some sort of clerk when he joined in 1957 but after ten years in one job or another Arthur Jarvis had become a fully-fledged spy in the service of his country. He had been posted to Ankara, Mexico City and New York in counter-intelligence sections, but both the local and Moscow KGB reports had merely registered his existence. The official analysis pointed out that his lack of impact in the agency was mirrored by the fact that the CIA itself had been going through a bad patch during those years. With Directors of widely different attitudes appointed, the agency had suffered disorganisation and low morale. The main area to suffer was counter-intelligence and it had become a dumping ground for misfits and those who were reckoned to not have what it takes to make it in the world of actual intelligence. In the fall of 1983 Jarvis had been appointed as head of counter-intelligence in the CIA’s Soviet division. There were no reports in the KGB files of anything more than his various appointments. He was not reckoned to be of any real danger or significance to KGB operations in the USA. The only personal items were that he had an unhappy marriage and a serious drinking problem. A hand-written note claimed that Jarvis spoke some Russian.


The only up-to-date item was a grainy black and white photograph of the building that housed Jarvis’s rented apartment in Falls Church, Arlington.


There was a separate sheet with a single paragraph about a woman who had been seen with Jarvis, named Maria, which also recorded that the KGB office in Mexico City was sure that she did part-time work for the local CIA group.


Volkov pushed the report to one side and lit a cigarette. He hadn’t found Jarvis an easy man to deal with. Volkov was used to more sophisticated Americans, people who could talk and argue. Nevertheless the wretched man had delivered the goods. The information had been of no positive use to them but at least it had established the man’s knowledge of what went on in the CIA and the potential value of other things he could tell them. Fifty thousand bucks was way over the top but Moscow had seemed desperate to recruit a potential mole in the CIA.


The other thing that he needed to find out was Jarvis’s motivation. He was almost certain that it was solely money. Jarvis had shown no interest in anything ideological. It would be interesting to see how long it would be before Jarvis came back for more.


He reached across for the personal letters that had come from the diplomatic bag. One was from his mother. She was a doctor specialising in what people referred to as ‘women’s problems’. His father had been an administrator with the Bolshoi ballet company for some years but was now a well-established film director specialising in historical romances which left him free of the hazards of whatever was the current political correctness. With his father frequently away on location and his mother occupied at the hospital, the marriage was successful by virtue of its lack of domesticity. Neither of them had commented on his choice of career but his mother still referred to the KGB as the Cheka, the name of its terrifying predecessor. He guessed that the snub was intentional. The family home was an apartment over an art shop in the Arbat and despite the cracks about the Cheka his mother knew that without the influence of her son they would never have got such a large, central apartment. She was diffidently reminding him in her note that their residency would need renewed approval in a few months’ time. He made a note to get his secretary to phone the ministry in Moscow direct.


The second letter was confirmation from Personnel at Dzherdzinski Square of his promotion and the last one was a hand-written note from Fomenko, instructing him to report to him directly on his handling of their new recruit. It confirmed that there was no limit to payment if the man produced what they wanted. Volkov’s reports to Ambassador Komsky should be diplomatic but uninformative. This was a Moscow operation and Komsky had been notified of its top-secret status.


By the time Arthur Jarvis had driven to Langley and made his way up to his office, the edge had gone off his panic and he cleared his desk carefully to accommodate the files. He decided to limit his first revelations to only two of the KGB’s defectors. Oleg Gordievsky working for SIS in London and Sergei Bokhan in Athens, who was GRU not KGB. His package included a variety of documents, some were copies but many were originals. They were all top secret. At lunch-time he put a mark on the mail-box at the corner of R Street and Thirty-Seventh and then drove to a stone bridge off the Little Falls Parkway leaving the package in an empty packet of Kellogg’s All Bran covered with a stone and a few twigs. He drove back to his office and three hours later he checked the mail-box and saw that the check-mark had been removed, and when he was almost home he drove slowly by the row of small garages and saw that the door of the second garage was half-open. They had already picked up the package.


There was a routine prearranged meeting with Volkov at a coffee shop near the National Theatre three days later and Volkov was obviously pleased with what was in the package.


‘Tell me something, Art. Why are you helping us? You don’t strike me as a convinced Marxist.’


Jarvis smiled. ‘Let me ask you a question that answers your question.’


Volkov shrugged. ‘OK. Go ahead.’


‘Have you got a package for me?’


‘Yeah.’


‘How much is in it?’


‘A hundred grand in bills.’


‘I’ve got another nine or ten names with documentation if you’re interested.’


‘We’re interested, Art. All the way.’


‘I need money, old pal. A lot of money. And I need it soon.’


‘Have you got a problem, Art? Maybe we could help.’


Jarvis laughed. ‘I just need the cash. I got commitments.’ Then his face was solemn. ‘Say three times today’s packet. How would that be?’


‘No problem.’


‘How long after I pass you the documents?’


‘Four, five days. Just enough time to make a rough assessment. Not longer.’


‘How about we meet here in two weeks’ time? Same day, same time?’


‘Let’s make it same day, same time but at the Hampshire. In the bar.’


‘OK by me.’


‘The brief-case is by the leg of my chair. You take it and leave. I’ll settle the bill.’


Volkov sat and drank another coffee before he left. Jarvis had obviously been drinking before they met and that could be a problem. Drinking because you liked the booze was one thing, drinking because you were under stress was dangerous.


Gordievsky in London and Bokhan in Athens were both ordered back to Moscow for urgent meetings. Bokhan didn’t go back and was believed to have taken a flight to Nairobi. Gordievsky went back and was arrested and interrogated for several days. He managed to get news to his British intelligence controllers who smuggled him out of the Soviet Union via Finland in the boot of a car.


Jarvis used three discarded plastic bags with Safeway logos to hold the thick batches of documents. Again many of them were originals rather than copies and he had difficulty in getting the plastic bags into his brief-case. The CIA had stopped searching employees several years earlier when some barrack-room lawyer had claimed that searches were an infringement of individual rights, and the top brass had gone for peace at any price. So he walked with his precious load to the carpark, with no expectation of being stopped and searched. It was incredible that the agency responsible for the security of the United States could be so naif and irresponsible.


When he handed over the plastic bags to Volkov in the wash-room of the Hampshire Hotel he was sure that he was from then on part of the KGB rather than the CIA. And for the first time in his life Arthur Jarvis felt that at last he was being fully respected and valued.


Even without knowing what was in the plastic bags Volkov knew instinctively that he was handling and controlling the most valuable asset the KGB had ever had.


Fomenko was sitting in the VIP section at the Moscow Dynamo ground. Moscow Dynamo, both the team and the grounds, had always been owned by the KGB and Fomenko was watching a night game. A ‘friendly’ international between Russia and Georgia. He was annoyed as his assistant shuffled past the others and bent to whisper in his ear.


‘What is it, Josef? Can’t I even watch a bloody football match in peace?’


‘There was a package for you in the Washington diplomatic bag. Jaworski had a look at the contents. He says it’s so good you won’t believe it until you see it. He says it can’t wait.’


Fomenko cursed softly as he eased himself upright and nodded to people he knew as he made his way along the row of seats and out of the stand, down the concrete stairway to where a car was waiting for him.


It was late Spring and there was still snow piled up in the gutters but Fomenko had been born and brought up in Novosobirsk, the capital of Siberia, and he was barely aware of snow and cold. He wondered what was in the stuff from Washington. He hadn’t met the man but his instinct and experience told him that Volkov’s new man was going to be a winner.


It was 6 a.m. when Fomenko drank his last cup of coffee and waited until the signals section confirmed that his orders and comments had been received in Washington. It was two closely-typed pages but when it had been encoded and they used the fast transmission tapes, the whole lot only took four seconds on air.


The stuff from Volkov was incredible. Actual original reports and operational details, copies of signals and evaluations of results and methods of operation of eight men. Eight traitors. Six in the KGB and two with military intelligence, the GRU. No doubt about any of it. Barely any need to interrogate the bastards. The men stationed in Moscow were already under arrest and he had sent trusted operators to bring back Smetanin from Lisbon and Varennik from Vienna. There were two others whom he would leave in place until the dust had settled from the first arrests. They were too near to the Washington operation to deal with now. But they could stew.


It was getting light when he was driven through the Moscow streets to his apartment behind the Manege Museum. By the end of the week all but two of the CIA’s moles exposed in Volkov’s material had been executed in the cellars of the Lubyanka, the KGB’s own prison that had once been the head office of an insurance company.


Fomenko’s quick reaction and retribution on the traitors was understandable but ill-thought out. It was bad trade-craft. It could give a signal to watchers on the other side. A bad decision was made worse when Fomenko’s most senior assistant misunderstood Fomenko’s restriction on dealing with the two KGB traitors in the USA. This meant that Sergei Motorin at the Washington Embassy never got the hi-fi set-up that was to be part of his reward, and Boris Yuzhin, a KGB colonel whose cover was as a journalist in San Francisco, was lured to Moscow and spent five years in a Gulag camp near Arkangelsk.




Chapter 4


Walker picked up the phone and pressed the security button.


‘Yeah.’


‘Billy, I think you’d better come over and have a look at one of the airport videos with us.’


‘Is it urgent?’


‘I’m not sure. I think so.’


‘OK. I’ll come over.’


Walker closed and locked his safe and looked around the room. There was a drive on personal security at the moment. As he walked along the corridor he wondered what they’d got. It could only be an Aeroflot flight for them to draw him in. All passengers on Aeroflot flights and landings were covertly videoed and where possible identified from the passenger manifest. Collins did the job very thoroughly but had a tendency to zoom in on pretty girls with big boobs. He claimed it was one of the perks of the job.


The lights were on in the small projection room and Collins was checking the connection from the camera to the TV. When he saw Walker he pointed to one of the empty chairs.


‘What have you got this time?’


Collins frowned. ‘There’s a guy I’ve got down as notifiable to you. A guy from the Soviet Embassy named Motorin. I’ve checked his file and he’s listed as a Special.’


‘What flight is he on?’


‘It was the evening Aeroflot flight to Moscow.’


‘Does it stop at Shannon?’


‘Yeah, but only for refuelling.’


‘So what’s the problem?’


‘He’s with another guy from their embassy and it looks to me as if the Motorin guy is being hijacked.’


Walker said quietly. ‘OK. Run it through.’


When the lights went down the video came up. The first shots were of passengers checking-in at the desk and then seated passengers in the flight-call waiting area. A different camera came on covering the Aeroflot VIP lounge. Finally continuous shots of the passengers handing over boarding-cards and entering the access tunnel to the plane. Sergei Motorin was in all the sequences and looked as if he had been drugged. Walker didn’t recognise the man with him but he was built like the proverbial out-house and he stayed close to Motorin all the time. There was no doubt that Motorin was under close escort. He even gave one brief despairing look over his shoulder before his companion hustled him into the tunnel.


Motorin had been supplying Walker with information for about four months. Mainly technical stuff on new tank designs. They had obviously rumbled him, and Walker had no doubts about what the Russian’s fate would be when he got to Moscow. Arrested at Sheremetyevo and a car to Dzherdzinski Square. Four days of rough stuff and then the chop. He’d need to let Getz and the others know what was going on. Getz might want to have a brain-storming session on where Motorin’s security had broken down.


When Moscow Dynamo lost, Fomenko would dismiss any criticism on the grounds that they just didn’t get the run of the ball, and although it didn’t seem like it, the ball didn’t run for Fomenko himself ten days after he got the package from Volkov.


Just after dark three men seized a man who was loitering in a Moscow park. His name was Paul Stombaugh, he was an American and a CIA agent who had been waiting for his asset, a top Soviet scientist, to meet him in the park. The CIA unit at the US Embassy heard the news on the grapevine an hour after Stombaugh was thrown into the Lubyanka. For the CIA it was a disaster, and when the coded message was passed to Langley everyone went on high alert.


The information that led to Stombaugh’s arrest had not come from Arthur Jarvis’s material but the loss of two informants in a couple of weeks had made the protagonists of ‘the KGB mole inside the CIA’ theory win the day at the rather scrappy meeting that had been cobbled together to consider the situation.


Larry Getz was looking for a copy of The Catcher in the Rye at Crown Books’ place on K Street when his pager blipped. Friends kept telling him he ought to have read it years ago. He looked at the digital display and said ‘Shit’ but not out loud. He walked back to the street and dialled the number on his mobile. It was the DO’s direct line, and it was O’Hara himself who answered.


‘Yeah.’


‘Larry Getz, sir. You paged me.’


‘Where are you?’


‘Downtown. K Street.’


‘I wanna talk with you. Let’s make it about 5 p.m. In my office. OK?’


‘I’ll be there, sir.’


O’Hara, Director of Operations, looked like someone put up by Central Casting to play the part of the white-haired sheriff who drove the villains out of town. Rumour had it that he was one of Ronald Reagan’s buddies when the President was active in union politics and O’Hara was at the FBI’s Los Angeles office.


He waved Getz to one of the visitors’ chairs in front of his desk.


‘What are you dealing with at the moment, Larry?’


‘I’ve almost completed a survey of our security – physical, telephonic, documentary and communications in general.’


‘What’s it look like?’


Getz shuffled and hesitated and O’Hara said, ‘Don’t edit for me. I want the truth.’


Getz shrugged. ‘It’s a miracle we survive. There’s not a single area in which our security is even adequate. We leak like a sieve all over the place.’


‘Where do you put the blame?’


‘All over, but especially at the top. Morale is bad, even among the old hands.’


‘Why?’


‘No clear policy, policy changes that throw the whole machine into confusion.’ He shrugged. ‘Conflicting orders. A classic case of too many cooks.’ He paused. ‘And of course the constant rumour that there’s a Soviet “mole” right here in Langley.’


‘Are you making any recommendations?’


‘No. That’s not in my brief.’


‘Are you quoting examples and naming names?’


‘Examples, yes. Names, no.’


‘What about the Congressional Intelligence Committee?’


‘Nothing to complain of there. It’s just that their quite sensible recommendations don’t get carried out. The faults are inside here, sir. And widespread.’


O’Hara sighed, and nodded, pausing before he said, ‘I want you to take on a new job.’ He smiled wryly. ‘It doesn’t even have a job title but the specification is quite clear.’ He paused. ‘As you’ve said there have always been voices, quite influential voices, claiming that there must be a KGB mole somewhere in the agency.’ He shrugged. ‘I can’t believe it but I’m not going to ignore it.’ He looked at Getz. ‘Forget everything else. Just find me that mole. Take as long as you need. There’s no sweat. But if there is a mole I want that asshole skinned alive. You understand?’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘If anybody gets in your way, tell me. If there are resources you need, tell me and you’ll get them.’


‘When do you want me to start?’


‘You’ve started.’


O’Hara stood up and walked round his desk. ‘You know we just lost two of our Soviet assets?’


‘I heard rumours.’


‘Well it’s a fact.’ He smiled. ‘But we’ll stop the bastards one way or another.’


‘Where shall I work from?’


‘See Facilities and pick whatever facilities you want. But don’t hang around.’ He held up two crossed fingers. ‘We need some luck. Not much. Just enough.’


O’Hara’s luck was at that very moment making his way cautiously through the crowded streets of Rome to the capital’s main railway station, Stazione Termini, hoping to lose any pursuers in the throng of early-morning travellers. Another half-mile and he would be safe. The half-mile stroll took him to the Ambasciatore Palace Hotel on the Via Veneto. In the hotel lobby he dialled the number of the US Embassy which was directly across the street from the hotel. The man was Vitaly Yurchenko, recently promoted to deputy chief of the First Department of the First Chief Directorate of the KGB, and in charge of all operations against the United States and Canada. He spoke passable English and looked more American than Russian.


As always with a potential defector the CIA man who interviewed him at the embassy asked him right away if he knew of any KGB penetration of the CIA. When Yurchenko said yes, a call went through within minutes to Langley. He said he also knew of an informant inside the NSA, the US radio and telephone monitoring agency.


The Rome report was read over to O’Hara who issued orders for Yurchenko to be flown over to the States by the US Air Force via Naples and Frankfurt to Andrews Air Force Base near Washington. O’Hara decided to stick to the rules and notify the FBI, and then wondered who should handle the Russian for the debriefing. He chose Arthur Jarvis because he spoke some Russian and ordered him to meet Yurchenko at Andrews Base and take him over.


Jarvis was horrified when he got the news of a top KGB officer defecting and apparently ready to talk about a KGB mole inside the CIA. He tried not to envisage the scene at Andrews with the Russian pointing him out as Moscow’s mole in the CIA. With his high position in the KGB Yurchenko could well have been told in confidence of the CIA man who was feeding them information by the bagful. Arthur Jarvis took his usual route to oblivion and went to bed so drunk that he nearly missed the alarm-call the next morning for his drive to Andrews Air Base.
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