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If you think we are worked by strings,


Like a Japanese marionette,


You don’t understand these things:


It is simply Court etiquette.


Perhaps you suppose this throng


Can’t keep it up all day long?


If that’s your idea, you’re wrong.


—W.S. Gilbert




NOTE


This book reflects a struggle going on in the world of intelligence between those who deny the usefulness of agents, contractors, case officers and all the other personnel involved in the business of espionage and those who defend the worth of HUMINT (human intelligence and analysis) in the face of the technological revolution.


The New York Times gathered estimates by intelligence officials who agree that 85 percent of all information gained by the various U.S. intelligence agencies comes from ELINT (electronic signal intelligence), SIGINT (signal intelligence), PHOTINT (photo intelligence), RADINT (radar intelligence) and all the “hardware” sources, opposed to the information gained by spies (HUMINT).


Intelligence analyst Walter Laqueur noted in A World of Secrets that “the need for HUMINT has not decreased, but it has become fashionable to denigrate the importance of human assets because technical means are politically and intellectually more comfortable. On the other hand, the opportunities for hostile intelligence agents operating in democratic societies are incomparably greater than for their Western counterparts.”


In 1985, there was a furious exchange of spies between East and West before the Reagan–Gorbachev summit. In every case of a mole’s “defection” to his true side, another agent in the field was picked up by the side sinned against. In one bizarre case, a Soviet KGB agent who “defected” West later “redefected” to the Soviet embassy in Washington, claiming he had been kidnapped. Central Intelligence Agency denied his claims. In 1986, a Chinese double agent buried inside CIA claimed he had worked for China for two decades to improve relations between the countries and not for monetary gain—though he had to take the money to convince the Chinese he was a legitimate traitor. He committed suicide, according to official reports, by putting a plastic bag over his head in his cell and voluntarily suffocating himself.


These things are all true; these things are all reflected in this book.


—Bill Granger




PROLOGUE


The Edge of the World


In a little while, she had to go away. There were assignments in the East, in the Philippines, then back to Washington … She gave him the itinerary, she fussed about him. It was a way of making love to him.


This was the other way. Rita moved beneath him and her belly bumped his belly. They were tangles of arms, they were tastes and smells; they mingled with each other. Devereaux was never so lost as when he made love to her. Never so abandoned. There were no cold places in him when he made love to her. He cried out like a lost child when he came. She held his shuddering body with legs, arms, hands, pressed him into her. She closed her eyes very tight to feel the wonder of this very common act they shared with nearly every other member of the species.


Let me be lost in you.


They shivered in pleasure in each other and then fell away like flowers thrown on a still pond. They never spoke when they made love; lovemaking was too true for words. He didn’t trust words. Words lied. You could say anything.


And they both heard the telephone ringing from the next room, though it was in the middle of the morning, in Lausanne, at the edge of the world they had fled from …




ONE


Hanley’s Discovery


“Tired,” Hanley said on the third Tuesday in February. He repeated the word several times to himself, alone in his windowless cubicle that was the office of the director of operations. He blinked, looked around at the white walls of the cold, bare room, and said the word again. It was as though everything familiar to him had drained his life away.


He said the word again to Miss Smurtty in the outer office and by then he had his hat on. He shrugged into his overcoat as he walked along the hall to the elevator bank on the sixth floor. He repeated the word to the security policeman at the elevator bank. The policeman said nothing.


Hanley said the word like a man searching memory for words to a song at the edge of the mind.


He went home and it wasn’t even noon yet.


He took to his bed.


Each morning thereafter, he called in by nine. He talked to the same woman in personnel and recorded his absence. He said he was ill because he felt so tired. He explained to the woman in personnel how tired he felt. And he stayed out sick the rest of the month of February. It was the first time in twenty-one years that Hanley had missed a day of work.


He was the good civil servant. As director of operations for R Section, he had a love for the Section that transcended mere identification with a job or mission.


The tiredness colored all his thoughts. He would lie in bed at night and listen to the roar of traffic beneath his apartment windows. He lived on the third floor of a large apartment building at the juncture of Massachusetts and Wisconsin avenues in northwest Washington. The rooms were large and airy but all the light was gray because it was spring in Washington and always raining.


Hanley sat by the window in his apartment in the afternoons and looked down at the cars climbing up the hill from DuPont Circle and around the Naval Observatory grounds where the Vice President’s white house sat in splendid isolation. Hanley thought too much. He thought about the Vice President having a better view and neighborhood to live in than the President trapped in the tangle of the central city. Hanley thought the traffic was very thick and very loud; it was like undergrowth around a neglected house. The weeds had grown and grown until one day there was nothing to be done but burn them off and tear the old house down and start again.


Hanley wept when he thought such things.


He had been growing more and more tired for weeks before he decided to take sick leave. Dr. Thompson’s pills did not seem to help him but he took them with precise faithfulness. He was a man of habits. He was cold and thin and his voice was flat as the Nebraska plains he had come from.


He thought of the child he had been. He wept when he thought of himself.


Once in a while he thought he would have to get better. He was director of operations for R Section and that meant he was director of spies. The master of the marionettes. But he was ill now and the spies were being left to dance without direction. This couldn’t go on. It mustn’t go on.


On March 1, the doctor came.


Dr. Thompson was vetted twice a year. He had taken his annual lie detector test in January. He was thirty-four years old and very nearly incompetent, which is why he was only employable by a government agency. Before joining the Section, he had nearly been stripped of his license to practice in his native Oregon because of some damned business involving surgery on a woman where the wrong organs had been removed. It had not been his fault.


Thompson carried a top secret clearance and had access to secrets to the level of N. He was a jolly young man with a pink face and a hearty, almost English manner. He slapped his hands together when he talked; he resembled Alec Guinness in early films.


Hanley allowed the prodding. It was government procedure. Thompson talked and poked and made Hanley cough; he tapped at his back and asked him to urinate into a jar and took a blood sample and talked about the Washington Redskins and laughed too much. Hanley endured it. He wanted not to feel so tired.


For no reason, Hanley began to weep. Thompson stared at him and asked him why he was crying. Hanley excused himself, went to the bathroom, wiped his eyes and looked at his thin, cold, old sallow face.


“Why are you crying?” he asked himself.


When the ordeal was over, Hanley buttoned his pajama shirt and slipped the gray bathrobe over his thin shoulders and resumed his seat in the large chair by the front windows.


There were books strewn on the floor around the chair. He had been reading Somerset Maugham. He had been reading autobiography disguised as fiction in which Maugham, who had been a British agent in the First War, describes himself as “Ashenden, the secret agent.” And Ashenden takes a ferry one day across Lake Geneva, from France to neutral Switzerland, and …


Hanley had read the story over and over. He didn’t understand why. He didn’t understand why he was so tired.


“You need rest,” Dr. Thompson said. “You need to get some sun, get some color into those cheeks. Stop moping about. You took the pills I prescribed?”


“They seem to make me more tired.”


“They’re supposed to relax you,” Thompson said. “Listen to your doctor.” Smiled. “Go to Florida. Get some sun. Plenty of sun down there. Shouldn’t mope around here.”


Hanley thought of Florida. He had never been there. He blinked and looked out the window at his city, a place he had used and grown to love through use. They were going to tear down the café down on Fourteenth Street where he had gone to lunch every working day. Every working day of thirty-five years of work and they were going to tear it down.


He blinked and his vision was as wet as the rain-streaked windows. Thompson was talking to him. The voice droned.


Hanley thought of all the places he knew so intimately and had never seen. Like Number 2, Dhzerzhinski Square, Moscow. That ugly gray building—the headquarters of Committee for State Security. KGB. He knew it as an old enemy. It was nearly the same as knowing an old friend.


“What do you say to that?”


Hanley looked up and Thompson was beaming his professional beam.


“What do I say to what?”


“Hospitalization. A complete rest cure.”


“No.” Hanley’s voice was quick. “No. If I’m sick, I’m sick. If I’m not sick, I don’t need a hospital.”


“You need rest.”


“You can’t get rest in a hospital.”


Dr. Thompson frowned.


Hanley turned away, stared at the street below, stared at the traffic. The goddamn traffic. The noise pounded at his thoughts day and night. No wonder he was tired. Where were all those people going to? Did they live in their cars?


Hanley blinked and felt his eyes moisten again. He had never noticed the traffic before. His thoughts seemed to go in circles. What had he been thinking of—he had to get well, get back to Operations, see to the delicate business of Nutcracker.


He thought of Nutcracker.


He thought of the toy nutcracker from Germany he had owned as a child. Given to him one Christmas by a long-ago great-aunt. A child’s toy. Fierce and bristling in guard’s uniform, with a mustache and horrible large teeth.


He smiled as suddenly as he wept. He felt warm. He wanted Thompson to go away. The warmth of memory filled him. He had to get back to Section, back to seeing what was wrong with Nutcracker. Director of spies. To play the great game as he saw it in his mind.


“… medication,” Thompson concluded.


Hanley nodded, said nothing. He took the prescription sheet and looked at it. He waited for Thompson to leave.


Yackley listened to Thompson, asked him two questions and dismissed him.


It was the same afternoon. It had stopped raining. The sky was full of clouds and warm winds billowed along Fourteenth Street, cracking the flags on government buildings. Yackley’s office on the sixth floor of the south Department of Agriculture building had a large window that looked across the street at the dour Bureau of Engraving building.


Yackley was not pleased by anything Thompson told him about Hanley.


Yackley was director of R Section. Hanley worked for him. Hanley was letting the Section down.


Yackley stood at his window, looked down at his view, and thought about his Section. He was a political appointment from the early Reagan days. He was an attorney, a Republican, wealthy enough to work for the government. He took a Level Four polygraph examination once a year to maintain his Ultra clearance. He had access to level X in security and in the computer system called Tinkertoy.


Yackley was called the New Man by his derisive subordinates, including Hanley. They thought he was an ass; he knew that. He had replaced Rear Admiral Galloway (USN Retired) as head of Section because Galloway had stubbed his toes badly in some Section business in Florida. Galloway had been the Old Man.


Thompson had told him: “He won’t go.”


“Damn. He won’t go. Did you talk to him?”


“He wasn’t listening to me.”


“This was important, Doctor.” Yackley had put heavy emphasis on the last word, as though he didn’t believe it. He could have saved the sarcasm; Thompson was immune.


He would have to do something else.


Yackley felt nervous when he had to do something. Something on his own. Maybe he needed advice. Maybe he should consult his “rabbi.” Maybe he didn’t have to act right away.


The thoughts flung themselves one after the other through his mind. Yackley went back to his rosewood desk and sat down in the $455 leather swivel chair. He swiveled and put his hands behind his head to aid thought. He frowned. He thought about Hanley and the goddamn agent Devereaux and the business in Florida in which Galloway had stubbed his toes and been fired. It had been Hanley’s doing. And Devereaux’s. Hanley wanted to be head of Section. That’s what Yackley thought from time to time: A goddamned civil servant wanted to be head of Section.


Scheming. Hanley was scheming and it was all against Yackley because Hanley hated Yackley’s success. Yackley had issued a directive saying that, in order to “down-trim” the budget of Section, “cutbacks were needed in every sector” and that the effort would succeed only “if we all realize we are in this boat together and help pull each other’s oars.”


There had been any number of obscene drawings on Section bathroom walls showing Yackley pulling the oars of others.


It wasn’t funny. And Hanley—that was something Hanley would have dreamed up. To undermine his authority.


So Yackley had tapped Hanley for six months. Home and away. The taps were designed by the National Security Agency, which is the “hardware” supplier to the other intelligence services, including R Section. The taps were perfected and installed by Richfield, the Section’s own ELINT man and resident “hardware” genius. As well as the supreme loyalist.


Yackley squinted at the words of the transcript of the taps. Damned good thing he had tapped Hanley; should have done it years before.


February 21, time: 1:02 A.M. Electronic count indicates the telephone number is: Country—Switzerland; City—Lausanne; Number 28-23-56.


HANLEY: Hello?


(Silence for five seconds.)


HANLEY: Hello? Hello?


(Silence for two seconds.)


HANLEY: Hello? Someone say something.


VOICE: What do you want?


HANLEY: There’s a problem and I think I am beginning to understand it and I have to tell someone. I’ve discovered—


VOICE: I don’t care. I’m not in the trade. (Pause.) There is no November.


HANLEY: That’s just it. No November. There are no spies. I think I can tell you. I need to tell you. And did you know that your duplicate November is on his way to Moscow?


(Silence for five seconds.)


HANLEY: Hello?


VOICE: I’m not in the trade, Hanley. That was our agreement. I don’t exist. November is some man running away from a wet contract.


HANLEY: A wet contract from Moscow. And now the man you tagged November is running right into the arms of the Opposition. Why is that?


VOICE: I don’t care. Don’t call me anymore.


(Broken connection.)


February 23, time: 1:13 A.M. Electronic count indicates the same country, city and telephone number as previous conversation.


HANLEY: Hello?


VOICE: I’m not interested in talking to you. HANLEY: Listen. For just one minute. I’ve got to tell someone this, I’ve got to talk it out to someone who understands. Who understands what’s going on in Section. Someone who isn’t in Section anymore.


VOICE: Are you drunk, Hanley? Has the one-martini lunch finally gotten out of control after all these years?


HANLEY: (garbled) has to be at the highest levels. Do you understand?


VOICE: I am not in the trade. That was our agreement.


(Garbled)


HANLEY: The pills. I stopped taking them and I don’t feel as bad. Are the pills … something wrong? I sleep all the time and then I wake up and I can’t sleep. I never knew there was so much traffic, all day and night, you can’t sleep. Where are all those people going?


VOICE: Home. You go home too.


HANLEY: I am home.


VOICE: Then have a drink and go to sleep.


HANLEY: My lunch. They are going to tear down the place on Fourteenth Street. I went there every day of my life. A martini straight up and a cheeseburger with raw onion. One martini. I knew all the people there. And Mr. Sianis said to me, “Mr. Hanley, I have to sell the place because they are going to put up a trade center.”


VOICE: Why are you calling me? Leave me alone. Everything is over.


HANLEY: Damnit. You never leave the service. You know that. You’re in for life. And I’ve told you that.


VOICE: November is going to Moscow. You said it. November does not exist.


HANLEY: (portion missing) the secret, the point of the thing, when it comes down to it, it might just be that simple.


VOICE: What are you talking about?


HANLEY: I read Somerset Maugham over and over. Ashenden. About the secret agent in World War I, he reminded me that you were in Lausanne and that you probably took the same ferry boats between France and Switzerland that he did. All those years ago. When it was accepted finally. The need for spies. Reilley. Maugham. The people in Britlntell— I thought about you when I read those stories. Because of the location. You took that ferry.


VOICE: Yes.


HANLEY: I am not insane. I am not going insane. I am tired and I have time to think about things. I mean, sanity is understanding where your feet are planted, isn’t it? But I’m off my feet, I don’t have perspective anymore.


VOICE: Seek professional help.


HANLEY: Sarcasm. You have to help—


VOICE: —no.


HANLEY: (interrupted) secret. I think of one thing and think of another. I had a nutcracker when I was a child and—


VOICE: Goodbye, Hanley.


HANLEY: Wait. There are no spies. That’s what it means. There are no spies at all. But that’s not true. That’s the one thing I realize now. That’s not true.


(Disconnect)


February 28, time: 10:13 A.M. (Incoming call; location uncertain.)


HANLEY: Hello? Hello?


LYDIA NEUMANN: This is Lydia Neumann, Hanley. You’re still ill. I wanted to see how you were. Can I get you anything? I’m worried about you and we need you in Section.


HANLEY: So we can pull our oars.


NEUMANN: (Laughter)


HANLEY: I need rest, that’s all I need.


NEUMANN: Should I come over?


HANLEY: … sleep at night. Traffic. Where are those people all rushing to?


NEUMANN: Have you seen a doctor? Not Thompson. Don’t use Thompson.


HANLEY: Thompson? He doesn’t know a damned thing. I understand his little game. Pills. I know all the secrets, you know, Mrs. Neumann. I know everything. You let me fool myself but you were on to the secret as well, weren’t you? This is a game in a computer and you’re the master of Tinkertoy. The mistress of Tinkertoy. So I’ll ask you: Where is my Nutcracker?


NEUMANN: Hanley? Hanley? Are you all right?


HANLEY: My Nutcracker. New Man knows, New Man (Neumann?) knows—


NEUMANN: Hanley, I don’t know what you’re talking about.


HANLEY: Spies, Neumann. I am talking about the whole business of spies. Of moles and sleepers and agents who come awake, of doubles and triples, of dogs who bark and dogs who bite, covert and overt, going into black and black bag operations and the business of the trade. I am talking about goddamn bona fides and about software and I am telling you, I am going to get to the bottom of the whole damned business.


NEUMANN: (garbled)


HANLEY: Oh, you believe that. I know you do. There are no spies. But I have my spies and you have a bunch of circuits. I have the spies. There are no spies?


NEUMANN: Hanley, my God—


(Disconnect)


Three telephone calls, except the call from a woman asking Hanley to subscribe to the Washington Post.


Yackley’s frown was deep and sincere. His skin was burned brown by January’s sun in St. Maarten; his eyes were blue and quite empty. But the frown spoke for his thoughts.


The room was lit by a single green-shaded banker’s lamp. The soft light framed the two photographs on his desk. His, wife smiled crookedly at the photographer; his daughter smiled at Daddy. If they only understood all the secrets he had and was privy to. If they only could understand the nasty business that had to be done.


There are no spies.


Hanley told Devereaux that. And he told Devereaux about Colonel Ready, tagged as November, now making his way to Moscow to try to arrange a defection. A damned mess, all of it. And what was the real November going to do now? Except plot with Hanley.


There are no spies. And the New Man knows.


Yackley considered the matter for a moment. He knew exactly what he was going to do; he was working up an argument in conscience to sanctify it. But it had to be done in any case, even if it was going to be dirty.




TWO


The Finlandia Incident


Alexa was quite beautiful in the way of a certain kind of young Russian woman. Her eyes were coal-dark and deep and it was difficult to describe their color. Her eyes were also set sharply in the paleness of her strong features. Despite the generous width of her mouth and her very high cheekbones that seemed to stretch her skin, despite her coal-black hair that severely defined the edges of her pale features, her eyes held you. Her merest glance compelled you to stare at her, at her eyes, in total fascination.


Her eyes were her only drawback, from a professional point of view.


She might be able to change the color of her hair or disguise her slender figure by flattening her full breasts or by stooping to seem shorter or older than she was. But she could never disguise those eyes.


Alexa turned from the bar in the warm green room on the third deck of the Finlandia and gazed across the room at the man she was going to kill.


The trouble with Alexa’s usefulness as an intelligence agent for the Committee for State Security was that she was very good at those assignments that called for action—immediate, brutal, violent—and very bad at those assignments that called for mere intelligence gathering.


She was intelligent; but she was too visible. She was very beautiful and she was noticed wherever she went. Her Moscow accent was slight when she spoke English; her Moscow manners might have made many people mistake her for a New Yorker or a Parisian. She had the right mixture of rudeness and grace.


But it was no good having your informant fall in love with you or having your network of agents desire you sexually. Or have the watchers from the other side find it too agreeable to watch you. And suspect you, even as they fell in love with you. Besides, she could never change her eyes.


She stared at the man with graying hair who sat at the wide window, gazing into the gloomy night of the Baltic Sea. Alexa was the death-giver. It was not so bad, it was over so quickly, it was part of a large game. She never felt bad afterward. In fact, she had felt bad just once, when her victim had lived.


Two years ago. She was sent up through the Soviet embassy in Mexico City, which was the usual route of spies working on the West Coast of the United States. In that area south of San Francisco called Silicon Valley—where they made computers and invented wonderful things—she had seduced a somewhat shy, certainly amoral security guard who was twenty-four years old and made $7.23 an hour guarding the great secrets of M-Guide Computer Laboratories in Palo Alto.


His name was Tony. Poor Tony. He was now in the very harsh maximum security prison at Marion in southern Illinois. He was kept in a narrow cell most of the time and his only recreation was reading and working with weights. She felt bad afterward not because she had loved Tony at all—that had been business—but because she thought of herself caught in a cell for the rest of her life. She pitied herself. It would have been a merciful thing to kill Tony. She had considered it, the night he put his face between her legs and she had the Walther PPK under the pillow and she thought about it because Tony was very close to being caught. But he had pleased her and she had been merciful. Too bad for Tony.


Better to die like the man at the window in the bar. She studied his face, his lean chin, his glittering eyes. Dead man, she thought.


The Finlandia slid down the open sea passage between the islands that are flung out in a stream east from Stockholm, almost to the coast of Finland. In the bright moon of the starry night, here and there, above the snow, poked roofs or sticks of summer homes on the islands. The islands were the perpetual retreats of middle-class Swedes in summer; the islands, some no more than an acre or two in size, promised summer even now at the end of the long Scandinavian winter.


The Finlandia was a huge ship, the largest car ferry in the world. She might have been an ocean liner but was trapped in the dull passage every day between Stockholm and Helsinki. She always passed at night because the trip took exactly thirteen hours. It was midnight and the ship was halfway to the lights of Helsinki.


The man at the table was Colonel Ready. He had been chased for 400 days. He had killed three “contractors” sent by KGB. He had disappeared in Copenhagen five months ago and despite the large network of Soviet agents working in that city he had not been found.


Until he surfaced four weeks ago. With messages to the Soviet courier. He wanted to sell secrets; he wanted to sell himself. After all, the KGB knew he was an agent of R Section called November. He had many secrets.


The bartender was in love with her. He was a large blond Swede and he spoke good English. He thought his good looks impressed her. When she treated him with reserve, even coldly, he adored her. Her eyes always lied; her eyes always told of passion and unbelievable lust. The coldness of her manner only framed the passion promised in her eyes.


“Please, another drink for you?” he said, not sure of himself, fawning. He was too large and handsome to fawn.


“Perhaps,” Alexa said, as though deciding. “Yes, I think,” she said, deciding, giving him one small smile as a reward. “Glenfiddich.” She had her preferences: single-malt Scotch whisky; and the Walther PPK, a very small automatic with a deadly accurate field of fire at short range. She worked in very close because she was not afraid of killing or feeling any passion at the act of giving death.


It was just as well that Alexa was so good in the matter of wet contracts.


She had been contracted to November four days ago. There had been confusion for a long time inside KGB over who November was. He was supposed to be the man who kidnapped KGB agent Dmitri Denisov six years ago in Florida; who had wrecked the IRA plan to kill Lord Slough in his boat off the Irish coast; who had caused enough troubles and embarrassment—all outside the rules of the trade understood by both sides—that Gorki had “contracted” him. He had to be killed. Which is why he wanted to come to the Moscow side. Gorki said it was too late. Gorki said November—who was this man, Colonel Ready—had to be killed because he could not be trusted.


Alexa thought of Gorki, head of the Resolutions Committee. Her mentor. A gnome with yellow skin and sandpaper hands. He had used her; the only man who had truly used her. When he was finished with her—in the dacha, long ago—she belonged to him. He knew that and never made great demands on her again. She was a painted wooden doll upon his shelf. He had opened her and found the doll within and the doll within the third doll and so on. He had gone to her core. She had shuddered at his touch and needed it. She had danced naked for him.


Gorki was not his name. Alexa was not her name. They were named by computers and codebooks. They were puppets, all of them. But some puppets danced naked for the others.


Alexa had been at Moscow University when KGB approached her. She had been afraid at first and then curious. What if she ended up in the translation pool that worked in one of the buildings adjacent to KGB headquarters in Dhzerzhinski Square? She knew what the pool was. She would be plucked from the pool as though she were a piece of fruit, by some KGB major to serve as his mistress, to feed his ego and maleness, to be discreet so that when he had to escort his plain, quite fat official wife she would understand and say nothing. She would be taken to Paris by him but not to the Black Sea because the Black Sea was for the family. She didn’t want that to happen to her, not at all. And it had not happened. She had been placed inside the Resolutions Committee and her superior, who was not permitted to make love to her, an obnoxious man named Mikhail, had said of her: “Women cannot kill, except in fury.”


She had proven him wrong in a brilliant bit of business in Finland. She had attracted the attention of Gorki.


She thought of Gorki now and shivered as she drank the Scotch. The Scotch flooded her with warmth. Her loins were warmed. Gorki commanded her.


And she was very good at what she did.


Which is why he had full confidence in her to wet contract the annoying American agent called November.


November had limped and left a trail until he disappeared in Copenhagen. Then he made contact with the Soviet courier chief in Copenhagen. His code name was Stern. He played November along until he got instructions. They came from Gorki. The wet contract was still in force, Gorki said. Tell November we will negotiate with him—but in neutral Finland. Give him money to get to Finland. Tell him the running is over. And I will send Alexa to intercept him and to kill him once and for all.


November had no choice but to believe them.


Alexa had flown to Stockholm for the intercept at eight in the morning. She had spent the day in the splendor of the Birger Jarl, which was a warm hotel. In the afternoon, she took a walking tour through the narrow old streets of the Gamla Stan, the island of Stockholm that contains the oldest parts of the city. She had never been in Stockholm and found it charming. She bought a pair of leather boots at a shop in the Old Town. The clerk had very dark hair and an innocent face. He knelt before her to put the boots on her legs. She had felt the warmth build in her then and nearly considered it. But there was business to take care of. She had no doubt the clerk would have obeyed.


She had not seen boots like the ones she purchased even in the special stores in Moscow. They fit her well. Everything she wore fit her well. She always got a second-hand copy of Vogue each month from the Paris courier. She dressed in fashion.


The Finlandia had sailed at six from the grimly modern terminal on the southeast coast of the city. The terminal was as sullen and cheerless as a bus station and she had sat at a table in the cafeteria, eating a stale cheese sandwich, watching November enter the place, look around, wait in line with the others. She had boarded the ship at the last moment.


She had watched him at dinner in the vast dining room. She would have preferred to dine alone but agreed to be seated with a middle-aged woman from Malmo who spoke no English. They smiled to each other with the wary grace that only women display when meeting other and unknown women. The woman from Malmo certainly saw how much more beautiful and better dressed Alexa was.


The dining room had been cheerful, full of small lights and small tables and a quiet orchestra at one end. Everything was made very intense by the presence of the Baltic Sea all around them. We are alone in the world, Alexa had thought with pleasure.


The American agent dined alone across the room.


Their eyes met once and held.


He had not smiled at her.


He did not turn his eyes away. It was she who broke contact.


She had followed him after dinner. He had gone on deck, he had visited one of the smaller bars, he had looked in the duty-free shops. She followed him and he knew it; it was what she had wanted him to know. The advantage was hers.


He was handsome in a rugged sense. Perhaps he believed she followed him because she desired him.


There was a trick to killing him on this ship, in the middle of the night, in the middle of the winter of the Baltic Sea.


Alexa would use the obvious approach and he would stop it; he was smart enough to have eluded Moscow for 400 days of running, so he would see the obvious. But the obvious way sometimes worked when a man had grown lonely or careless or dejected or had been lulled into the belief that Alexa merely wanted to go to bed with him.


Alexa had backups. When the obvious did not work, the backups would.


She decided to cross the room.


She carried her glass and sat down across from him in the overstuffed chair. She put her glass on the table and stared into his blue eyes. He was smiling at her.


He wore a ragged red beard now, perhaps to cover the scar that was on his cheek. He looked a little different from the descriptions given her, but then, anyone on the run for more than a year undergoes changes.


She let her eyes lie to him. Her eyes, she knew, glittered with lust. But Alexa was calm, without any feeling at all. She stared at him and let her eyes do the trick. Then she said, in precise English: “I have seen you and I want to go to your cabin and make love to you. Tonight. Now. Or you may come to my cabin.”


“All right,” he said. Just like that.


They did not speak or touch again until they reached his cabin door. He turned the key in the lock. The carpeted passageway was empty. He smiled at her with perfect white teeth. There were pain wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. He had lost weight in 400 days of running. She thought he might be thin beneath the loose shirt and that his ribs would press out against his skin. But it wouldn’t come to that, Alexa thought.


He kissed her very suddenly at the door to the room and reached for her purse with one motion.


He pushed her away a little.


It was in the purse and they both knew it and it seemed to relax the tension between them.


He produced the shining Walther PPK and unsnapped the safety and pointed it at her. She wore a short fur jacket and a black silk blouse and a dark wool skirt that came to the top of her boots. The darkness of her clothing accentuated her paleness. She wore no jewelry and her lips were painted lightly. Her eyes were wide and deep and November stared into them. She was smiling.


“You know who I am. I wanted you to know so that there would be no trouble—”


“You’re a little obvious,” he said.


There, Alexa thought. There. That made it better.


“Come in,” November said.


“All right.”


She smiled—a properly small smile of acknowledgment of his superior instincts in this matter—and brushed past him through the narrow cabin opening into the room. There was a single bed made up. There was a small dresser and a porthole. In the front was a shower and a toilet.


“Strip,” he said.


She turned and he smiled at her.


“Please,” she began.


“Strip,” he said. And he smiled.


She took off her coat.


She looked hesitant.


He was grinning at her. He put the pistol on the purse on the dresser.


“You want help? I could take off your clothes for you. Not as carefully as you might do it.”


“I am KGB,” she said.


“I know exactly what you are. Right now, you’re a woman and I want you. I saw you get on the ship, I saw you at dinner, I guessed we would meet. Do you think I’m crazy? I know there’s going to be a setup along the way. You’re the setup; but if I overcome it—overcome you—they’ll have to talk to me. I’ll have you and then we will talk some and then maybe I won’t kill you,” he said.


Gorki had emphasized the brutality of the man and his cunning. He had lectured her about him. Alexa had taken precautions.


She began to unbutton her blouse. She undressed slowly, watching his eyes watching her.


November stood still, fully dressed, watching her, smiling.


She took off her blouse. Her brassiere fastened in front. She opened her brassiere and her large breasts sank a little against her slender frame.


She sat down then, on the only chair in the room, and removed her boots.


She reached beneath her dark skirt to remove her nylons. She blushed now because it seemed a good idea to her. “Really,” she said.


“Come now. Only a few more things.”


She blushed furiously. She reached for the top of her panties and panty hose.


The weapon contained two plastic bullets encased in a plastic firing device that was eighty-nine millimeters in length. She pulled down her hose and panties and the device, between her legs, fastened by the elastic of the panties, was in the palm of her left hand.


The device—it could scarcely be called a pistol because the principles were not the same, all the firing parts were electronic—popped loudly once and there was a sudden and large dirty hole in the middle of his forehead.


It was over that quickly. It amazed both of them.


He was quite dead, though it takes the brain some moments to realize that the flicker of images in mind and eye are terminated, rather like a reel of film still spinning after the screen has gone blank.


There was no need to fire a second time—there were only two charges in the plastic device—but Alexa was a woman of carefulness. It was why she had risen in a bureaucracy that might be described as not very progressive in the matter of respect for the talents of women.


The second opening in the skull came very near the first. Alexa was a professional and played a top game.


She had to step aside to let his body fall between her and the bed.


She went through his pockets. He had a few notes of Swedish money on him; also a Danish passport and a credit card issued by a Danish bank; also a passbook with a canceled account from Credite Suisse in Geneva.


She opened his shirt out of curiosity. He had a very nice chest, she thought. If there had been time to arrange the matter differently … well.


She dressed again. She put the device in her purse. As a precaution, Alexa buried the Walther under his mattress.


She lifted the body onto the bed and covered it with blankets and buried a pillow over the face so that the holes could not be seen clearly.


She went to the door and opened it carefully and looked up and down the empty corridor. She flicked off the lights in the room. The engines of the ship chugged serenely below decks. The night was clear and the waters of the Baltic Sea were gentle and shining beneath the full moon.




THREE


Breach of Security


It was the fourth of March. The day was filled with sun and blustery winds down the broad avenue that connects the White House with Capitol Hill. In the dark corner office of Frank L. Yackley, there were four chairs around the big rosewood desk. The illumination in the room had not improved. The light from the green-shaded banker’s lamp made the faces of the four arrayed around the desk dark and indistinct. Frank L. Yackley’s face seemed large and unreal, as though he might be the Wizard of Oz. It was the effect he desired.


“The problem is Hanley,” Yackley said.


Lydia Neumann felt the chill again in the pit of her stomach. She counted as Hanley’s closest friend in the Section, though “friend” might be too strong from her point of view and “friend” might be too weak from Hanley’s. Hanley had no friends and pretended not to want them. He trusted Lydia Neumann as he trusted no one else. He had been a bachelor all his life, he was sexually indifferent; he was a bore, in fact. But Lydia Neumann with her raspy voice and Ma Joad manner had liked him in the way that some people favor the funt of a litter of farm dogs.


But she knew there was a problem as well. She squirmed in her chair and the leather squeaked protest.


“He needs help,” Yackley continued in his careful voice, slowly rubbing the side of one hand up and down the palm of another, as though playing his hands.


There was no sound in the room. The other chairs were occupied by the director of signals, the director of translations and analysis, the director of research. Lydia Neumann, the only woman at this level, was director of the computer analysis division. Since her duties overlapped those of Franz Douglas in TransAn (slang for translations and analysis), they were rivals in the fabric of the bureaucracy. Naturally, Franz Douglas would oppose Neumann on the matter of Hanley. It was the way things worked.
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