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Sussex. June. 2001.

























Burley Manor Private Grounds. 




Residence of the Russian Ambassador to Britain Ivan Kalishko and his British-born wife Angela Kalishko-Burley.





















	Two male riders seated on thoroughbred Hunters rode at a walk behind a group of children along a private road deep in the English countryside.


	One of the men, blond-haired Vladimir Buschenko said, “As you may well know my wife is not at ease holding her tongue when it comes to criticising heads of state, my own included. I am being watched; me, the head of the Russian Secret Service, under surveillance all because of my wife’s silly chatter.”





















	The other, Nigel Brook, head of British Secret Service remained silent. He seemed to be deep in thought and he was. ‘What the hell is he after? Vladimir Buschenko. He always went under the guise of senior military attaché at the Russian Embassy in London and now he wishes to confide in me after declaring himself. He sounds worried, is he really seeking my help; this is most unusual.’












He listened as his opposite number proceeded, “There are troubled times ahead, Mister Brook, the European Union is on the verge of collapse, just when we need unity in the western hemisphere and in the Near East. The Turkish military is growing stronger; your country is supplying them with arms in vast amounts. They no longer trade with my country and I suspect something terrible is going to happen, somewhere. Ambassador Kalishko has secretly invited the Turkish leader to spend some time here and our Prime Minster has agreed to speak with him, they both arrive this evening and will be staying for the weekend.”







“Mister Buschenko, stop beating about the proverbial bush; what do you want from me.”


“My favourite artist is Kandinsky; it will be my code name between us. I wish to remain in contact with you whatever happens between our two countries. What do you say?”


‘Is that it, no exchange of undercover agent’s locations, details of troop movements, missile deployments. Is he serious?’


Nigel reigned in and the other did likewise. He took a deep breath and ran his fingers through his auburn hair. “I am an admirer of William Blake. Call me ‘Jerusalem’, and quote any line from the poem. Do you know it.”


“Of course, Charles Hubert Hastings Parry wrote the music to this patriotic Hymn.” He continued in a softer tone: “And did those feet in ancient time, walk upon England’s mountains green”







Nigel took over: “And was the holy Lamb of God, on England’s pleasant pastures seen!” After which he observed Vladimir for a few seconds and turned in the direction of the children waiting ahead of them. “Our children await us, Mister Buschenko.”


Buschenko nodded, smiling. “Once more into the breach my friend.”
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Moscow. October 2001. 



Buschenko Apartment. 







Inna Buschenko sat at her desk in the family apartment typing a repeat of what she had sent to Pravda a week previous, but they had deigned to print it, so now, it was going on facebook and she knew it would go viral: ‘Our government is corrupt; taxes from oil and gold are not flowing into the government coffers but into the pockets of high government officials; including bribes from prostitution, from drug dealers and slave traders. 


Our beloved leader does not love his people, he is a puppet of America, and the oil barons, the gas peddlers, apart from wealth he loves power, power over his people, using Crimea to spite Nato, causing death and destruction, death to our Russian Brothers, forcing them to fight the Ukrainian Nazis, left-overs from the Great War, a war in which many of our brave sons and daughters gave up their lives so that we could live in peace, without fear; but, today, terrorism is everywhere, desperate people taking desperate measures in fear of their lives because of our beloved leaders’ foreign policy, subjugate and annihilate. 







She pressed ‘send’ and closed her laptop just as her husband and daughters entered the room.


He grinned and said, “Come, we will be late. Our table is waiting, it’s your birthday and we are to celebrate at your favourite restaurant.” 
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Two weeks later.








Cancer Clinic Moscow.








Vladimir Buschenko listened as the doctor told him, “I am sorry. Your wife is dying. She has eaten or drank something that was contaminated. Has she been working at Chernobyl?”


His brow tensed, “You mean radioactive poisoning don’t you.”







The doctor dropped his gaze and nodded, his shoulders drooping.


“No, she was never there nor anywhere like it.” He stared hard at the doctor. “Was it polonium?”







With his eyes darting left and right he answered quickly, “We don’t know.”


“And you can do nothing.”


The medico shuffled his feet and murmured, “Sorry, not a thing, once this stuff, whether it be polonium or anything else, is in a person’s system there is no turning back. Pain killers are all we can offer. I’m sorry, so sorry.”


He watched as the medico walked off then turned to his daughters who ran weeping into his embrace. His tears flowed down his cheeks and onto his and their clothing as they stood there in joint grief.


He knew who was responsible; not one single person but the system. He had warned her about the newspaper and magazine articles, the denouncements, the photos, the innuendoes and that bald statement on Facebook and Twitter. When the foreign press got hold of it all they had a field day and she rejoiced. 


Close friends warned her to keep quiet after hearing rumours.


Vladimir was called unofficially to speak with the president who merely asked him if he approved of his wife’s controversy.


He apologised on her behalf saying he would have strong words with her, which he did, reminding her of his position in the secret service.







She had ceased after that, putting the safety of her family first, but apparently it was too late and it must have happened on her birthday at her favourite restaurant … the surprise party by his department. 


The Illegals Department, they called it; espionage with undercover agents in all the foreign countries. Deception, bribery, blackmail even murder and he was as guilty as the rest of them as he always did his duty and closed his ears to the truth.


He had been demoted to junior military attaché at the Russian embassy in Minsk, Belarus.







Now they had poisoned his wife before his very eyes and before their children and one day he would have his revenge.


He led them to his wife’s room.


He paused at the doorway and said softly, “Remember what I said, ‘No tears just smiles, be brave for your mother.”


He tried to swallow the raw lump in his throat and forced a smile by thinking of happy times, the time he had taken a photo of the three of them by a friends swimming pool, to get then all in the picture he asked them foolishly to step back a little; but they stepped back too far and ended up in the pool, and in revenge they pulled him in as he held out a helping hand.


She lay there her head bare, she’d lost her hair a week ago and now she had hardly the strength to breathe in the oxygen from the plastic tubes adorning her tired features.


“Hello my beauty, we dropped by to see your smile, we’ve been looking forward to it.”


Inna Buschenko gazed at her husband and children for the last time and smiled.







Ten seconds later the machine recording her life signs emitted a continuous beep, and Inna closed her eyes, also for the last time.












4 









Paris. April 2002.








Three men sat at a table in a private room in a French restaurant. Two were Russian, the other American, all three were dressed in business suits, and all three were in the oil business; or so they said.


One of the Russians; blond-haired Vladimir Buschenko, leaned across the table, “It is a good thing that we remained in touch after that terrible incident with the Twin Towers. We were taken by surprise just as you were. A very close friend of mine died along with his brother in the first attack.”


The American’s head dropped slightly and moved slowly from side to side. “A day of infamy my friends. Many people from different countries lost their loved ones that day. Brave police officers, heroic firemen, civilians and government officials perished in that inferno; this is true.”


The other Russian, bearded and dark-haired Fedor Aksakov said, “What also surprised us was your president’s belief that the mad dog in Iraq had weapons of mass destruction. We knew he didn’t, the Iranians knew also and they told us so and the Israelis knew it too.” He lowered his voice glancing around him as he said, “And, you know they have atomic warheads, a present from your government..” 


The other added. “We even sent your people news directly from Iraq of the contrary, but they chose not to believe us.”


Aksakov stared hard at him. “Your country needs a strong man in charge, one who is not afraid to say what he thinks.” 


He glanced at his colleague who added, “And we believe that man is you.”







The American smiled. “Is that your opinion or your government’s?”


The blond man said, “It is ours and our government’s opinion that you should run for president.”







The American retained his calm expression and was quiet for a while, after which he said, “Why should I run for president. Yes, I know, the present one has his failings but I don’t believe I could do better, I’m a business man, not a politician, I couldn’t do a better job than he’s doing now.”
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