


PART I
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Harry Mack in tosh raised his bin ocu lars and looked out over the Wall.

He was with Élodie Ler oux and David Mor gan on the fourth floor of an
aban doned of fice block that still bore the scars of a Red Army shell from
forty years earlier. There was no money to fix the build ing and so it had
been con demned, left to the rats and roaches that scur ried across the bare
con crete floors and the bo hemi ans from Schöne berg who came to party on
the week ends. The win dows had been boarded over, but Mack in tosh had
prised one of the planks away so that he could look out. The west ern face of
the Wall was dir ectly be low him, and, as he looked down, he could see the
graf fiti that had been scrawled across it. The Wall was, in real ity, two walls
that sand wiched a swath of open ground. The walls were twelve feet tall
and topped with coils of barbed wire. The death strip was in between them,
an ex panse that had been cleared when the East Ger mans had de mol ished
the build ings on their side of the ori ginal wall. It was made im pass able with
tank traps and fakir beds, all ob served by guards staff ing a series of tall
watchtowers. There was a tower a hun dred feet away from Mack in tosh’s
po s i tion; Mack in tosh had been watch ing the guards through the bin ocu lars
for any signs of heightened activ ity, and had been pleased to see that they
were ap par ently as bored and lack a dais ical as ever.

Mack in tosh was up high enough to be able to look over the second wall
and see into the snow-covered streets of East Ber lin. He was anxious, and
for good reason. The cross ing was dan ger ous, and, how ever hard he had
worked to min im ise the risks, there was still a chance that they would be



dis covered. Mack in tosh grit ted his teeth. The prize was tan tal isingly close
and, with it, his ca reer would be made.

“Any thing?” he asked Mor gan.

Mor gan was stand ing at a second win dow with a pair of high-powered
bin ocu lars. He had a good view of Strel itzer Straße. “Not that I can see,” he
re por ted.

Mor gan had been in Ber lin for a year longer than Mack in tosh. Mack in- 
tosh had taken over when the head of sta tion had been murdered in a knife
at tack in the East three months ago. Mor gan—with more ex per i ence and
five years older—had not taken the pro mo tion well. Mack in tosh knew it,
too. He had told Mor gan it was noth ing per sonal, and that he would need
the be ne fit of his ex per i ence and ad vice. Mor gan was a pro fes sional and,
whatever per sonal an imus he held, he had not let it in ter fere with his work.
He ran his net work of in form ants on both sides of the bor der, sub mit ted his
re ports promptly, and had proved in valu able with the in tel li gence that he
routinely provided. Des pite that, there re mained an un spoken dis tance
between the two men. They spoke of the job and noth ing else. Mack in tosh
didn’t care. That was all he needed.

Mack in tosh looked at his watch. “It’s nearly time.”

“Fif teen minutes,” Élodie said. “What is it? You nervous?”

“I need to be over there,” he said.

“That’s not what we agreed.”

“I know. Change of plan. I’m go ing to go across.”

“They know what they’re do ing, Harry,” Mor gan said.

“I want to make sure.”

“I’ll keep an eye out. Keep the ra dio on.”

Mack in tosh had ar ranged for the team to have Mag navox AN/PRC-68
ra dios. His own unit—an olive drab brick that weighed two and a half
pounds—was in the ruck sack that he col lec ted from the floor where he had
left it. He made sure the unit was switched on and re ceiv ing and put it back
into the bag. He took out his Ber etta, popped the magazine and en sured that



it was loaded. He con firmed that there was a round in the cham ber, pressed
the magazine back into the port, and made the gun safe. He put the gun into
its hol ster.

“RV back at base when we’re all out,” Mack in tosh said.

“Good luck.”

Mack in tosh gave a nod, swal lowed down the anxi ety that was boil ing in
his gut, and star ted down the stairs to the street.
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Mack in tosh came out of the build ing, checked that the road was clear,
and then walked to ward the Kond itorei Buch wald bakery. There was a de- 
liv ery van wait ing there; the vehicle’s lights were off, but the en gine was
on. Mack in tosh walked by the van and looked into the wing mir ror as he
went by. He could see the driver: dark coat, pale face, eyes fo cussed for- 
ward. The plan called for the pack age to be re moved from the vi cin ity of
the Wall in the back of the van, out of view of the guards in the
watchtowers that were vis ible over the lip of the Wall.

“Hey.”

It was a hiss, not much more than a whis per, but he heard it and turned
around. Élodie was hur ry ing after him. He frowned at her breach of pro- 
tocol but in dic ated that she should join him in the bakery and went in side.

She reached him and grabbed him by the arm.

“What are you do ing?” she asked.

“The plan’s not right. I should be over there.”

“They know what they’re do ing. You’re in ter fer ing.”

“No, I’m not,” he pro tested. “I’m do ing my job. PI CASSO is too im- 
port ant.”

She moved her hand from his el bow to his face and laid her palm
against his cheek. Then, with the im petu ous ness that Mack in tosh had al- 



ways found so be guil ing, and be fore he could stop her, she took a step
closer and kissed him. He let her, then put his arms around her and drew her
closer; her mouth opened as he re turned her kiss. He lost him self for a long
mo ment, drink ing in the smell of her and the taste of her lip stick and the
sweet tea that they had shared in the con su late be fore mak ing their way
across town.

Élodie had been re spons ible for de vel op ing PI CASSO as a source. She
had been op er at ing in East Ber lin as a lan guage stu dent and had heard about
him from an ac quaint ance with ex per i ence of some of the seedier as pects of
the local night life. She had ap proached PI CASSO, con firmed his story, veri- 
fied it as likely true, and then re por ted it to her su per i ors at the Dir ec tion
Générale de la Sé cur ité Ex térieure on Boulevard Mor tier in Paris. The
French did not have the ca pa city to ex filtrate PI CASSO them selves and so,
in a rare ex ample of Anglo–French co oper a tion, they had pro posed a joint
op er a tion with MI6.

Élodie was made Ber lin li aison to the UK’s Ber lin Sta tion. Mack in tosh
had found her to be a su perb agent, and their pro fes sional re la tion ship had
im me di ately been ex cel lent. It was, per haps, in ev it able that it would be- 
come more than that. They had been in a re la tion ship for sev eral months,
and those months had been among the hap pi est of his life. Their union was
born from a con fec tion of dif fer ent mo tiv a tions: greed, ini tially, then pro- 
fes sional ad vance ment, shared glory and, fi nally—he hoped—love.

The mo ment stretched, and he would have let it con tinue forever but for
the squelch of his ra dio. He gently moved her a step back, took the ra dio
and pressed the trans mit but ton to send the single bar of static that ac know- 
ledged re ceipt. It was the pre-agreed sig nal from the other side of the Wall:
everything was clear.

“See?” she said. “It’s fine. There’s noth ing to worry about.”

“So where is he?”

“It’s not time yet. He’s not late. Re lax, Harry.”

“I’m go ing to go across. I can’t just sit here and let it hap pen.”

“Fine. I’m go ing too.”



“No, you’re not.”

“He’s my agent—yes I am.”

He was about to protest, to tell her that was crazy, but she was French—
stub born and single-minded—and he knew that she wouldn’t take no for an
an swer. He could or der her to stand down, but he did not have au thor ity
over her and, more to the point, he knew what she would have said when
they were back in his apart ment that night: he was a sex ist hy po crite. She
would have been right, too. He couldn’t bring him self to do it.

“Fine,” he said. “Got your gun?”

She pat ted the bulge be neath her left shoulder. “Yes.”

“We need to hurry.”

Mack in tosh went down into the base ment. MI6 had ar ranged for four
SAS sol diers from the Ber lin Re gi ment to be as signed to the mis sion, and
two of them were wait ing for them.

“Any thing hap pen ing, sir?” the senior man asked him.

“Looks clear.”

“Fisher and Cameron are ready on the other side.”

“Very good,” Mack in tosh said. “Ler oux and I are go ing across.”

The sol dier frowned. “Are you sure, sir? We’ve got it all un der con trol.”

“I don’t doubt it. But I’d like to have a look for my self.”

The man knew bet ter than to protest, and stood aside.

They had star ted build ing the tun nel two months earlier. Ber liners had
been tun nel ling un der the Wall for years, but most of their ef forts were fail- 
ures: the pas sages were either too un stable to use or were dis covered
quickly by the East Ger man bor der guards. West ern in tel li gence knew that
cov ert ac cess across the bor der would be a valu able as set, and they had ad- 
vant ages that the cit izens of the di vided city did not. MI6 had ar ranged for
sap pers from the Royal En gin eers to come to the city and se lect prom ising
loc a tions for a tun nel. This bakery had been chosen as the site of the west- 
ern en trance, with the east ern en trance emer ging in the base ment of an



apart ment block at Strel itzer Straße 55. The sap pers had slept in the bakery
on week-long shifts, pil ing up the spoil in flour sacks that were then re- 
moved from the site by ap pro pri ately liv er ied de liv ery vans. They had cut a
rect an gu lar open ing in the floor of the base ment and then bur rowed down
el even metres; once they were deep enough they had star ted to tun nel to the
East, even tu ally con struct ing a pas sage that was wide enough for one per- 
son to pass through.

Mack in tosh lowered him self into the open ing un til his feet found the
rungs of the lad der. The tun nel was lit by lan terns that were placed at reg u- 
lar in ter vals. There was one at the top and an other be low him, and their
com bined light meant that the des cent was into gloom rather than pitch
dark ness.

He looked up. “Ready?”

Élodie nod ded.

He climbed down un til he reached the bot tom, Élodie fol low ing above
him. The city had been con struc ted on soft found a tions, and it had not been
par tic u larly dif fi cult to ex cav ate the route. The en gin eers had strengthened
the walls with wooden boards and lat tice girders that had been smuggled
into the bakery un der cover of dark ness. The sap pers had asked Mack in tosh
how long they had to con struct the tun nel, and he had told them that time
was not a lux ury that they pos sessed. PI CASSO was ready to be ex filtrated,
and the longer they waited the greater the chance that he would be found by
the Stasi. He couldn’t tol er ate that. The cap tain in charge of the dig had sug- 
ges ted that it would take them four months to com plete the build. Mack in- 
tosh had told him that was un ac cept able, and that he had three weeks. They
had settled on two months, but the en gin eer had said that the com prom ise
was that the tun nel would be rudi ment ary, cramped and claus tro phobic. He
had been right.

Mack in tosh star ted to crawl and, as ever, he wondered if he could have
al lowed the sap pers a little ex tra time to make the ex per i ence less un pleas- 
ant. The tun nel was nar row and the ceil ing pressed down op press ively. The
pas sage could only be ne go ti ated on hands and knees and, after just a few
seconds, Mack in tosh found that his arms and legs were caked with wet



mud.

He tried to take his mind off the thought of the tonnes of earth above his
head and thought about the op er a tion. He had re ceived in tel li gence that this
part of the bor der would not be heav ily pro tec ted to night. It was Christ mas
Eve. Two-thirds of the guard were on re lief, drink ing schnapps and eat ing
brat wurst at the bar racks half a mile to the north. The in tel li gence had given
him an op por tun ity and he had de cided to take it.

He kept crawl ing. The way ahead was lit with more low-voltage lamps,
but their light only trav elled so far; the spaces between them were gloomy
and, on oc ca sion, al most com pletely black. It was im possible to know
where he was in re la tion to the bor der; be neath the ram parts of the first
wall, some where be neath the death strip, be neath the second wall. He kept
go ing, ig nor ing the cramps in his back and shoulders and the gunk that was
cling ing to his clothes. He thought of PI CASSO, the sin gu lar coup that they
had been work ing to achieve for so long. These depriva tions—the dirt and
the damp—and the danger of his even ing’s work would be as noth ing com- 
pared to the re ac tion he would re ceive in Lon don once they had suc cess- 
fully ex filtrated the as set. The in tel li gence that PI CASSO was bring ing with
him would be dy nam ite; it would cripple the Stasi lead er ship for months.
Mack in tosh knew that it would be the mak ing of him.

He could hear Élodie scrab bling after him. “You okay?” he hissed back
to her.

“Fine,” she said. “Keep mov ing.”

He be came aware that he had moved onto an up ward slope. He re- 
membered the in cline from his pre vi ous vis its to the tun nel, the sap pers who
had come down with him ex plain ing that the slope began be neath the
second wall and be came more pro nounced as it ap proached the east ern en- 
trance. He slithered up, feel ing the ceil ing against his shoulders and the
back of his head as the pas sage lowered, and then, with the muscles in his
back burn ing from the ef fort, he saw an other lamp and pushed on to ward it.
The slope lev elled out and he saw the lad der that led up to the base ment of
num ber 55.

He climbed un til he reached the top of the lad der. The pas sage was



sealed to limit the amount of light that leaked out from the tun nel; Mack in- 
tosh knocked three times, waited, then knocked again.

He heard a voice, a hissed ques tion that was only just aud ible through
the boards. “Who is it?”

“Mack in tosh and Ler oux,” he whispered back.

He held onto the lad der for an ex tra mo ment un til the board was re- 
moved and the dim light from the base ment washed over him. One of the
sol diers was above him; he reached down with both hands and clasped
Mack in tosh’s right wrist, help ing him to climb out the rest of the way. The
man was one of the SAS de tail. His name was Cameron; he was a Scots- 
man, as hard as flint and with a deathly cold stare.

The base ment was a me dium-sized room that ac com mod ated the boil ers
for the block above it. It was damp, with puddles of brack ish wa ter that re- 
flec ted the glow of the shiel ded flash light that Cameron shone in Mack in- 
tosh’s face be fore quickly ex tin guish ing it again.

“Any thing?” Mack in tosh asked him.

“Not yet,” Cameron said, reach ing down and help ing Élodie to climb
out of the shaft.

“Where are Foulkes and Fisher?”

“Up stairs. Wait ing.”

Mack in tosh swept his hands over his knees, try ing to re move some of
the en crus ted mud, and then straightened up to work out the kinks in his
back. “I won’t miss hav ing to do that,” he said, in dic at ing the en trance to
the tun nel with a nod of his head.

“After to night you won’t have to do it again,” Élodie said.

“Let’s hope so.”
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Mack in tosh took a shiel ded torch from a shelf and used it to light his
way up the stairs. He climbed to the ground floor with Élodie fol low ing be- 
hind. There was an empty apart ment with a door that opened dir ectly onto
Strel itzer Straße. There were two men wait ing for them: Fisher was the oth-
er SAS war rant of ficer, younger than Cameron, easier to talk to, but sim il- 
arly com pet ent; Nich olas Foulkes was one of the other agents who worked
Ber lin Sta tion.

“Christ, boss,” Foulkes said. “You gave me a shock.”

Foulkes had bright blond hair, al most white in the muted glow of the
torch. He was in his late twen ties and was dressed in heavy black trousers
and an over coat. His role was im port ant. The West Ber liners had a word for
it: he was the Fluchthelfer, the ‘es cape helper,’ po si tioned at the start of the
es cape route to start the pro cess of cross ing the bor der.

“What are you do ing here?” he asked.

“Change of plan,” Mack in tosh said. “I want to be here to get PI CASSO
across.”

“I tried to tell him,” Élodie said.

“It’s too im port ant to take chances.”

Mack in tosh real ised that that might be taken as a lack of con fid ence in
the abil it ies of the men he had deputed to run the east ern side of the ex filtra- 
tion, but he was too on edge to worry about that. Foulkes brushed off the



per ceived slight; he was on edge, too, and Mack in tosh wondered if he had
even re gistered it.

“Have you seen any thing?” Mack in tosh asked Fisher.

“No, sir. It’s quiet.”

“Guards?”

“No. Looks like the in tel li gence was right. We haven’t seen any.”

“We couldn’t have chosen a bet ter night,” Élodie offered.

“Maybe.” Mack in tosh took the ra dio from his pack and pressed the but- 
ton to speak. “WINCHESTER,” he said. “It’s SALIS BURY. Any thing to re- 
port?”

“No,” Mor gan replied from the vant age point on the other side of the
Wall. “It’s quiet. I can’t see any thing.”

“Copy that. SALIS BURY out.”

Mack in tosh put the ra dio back into his pack.

“I’m go ing to go out side,” he said.

Cameron stepped for ward. “I don’t think that’s wise. We haven’t
planned for it.”

“I’m go ing out,” Mack in tosh in sisted. “I know the area. And he should
be here by now.”

He looked from the sol dier’s face to Élodie’s. She was as con cerned as
he was, yet there was some thing else on her face, too. They had only been
see ing each other for a short while, and they had man aged—at least they
thought they had—to keep their re la tion ship private. He looked at her, saw
the damp shine to her eyes, the hes it ant up turn to her lips, and saw the af- 
fec tion there.

He couldn’t let that stop him. PI CASSO was too im port ant, his po ten tial
too great.

Élodie mouthed two words: Be care ful. Mack in tosh wanted to re cip roc- 
ate, but while Foulkes had his back to Élodie and couldn’t see her, he was



look ing dead at Mack in tosh and he would see him.

“Eyes open,” he said. “I won’t be long.”
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Mack in tosh opened the door and stepped out onto the street. Strel itzer
Straße was cobbled with two rows of four-storey apart ment blocks that
faced each other. Cars had been slot ted against the kerb with their noses
pok ing out, leav ing enough space for two lines of traffic to pro ceed in either
dir ec tion. An at tempt had been made to soften the bru tal ar chi tec ture with
the plant ing of a row of young elms, al though the winter winds had long
since plucked the last leaves from the branches. Mack in tosh took a step
away from the door and turned left and right to look for any sign that there
was any one else here with him. The street was heavy with snow, save a
slushy stripe where the cars had been passing. Mack in tosh looked left and
saw the Fernse hturm, the enorm ous tele vi sion mast in Al ex an der platz that
was vis ible all across the city. He had al ways hated it; the Com mun ists had
erec ted it in an at tempt to demon strate their power, but it had al ways em- 
bod ied their sur veil lance to Mack in tosh, the sense that they loomed over
everything and that nowhere was safe from their sus pi cious gaze.

Mack in tosh star ted to the east, walk ing slowly across the com pacted
snow and ice. There was a builder’s van parked on his side of the street.
The loc als were do ing some work on a nearby build ing, fix ing it up after
what looked like years of neg lect. The van was old and dirty, and it had a
ragtag col lec tion of equip ment in the flat bed: a ce ment mixer, lad ders, a
wheel bar row.

He had passed the back of the van when he saw move ment at the junc- 
tion with Rheins ber ger Straße. He was fifty feet away, and the per son he



saw was look ing in the op pos ite dir ec tion. Mack in tosh didn’t think that he
had been seen. He walked on and saw that the per son was male, that he was
wear ing a fit ted black over coat and a Rus sian-style ush anka on his head.
Mack in tosh drew closer and saw that the man’s hair, just vis ible un der the
lowered flaps of the hat, had been dyed a bright plat inum blond.

It was PI CASSO.

Mack in tosh picked up his pace.

“Günter,” Mack in tosh said, his voice as quiet as he could make it while
still be ing loud enough for the man to hear.

The man froze and then turned around to face him. His cryptonym was
PI CASSO, but his real name was Günter Schmidt. He was nine teen years
old and he had pale skin and blue eyes that were filled with fear. Mack in- 
tosh reached out a hand; Schmidt took it and they shook.

“Is everything okay?” Mack in tosh asked him in Ger man.

“I’m scared,” Schmidt said.

“You’re fine,” he said, smil ing at him.

“I couldn’t re mem ber the num ber of the house.”

“You’re on the wrong street,” Mack in tosh said gently, tak ing Schmidt
by the sleeve and angling him to ward the junc tion. “It’s over here.”

Mack in tosh glanced over at the young man as they walked. The coat he
was wear ing was the over sized her ring bone that Mack in tosh had bought for
him a month ago. Günter had a fix a tion with David Bowie, and he had seen
him wear ing a sim ilar coat in a pho toshoot by Helmut New ton that had
been pub lished in Sounds. Mack in tosh had brought him reg u lar cop ies of
the magazine as he had gently re cruited him, a slow dance that had taken
months to bring to fruition. He had smuggled the coat across the bor der to
con sum mate their ar range ment and had given it to him at their last meet ing
in Treptower Park.

“I’m frightened,” Schmidt said.

“There’s no reason to be.”



“The bor der guards?”

Mack in tosh shook his head. “None. It’s quiet.”

“But what about the tun nel?”

“It’s fine.”

“I get claus tro phobic.”

“I’ve just come through it,” Mack in tosh said, re mind ing him self to
speak kindly. “It’s safe. A mar vel of en gin eer ing. You’ll see.”
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Élodie had ar ranged for Mack in tosh to meet Schmidt. He had claimed
to be in pos ses sion of evid ence that would cause chaos at the very highest
levels of the Stasi. Mack in tosh had im me di ately seen how valu able Schmidt
could be. And he had seen how re cruit ing the young man would add a layer
of gilt to a ca reer that had already been im press ive. Mack in tosh’s tours of
Bel fast had seen him chop away at the lead er ship of the IRA, de vel op ing
re la tion ships with sev eral in form ants in clud ing a man who had served on
the in fam ous “Nut ting Squad,” the Provos’s counter-in tel li gence and in ter- 
rog a tion unit. He had used the in form ant’s in tel li gence to pick off key play- 
ers, and, in the pro cess, had de veloped an aptitude for in ter rog a tion that had
pro duced start ling res ults while, at the same time, leav ing him feel ing as if
he had been bathing in a sewer.

PI CASSO, though, would be an or der of mag nitude above everything
else that he had achieved, and the pro spect of bring ing him in was in tox ic at- 
ing.

Mack in tosh had been me tic u lous about everything, and his trade craft
had been the most thor ough of his ca reer. He wanted to get a meas ure of the
tar get be fore their first meet ing and had fol lowed him for a week. Each day
had be gun with a mara thon sur veil lance de tec tion routine, backed by a ten-
man Franco–Brit ish counter-sur veil lance de tail, to en sure that he was black
be fore go ing any where near the tar get. He would pick up the young man as
he ended his work ing day at five each af ter noon and fol low him on his walk
home. His route was the same every day: he left the build ing on Nor- 



mannen straße, went south on Kyn as traße, crossed the Spree and then made
his way through Treptower Park.

Sur veil lance was backed up with ex tens ive re search on the sub ject, his
bona fides and the cred ib il ity of the story he was of fer ing to sell. The as- 
sess ment from Lon don and Paris was that he was telling the truth.

The of fer Mack in tosh and Élodie could make Schmidt would be dif fi- 
cult to turn down, but it would also be fraught with great danger. If Schmidt
said yes and there was any mis step, his fu ture would be bleak: in ter rog a tion
in the base ments of the Ho henschön hausen and then a bul let in the back of
the head.

Mack in tosh had al most had second thoughts about mak ing the of fer.

But who was he kid ding? Here was an in tel li gence coup that might be
price less. Schmidt had offered to work with them after be ing sub merged in
the misery of his fel low Ber liners all of his life. He wanted to do some thing
about that, and, thanks to the un for tu nate pro cliv it ies of the Min is ter for
State Se cur ity, he had been given the means to do so.

Mack in tosh had put him in a po s i tion to win his free dom.
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They made their way back along Strel itzer Straße to the derel ict
apart ment. Mack in tosh al lowed him self a buzz of con fid ence: it was go ing
to hap pen. They were go ing to pull it off.

A wo man emerged from the door, wear ing a wool len hat that she had
taken from the sol diers: it was Élodie. Mack in tosh wanted to yell out that
she should get back into the house, but he dared not. He would spook
Schmidt, and there was no telling who else might be listen ing.

“Élodie?” Schmidt said hope fully.

“She wants to make sure you get out, too.”

Mack in tosh put his hand on the young man’s back and nudged him for- 
ward. He smiled at him and told him that he would be fine, that the Brit ish
gov ern ment looked after those who were will ing to risk their lives for the
West, that everything—everything—would be fine.

“The tun nel,” Schmidt said. “It is dirty?”

He ges tured down at Mack in tosh’s trousers; Mack in tosh looked and saw
the streaks of mud that he had missed.

“A little,” he ad mit ted with a smile.

“What about my coat? It’ll be ruined.”

Mack in tosh smiled with in dul gent pa tience. “I’ll get you a new one.”



Élodie came along side. “Everything okay?”

“Yes. All fine. What are you do ing out side?”

“We couldn’t see you.”

“Let’s get off the street.”

They were still thirty feet from the door to num ber 55 when a black van
raced around the corner and came to a stop on the other side of the road. It
was a Bar kas B1000, the trans port that the Stasi used to snatch people from
the street. A man stepped out of the driver’s com part ment, leav ing the door
open be hind him. A second man got out.

“Merde,” Élodie hissed.

Mack in tosh reached with his left hand, took Schmidt by the el bow and
picked up the pace. He let his right arm hang loosely by his side, his fin gers
ready to reach around for the gun that was go ing to be pressed into the
small of his back.

The men walked across the ice-slicked cobbles in their dir ec tion.

“Achtung!”

Mack in tosh held onto Schmidt’s arm and kept walk ing. They were out- 
side num ber 49, with just a few more paces to the door to 55. If they could
get in side, maybe…

He heard the sound of an en gine from be hind him, the crunch of tyres
across com pacted snow. Mack in tosh turned his head to look back; an other
black Bar kas van had ar rived, this one block ing the road be hind them. A
fur ther two men had stepped down from the cab and were com ing their
way.

He swal lowed down on a throat that was sud denly very dry.

Min is terium für Staats sich er heit.

The Stasi.

Bor der guards were dumb and pre dict able; they fol lowed or ders, did
what they were told, shunned ori gin al ity for rote. The Stasi were dif fer ent.
They were ruth less. They killed whenever they had the chance. Mack in- 



tosh’s former head of sta tion had been gut ted in the street as he lit a ci gar- 
ette. His re place ment’s car had been fit ted with a bomb and blown up while
he waited to pick up a sec ret ary at Tem pel hof. They had eyes every where
and they were slowly tight en ing their grip around what they saw as the hos- 
tile in tel li gence ser vices ranged against them. They were im plac able, ruth- 
less, and driven by a cold ideo lo gical an imus that could not be reasoned or
ne go ti ated with.

And they knew. Someone had tipped them off. Fear wrapped around
him, icy cold. It tightened, for cing his breath from his lungs.

The two agents ahead of them were car ry ing Makarov PMs. Mack in tosh
re cog nised one of them: it was Axel Geipel, a col onel in the Hauptver wal- 
tung Aufklärung, the Stasi’s Main Dir ect or ate for Re con nais sance. Geipel
had a repu ta tion for bru tal ity; Mack in tosh had heard the stor ies of what
happened to the men and wo men he took back to Ho henschön hausen pris-
on. But worse than Geipel’s repu ta tion was that of his pat ron; Geipel
worked for Karl-Heinz Som mer, and Som mer was a devil.

“Get your hands up!” Geipel shouted in Eng lish. “Now!”

Mack in tosh stopped.

Not like this. Not without a fight.

Élodie stopped next to him. Her hand twitched to ward her weapon.

“Don’t,” he whispered. “Not yet.”

Mack in tosh re leased Schmidt’s wrist and held his left hand aloft, his
open palm fa cing for ward.

Geipel waved his gun. “Both hands!”

He raised his right hand, too, and stretched both of them above his head.
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The ground floor win dow of num ber 55 ex ploded out wards in a
cas cade of glass shards. A sub ma chine gun chugged as one of the sol diers
un loaded the magazine of his MP5-SD. The two Stasi agents were di ag on- 
ally op pos ite the win dow; the vol ley streaked across the cobbled street and
det on ated against the graf fiti-scarred wall be hind them. Chunks of plaster
were blown into the air and a cloud of fine dust choked that side of the road.
One of them fell; Geipel fired back.

Mack in tosh knew their op por tun ity would last for mo ments and no
more. He heard the gun fire from be hind them, flinched with the ex pect a tion
that he was about to be struck, but felt noth ing. He grabbed Schmidt by the
arm and dragged him into the cover offered by the front of the builder’s
van. At the same time, he reached be hind his back, snagged the butt of the
pis tol, and yanked it clear so hast ily that the iron sight scored a groove on
his skin. He aimed at the two agents in front of him, but he could only see
the un mov ing body of one of them; Geipel had slipped into cover be hind
the black van.

He turned the other way, look ing for Élodie, and saw blood.

Lots of blood.

He pan icked.

Élodie was on the pave ment, face down, arms and legs akimbo. Her
head was turned in Mack in tosh’s dir ec tion and he could see her face. There
was panic there. Ter ror.



“I can’t move my legs.”

He reached for her arm and dragged her, heed less of the risk that he was
tak ing in com ing out of cover and the dam age that he might be do ing by
mov ing her. Ad ren aline buzzed in his veins, gave him fresh strength, and
Élodie wasn’t heavy; he hauled her out of harm’s way be fore the agents be- 
hind them could fire again.

She stammered some thing in French that he didn’t catch. Her hand was
un der neath body, clasped to her stom ach and, when she held it up to look at
it, he saw that her palm was red with blood. He could guess what must have
happened: she had been shot in the back, the bul let passing through her
spine and then ex it ing through her gut. She had been para lysed and, un less
he could get her back to the West, she would bleed out. The im possib il ity of
what he would have to do swamped him; how could he get her through the
tun nel like this? Hope less ness turned to des per a tion and then be came an ger:
it was his fault. He should have told her to stay on the other side of the
Wall.

Mack in tosh heard a whim per and drew his fo cus back. PI CASSO was
curled on his side, look ing up at him. He wore an ex pres sion of sur prise, the
mo ment of shock that would quickly pass as pain over whelmed it. Mack in- 
tosh checked him over, top to bot tom, and saw the blood on his thigh.
Schmidt was clasp ing his leg with both hands and blood was run ning out
between his fin gers.

Mack in tosh was filled with a bub bling of dread; the only wo man who
cared for him had been badly hurt and the op er a tion that would have made
him a hero was turn ing to ash.

He heard the sound of an other en gine and saw a third van as it rumbled
into the street, com ing to a halt be hind the one that was shel ter ing Geipel.
The doors opened and four men dropped down, each of them armed with
sub ma chine guns. They stayed be hind the van, us ing its bulk to cover them
from the shoot ers in the apart ment.

It was a stan doff. The two SAS war rant of ficers could keep Geipel and
the new comers covered. The two men who had shot Élodie and Schmidt
might be ap proach ing from be hind, but they would have to move with cau- 



tion. They must have ex pec ted that Mack in tosh was armed.

“I’m go ing to get you out,” he said to Élodie.

“No,” she said. “You can’t. You have to leave me.”

Her voice was weak, but there was cer tainty there, and Mack in tosh
knew that she was right even though it cut him to fol low the lo gic to its
only pos sible con clu sion.

“They’ll fix you up,” he said. “They have to. You’re a dip lo mat. Tell
them. I’ll speak to Claude. He’ll sort it out.”

She reached up with her hand. Mack in tosh clasped it and held it tight.

He turned to Schmidt. “Do you think you can move?”

“My leg,” Schmidt said. “It hurts. And the bleed ing won’t stop.”

Mack in tosh grit ted his teeth. It was fin ished. Even if he could get
Schmidt into the apart ment, how was he go ing to get him down the lad der?
Even if he man aged to get to the bot tom of the shaft, the tun nel re quired ef- 
fort to tra verse; how would Schmidt man age that with one leg? He would
have to ask the SAS men to stay be hind and hold up the Stasi, but that
would be a death sen tence. It was im possible. They were done.

He was go ing to have to leave them both.

“Herr Mack in tosh.”

He froze. The shout had come from be hind the van in front of him.

“My name is Karl-Heinz Som mer. I’m sure you know who I am.”

Mack in tosh did know who Som mer was; they all did. He was a killer.
He was an in ter rog ator and ex e cu tioner, an of ficer so en am oured with his
grim vo ca tion that his vic tims ar gued he was more de mon than man, an an- 
gel of death who left piles of corpses in his wake. Som mer had risen
through the Stasi’s ranks to Gen er aloberst and now he was in charge of
counter-in tel li gence. He op er ated a net work of in form ers, trait ors and turn- 
coats who sup plied him with a flow of in form a tion that some times made
him seem as if he had been blessed with clair voy ance. They called him die
Spinne. The spider at the centre of a web that covered all of Ber lin, East and



West.

“I know who you are,” Mack in tosh called back, the butt of his pis tol
sud denly slip pery in his sweat-slicked palm.

“Then you know that the game is up.” Som mer’s Eng lish was ex cel lent,
des pite a heavy ac cent. “Tell your sol diers to throw their weapons out of the
win dow.”

“I don’t think so,” he called back, try ing to stall him, try ing to think of a
way out of this mess.

“No, Herr Mack in tosh, they must do this, and then you and Herr
Schmidt must come out with your hands above your head. I give you my
word that you won’t be harmed.”

Mack in tosh took out the ra dio and pressed the but ton to open the chan- 
nel. “This is SALIS BURY. Shots fired. ROUEN and PI CASSO are both in- 
ca pa cit ated, can’t move.”

“Herr Schmidt,” Som mer called out in Ger man. “Günter. This doesn’t
have to end badly for you. I know what you have offered to the Brit ish. You
don’t have to sell it to them. Your ex per i ence is valu able to me, too. Let’s
talk about it.”

“Ig nore him,” Mack in tosh said to Schmidt.

The ra dio squelched. “This is NOR WICH,” came the reply from one of
the two SAS men. “Please con firm the en emy is be hind you.”

“Con firmed,” he said. “Two men, maybe more.”

“Please con firm PI CASSO and ROUEN are im mob ile.”

He looked back to Élodie. She was pale, and the blood had pooled
around her torso, a splash of col our on the ice and snow. Schmidt was the
same. “Con firmed.”

“And you?”

“I’m fine.”

“Günter,” Som mer called out again. “I would rather this could be con- 
cluded on good terms, but you should know that I have sent agents to col- 



lect your fam ily. They will be ar res ted and taken to Ho henschön hausen. I
would much rather we could just let them go again, but you need to help me
if you want that to hap pen. Put your hands up and walk out to me. You have
my word that you will be well-treated.”

The ra dio squelched again. “This is what we’re go ing to do,” the war- 
rant of ficer said. “We’re go ing to throw smoke. On my mark, you’re go ing to
run for the door. Fix it in your mind—you won’t be able to see it when the
smoke spreads. But they won’t see you, either. When you see the gren ades,
count down from ten and then run. Do you un der stand?”

Mack in tosh felt sick, but ra di oed back that he un der stood. He held the
ra dio in his left hand and the gun in his right.

“I have an in jured French cit izen here. She has dip lo matic status. You
are ob liged to treat her un der the Vi enna Con ven tion.”

“Of course we will treat her,” the voice came back. “Tell your sol diers
to throw out their weapons and put your hands up. You will all be treated
well.”

Mack in tosh turned to Schmidt. “I have to go now,” he said.

Élodie squeezed his wrist. He turned to look down at her.

She mouthed the words: Je t’aime.

Two green can is ters were tossed out of the broken win dow, one aimed
to the left and the other to the right. They bounced once, twice, and then
rolled to a stop. Smoke poured out of them, a grey cloud that bil lowed up
and out and filled the street. It wrapped around them, and Mack in tosh could
only just see Élodie’s face.

“I love you too.”

Ten, nine, eight.

“What do I do?” Schmidt pleaded.

“Your leg needs to be treated. Stay here and wait for them to get to
you.”

Seven, six, five.



“But—”

Mack in tosh in ter rup ted him. “I’m com ing back for you, Günter. I prom- 
ise. I’m com ing back.”

Four, three, two.

The smoke was dense now, and Mack in tosh could only just see his hand
in front of his face.

One.

He let go of Élodie, clasped the gun in his other hand and, breath ing in a
lung ful of the ac rid air, he ran.
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The smoke was so thick that Mack in tosh didn’t see the edge of the
kerb. His foot crashed into it and, be fore he could try to main tain his bal- 
ance, he was flat on his face. The air was knocked out of his lungs as he
crashed down to the ground and, when he gasped for more, he found that he
was breath ing in the thick, cloy ing smoke. He coughed, pushed him self to
his hands and knees and then scrambled to his feet. He set off again, dis or i- 
ent ated and un sure that he was still head ing to ward the door to num ber 55.
He heard the sound of angry voices, shouts in Ger man for him to stop and
warn ings that he would be shot if he didn’t. He ig nored them, run ning
harder, reach ing the wall of the build ing and fum bling for the door. He
couldn’t find it and, just as he was cer tain that he had gone too far and that
there would be no pro spect of him find ing his es cape be fore the smoke
cleared, he felt strong hands grabbing him by the lapels of his coat and
haul ing him into the build ing.

The door closed be hind him and he heard the key turn ing in the lock.
There was less smoke in side and he was able to see Cameron and Fisher.
Both of them had their sub ma chine guns ready and Fisher was clasp ing an- 
other gren ade.

“Get into the tun nel,” Cameron said.

Mack in tosh looked around. Foulkes was ly ing on the floor, face down.
“What happened?”

“Got hit when they re turned fire. Shot to the head. He’s dead.”



“Fuck.”

“Herr Mack in tosh,” the voice from out side called again. “You should
have stayed. I would have had your friend treated. But now? I think not.”

Fisher edged up to the win dow and looked out side.

“No,” he said. “Fuck, no—”

The words were in ter rup ted by a single gun shot.

Mack in tosh felt his stom ach plunge.

“What happened? What did he do?”

Fisher’s face was white. “He shot ROUEN, sir. Ex ecuted. Point blank.”

Mack in tosh went for the door; there was no reason for it, no lo gic, and
it would have been death if he had reached it, but he couldn’t help him self.
Fisher stepped aside and body checked him, send ing him down to the floor.
He heard the chat ter of a sub ma chine gun and the other win dow ex ploded,
glass and frag ments of the wooden frame scat ter ing around. Tendrils of
smoke reached in side. Mack in tosh heard shout ing and flinched as an other
vol ley rat-tat-tat ted against the wooden door.

Fisher grabbed him by the shoulders, hauled him to his feet and man- 
handled him to ward the back of the room. “The tun nel—now!”

Mack in tosh al lowed him self to be shoved out of the room, down the
stairs and into the base ment. The shaft was open and the bot tom of the tun- 
nel was still lit by the lan tern. Mack in tosh lowered him self so that he was
sit ting over the lip of the drop, and then put his feet on the rungs and star ted
to climb down.

“Quickly,” Fisher said.

Mack in tosh des cen ded as fast as he could. The treads of his boots were
stuffed with ice from the road out side and he lost his foot ing sev eral times
be fore he man aged to reach the bot tom.

“Go, go, go.”

He got down onto his hands and knees and scrabbled into the mouth of
the tun nel, half crawl ing and half slid ing down the in cline as the pas sage



headed west. He heard the sound of a muffled ex plo sion from be hind him
and knew that Cameron had tossed a frag gren ade back out into the apart- 
ment to de ter pur suit. They had to hope that the Stasi would be wary of
booby-traps; if the Ger mans pur sued them it would be a simple enough
mat ter to fire into the tun nel. There would be little that they would be able
to do to de fend them selves.

Mack in tosh gasped as he crawled, try ing to fill his lungs with clean air.
His eyes stung from the smoke and tears ran down his face. He thought of
Élodie and the way that she had looked at him. He would have stayed with
her, and she had known it; she had sent him away to save his life. Som mer
had murdered her in cold blood.

He thought of Schmidt, too, and the fu ture that his fail ure had bought
for him: a tiled base ment, a stain less-steel table, a groove down the middle
of the sloped floor that led to a drain where blood and vis cera would be
washed away. He could an ti cip ate the tender min is tra tions of the Stasi in ter- 
rog at ors; prob ably Schmidt would war rant the at ten tion of Som mer him self.

How did he know?

Mack in tosh sliced open his palm on a sharp piece of rock, ig nored it,
car ried on. He would find out who had be trayed him, deal with them, and
then deal with Som mer, too. He swore ven geance, there and then, un der the
found a tions of the Wall.

Som mer, and who ever else was in volved, was go ing to pay.



PART II
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Smiler clicked the trans mit but ton twice, and Jimmy’s ra dio squelched
in re sponse. It was the all-clear sig nal: time to move. Jimmy ad jus ted the
balaclava on his head, the wool scratch ing against the stubble on his chin,
and got out of the Vaux hall Cava lier. He went around to the back and
popped the boot: six dis pos able oxy gen cyl in ders; a spe cially-made fit ting
that en abled him to feed the gas through a quarter-inch tube; a series of five-
eighth-inch hol low stain less-steel brake lines; and a ball of steel wool. The
oxy gen cyl in ders were de signed for weld ing torches, and he had them
packed in a black can vas bag. He put the bag on his shoulder, col lec ted the
rest of the gear, closed the boot and hur ried across the empty yard to the
ware house.

They were on a trad ing es tate three miles away from Heath row Air port.
A series of ware houses formed from a large brick build ing that was sur- 
roun ded by a gen er ous car park. Full-length up-and-over roller doors,
painted in ca nary yel low, marked the en trance to each unit, each with a
num ber painted in black. Smiler was out side num ber 11 and had opened the
smal ler door that was used by those en ter ing and ex it ing the build ing on
foot.

Jimmy hur ried over to him.

“Any prob lems?” he asked.

“Sweet as a nut.”

“Alarm off?”



“It’s all done. You’re good to go.”

Ed die Fa bian had set the job up for them. He had paid off one of the se- 
cur ity guards who worked on the es tate. It was New Year’s Eve and the
guard had said that se cur ity would be much more lax than would oth er wise
be the case; the land lord was tight, and not happy about the pro spect of pay- 
ing the usual four-man team triple-time to guard the es tate. There were only
two men on duty to night, and Fa bian’s con tact had laced the com munal cof- 
fee pot with the ket am ine that Fa bian had sup plied. Both the con tact and his
mate would par take of the cof fee, and both would be co matose for hours.
Smiler and Jimmy had a gen er ous win dow within which to work.

They had been given plans and pho to graphs of the ware house. The safe
was in the of fice at the rear. Jimmy switched on his flash light and made his
way across the floor, passing through an aisle of rack ing that reached
halfway to the eaves, six metres above. An of fice space had been provided
in a tem por ary cabin, and Smiler had already opened the door. Jimmy put a
gloved hand on the handle, pushed the door all the way open and went in- 
side.

He swept the torch around the room: a desk, two chairs, and, in the
corner at the back, a large safe. Jimmy had seen pic tures of the safe and
knew that it was a good one. It was con struc ted with a double-walled three-
inch-thick tempered steel body that was, in turn, filled with bar rier ma ter ial
to res ist at tack. It had a re locker that would render it in op er able if any one
tampered with the lock, and it was bolted to the floor.

Smiler fol lowed Jimmy into the of fice.

“What do you think?” he said.

“Do you mean can I do it? Yes. I can do it.”

There were lots of ways to crack a safe. Jimmy had con sidered ma nip u- 
la tion; you took a steth o scope and put it over the lock as if it were a beat ing
heart. You turned the dial, listen ing for the clicks as the notches lined up on
the series of in ter lock ing wheels in side. Ma nip u la tion, though, was slow,
and the in form a tion that Jimmy had been given sug ges ted that this par tic u- 
lar safe would be a chal lenge to open that way. Jimmy looked at the locks
and agreed; he could have done it, but it would have taken a long while. His



way was bet ter.

“Go and keep watch,” Jimmy said to Smiler. “I’ll ra dio if I need you.”

Jimmy wanted to open the safe as quickly as pos sible, and, with that in
mind, he had settled on his homemade thermal lance. In dus trial lances were
large and ex pens ive, and Jimmy had no wish to have a re cord of him pur- 
chas ing one that could eas ily be traced back to him if a di li gent de tect ive
thought to check. In stead, he had cre ated his own ver sion. He took out an
oxy gen tank and fit ted the reg u lator to the top, mak ing sure that the brake
line was nestled tight within it. He took a hand ful of steel wool and stuffed
it into the other end of the line. He lit the steel wool with his lighter and
slowly opened the valve to re lease the oxy gen; the wool star ted to burn,
brighter and brighter, and then, when it was a bright white that lit up the
room, the wool ig nited the end of the lance.

The burn ing iron was hot enough to cut through al most any thing.
Jimmy used the flame to cut an aper ture in the door of the safe, a li quid slag
of iron ox ides drib bling and splash ing from the burn ing end of the lance and
pool ing on the con crete floor in front of the safe. He worked slowly and
meth od ic ally, feel ing the heat on his face where it was un covered by the
mask. The red-hot point sliced through the steel door: he star ted on the top
ho ri zontal, cre at ing an in cision and then turn ing off the oxy gen as the brake
line burned down to a quarter of its ori ginal length.

Jimmy was sweat ing into the balaclava. He re moved the ex hausted
brake line, re placed it with a fresh one, and re peated the pro cess. He
worked on the long ver tical, then the bot tom ho ri zontal. He changed the
lance again and then fin ished the fi nal right-hand edge. When he was done,
he had sliced a neat rect angle into the door.

“Still clear?” he said into the ra dio as he moved the cut ting gear out of
the way.

“All good. How you do ing?”

“Nearly there. I need to ham mer.”

“Do it. There’s no one here.”

Jimmy took a ham mer and a thick cloth from his bag. He fixed the cloth



to the top of the safe to deaden the noise and, with two power ful strikes, he
struck the corners of the cut-out door so that it fell into the body of the safe.
He grabbed the ex posed end with both gloved hands and pulled, drag ging
out the panel that he had cre ated.

The safe was open. Jimmy took his flash light and shone the beam in- 
side. He saw the neatly stacked metal boxes, took one out, thumbed the
clasp that se cured the lid, and opened it. The box was lined with vel vet and
con tained a col lec tion of un cut dia monds. The gems glittered in the light of
the torch. Jimmy laid the box on the floor next to the glow ing slag and took
out an other. He opened it: it con tained more un cut stones. There was a wad
of notes on a lower shelf. Jimmy took it, thumbed through them—twen ties
and fifties—and put them in his pocket.

“We’re in,” he ra di oed. “Come and help.”

Smiler made his way to the of fice and looked down at the open boxes.
“Fuck ing bril liant,” he said. “I ever tell you I love you?”

“Not nearly enough.”

Smiler helped Jimmy take out the other boxes.

“There you are, you little beauty.”

Ed die Fa bian had been told that the ware house would be hold ing the
gems. They had been flown over from Am s ter dam the day be fore and were
bound for on ward dis tri bu tion around the coun try. Jimmy and Smiler had
each been prom ised fifty large if they could suc cess fully hit the ware house
and get the stones. It was go ing to be a prof it able even ing’s work. Not a bad
way to see in 1989.

Jimmy checked his watch. It was el even.

“Let’s get a move on,” he said. “I’m sup posed to be home for Big Ben.”
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Smiler drove them away from the in dus trial es tate, tak ing the Great
West Road to Houn slow. He parked the Cava lier five minutes away from
the gues t house. Jimmy opened the door and stepped out side.

“Well done,” Jimmy said.

“Ditto.”

“See you to mor row.”

“You will.” Jimmy paused and grinned as he shook his head. “Shit. I al- 
most for got. Happy New Year.”

Smiler laughed; the date had evid ently slipped his mind, too. He
reached across the cabin and clasped hands with Jimmy. “Happy New Year,
you Ir ish prick.”

Jimmy went to the back of the car and opened the boot. Smiler was re- 
spons ible for de liv er ing the dia monds to Fa bian. Jimmy was okay about
that; he trus ted Smiler, more or less, and Fa bian was fright en ing enough
that there was no way that Smiler would think about do ing any thing stu pid.
Jimmy took out the bag with his gear, slung it over his shoulder, closed the
boot and slapped his hand on the roof of the car. Smiler held up a hand in
farewell and pulled out. Jimmy watched him go. He would take the car out
into the coun tryside and torch it be fore driv ing back in the second car that
they had stashed there. They would meet up with Fa bian to mor row.

Jimmy walked the rest of the dis tance on foot. The Civic Guest House



was in an un as sum ing ter race on Lamp ton Road. He took out his key,
opened the front door and made his way up to the room that he had booked
on the second floor. It was cheap and not par tic u larly pleas ant, but he hadn’t
chosen it for its lux ury. In stead, he had scouted the area for suit able
premises and had settled on this one pre cisely be cause it was un re mark able,
al most cer tainly avail able and within five minutes of the ware house. The
land lady lived down stairs in her base ment flat and was al most blind, nav ig- 
at ing her way around the prop erty with the as sist ance of a white stick. That
was a bo nus; it would be dif fi cult for her to identify him if the po lice were
ever to put him in a line-up.

He locked the door and crossed the room to close the cur tains. He took
off his jacket and shirt and stuffed them into a black bin liner that he had
brought with him. He took off his trousers and reached into the front pock-
et. His fin gers found the sharp edges of the un cut stone that he had taken
from the first box that he had opened. He knew a friendly jew eller in Hat ton
Garden and had de cided that he was go ing to ask him to make an en gage- 
ment ring for Isa bel. They had been to gether for ten years and she had
stopped drop ping hints about how she would like to get mar ried in the sus- 
pi cion, per haps, that Jimmy would never ask. Now was the right time,
though. A big job like this would see them straight for months. He had been
mean ing to go straight, do some thing on the up-and-up with his life, and
maybe now was the right time to do it.

He shoved his shoes, trousers and pants into the sack, knot ted the bag
and left it by the door with his gear. It would go into a land fill on his way
home once he was fin ished here.

He went into the tiny bath room and stepped into the shower, ig nor ing
the mil dew that had grown over the panes of glass and across the dirty tiles.
The flow of wa ter was as in sipid as might have been ex pec ted given the
state of the prop erty, but it was suf fi cient. Jimmy stood un der neath it for ten
minutes, scrub bing him self clean with soap. He turned off the flow,
wrapped a towel around his waist and went to the sink. He had bought a tub
of Swarfega and he opened it now, scoop ing out a small amount of the dark
green, gelat in ous sub stance that al ways re minded him of his uncle Barney.
He worked it onto his dry skin and then wiped it off. It was ubi quit ous in



gar ages and ma chine shops and was much more ef fect ive than soap at re- 
mov ing grease, oil, ink or other per sist ent dirt from the skin. He wanted to
make ab so lutely sure that no traces of the equip ment that he had used to cut
into the safe could sub sequently be de tec ted.

He went back into the bed room, dressed into the clean clothes that he
had brought from home, and checked that he was good to leave the room.
He looked fine: clean and tidy, dressed in de cent clothes, noth ing to sug gest
that he had just been re spons ible for burn ing his way into a safe and ran- 
sack ing the con tents.

He picked up the bag of equip ment and the bin bag, locked the room be- 
hind him and made his way down to the street to where his Ford Capri was
parked. He put the bags in the boot, opened the driver’s door and got in side.
It was a second-hand 3.0S Ghia Mk II with auto matic trans mis sion, painted
sil ver, just the same as Bodie’s car in The Pro fes sion als. Jimmy slot ted the
De peche Mode cas sette into the player and looked at his watch. It was el- 
even-thirty and he had prom ised to be home for mid night. He was go ing to
watch the fire works on the TV with Isa bel and Sean. He had planned to
dump the bag in a land fill, but he didn’t have time to do that if he wanted to
be back for the New Year. Jimmy ground his teeth in frus tra tion; he hated to
leave him self more vul ner able than he had to, even if the risk was in fin ites- 
imal, but he hated dis ap point ing his fam ily more.

Get ting rid of the bag could wait un til to mor row.

He star ted the car and set off for home.
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Jimmy drove back to Valentine Road. He lived in a mid-ter raced house,
with a base ment and two storeys above it. The house had been in a dread ful
state be fore they had pur chased it, but its de crep itude was the only reason
that they had been able to af ford it. Jimmy had spent six months lick ing it
into shape: he had in stalled two new bath rooms and a new kit chen, had
stripped and pol ished the floor boards, and had cleared the jungle that had
been al lowed to grow in the back garden. The house was nice now. It was
the best on the street, al though that wasn’t say ing much; the house to the
left was a squat, the house on the right was an oc ca sional brothel, and one
of the houses op pos ite was used to sell heroin.

It was a rough street and there had been fric tion when Jimmy had
moved in. The brothel had been a little too loud and the cli en tele had dis- 
turbed Sean’s sleep. Jimmy had knocked on the door and ex plained why it
was in every one’s best in terests to show some neigh bourly con sid er a tion.
The muscle who over saw the place was un im pressed, and so Jimmy had
broken his nose. The man’s boss had been un im pressed, too, but Jimmy had
made him see the good sense of ad opt ing friendly, neigh bourly re la tions.
There had not been any prob lems after that.

Jimmy un locked the door and went in side.

Isa bel met him in the hall. “It’s five to twelve. I thought you were go ing
to miss it.”

“I prom ised the wee man I’d be here,” he said, “and I am.”



“How was it?”

“Good. We got lucky.”

“How lucky?”

He took out the thick wad of notes he had taken from the safe and gave
it to her.

“Je sus,” she breathed. “How much is that?”

“Three grand. You still want to go to Ben idorm?”

“Ser i ously?”

“Let’s book it when they open to mor row,” he said. “Two weeks, not one
—all right?”

Isa bel reached for his face and pulled him down so that she could kiss
him. “I still don’t ap prove.”

“I know, darling.” He changed the sub ject, too tired for an ar gu ment
about his chosen pro fes sion. “Where’s the wee man?”

Isa bel in dic ated the lounge with a nod of the head. “Asleep.”

Jimmy and Isa bel had agreed to let their son stay up to see in the New
Year. He had been ask ing all week and had told them that all his friends
would be awake for the fire works. It was about to be 1989, he said, nearly
the end of a dec ade. Jimmy and Isa bel had teased him, say ing that he
couldn’t, be fore bar gain ing with him: he could watch the chan ging of the
year with them if he prom ised to clean his room. He had quickly agreed to
their stip u la tions.

Jimmy looked in at Sean. “How long did he last?”

“Till just be fore el even.”

“Bless him.”

Little Sean was seven years old and the apple of his father’s eye. He and
Isa bel had struggled to con ceive and had al most given up hope; Sean was
the mir acle that they thought they would never re ceive. There had been no
second preg nancy and they had settled for what they had. Sean was



everything they had wanted and more.

Jimmy went into the sit ting room and tip toed over to the sofa.

The phone rang in the hall. “I’ve got it,” Isa bel said.

Jimmy knelt down and brushed the blond fronds of hair away from his
son’s face. He was bois ter ous when he was awake yet, when he slept, he
looked so fra gile and help less. Jimmy looked at him and felt the catch in his
heart.

“It’s for you,” Isa bel said.

He stood. “Who?”

“Smiler.”

Sean star ted to stir and Jimmy went into the hall. Isa bel handed him the
re ceiver.

“What is it?”

“Where are you?”

“Home. About to wake up my wee lad for the fire works on the telly.”
Jimmy knew the ques tion was a di ver sion; Smiler had called for some thing
else. “What is it?”

“We’ve got a prob lem.” He soun ded agit ated.

“What kind of prob lem?”

“A Fa bian prob lem.”

“Can it wait?”

“What do you think?”

“What’s wrong with him now?”

“Not on the phone, Jimmy.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Jimmy muttered. “When?”

“He says it’s got to be now.”

Isa bel had gone into the kit chen and now she re turned with a bottle of



cham pagne and their two best glasses. She saw Jimmy’s face. “What is it?”
she mouthed.

Jimmy shook his head. Isa bel knew him too well; she saw his con cern
and looked at him, an eye brow cocked. He put his hand over the phone.
“It’s noth ing,” he said, hop ing that his smile might per suade her not to
worry.

Isa bel handed one of the glasses to Jimmy, then sat on the sofa and
whispered softly to Sean. The lad stirred, turned to look at his mother and
smiled.

“You’re in your jam mies, Mummy,” he said.

“It’s al most mid night. We’ll watch the fire works and then we’ll go to
bed. It’s been a long day.” She placed a fin ger on Sean’s nose, mak ing him
smile.

Jimmy loved that smile. He lived for it.

“Jimmy?” Smiler pressed.

He sighed. “Where are you?”

“Charlie Chan’s.”

Isa bel sensed him tens ing; she turned to ward him, dipped her head and
looked at him over the rim of her glasses.

“I need you here,” Smiler said.

Jimmy sighed. “I’m go ing to watch the fire works with my lad first. Give
me twenty minutes.”

He hung up the phone be fore Smiler could protest.

“To night?” Isa bel said with a weary sigh. “It’s New Year’s Eve.”

“It’s only a wee bit of busi ness, love. I’ll be care ful.”

“It’s New Year’s Eve,” she re peated. “You said—”

“I know, but it can’t be helped. I don’t want to go.”

“So don’t.”



“You know it doesn’t work like that. I’m sorry.”

Sean was sit ting up now, his legs hanging over the side of the sofa, still
too short to reach the floor.

“Right, wee man,” Jimmy said, sit ting down be side him. “You ready for
the fire works?”

The little boy got up onto his father’s knee. Isa bel put on the tele vi sion
and pushed the but ton for BBC One. They sat on the sofa to gether, watch- 
ing the fire works over the Thames. The broad cast cut back to Mi chael As- 
pel in the stu dio. He wished every one a happy New Year and the broad cast
came to an end. Sean was already asleep again. With great care, Jimmy got
to his feet and walked up the stairs with his child in his arms. His wee boy.
The blond bomb shell, Isa bel called him. A sweet kid. Sean loved his dog
and his fam ily and kick ing a foot ball in the nearby park. Jimmy would take
him out for a game in the morn ing. He had prom ised him.

He tucked his son into bed, kissed him on the fore head and went down- 
stairs. He grabbed his leather jacket from the back of the chair. The na tional
an them was just fin ish ing and the screen cut to the test card.

Jimmy’s car keys nor mally sat in a dish on the hall table, but Isa bel had
them in her hand.

“Be care ful,” she said, wrap ping her arms around his neck.

They kissed and she gave him the keys. Jimmy put them in his pocket.

“Not that old thing again?”

Jimmy looked down at the coat. It was battered, with scuff marks and
tears that had been patched up. He thought it gave him char ac ter.

“I told you I’d get you a new one.”

“And I told you that I like it,” he said with a smile. He opened the front
door. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

He went out side, closed the door be hind him and then zipped up the
leather. The jacket had be longed to his uncle Barney. The old man had
bought it on the Crum lin Road years ago and he had never re placed it.
Jimmy had taken it from Barney’s flat after the old man had died. It was



older than he was, but he didn’t want to change it. It re minded him of his
uncle and the things that he had learned from him.

And he had learned plenty. Barney was a le gend in Ar doyne, Ballysil lan
and Li goniel. He had been a safe cracker with a series of jobs to his name
that had made him a le gend in the un der world and a thorn in the side of the
po lice. Wee Jimmy, as he was then, had looked up to his uncle. He had
wanted to be him, to the ever last ing dis may of his mother, and it had been
in ev it able that he would even tu ally walk in his foot steps. Couldn’t fight
nature.

Jimmy made his way across the path to the end of his short garden,
opened the gate, and closed it be hind him. The night air chilled him. It was
in vig or at ing. He loved the feel of cold air on his skin. He looked back at the
house. It wasn’t any thing spe cial, but it was his. He was the first per son in
his fam ily to own a house; even Uncle Barney had only ever ren ted. He saw
the light go on in the bed room and knew that Isa bel would wait up for him.
He told him self that he would be as quick as he could. He would speak to
Fa bian, fig ure out what was hap pen ing and work out how best to deal with
it. And then he would come home and for get about work for the rest of the
week end.
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Jimmy cruised west, en joy ing the rumble of the Capri’s V6, feel ing the
vi bra tions against his back through the sport seat. He thought about the car
and the house and how far he had come. He had come off the boat with
noth ing and now this. He was mak ing pro gress. Slow and steady pro gress.
Barney would have been proud.

Jimmy had two tal ents in life: box ing and burg lary. He had ar rived in
Lon don and in dulged both. He made his first money on the un der ground
box ing cir cuit, tak ing on all-comers in bare-knuckle bouts that were ar- 
ranged in un der ground car parks and empty ware houses. He had de veloped
a repu ta tion for vi cious ness and, after a couple of op pon ents had ended up
in hos pital, he had found that it was more dif fi cult to set up fu ture bouts.
The money had dried up and he had gone back to the pro fes sion he had
learned at his uncle’s knee. He star ted with do mestic burg lar ies but, as he
real ised that the pro ceeds did not bear the risk of ac quir ing them, he had
looked at big ger scores. He had only one rule: he would only do a job if it
could be done without hurt ing any one. Box ing was one thing—both par ti- 
cipants knew the risks, and agreed to them—but Jimmy had no in terest in
hurt ing any one in the pro cess of do ing a job. He had turned down big scores
that in volved vi ol ence; he had to go home at the end of the day and he knew
he wouldn’t be able to keep his dis com fort from Isa bel. He had a con sci-
ence, he loved his girl friend and his son, and some things were more im- 
port ant than money.

He thought about Smiler and the job that they had pulled off that night.



Jimmy had known him from his local pub and had quickly grown to like
him. His real name was Ham mond, al though every one pre ferred his nick- 
name on ac count of his mouth ful of gold teeth. Smiler had a bet ting shop in
Hack ney and he had found him self in a spot of bother with a fam ily of local
hood lums who were de mand ing money in re turn for pro tect ing the busi ness.
An other bet ting shop down the road had been fire bombed when the owner
had re fused the broth ers’ of fer, and now Smiler was wor ried that he would
suf fer the same fate.

Jimmy had offered to in ter cede and, all out of op tions, Smiler had
agreed.

Barney had taught Jimmy how to con trol his tem per, but there were oc- 
ca sions when he let the reins slip just a little. The broth ers—Mi chael, David
and Stephen Con nolly—were local faces with repu ta tions. Jimmy tracked
them down: he found Mi chael feed ing the ducks in Vic toria Park; David
was with his mis tress in a May fair hotel; Stephen was in spect ing the un der- 
side of a Fiesta XR2 that he was think ing about buy ing. Jimmy knew that
there would be no point in ask ing them to clear off, so he de cided to show
them why it would be in their best in terests to leave Smiler alone. He broke
Mi chael’s nose and tossed him in the lake; he threw the na ked David out of
the first-floor win dow of the hotel; he kicked out the jack and let the Ford
drop on top of Stephen.

Smiler had been grate ful. His mor als were fun gible, and when he had
real ised that Jimmy shared the same at ti tude to ward mak ing a liv ing he had
sug ges ted that he might like to help him with a job that an ac quaint ance had
put to gether.

The friend’s name was Ed ward Fa bian. Jimmy met him and Smiler in a
pub in Is ling ton and found that they got on well. Fa bian had had his eye on
a ware house near Heath row where, it was said, for eign cur rency and dia- 
monds were kept after they had ar rived at the air port and be fore they were
sent on their way around the coun try. Fa bian had bought off one of the se- 
cur ity guards and said that he could get them in side. The se cur ity at the
ware house was lax, he said, and they would be able to get in and out with
min imal fuss.



Fa bian had been true to his word.

Jimmy was wor ried now. The plan had been to meet to mor row. Why did
he want to meet be fore then?

He pressed his foot down on the ac cel er ator. The Capri’s en gine
growled and the car jerked ahead. He would find out what was bug ging Fa- 
bian and then he would get home. He was tired and he wanted his bed.
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Jimmy reached Charlie Chan’s. The nightclub was part of the
Waltham stow grey hound sta dium. Jimmy found a space in the car park and
left the en gine run ning so that he could listen to the end of the last song on
the al bum. He drummed his fin gers on the steer ing wheel and wondered
what was so im port ant that Fa bian wanted to see them to night.

Jimmy had been re luct ant to take the job. He was care ful, and that was
born of ex per i ence. There had been a time, back in Bel fast, when he had ac- 
cep ted a place on a crew that was plan ning to hit a bank. Jimmy had gone
on the job and had walked away with ten grand. He’d found out after the
fact that the job had been put to gether by a senior IRA man, and that the
pro ceeds had gone to fund a ship ment of arms from Libya. Jimmy had
bailed. There was talk of a second job, but Jimmy had told them no. The
man had been per sist ent, and Jimmy had said no a second time. The man
didn’t give up, and Jimmy had lost his tem per and put the man on his arse.
Not a good idea. It was the reason he had had to leave Bel fast.

Smiler had vouched for Fa bian, but it was once bit ten and twice shy as
far as Jimmy was con cerned, and he had done a little re search of his own.
The old man was in his sev en ties and one of the most in flu en tial fig ures in
the un der world. The le gend was that Fa bian had in veigled him self into the
Cos tello fam ily, a syn dic ate that had held sway over Lon don dur ing the war,
and then taken them over from the in side through a mix ture of de cep tion
and force. Fa bian was old school and had main tained his po s i tion for four
dec ades. To main tain his po s i tion all this time, with the un der world be com- 



ing a more dan ger ous place each passing year, was im press ive. Jimmy had
re solved early on not to un der es tim ate him.

And now he found him self doubt ing the good sense of work ing with
him, des pite the suc cess ful job that they had just pulled off. His in tu ition
had told him to be care ful, and he had ig nored it.

The song came to an end. Jimmy switched off the ig ni tion, with drew the
keys and dropped them into the in side pocket of his leather jacket. He
opened the car door and stepped out.
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Signs out side the club ad vert ised a New Year’s Eve party and Jimmy
could hear the muffled bass of the new Jive Bunny song. Jimmy was well
past the time of life when go ing to a nightclub was an at tract ive pro pos i tion,
and the pro spect of go ing into this one to night—he knew it would be filled
with drunks, and evid ence sug ges ted that the mu sic would be aw ful—was
not one that filled him with en thu si asm. He cursed Smiler again and prom- 
ised him self that he would stay only as long as was ne ces sary be fore he
went back home.

The nightclub was as busy as Jimmy had feared it would be. The place
was a dive: the in terior had just been re freshed, and now it looked like a
Duran Duran video shot in Pablo Esco bar’s bed room. The de cor was a mix- 
ture of reds and blacks with gold bro cade. There were ar ti fi cial plants in
china pots that were sup posed to look like some thing out of the Ming dyn- 
asty. There was a grand pi ano in one corner be hind a vel vet rope. Jimmy
looked around and shook his head: it felt like a party in a Chinese res taur- 
ant. The dance floor was packed. He saw men in shell suits, stone-washed
jeans and white train ers eye ing up girls in mini-skirts, leg warm ers and fin- 
ger less gloves. He saw three lads smoking dope in the corner and saw two
drunken girls help ing their even more drunken friend back on to her heels
after she tripped down the steps to the dance floor.

“Ex cuse me,” Jimmy said, hop ping out of the way just in time as a
young wo man vomited her In dian takeaway all over the mono grammed car- 
pet.



Jimmy reached the door that led to the of fice on the floor above. There
was a boun cer bar ring the way.

“All right, mate,” Jimmy said.

“What you want?”

“I’m here to see Mr Fa bian.”

“What’s your name?”

“Jimmy Walker. He’s ex pect ing me.”

“He’s in the of fice,” the man said. “Up you go.”

Jimmy climbed the stairs to the land ing. There was a plain wooden
door; he knocked on it and heard a voice from in side telling him to come in.
He opened the door and went through.

It was a me dium-sized room with a table and five chairs, a wa ter cooler
and a tele vi sion rest ing on an old cre denza. The neon sign that ad vert ised
the club was out side the win dow and it pulsed on and off, cast ing al tern at- 
ing flick ers of red and blue into the room. There were two people sit ting at
the table: Smiler and Ed ward Fa bian. There were three glasses and a bottle
of Scotch on the table, to gether with the boxes of dia monds from the raid.
One of the boxes was open, the stones in side glit ter ing in the pulses of light.

The men looked up at him as he came in side.

“Even ing,” Jimmy said, shut ting the door be hind him.

“Hello, Jimmy,” Fa bian said. Smiler nod ded his ac know ledge ment.
“Take a seat.”

Jimmy sat down. “What’s up?”

“Thanks for com ing,” Fa bian said. “I ap pre ci ate it’s late, but this is im- 
port ant.”

Fa bian took the top off the bottle, stood up and poured out two meas ures
of Scotch.

“How was the job?”

Jimmy looked at Smiler. “You haven’t told him?”



“I wanted you both to be here,” Fa bian said.

“It went well. In and out, just like we planned.”

“The safe?”

“I cut it open. No prob lem.” He nod ded down to the open box. “You’re
happy with the stones?”

“Very happy,” Fa bian said.

“Good,” he said. “I’m glad.”

“Smiler said you were good and he was right.”

“So why did you want to see us to night? I thought we were meet ing to- 
mor row for the cut-up?”

“There’s someone I want you to meet,” the old man said.

Fa bian went to the door. Jimmy had a blast of ap pre hen sion and pushed
his own chair away from the table. Fa bian opened the door and stepped to
the side. Four men were stand ing on the land ing: cheap suits, scuffed shoes,
bad hair. The first man came in side and, as the three be hind him shuffled
for ward, Jimmy heard the sound of feet on the stairs.

“Even ing, gents,” the man said.

“Who the fuck are you?” Smiler said.

“I’m De tect ive In spector Kennedy. Fly ing Squad.”

Smiler got up so fast that his chair fell back against the wall. “What the
fuck?”

“You’re both un der ar rest for rob bery.”

“You what?”

“You heard me.”

“Bol locks to that,” Smiler pro tested. “We ain’t done noth ing.”

Kennedy came in side and Fa bian took the op por tun ity to step out onto
the land ing. The po lice man went to the cre denza, turned the TV around and
care fully pulled away a wire that had been fastened to the back of the case.



He held it up for them all to see: the top of the wire ended in a small mi cro- 
phone.

“We’ve got you all on tape, lads. We can have a listen back at the sta- 
tion. You’re com ing down stairs.” He poin ted at Jimmy. “You first, son.”

Jimmy looked around the room. Smiler was open-mouthed, just slowly
real ising what was hap pen ing to them. Ed ward Fa bian, stal wart of the Lon- 
don un der world, was selling them out. Here they were, caught with their
pants down and thou sands of pounds of stolen dia monds on the table.
Jimmy ig nored him and looked for the exits. There was no other door, and
the only other pos sible way out was the win dow. He thought about it, then
dis missed it; they were on the first floor and the Old Bill would have men
down there in the event that any one man aged to get by the blokes on the
stairs, not that that was very likely.

Kennedy stepped aside to let the other men come in side. The next of- 
ficer to come through the door was big, built like a prop for ward and, as he
stepped from the gloom of the land ing and into the light of the of fice,
Jimmy saw that he was car ry ing a rub ber cosh.

“Leave it out,” Jimmy said.

“Turn around. Hands be hind your back.”

Jimmy did as he was told.

The big po lice man took out a pair of cuffs. “You don’t have to say any- 
thing un less you wish to do so but it may harm your de fence if you don’t
men tion, when ques tioned, some thing you—”

Smiler surged at him, drilling him with a right hand and shov ing him
back against the wall.

All hell broke loose.

Jimmy grabbed the bottle of Scotch from the table, took a half-turn and
made for the door. Kennedy tried to block him, but Jimmy crashed the
bottle down on his head. It had a heavy base and it didn’t smash; in stead,
Kennedy dropped to the floor, spark out. There were four more men out side
and an other on the stairs. They were all over six feet and heavy with it.



They were taller than Jimmy and they out weighed him. But Jimmy was
as hard as nails, not afraid to fight dirty, and des per ate.

He swung the bottle at the nearest man, but the of ficer got his arms up
in time and de flec ted the blow. Jimmy drove his knee into the man’s gut
and, as he in stinct ively dropped his guard, back han ded the bottle over his
head. This time the bottle smashed, li quid and glass and blood mix ing over
the man’s scalp.

A second man grabbed Jimmy around the neck and tried to drag him
down to the floor. Jimmy grabbed the man’s fin gers and pulled back, two of
them snap ping like twigs as his grasp was broken. Jimmy grabbed the
man’s jacket with both hands and but ted him in the face. The man howled
as his nose was broken, blood pour ing from his nos trils.

Jimmy dropped the of ficer as he felt Smiler be hind him. He lowered his
shoulder and charged into the re main ing men at the top of the stairs, try ing
to force them apart so that he could make his way to the exit. He didn’t get
far; he felt a crack on the back of his head and then a star burst of pain. His
legs went weak, he fell to his knees and, as a second blow ca reened off his
skull, he fell back to see the big of ficer with the cosh stand ing over him.

The man raised the cosh above his head and swung it, for the third time,
at Jimmy’s head. Jimmy ate the car pet and felt an other blow as the lights in
the room dimmed and then faded away.
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The new year dawned bright and clear, and Mack in tosh de cided that he
would be gin it with a gentle walk through the park near his home in St
John’s Wood. The streets around the park were quiet, with just a hand ful of
chil dren out and about. He paused to watch a couple of bright-eyed boys
try ing out brand-new bi cycles and, as he broached the park, a father and his
daugh ter fly ing a kite over head.

The air was crisp and he felt in vig or ated as he re turned to his house. He
looked at his watch; it was eight, and he was due to take a break fast meet- 
ing in an hour. He went in side to col lect his leather satchel, then went back
out and flagged down a black cab on Wel ling ton Road.

“Where to, guv?”

“The Athenæum, please. White hall.”

“Right you are.”

He felt a buzz of ap pre hen sion as they pulled out into the light traffic.
The meet ing had the po ten tial to be a portent ous one. He needed it to go the
way he wanted; he had spent the last week think ing about Élodie and about
how he was go ing to avenge her. He thought about PI CASSO, too, about
where he might be and what might have happened to him, but it was really
all about her.



*

MACK IN TOSH HAD PRE VI OUSLY LA BOURED un der the il lu sion that the seat
of Brit ish power and in flu ence lay in White hall, but now he knew bet ter.
The Palace of West min ster con tained both houses of gov ern ment: the House
of Com mons and the House of Lords. Those au gust in sti tu tions were found
on White hall Road, along with the headquar ters of the Civil Ser vice, but he
had swiftly been dis ab used of his mis ap pre hen sion after he joined the secret
ser vice. Power was dis played in these theatres; the real power was wiel ded
in the private gen tle men’s clubs that were found nearby.

The taxi stopped on Pall Mall. The home of the Athenæum was a grand
build ing with three im pos ing tiers and a por tico sup por ted by a row of
double Doric columns. A frieze had been in cluded around the out side of the
build ing that re minded Mack in tosh of the El gin Marbles. Mack in tosh had
never been in side the build ing be fore and felt mo ment ar ily in tim id ated as
he gazed up at the wide double doors at the top of the steps. He clutched his
satchel and as cen ded, nod ding his thanks to the mem ber of staff who dir ec- 
ted him through to a wait ing room.

An other im macu lately dressed staff mem ber told Mack in tosh to take a
seat in a stud ded leather arm chair be fore a roar ing fire. He put the satchel
down be side him, ad just ing the thick folder that pro truded from the top. He
had worn his best tweed suit and had paired it with newly shined brogues.
His old school tie ac com pan ied a crisp, white shirt. He looked smart but, as
eld erly male mem bers of the no bil ity were shown into the din ing room for
their break fast, he still felt like an in truder.

An eld erly waiter in full top coat and tails beckoned Mack in tosh to fol- 
low him. He got up and fol lowed the old man into what ap peared to be a
small lib rary. There were books stacked to the ceil ing on every wall. A fire
burned down in the grate, and two arm chairs had been set fa cing the fire. In
between the chairs res ted a table with a de canter and two small glasses. The
waiter filled both glasses, gave a subtle bow and left the room, clos ing the
door be hind him.

One of the chairs was oc cu pied. The man, dressed in a three-piece suit,
did not ac know ledge his pres ence; in stead, he picked up one of the glasses,



mur mured, “Good health,” and then took a del ic ate sip. “Happy New Year.”

Mack in tosh stayed where he was. He wasn’t sure what he was ex pec ted
to do.

“What’s the mat ter?” the man in the chair said. “Too early for you? It’s
bloody freez ing out side.”

“It is.”

“It’s sherry—a good bottle, too. It’s fest ive. Get it down your neck and
sit down.”

Mack in tosh took the glass and sipped the sherry. He took off his jacket
and sat down in the empty chair. The man fa cing him in the other chair was
Vivian Bloom, and he was le gendary within the in tel li gence es tab lish ment.
Bloom was in his early forties, al though he could eas ily have been mis taken
for much older than that. His suit might have been ex pens ive once, but now
it was show ing the signs of wear and tear; the waist coat was miss ing a but- 
ton, the el bows and knees looked as if the fab ric was start ing to thin, and
there was a stain on the jacket that had been re moved with only par tial suc- 
cess. His hair was thin ning at the sides, with a tuft in the centre of his
crown, just above his fore head, that looked as if it had been glued there. He
had a long fore head, un trimmed eye brows and a lan guidly ex press ive face
that looked par tic u larly apt for sar casm. Bloom had worked for MI6, al- 
though his role had be come more and more neb u lous as time had passed.
He had be come a link between gov ern ment and the in tel li gence ser vices,
and had, over time, ac crued sig ni fic ant power and in flu ence. That was the
reason Mack in tosh had lob bied for this meet ing. Bloom had the power to
give him what he wanted.

“What do you think of the club?” Bloom asked.

“Very grand,” he said.

“Did you see the frieze out side?”

“Yes.”

“Cost five per cent of what they spent on the whole bloody build ing.
The Sec ret ary of the Ad mir alty at the time was a man called Croker. He was



one of the found ing mem bers and he in sisted, said they had to do it. Other
mem bers said that it would be bet ter to spend the money on an ice house to
keep the place cool in sum mer, but he wouldn’t hear of it. They made up a
rhyme about him: ‘I’m John Wilson Croker, I do as I please; in stead of an
ice house, I give you—a frieze!’” Bloom chuckled, a grav elly sound that
rumbled up from his stom ach. “I know,” he said. “Aw ful joke. Apo lo gies.”

Mack in tosh had never met with a senior gov ern ment of fi cial be fore.
Bloom was evid ently ec cent ric and the ex per i ence was un nerv ing.

“How’s Ber lin?”

“Ter rible, sir.”

“Ready to go back?”

“I am.”

“You’ve re covered from what happened?”

“I have, thank you.”

“You lost an agent?”

“Yes, sir. Foulkes.”

“And the French li aison?”

He felt a pulse of an ger that Élodie was be ing dis missed so glibly. “Yes,
sir.”

“Fuck ing Stasi. Still—we were get ting busy on their patch. No doubt we
would’ve done the same to them.”

Mack in tosh swal lowed, try ing to nudge the con ver sa tion along. “Thank
you for meet ing me, sir. I’m grate ful for your time.”

“Pleas ure’s all mine. I’ve kept an eye on your ca reer, Harry. Very im- 
press ive. Time in Ul ster, then an im press ive for eign tour. Ber lin’s the only
real blot on the copy book, isn’t it?”

“Can I ask if you’ve had a chance to read my memo?”

Bloom turned away from the fire and met Mack in tosh’s gaze. “Of
course. Why do you think you’re here?”



“Might I ask what you think?”

“I think that it’s an in ter est ing idea.”

“Thank you. Can I—”

“It’s an in ter est ing idea and I’ll cer tainly look at it for the fu ture.”

“But, sir, with re spect, one of my agents was killed. Ber lin Sta tion is…
well, there barely is a sta tion any more. It’s been hope less for a long time…
what happened just goes to show: the Stasi are laugh ing at us. The new men
I asked for—I need them, very badly.”

“You need new men,” he said. “We can agree on that, and you’ll get
them. But I’m not sure you need those men.”

“Sir?”

“Sol diers, Harry? As sas sins? Really?”

“We have to do some thing. We can’t com pete with them with what we
have.”

Bloom ex haled. “I can see the merit. Times are hard at the mo ment. The
So viet Union is be gin ning to crack, the Baltic states want to leave, and the
Krem lin is con cerned, as well they should be. And the East Ger man gov ern- 
ment is des per ate. Given the dam age that PI CASSO could have done, it’s
not sur pris ing they did what they did.”

“There are rules—you don’t kill the other side.”

“I un der stand the con ven tion,” Bloom said pa tiently. “I’ve done my
time in places like that—worse than that. But I don’t think that we can com- 
plain about it. They know we won’t make a fuss about it given that they
caught us with our fin gers in the till.”

Mack in tosh fid geted and had to work to keep the angry out burst from
his lips.

“My dear chap,” Bloom said. “I am sorry. Foulkes was an ex cel lent
agent. His sac ri fice can not be un der es tim ated, and he will be re placed. But
what you’re ask ing for is simply im possible. You un der stand why, surely?”

Mack in tosh felt a bead of sweat on his brow. The fire was warm and his



tweed was thick; he re gret ted wear ing the suit, but it was too late for that
now. Bloom’s in ab il ity, or un will ing ness, to see the ur gency of his re quest
was some thing that he was find ing dif fi cult to ac cept.

“Sir—”

“Vivian,” Bloom said. “Please—call me Vivian. No need for form al ity
here.”

“Vivian,” Mack in tosh star ted again, smil ing through his im pa tience. “I
know he’ll be re placed, but I don’t need an other five men with de grees in
mod ern lan guages from Cam bridge. I’ve still got three of those and they’re
use less. Their spelling and hand writ ing are im pec cable, but, with the
greatest of re spect, I need men who can pull a trig ger in stead of pulling an
oar in a fuck ing boat race.”

Mack in tosh re gret ted his choice of lan guage at once, but it had been al- 
most auto matic. He looked up at Bloom, wait ing for a re buke and got, in- 
stead, an other throaty chuckle.

“Don’t mind me,” he said, still chuck ling. “Please—go on.”

Mack in tosh bent down, gathered the files from his satchel and placed
them on his knee.

“I need fight ing men. Sol diers. Trained to kill. The Stasi is filled with
men like that, and we are out matched. I don’t need trans lat ors. I need
killers. ”

“In deed. You’ve made that point.”

Mack in tosh’s mouth felt like sand pa per. He might have spoken out of
turn, but, in truth, he didn’t care. He knew he was right and Bloom needed
to hear it. Some thing needed to be done; the status quo was not sus tain able.
He watched Bloom for a re ac tion, watched as he sat quietly and fin ished his
sherry. He put the glass back on the table and crossed his hands on his lap.

“There’s pas sion in you, Harry. That’s why you were chosen for this
post. The mil it ary back ground, too—that’s an other reason. This, though, is
not a mil it ary op er a tion. Say I gave you your as sas sins—what would hap- 
pen if one of them was caught or killed in the East? It wouldn’t take the



Stasi long to work out who they really are, and then you have a mem ber of
the Brit ish armed forces cap tured or killed in what can only be de scribed as
an act of ag gres sion. I un der stand why you’re ask ing, but if I give you what
you want you could just as eas ily start a war. And I’m afraid I can’t al low
that.”

Mack in tosh looked down at the thick In dian rug, let ting his eyes trace
the pat terns. That was it. He had blown it. He couldn’t op er ate with the staff
that he cur rently had; they might as well fold up the tent and go home. The
Stasi had won. Brit ish in tel li gence would cease to func tion in Ber lin in any
mean ing ful ca pa city. The botched op er a tion to ex filtrate PI CASSO would
be his epi taph. His tour in Ber lin would be cur tailed, and even a ju nior of- 
ficer knew that a short-of-tour ex pul sion would be the end of his ca reer. His
repu ta tion would suf fer, and his fu ture pro mo tions and as sign ments would
be af fected. He wondered where the man dar ins might send him in stead. The
Shi thole Tour: Third World coun tries in Africa and Asia.

“Why are you look ing so glum?”

Mack in tosh looked up. Bloom was smil ing at him. “I’m sorry?”

Bloom took one of the files that had been stacked on the table next to
his chair. He handed it to Mack in tosh.

“Of course,” he said, “if you were to re cruit someone from out side the
in tel li gence ser vices and out side the mil it ary, and if that per son were caught
in East Ber lin, well, we could say that we knew noth ing about them. That
might be some thing that we could get away with.”

Mack in tosh took the file, opened it and began to read.

“The man in that file is dan ger ous,” Bloom said. “He’s in tel li gent, ruth- 
less, and he’s been on MI5’s watch list ever since he got off the boat from
Ire land. A man like that could cause all sorts of havoc in Ber lin. We’d just
need a good le gend for him, some thing plaus ible, and then, if he’s dis- 
covered, or cap tured, or killed, there would be no way to trace him to us.
He’s com pletely ex pend able.”

Mack in tosh scanned the page.

The waiter re appeared and re filled the sherry glasses. Bloom waited un- 



til the man had stepped away again be fore con tinu ing.

Mack in tosh closed the file. “He’s a com mon crim inal. A burg lar.”

Bloom shook his head. “We’re go ing to have to dis agree there. He’s not
com mon—he’s ex cep tional. And he finds him self in rather an awk ward pre- 
dic a ment. He was ar res ted earlier this morn ing. The Fly ing Squad pulled
him in for rob bing a ware house at Heath row. It was a setup, of course. I
wanted a reason to take him off the street. He’s Ir ish and he has ex per i ence
work ing with the Provos. Between you and me, I was think ing about put- 
ting him to use over there. But then you made your re quest and I thought
that maybe there’s an other pur pose we could put him to.”

“Sir—”

“This is it, Harry. The best I can do. He’s in a cell in New Scot land
Yard. Go and see him.”

“Does he speak Ger man?”

“I’d be very sur prised.”

“He’s not trained?”

“Not form ally.”

“He’s…he’s com pletely un suited for what I’d need him to do.”

“If you want someone who speaks Ger man, I’ve got a num ber of Cam- 
bridge can did ates, but you’ve already told me what you think about that.
This man is never go ing to be an oars man. He’s never go ing to speak Latin.
He doesn’t know his Cicero from his Seneca. On the other hand, he has a
his tory as a street fighter. He put three nasty local scum bags in hos pital after
they tried to ex tort a friend of his. Dropped a car on one of them and broke
his legs. It took four of ficers to sub due him last night. Four. And two of
them have been signed off duty for a week after what he did to them. And if
you’re con cerned about fal lout, then please let me be plain. You will not be
held re spons ible for his ac tions.”

Mack in tosh got to his feet.

“One more thing,” Bloom said. “PI CASSO—do you know where he
is?”



“I’m ask ing around,” Mack in tosh said. “But I can guess.”

“Hav ing his fin ger nails ex trac ted at Ho henschön hausen?”

Mack in tosh nod ded.

“Shame. You were un for tu nate, Harry. Bring ing him out would have
been a feather in your cap. But he’s gone now—let it go. Use the Ir ish man
to give the Stasi some thing else to think about.”

“And if he dies in the pro cess?”

“Then he dies. Men like him are ten a penny. There’s plenty more where
he came from.”
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Jimmy woke up in a room he didn’t re cog nise. The walls and floor
were bare con crete. There was a single metal door with no win dow. There
was a bucket in the corner—Jimmy guessed it was the toi let—and a cam era
had been fixed up in the corner, next to the ceil ing. A red light shone from
the body of the cam era, sug gest ing that it was re cord ing and that he was be- 
ing watched. He was ly ing on a thin mat tress. His muscles ached and his
head felt as if it was about to split. He put his fin gers to his scalp and felt
scabs of dried blood.

He re membered what had happened and groaned.

Fa bian had set them up. Jimmy couldn’t get his head around the thought
of it. The old man was a pil lar of the crim inal com munity; to con spire with
the po lice to have two men ar res ted would be the end of his repu ta tion. No
one would ever trust him again.

He sat up, and im me di ately wished that he hadn’t. The head ache
throbbed and he re membered the man with the cosh. God knows how many
times he had struck him while he was on the floor. He pulled up his shirt
and looked down; there were black welts on his torso and on his arms, and,
from the ache in his legs, he guessed that he had been beaten there, too.

He heard foot steps out side. They stopped out side the door to his cell.
Jimmy glanced up at the cam era and saw that the red light had blinked off.
The door was un locked and opened. A man stood in the door way, look ing
in at him. He didn’t look like a po lice man: early forties; wear ing a tweed



suit that was pat ently more ex pens ive than any po lice man could af ford;
ditto on the hand made shoes; a white shirt and an old school tie. He had a
leather briefcase and looked down at Jimmy through a pair of large, black-
rimmed glasses.

“Mr. Walker.”

“That’s right. Who are you?”

“I’d like to speak to you.”

“Be my guest. I’m not go ing any where.”

“No. Very true.”

“Who are you?”

The man poin ted up to the cam era. “I’m not here,” he said.

“Are you po lice?”

“No.”

“So where am I?”

“New Scot land Yard.”

“So if you’re not a cop per—”

The man in ter rup ted him. “I’m here to make you an of fer. Given your
present cir cum stances, you should give it care ful con sid er a tion.”

“I should?”

He smiled. “If you take it, you can walk out of here with me as soon as
we’re done.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

The man stepped into the cell and an of ficer closed the door be hind him.
He put down his briefcase and held out a hand. Jimmy took his wrist and
turned the hand over, mak ing sure that it was empty. He had heard of po lice
com ing into the cells with evid ence in their hands; they palmed it, got your
dabs on it, used it to fit you up. This man’s hand was empty. Jimmy re leased



his wrist.

“You still haven’t told me who you are.”

Still the man did not an swer. He reached down and opened his satchel,
re mov ing a ma nila file.

“James Sean Walker,” he said, read ing from the file. “Born in the Royal
Vic toria Hos pital, Bel fast. Raised by Barney Walker after both par ents were
killed in a pub bomb ing in sev enty-two. Stud ied—or not, as the case may
be—at Saint Fran cis of As sisi School. Left with no qual i fic a tions, so I’m
guess ing it was the lat ter.” He palmed through the pages. “Bor ing, bor ing,
bor ing. Let’s jump ahead. Went off the rails a little, got into break ing and
en ter ing. Worked with the IRA team that turned over the Al lied Ir ish Bank
five years ago.”

Jimmy al most told him that he hadn’t known the Provos were in volved
in that job, but shut his mouth just in time. He was in a po lice cell, and no
one had ever been con victed for that heist; the last thing he needed to do
was to give them some thing to sug gest that he had been in on it.

The man turned more pages. “Left Bel fast soon after with the IRA and
the RUC on your tail. Don’t need to go into your résumé in Lon don. In a re- 
la tion ship; Isa bel, isn’t it? One child—Sean. De cent boxer. No gain ful em- 
ploy ment and yet a house in Hack ney. The po lice know about your noc turn-
al busi ness, al though you’ve been clever enough not to give them any thing
to go on. Un til now, of course. Ar res ted for sus pi cion of a dia mond heist in
Heath row last night.”

“I’d like to speak to my law yer about that,” Jimmy said.

“I’m sure you would, James.”

“It’s Jimmy,” he said, lean ing back on his bed.

“James,” the man said. “You’re in a spot, aren’t you?”

“Been in worse.”

“Really? The po lice found a bag full of equip ment in the back of your
car. I’m not an ex pert, of course, but I’m told it’s a homemade torch for cut- 
ting into safes. A bag of clothes, too. Balaclava. Gloves. All very sus pi- 



cious.”

Jimmy shrugged.

“I’m your best friend right now, James.”

“And yet you still haven’t told me who you are.”

“I work for the gov ern ment—”

“Then you can fuck right off.”

The man shook his head. “James—really. Please. Just listen. We have a
po s i tion open that would suit a man with your tal ents.”

Jimmy put his head back slowly and rubbed his eyes. “No thanks, mate.
I’m all right here.”

“Really? You want to stay in prison for the next ten years?”

Jimmy sat up. “Ten years?”

“The po lice say they can tie you to a string of jobs across Lon don and
the south east. Armed rob bery, James. What do you ex pect?”

“Wait a minute,” Jimmy said. “Who said any thing about guns?”

“The po lice found an un re gistered shot gun in the back of your Capri.
They say it looks like the same shot gun used to threaten the driver of an ar- 
moured car last month.”

Jimmy groaned. “I’ve never done an ar moured car.”

“You would say that, James.”

“They’re fit ting me up.”

“Armed rob bery is a ser i ous of fence. The min imum you’re look ing at is
ten. The min imum. You could get more.”

“All this to get me to work for you?”

“It happened that I was look ing for some help and I was given the
chance to look at your file. I have, and I think you could help me out. You
scratch my back, James, I scratch yours.”

Jimmy was ready with an other protest, but he stifled it. They had him



with his back against the wall, out of op tions, and he hated it. He hated the
fact that he had been de ceived, hated the fact that it had taken him too long
to see through it, and hated the fact that his op tions had all been taken away.

“You still haven’t told me who you are.”

“I’m a second chance. I’m your get-out-of-jail card. And your new boss.
If you do as you’re told, you won’t serve any time. You have my word.”

“Is this some kind of trick?”

“It’s an of fer. And it’s walk ing out the door in ten seconds. Up to you,
James. Make up your mind.”

Jimmy stared at the floor, his mind spin ning. He thought of Isa bel and
his son.

“How long be fore I could see my girl friend and my boy?”

The man smiled. “You can go and see them now.” The man looked at
his watch. “It’s ten o’clock. Traffic should be ac cept able. We could prob- 
ably be there in half an hour.”

“Really?”

“We have a flight to catch this af ter noon—if you say yes, of course. You
can see them un til we need to go. If you don’t say yes, you’ll be stay ing
here. I sup pose you’ll see them when they come to visit. Won’t be easy to
cuddle your boy through a screen, though. I think my way is best.”

Jimmy stood up, win cing from the aches down his back and legs.

“Who are you?”

“My name is Mack in tosh,” he said. “Are you say ing yes?”

“What choice do I have?”

The man put out his hand again and, this time, Jimmy took it.

He smiled. “Wel come to the secret ser vice.”
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It took ten minutes for Mack in tosh to take care of the form al it ies of
ar ran ging Jimmy’s re lease. His coat, shoelaces and car keys were re turned
to him by the of ficer whom he had but ted in the face; the man’s nose was
held to gether by a piece of tape.

“Sorry about that,” Jimmy said, point ing to his nose while de liv er ing a
wide grin.

“Piss off.”

Mack in tosh led him out of the back of the build ing to a car park and
took him over to a brand-new Jag uar. He told Jimmy to get in and, without
need ing to ask for the ad dress, drove them both to the house in Hack ney.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” he said.

“Ten minutes?”

“The flight leaves at one. We need to be on it.”

Jimmy put his hand on the door handle, then paused. “What do I say?”

“Tell them you’re go ing away on busi ness for a week or two.”

“You haven’t told me where.”

“You’ll find that out when we’re on the plane.”

“So what do I say now?”

“I don’t know, James. She’s your girl friend. Think of some thing suit- 



able.”

“Lie to her, you mean.”

“I’m sure it won’t be the first time.”

Jimmy opened the door and stepped out. It was cold, his breath fog ging
in front of his face. He looked at the down stairs win dow and saw Isa bel’s
face. Jimmy found that his mouth was dry and his stom ach was un settled.
He zipped the jacket up, went through the gate and across the small garden,
and opened the door.

Isa bel was wait ing for him in the hall. She seemed paler than usual, and
her eyes were red, just as they al ways looked when she hadn’t had enough
sleep. Jimmy opened his arms and em braced her. He held her for a long mo- 
ment un til he knew that he wasn’t go ing to cry.

“I’m sorry,” he said, a catch in his throat.

“Where have you been?”

“I had a bit of trouble last night.”

“I waited up. All night, Jimmy—I haven’t been to bed. Sean was be side
him self when he woke up. You were sup posed to be play ing foot ball with
him this morn ing.”

“I know I was, darling. I’m sorry. I’ll talk to him—where is he?”

“He’s not here, Jimmy. He’s gone over to Sonya’s house.”

Sonya was Isa bel’s sis ter. They had a boy, Lo gan, who was the same
age as Sean. Jimmy swal lowed again; he wanted to see his boy be fore he
left, but now it wouldn’t be pos sible. It wasn’t Isa bel’s fault; it was his own.
His own stu pid ity and cred u lous ness had landed him in this mess.

He held her by the shoulders and looked into her eyes. “I was ar res ted.
The man I was work ing for—he fit ted me up. I woke up in Scot land Yard.”

She reached up to touch his cheek. “They did that to you?”

“We had a little dif fer ence of opin ion,” he said. “I was try ing to get
home. They didn’t want me to.”



“But you sor ted it out?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re here now. You’ve fixed it? Noth ing’s go ing to hap pen?”

“Not quite.”

“What does that mean?”

“I’ve got to go away.”

“Where?”

“Scot land.”

“Why do you need to go to Scot land?”

“A man came to see me in the cells this morn ing. He works for the gov- 
ern ment. He said the charges against me would be dropped if I do some
work for them.”

“What kind of work?”

“I don’t know,” he said hon estly.

“For how long?”

“Two weeks, then I’m home again and we can go back to how we were
be fore.”

“What do I tell Sean?”

“I don’t know,” Jimmy said. “Maybe that I’ve a job to do, and I’ll be
back as soon as I can—tell him I’ll bring him a present.”

“You’re go ing to buy him some thing and hope he for gets you’ve left us
for two weeks?”

“Come on, darling,” he said. “I’m do ing my best. I don’t want to go.”

“So don’t.”

“I have to. If I don’t, they’ll charge me. They got me bang to rights and
they’ll throw the book at me. I’m sorry—I have to go.”

She looked away, turn ing her face to the side so that she could wipe



away the tears without him see ing that she was cry ing. “This has to
change,” she said. “I can’t do this any more. I worry; every time you go out
to work I worry that you’re not go ing to come back. I thought some thing
had happened last night. I thought you’d been hurt or worse. I…”

The words petered out, re placed by a sob. Her shoulders juddered as
Jimmy pulled her against him, wrap ping his arms around her and hold ing
her tight un til the cry ing sub sided.

“It’s go ing to stop,” he said. “It’ll be dif fer ent when I get back.”

“You’ve said that be fore,” she said, her voice raw.

“I mean it this time. No more jobs. I’ll go straight. The house is paid for
—I’ll get a job. Some thing kosher. I prom ise.”

He heard the blast of a horn from out side.

“Who’s that?” Isa bel asked.

“The man who got me out this morn ing. I have to go with him now.”

She held onto him tighter, bury ing her face into his neck. He could
smell her tears. He gently reached down and re moved her arms from around
his shoulders. Her face was streaked with mois ture; he reached down and
wiped the tears away.

“I don’t want you to go.”

“And I don’t want to go, but I have to. Tell Sean I love him. I’ll be back
as soon as I can.” He held her face with both hands and kissed her. “I love
you,” he said.

He turned away from her be fore he changed his mind, opened the door
and walked across the garden to the pave ment. He could feel the wet ness in
his eyes and blinked it away; he didn’t want Mack in tosh to see him cry ing.
He got to the Jag uar and opened the door.

“Ready?” Mack in tosh said.

Jimmy nod ded, not trust ing him self to speak without the emo tion chok- 
ing his words.

Mack in tosh put the car into gear and pulled away. Jimmy watched in the



mir ror as they nudged into the traffic. Isa bel was at the door, watch ing him
leave.
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Mack in tosh took the cof fees to the table that Walker had se lec ted. He
put them down and lowered him self into the spare seat. He looked at Walk-
er. He had given the Ir ish man a change of clothes and he had put them on in
a bath room when they ar rived: a black sweater with black jeans and boots.
He had been as sess ing the Ir ish man dur ing their drive to Heath row and he
watched him now. Mack in tosh hadn’t spent time in the secret ser vice, sta- 
tioned in some of the most hos tile and dan ger ous cit ies in the world,
without de vel op ing the abil ity to quickly size a per son up. Were they trust- 
worthy? Frightened? Would they do what they had prom ised to do? After a
while, he had not even needed to go through the pro cess of a formal eval u- 
ation; he just knew.

Walker looked dis trac ted now. There was a win dow next to the table
and it offered a view of the run way. He was star ing at a jumbo as it sped up
and, gradu ally, rose into the air.

“James.”

He was dis trac ted, even a little wist ful.

“James. Jimmy.”

Walker looked away from the win dow.

“You’re com ing back,” Mack in tosh told him.

“Two weeks,” Walker said, par rot ing what Mack in tosh had told him
earlier. “Why don’t I be lieve that?”



Mack in tosh didn’t an swer. It was pos sible that they would be able to do
what he in ten ded in two weeks, but there were vari ables. And, of course,
com ing back again as sumed that they were suc cess ful. There was cer tainly
no guar an tee of that. His plan was au da cious, very dan ger ous, and, if he
was hon est, the odds were against it.

But he couldn’t tell Walker that.

“So where are we go ing?”

“Ber lin.”

“What?”

“West Ber lin, to be pre cise. You haven’t been there be fore, have you?”

“I’ve never been out side the coun try.”

“I know,” Mack in tosh said. “You don’t have a pass port, do you?”

“Never needed one.”

“Here.”

Mack in tosh reached into his pocket and took out an en vel ope. Walker
opened it and took out a brand-new pass port. He flipped to the back; he
looked at his own pho to graph.

“Where did you get this?”

“I pulled some strings.”

Walker opened the en vel ope and emp tied it: two more doc u ments and a
wad of bank notes.

“There’s a board ing pass for the flight,” he said.

Walker ex amined it. “One way?”

“We’ll sort the re turn out later.”

Walker held up the fi nal piece of pa per. “The Ber lin Hilton,” he read.

“You’ve got a re ser va tion there.” He laid his fin ger on the bank notes.
“And a thou sand Deutschmarks. Enough for everything you need. When
you land at Tem pel hof, get a taxi to the hotel. Check in and make your self



com fort able. I’ll come to your room to night and we can talk about what
we’re go ing to be do ing to mor row.”

“What are we go ing to be do ing?”

“A little re con nais sance. We’ll talk about it to night.”

“Why am I go ing to Ber lin?”

“You’re go ing to have a meet ing with a man. You’ll take the meet ing,
find out what I need to know, and you’ll be on your way back home again
with a clean re cord and the thanks of a grate ful gov ern ment.”

“That’s it?”

“Mostly,” Mack in tosh said.

“You’re full of it,” Walker said with a de ris ive chuckle. “What else?”

“I’ll brief you to night,” Mack in tosh said. He de cided to change the sub- 
ject and poin ted to the cof fee. “Fin ish that and go to the gate. You’re leav- 
ing in thirty minutes. It’s two hours to Ber lin. Did you sleep last night?”

“Not much.”

“Try and get some on the flight. You’re go ing to be busy.”



PART III
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The ticket to Ber lin was in his name and the wo man be hind the counter
at check-in pro cessed him with the slug gish bore dom that one might ex pect
from someone who had re peated the same mono ton ous task over and over
all day. He made his way to the gate and saw that the flight had been
delayed for an hour. He had seen a bar on his walk through the ter minal and
so he re turned to it and ordered a pint. He drank it quickly and ordered an- 
other. The cus tom ers around him were un re mark able: couples trav el ling to- 
gether, busi ness men dis cuss ing the meet ings that they would take in Paris,
Milan, Vi enna and Bonn. Jimmy sat at the bar and con cen trated on his pint.
He felt out of place and un com fort able. Mack in tosh had been right; he had
never had a pass port be fore. He had never even set foot on an aero plane.
The pro spect did not con cern him, but it gave him a feel ing of in feri or ity
that he found dif fi cult to ig nore.

He fin ished his second pint, ordered and drank a third, and, fi nally be- 
gin ning to feel the ef fects of the drink, made his way back to the gate.
Board ing had com menced and, after re liev ing him self in the bath room, he
presen ted his board ing pass and pass port to the mem ber of staff who was
work ing her way through the queue and made his way down the air bridge
and onto the jet.
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THE FLIGHT WAS UN EVENT FUL. Jimmy had a seat in eco nomy and it was
too un com fort able for him to think about sleep ing. He took out one of the
ten-Deutschmark bills that Macin tosh had given him and bought a gin and
tonic. He drank that, ordered an other, and then picked at the taste less sand- 
wich that the at tend ant had brought him.

He looked out of the win dow as they passed over Europe and wondered
what Isa bel and Sean would be do ing. He had hated to leave his girl like
that, and had hated the idea of leav ing without see ing Sean even more. But
what choice did he have? The po lice would have been able to have him
con victed if that was what they wanted. He had been done up like a kip per;
they had him on tape dis cuss ing an armed rob bery, and there was evid ence
in his car that would be im possible for a jury to ig nore.

Jimmy knew, too, that what Mack in tosh had said was true: men like
Mack in tosh would be able to drip their poison into the ear of the judge re- 
spons ible for sen ten cing and would be able to en sure that Jimmy re ceived
pun ish ment at the up per end of the tar iff. Ten years? Fif teen years? Jimmy
was not pre pared to coun ten ance that. He was thirty now. The thought of
throw ing away the best years of his life and miss ing the chance to see his
son grow up was some thing that he could not bear to con tem plate.

He had no choice.

He looked down at the lights that prickled the land scape be low and tried
to ima gine what the next few days might bring. He was find ing it dif fi cult to
pro cess what had happened to him since he had left his house earlier that
morn ing. Mack in tosh had him ex actly where he wanted him. Jimmy didn’t
know what would be re quired of him in Ber lin, but he knew that there was
no go ing back now.
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The flight landed ninety minutes be hind sched ule. Jimmy thanked the
win some flight at tend ant who had flir ted with him as she de livered his
drinks and then dis em barked and made his way into the ter minal. He had no
lug gage to col lect and so went straight to im mig ra tion, where he presen ted
his pa pers to a ta cit urn man work ing the queue from in side a glass-fron ted
cu bicle.

“What is your busi ness in Ger many?” the man asked him in stac cato
Eng lish.

Mack in tosh hadn’t told him what to say. Jimmy found him self un usu- 
ally self-con scious. “Busi ness,” he said.

“Where are you stay ing?”

Jimmy re membered the pa pers. “The Ber lin Hilton,” he said.

“You have a one-way ticket.”

“I’m not sure how long I’ll need to be here for,” Jimmy said. “Prob ably
a week.”

The man looked down at his pass port, looked up to his face again and
then, without an other word, stamped the empty page and handed the doc u- 
ment back to him. Jimmy thanked him and, be fore the man could say any- 
thing else, made his way between the booths and into the bag gage col lec- 
tion area. He con tin ued through the ter minal, fol low ing the il lus trated signs
un til he loc ated the taxi rank out side. He waited in line and, after five



minutes, stepped into a car.

“I don’t speak Ger man,” he said as the driver pulled out into the traffic.

“No prob lem,” the man said. “Where do you want to go?”

“The Hilton,” Jimmy said.

The driver set off, plot ting a route into the heart of the city. Jimmy
watched as the land scape changed: they passed through an in dus trial area
into streets that were lined with res id en tial build ings and then a cent ral area
with ho tels and of fice blocks.

The Hilton was a spec tac u larly ugly build ing. It was al most as if it com- 
prised two sep ar ate build ings: the first was beige con crete, a slightly taller
struc ture that was topped with the hotel’s name in bold, con fid ent cap it als;
the second, main part of the build ing was dec or ated like a chequer board,
white con crete slabs al tern at ing with black win dows to cre ate an eye sore
that loomed over the hotel’s park ing lot and the road, Mohren straße, that
ran along side it.

“Here we are,” the driver said, pulling off the road and park ing next to
the en trance.

A bell boy ap peared from the foyer, his breath mist ing in front of his
face. He opened the door and Jimmy got out, put ting his heels down and
im me di ately skid ding on a sheet of black ice. He lost his bal ance, but man- 
aged to stay up right by grabbing the car and the bell boy’s shoulder.

“Nearly,” Jimmy said.

“Eng lish?” the bell boy asked.

“Ir ish.”

“It’s a cold one to night.”

“I’ll say.”

“Any lug gage, sir?”

“No.”

“Very good. This way, please.”



Jimmy fol lowed him in side. He handed his re ser va tion to the re cep tion- 
ist, checked in and fol lowed the wo man’s dir ec tions to the lifts. His room
was on the eighth floor, fa cing out onto a bleak block that still bore the scars
of the war. The build ing had been struck by a shell and the dam age had not
yet been re paired. Smoke rose from vents at the top of the build ing and
there were lights in the win dows, sug gest ing that, des pite the poor con di tion
of the build ing, it was still oc cu pied.

He closed the blinds, took off his coat and shoes and sat down on the
bed. He was tired and alone, a stranger in a strange city, his fam ily hun dreds
of miles away.

He found the min i bar, poured him self a drink and waited for Mack in- 
tosh.
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Mack in tosh took a later flight. He would be re cog nised at the air port
and he didn’t want to risk the chance that Walker might do some thing stu pid
and com prom ise op er a tional in teg rity. The Ir ish man had no ex per i ence, no
trade craft, and Mack in tosh couldn’t take the risk.

He landed at ten, took a taxi to the con su late to read the latest in tel re- 
ports and then found a pool driver to take him to the Hilton. The driver
knew not to go dir ectly to the des tin a tion, and went in the op pos ite dir ec tion
un til he reached the sub way. Mack in tosh hur ried down onto the plat form
and got on the first train head ing East. It was late and the car riage was
empty. He didn’t think that he was be ing fol lowed.

He thought about the in tel li gence re ports that he had just read.

They were ap palling.

Foulkes was dead. The re main ing agents were in ex per i enced, and their
as sets were a mix of busi ness men, bur eau crats, lowlifes and bor der rats.
The rats were Ber liners who flit ted back and forth across the bor der. Some
of them were good at it and had even man aged to smuggle East Ger mans
across. But their in form a tion was nearly al ways old, and, on the oc ca sions
when it was fresh, it never proved to be wholly re li able. Mack in tosh needed
to shake things up. And he had a plan for do ing that.

“Last stop in West Ber lin,” the guard an nounced.

The line passed for a short time be neath the Wall and into East Ber lin.



Mack in tosh gazed out of the win dow as the car riage passed through one of
the Geis ter bahnhöfe, or “ghost sta tions,” with an armed guard peek ing at
the train through a nar row slit in a bricked hut. The train ac cel er ated and
they were gone, turn ing back into the West once more.

His thoughts turned to Walker. He knew that he would need to test him
soon. There wasn’t go ing to be a com fort able period of set tling in. There
would be no ac cli mat isa tion; there was no time for that. SIS needed to as- 
sert it self against the Stasi and PI CASSO was the means that had been
chosen to do that. There was an un writ ten rule that the men and wo men of
the in tel li gence ser vices—on both sides—were off lim its. The rule had held
the line for years; there would be a blood bath without it. What Karl-Heinz
Som mer had done was in tol er able. Mack in tosh was go ing to stamp down
hard on him and the Stasi and teach them that there were con sequences for
the things that they had done.

Easier said than done? Per haps. But sit ting back and tak ing it was out of
the ques tion.

The train rumbled into Stadtmitte. Mack in tosh col lec ted his bag and got
to his feet, hold ing onto the leather strap that hung down from the roof and
wait ing un til the train came to a stop. The doors opened with a wheeze and
Mack in tosh dis em barked. The hotel was a short walk from the sta tion.
Mack in tosh set off.
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Jimmy heard the knock at the door. He pad ded across the car pet on
stockinged feet and looked through the spy glass: Mack in tosh was stand ing
out side the door, his face dis tor ted by the fisheye lens. He turned the handle
and left the door open, mak ing his way back into the room. Mack in tosh
came in side and closed the door be hind him. Jimmy turned back and
watched as he went to the ra dio and switched it on, turn ing the volume up.
Jimmy frowned at him; Mack in tosh put his fin ger to his lips. He took out a
piece of moul ded black plastic and pulled out an ex tend able aer ial from the
top.

Mack in tosh flicked the dial on the face of the ma chine to switch it on.

“What is that?” Jimmy asked, point ing at the plastic box.

“A ra dio fre quency de tector. The room’s clear.” He turned the volume
down as Ya zoo was re placed by Tears for Fears.

“You think it could’ve been bugged?”

“The Stasi make it a habit to leave them in rooms where vis it ors might
stay.”

“But this is West Ber lin.”

Mack in tosh looked at him as if he was stu pid. “You know how many
act ive of ficers they have? Agents, in form ers, people sup ply ing them with
in form a tion? One hun dred thou sand, James. They’re every where. The
cleaner who does your room? Maybe she’s get ting a little on the side for



keep ing an eye on west ern guests. The bell boy? The same. The re cep tion ist,
room ser vice, the valet down stairs.”

“I get the pic ture.”

“As sume the worst. That way you won’t be sur prised.” He switched off
the device and put it back into his bag. “I’ve got some thing for you.”

Mack in tosh took out a pho to graph. He handed it to Jimmy. It was of
Isa bel and Sean. They were on Well Street Com mon, near to the house.
Sean had a ball at his feet and had been cap tured in the act of kick ing it. Isa- 
bel was smil ing at him, but there was a sad ness in her face.

Jimmy felt a sense of wist ful ness. “Where did you get this?”

“It was taken this morn ing, while you were still in the cell. I thought
you might like it while you were over here.”

The mel an choly be came an ger. “You had someone watch ing my girl- 
friend and kid?”

“Only for this.”

Jimmy took a step to ward Mack in tosh, grabbed the lapels of his jacket
and drove him back against the wall. “Stay away from them,” he said, his
mouth close to Mack in tosh’s ear.

“Re lax,” Mack in tosh said. Jimmy saw the fear in his eyes.

“I don’t want you or any one else who works for you any where near
them.”

“Fine,” Mack in tosh said, grabbing Jimmy’s wrists and gently lower ing
his hands. “Fine. It didn’t mean any thing. I just thought you’d like a photo.”

Jimmy put the pho to graph in his pocket and went to the win dow. He
looked down onto Mohren straße and saw a gang of young sters id ling at the
junc tion with Mark grafen straße. Drink ers gathered out side the bar there.
The sky was dark, with a thick can opy of cloud block ing out the moon and
the stars. Snow was fall ing, a thin dust ing that settled on everything. It al- 
most looked fest ive.

“So why am I here? What do you want me to do?”



Mack in tosh put his bag on the bed and sat down next to it. “There’s a
man I’m in ter ested in,” he said. “I’d like you to fol low him.”

“Who is he?”

Mack in tosh took a folder from his bag and put it on the bed. He opened
it and slid out a large black and white pho to graph.

“His name is Mor gan. He works for me at the con su late.”

Jimmy looked at the pho to graph: the man was in late middle age, with
curls of thick black hair atop a roun ded face, with thick rimmed glasses.

“So he’s a spy?”

“He’s an agent run ner. But, yes, you could call him a spy.”

“So why am I fol low ing your own man?”

Mack in tosh ex haled. “I had an op er a tion in East Ber lin on Christ mas
Eve. It was com prom ised and two of my people were killed. Someone be- 
trayed us to the Stasi.”

“And you think it was him?”

“I do.” Mack in tosh glanced away, his thoughts tem por ar ily fo cussed on
some thing else. When he looked back, there was fresh de term in a tion on his
face. “He was born in Cairo. Son of an Aus trian mother and a Jew ish father.
They sent him back to Aus tria and he was there when the war star ted. His
fam ily fled and trav elled to Bri tain. They were nat ur al ised and he joined the
Navy be fore he was re cruited by SIS. He’s been all over the world: he in ter- 
rog ated U-boat cap tains in Ham burg, went to Seoul un der dip lo matic cover
to get in tel li gence on the North. He was cap tured when Seoul fell and was
held near the Yalu River. If we’re right, and the So vi ets turned him, I’ll bet
it happened there.”

“And you’re sure?”

“Not com pletely. I hope I’m wrong, but that’s where you come in. I’m
go ing to tell him some thing to mor row morn ing that will give him cause for
ser i ous con cern. I know what Mor gan is like—he’s a cow ard, James. If I’m
right, he’ll run straight to his hand ler. He doesn’t know who you are—no
one knows. I want you to fol low him.”



“And how am I go ing to do that?”

Mack in tosh took a key from his pocket and put it on the bed next to the
pho to graph. “There’s a Mer cedes parked down stairs in the car park—a red
190E Cos worth. I’ve writ ten the plate on the pa per. This is the key. There’ll
be a safe house some where in this part of the city. That’s where he’ll go.
You’re go ing to find it for me.”

“Where do I find him?”

“There’s an ad dress on the pa per, too. That’s the con su late. Be there to- 
mor row morn ing at nine. I’ll speak to Mor gan just after that—he’ll be
frightened and I don’t think he’s got the guts to wait it out. He’ll make an
ex cuse and run. There’s a car park op pos ite it. He has an Audi Quat tro. Fol- 
low him.”

“Any thing else?”

Mack in tosh reached into his bag again and took out a pis tol and a spare
magazine. He put both items on the bed.

“Ser i ously?”

“Just in case you need it.”

“You said you wanted me to fol low him.”

“I do. But he’s prob ably go ing to go and meet a Stasi agent and I’d
rather you had a weapon and didn’t need it than need one and not have it.”

Jimmy reached down and picked up the gun.

“Have you used one be fore?” Mack in tosh asked.

“Never,” Jimmy said.

Mack in tosh put out his hand and Jimmy gave him the gun. “Don’t point
it at any one you don’t want to kill. When you want to shoot, click the safety
off, look at the tar get, grip the handle in both hands, press the gun to ward
the tar get, pull the trig ger. Re peat un til dead. Got it?”

“Got it,” he said.

Mack in tosh flicked the safety on and gave the weapon back to Jimmy.



“You’ll need some loose change. When you find out where he goes, find
a payphone and call me on this num ber. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

Jimmy took the piece of pa per that Mack in tosh handed him. “All right,”
he said.

“To mor row morn ing, James. Be in the car park at nine o’clock. Don’t
be late. We’ll only get one chance at this. They’ll try and get him into the
East. We’ll never see him again if that hap pens.”

“What are you go ing to do if it is him?”

“He’ll need to be per suaded to an swer a few ques tions. But you won’t
need to worry about that—it’s my re spons ib il ity.”

Mack in tosh told Jimmy to get some sleep and left the room. Jimmy sat
down on the mat tress. He was tired. He brought out the pho to graph Mack- 
in tosh had given to him and looked at it again. Isa bel was smil ing in the
pic ture, but it wasn’t a real smile. He wondered: what would hap pen if he
didn’t make it back home? What if some thing happened to him here, in this
shi thole? The thought of Sean kick ing a ball in the park with no one there to
kick it back to him… that thought threatened to over whelm him. He felt a
burn ing in his chest, like a hot poker slowly slid ing through his body. The
tears came, and he wiped them away. They never helped.



PART IV
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It was a con tinu ing source of dis ap point ment to Gen er al leut nant Karl-
Heinz Som mer that his of fice was not loc ated in House One of the Min istry
for State Se cur ity. The vast com plex that housed the Min istry stretched
across the Ruches traße and was re spons ible for the op er a tion of the Stasi as
well as fa cil it at ing its huge net work of in form ants. The Min istry’s pur pose
was simple: the pre ser va tion and pro tec tion of the state. Som mer’s pur pose
was the at tain ment, con sol id a tion and ex er cise of power. It was a pity that
his po s i tion, al though sig ni fic ant, was not enough to move him into the ex- 
ec ut ive of fices. That was where he wanted to be; that was where the real
power was loc ated. But there were con sol a tions to make up for the dis ap- 
point ment. The lux ury of his build ing bore no com par ison to the drab fur- 
nish ings that were found in the build ing that housed the head of the Min- 
istry, for ex ample. Herr Pabst made do with thread bare car pets, walls
painted in mu ni cipal green, and fur niture that was util it arian, at best.

Som mer had loc ated this build ing him self. It had been a wreck, used
and ab used by a gar rison of Rus sian troops and then left to rot. It had been a
vicar age be fore the war, hun dreds of years old, and still re tained ar chi tec- 
tural fea tures that marked its age, worn as badges of hon our. Som mer had
lob bied the Ad min is tra tion Di vi sion for a budget to make it whole and had
taken his time to make sure that it was done right.

There was a suite of private rooms on the top floor where he lived dur- 
ing the rare oc ca sions when he wasn’t work ing. There was space for his
staff on the three floors be neath: of fices, brief ing rooms, a typ ing pool. Be- 



neath that, the base ment had been ex cav ated and con struc ted to his ex act ing
re quire ments: his in ter rog a tion room was there, a place where he had de- 
rived hours of the most ex quis ite pleas ure. He had spe cified everything: the
pre cise cant of the floors, a shal low V that met in a trough that led to a drain
in the middle of the room; the stain less-steel table, with leather straps, that
could be angled up or down by way of a pivot, bet ter to al low for blood and
vis cera to be sloshed clear; the se lec tion of tools that were hung from hooks
on the wall, ar ranged just so. Next to that was the wa ter cell, an other of his
designs. Sus pects who fell into his hands were sub jec ted to what he termed
‘im mer sion in ter rog a tion.’ The cell had been equipped with a five-foot pit
that was then filled with freez ing wa ter. He found that the fear of drown ing
was of ten more ef fect ive in pro cur ing in form a tion than other more tra di- 
tional tech niques.

And then there was the vault. It was his pride and joy. He was the only
man alive who knew how to get in side. It was the ful crum of his power, a
re pos it ory for the files and au dio re cord ings and com prom ising evid ence—
and yes, the loot—that he had ac quired over the years.

Som mer was in his private of fice on the third floor. He looked around
and re minded him self that whatever he lacked in prestige, he made up for in
aes thetic pleas ure. A thick blood-red car pet covered the of fice floor. The
fur nish ings were clas sic: an an tique wal nut desk, a roll-top bur eau, a sofa in
the old French style, and gold-base lamps with muted silk shades. Som mer
ad jus ted his tie in the ro coco mir ror and then shrugged on his jacket. The
Stasi of ficer’s uni form boas ted a re mark able sim il ar ity to the first uni form
that he had worn: that of the Allge mei neSS. This jacket did not have the
Wehr macht-style nar row braided sil ver shoulder boards, but it was double-
breasted, just the same, cut from rich black cloth with gold flashes on the
lapels.

He looked into the mir ror again, ex amin ing his uni form, re mind ing him- 
self of how sim ilar it was to the one that he had worn forty years ago. He
closed his eyes. He had not tried to ex punge the memory of what had
happened to him. Why would he want to do that? He re vis ited it of ten.
What had happened to him in Ber lin had been his mo tiv a tion, the reason for
his drive, the cru cible in which his char ac ter had been forged.
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It was the day of his nine teenth birth day when Som mer saw the first
Rus sian tanks rolling into the streets around the Chan cellery. He was
serving in the SS 12th Pan zer Di vi sion Hitler ju gend, and had been in volved
in the mas sacre of one hun dred and fifty Ca na dian POWs in Nor mandy one
year earlier. The Di vi sion had been re called to as sist in the de fence of the
cap ital, but it had quickly be come clear—even to the young Ober stam- 
mführer Som mer—that the Wehr macht was be ing over run. He could see the
tec ton ics of the situ ation shift ing, could fore see what the next weeks and
months might look like, and had star ted to plot his sur vival. But the tanks
had rolled in faster than any one had an ti cip ated, and he had had to think
quickly.

He con cocted a plan and moved quickly to put it into ef fect. He
swapped his SS uni form for the clothes of a dead man who he had found in
the rubble on the first floor of a ruined house. Then, he took a knife that he
found in the kit chen and sliced into the skin just above his scalp, en cour- 
aging the blood to flow. It did, a crim son mask that slid down his face and
dripped onto his clothes.

He made his way south, where he was picked up by Rus sian in fantry.
He feigned am ne sia. He said he was a ci vil ian and that he re membered shel- 
ter ing in side a build ing and then that build ing be ing shelled. He said he re- 
membered ma sonry fall ing onto him and then noth ing after that. His
memor ies were a nar row en vel ope; he couldn’t re mem ber his name, who he
was, or where he was from. The sol diers took him to Beel itz-Heil stät ten, the



hos pital that had once treated Hitler dur ing the Great War. It was hideously
over crowded, with sol diers and ci vil ians filling beds in the wards and cor- 
ridors and over worked staff flit ting between them. The nurses didn’t have
time to speak to Som mer prop erly; they con cluded that he must have been
struck on the head, treated him as best they could and then ad mit ted him.

He had time and that was all he needed. He con struc ted a story for him- 
self, fur nish ing it with lav ish de tail. The Rus si ans were search ing for SS of- 
ficers who were flee ing the city in dis guise; a mil it ary in tel li gence of ficer
came to quiz him. Som mer said that he was a young Aus trian farmer and
told the of ficer about life on the farm, of how he had worked with his father
in the fields. He ex plained how his father had gone off to fight in the war
and how he had died on the front line at Stal in grad and how his mother had
drowned her self after hear ing the news.

What had happened to Som mer’s mother and father was easy to tell: it
was all true.

The rest of what he said was not.

Som mer told of how Ger man sol diers swept over his vil lage in search of
a Jew ish fam ily who were be ing har boured there. He told him that he had
watched the sol diers ar rive and had heard the crack of their rifles as they
lined the fam ily up against the wall of the barn and shot them.

The story had eli cited sym pathy from the of ficer, but it wasn’t en tirely
true. He had omit ted sev eral key de tails.

The sol diers did come to the vil lage and they did find the fam ily, but it
was not a mat ter of chance. The day after Som mer bur ied his mother, he
walked ten miles into the town and re por ted that his neigh bour was har- 
bour ing Jews in his loft. The SS of ficers con grat u lated Som mer. He liked
their uni forms. One of the of ficers gave him a chocol ate bar. It was the first
that he had ever seen, never mind eaten. He re membered the taste of the
chocol ate, eaten as he sat on a fence and watched the sol diers ex ecute his
neigh bours and the young fam ily that they had been hid ing.

Som mer was given money and a train ticket to Ber lin. He was in struc ted
to join the Hitler ju gend. He did so, and, after show ing par tic u lar aptitude,
he gradu ated to the SS as one of their young est of ficers.



The Rus sian of ficer be lieved Som mer. He was sent out of the city with
the refugees who had no wish to be im mol ated on the pyre that was be ing
cre ated for Hitler and the Reich. Som mer had ended up in Luck en walde,
had stayed there for a year, and then had drif ted back to Ber lin again,
sucked back by the op por tun it ies that he knew were swirl ing around in the
vor tex that had been cre ated by the clash ing armies, all of them squab bling
over the spoils. There was con fu sion every where, and Som mer knew that he
could profit from it. He joined the So cial ist Unity Party. He ap plied to join
the po lice and, in 1950, when it was in sti tuted, he trans ferred into the Stasi.

He had sur vived. More than that: he had done well. In all wars, both
cold and hot, there were sur viv ors. Those who were destined to make it out
alive no mat ter the odds, no mat ter the pain, no mat ter how many lives they
had to take.

Som mer was one of them.



25

Som mer’s tele phone rang. He picked up the re ceiver and cradled it to
his ear as he ad jus ted the cuffs of his shirt.

“Who is it?”

“Ma jor Hoff man, sir.”

“What is it, Ma jor?”

“There has been an in cid ent at our sta tion in West Ber lin.”

“Which sta tion?”

“Kreuzberg. It’s been at tacked, sir.”

Som mer took a gold-tipped foun tain pen and made notes in a small
black book. “Go on.”

“LEXIKON called and said that he had been ex posed. He was told to
re port to Kreuzberg for de brief ing and pos sible ex filtra tion. Col onel Geipel
was to con duct the de brief him self.”

“And?”

“And they were at tacked. LEXIKON, Stabsfäh nrich Gross man and
Stabsfäh nrich Vokes were found in the apart ment. All shot. Un ter of f iz ier
Beck man was found un con scious on the ground floor. He said that he saw
four men go ing into the build ing—one of them at tacked him and knocked
him out. He didn’t re cog nise any of them.”



“And Col onel Geipel?”

“He is miss ing, Gen eral.”

Som mer un der lined Geipel’s name, re peat ing the stroke un til the nib of
the pen sliced through the pa per.

“Does any one else know about this?”

“The Bundespol izei were called.”

“And would they be able to identify the dead men?”

“They are un likely to have any thing on Gross man. LEXIKON, though
—I think it is pos sible.”

“Find out. And tell no one else of this—do you un der stand, Ma jor? No
one.”

“Yes, Col onel,” said Hof mann, and hung up.

Som mer stood, put on his jacket and left his of fice.

*

SOM MER WALKED down the cor ridor to the el ev at ors. He called the lift
and se lec ted the ground floor. He got out and walked over to the second el- 
ev ator that would take him down to the base ment. It could only be op er ated
by those with the cor rect key; he took his from his pocket, pushed it into the
key hole and turned it. The door slid open; he got in side and se lec ted the
but ton for the base ment. The ma chinery clanked and whirred and even tu ally
brought him to a dark lower level, lit only by caged bulbs dot ted along one
side of a long, damp brick wall. On the op pos ite side was a row of heavy
steel doors.

A guard was sta tioned in an en clave three-quar ters of the way along the
cor ridor. The men on duty here smoked and drank thick stewed cof fee from
steel mugs. The smell of hu man sweat, ci gar ette smoke and briny cof fee
was heavy in the air. Som mer went to the third door and called for the guard
to open it. The man put out his ci gar ette and took a bunch of keys from a
steel ring that had been fastened to the wall. He opened the door and stood
back.



There was no light from the room; thick dark ness lay within. The qual- 
ity of that black ness never went un noticed. It was a dense noth ing ness, save
the small area near the door where the nearest bulb ex ten ded its feeble glow.
Som mer heard foot steps and then a man—young, pale skin, blue eyes—
stepped into the half-light.

Som mer looked at the sores on his skin; there were red marks on his
arms and neck, ab ra sions on his ankles and chest. The guard stepped away
from the door and went back to the al cove. Som mer no ticed that the man’s
teeth were yel low, and his lips were cracked and bleed ing. He could not
look at Som mer and Som mer knew why: he was ter ri fied of him.

With reason.

Som mer smiled.

“Günter,” he said. “How are you en joy ing your stay?”

The man said noth ing.

“Si lence? Really? But our last chat was so in ter est ing.”

He looked away.

“I’m afraid I can’t help my self, Günter—we’re go ing to need to have
an other.”
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Som mer was al most dis ap poin ted. Al most. Günter Schmidt was so
frightened that there was no need for him to in dulge him self in or der to get
him to speak. Som mer en joyed his more ob dur ate pris on ers; per suad ing
them to talk was one of his pleas ures in life, and some thing that he was par- 
tic u larly good at. He con soled him self with the know ledge that there would
be other op por tun it ies for that. For now, he needed to know what had made
Schmidt so in ter est ing to the Brit ish.

Schmidt had been in the cell for days, ever since Som mer had in ter cep- 
ted him on his way to the tun nel un der the Wall. There had been no hu man
con tact save for the meals that were passed through the slit in the door. It
had been a de lib er ate ploy. Som mer knew the power of the ima gin a tion, and
he wanted Schmidt to have as long as pos sible to con sider the aw ful ness of
the treat ment that he might ex pect once the ques tion ing began. Con found- 
ing those ex pect a tions could be ef fect ive. He brought Schmidt up to his
quar ters on the top floor. There would be no stain less-steel table, no sur gical
in stru ments, no hooks in the ceil ing for him to be upen ded and hung from
his ankles. Those would come later, per haps. In stead, there was a com fort- 
able room, a jug of cof fee and po lite ques tions.

Som mer knew it would work.

“I’m sorry to have kept you down there for so long. I hope that won’t be
ne ces sary again.”

Schmidt looked at him; he re minded Som mer of a cornered rab bit.



Som mer took the jug and poured cof fee into two mugs. “Do you take
sugar?”

Schmidt nod ded, and Som mer ad ded a heaped spoon ful, stirred the
brew and slid it over the table. Schmidt put the mug to his lips and sipped
the cof fee, his eyes on Som mer as if he ex pec ted some trick.

Som mer drank from his own mug and then placed it on a coaster. “I’m
curi ous, Günter. The Brit ish went to a lot of ef fort to get you out. They dug
a tun nel, sent senior per son nel here at con sid er able risk. Why would they
do that? What did you of fer them?”

Schmidt swal lowed, his larynx bob bing in his throat.

“Please. There’s no need to be frightened. If you have some thing of
value to them, it’s likely to be of value to me, too. I’m a prag matic man.
Per haps we can work to gether.”

Som mer smiled, reached down for the plate of bis cuits and slid it closer
to Schmidt.

“My work,” Schmidt began, then paused, un cer tain of how to pro ceed.

“Go on. Your work?”

“I am an es cort.”

“A pros ti tute?”

Schmidt flinched, as if he found the word dis taste ful.

“An es cort,” Som mer cor rec ted him self. “Of course. Please—go on.”

“A year ago,” he said, “I was at a party in Friedrich shain. There were
some men there from the Party. At the end of the night, one of them came
up to me and said that he would like to see me again.”

He stopped speak ing and took a drink from his mug of cof fee. Som mer
no ticed that his hand was shak ing.

“Go on, Günter,” he en cour aged him. “You’re do ing well.”

“I said yes, and ar ranged to meet him in Café Warschau the next day. He
said that it would be im possible to meet in a pub lic place and sug ges ted that



I should come to his apart ment. I did and…” He paused again, look ing into
his cof fee. Som mer gave him a mo ment and, after Schmidt had found the
right words, he con tin ued. “We star ted see ing each other. It wasn’t a pro fes- 
sional re la tion ship, not like the oth ers were. I thought we were in love. He
said that he loved me, any way. He looked after me, gave me nice things and
told me that he would look after my fam ily, too. And he did. There was
enough money for me to move them into a house out side the city. He even
gave me the money to buy them a hol i day. My mother and father hadn’t
been out side Ber lin for years. They couldn’t af ford it. They went to the
Baltic Coast.”

Som mer re garded him shrewdly. Schmidt spoke openly, and there were
none of the tell-tale signs that might have in dic ated du pli city. Som mer was
an ex cel lent judge of char ac ter, and of vera city, and he be lieved that
Schmidt was telling the truth.

“What happened then?”

“He broke up with me. A month ago. Didn’t tell me why. I went to his
apart ment and he wasn’t there. I tried to get in but the locks were changed. I
went to find him at his of fice but the guards took me away and beat me.
They told me if I came back they would kill me. I didn’t do any thing
wrong. It’s not fair. It’s not fair that I’ve been treated this way. All I wanted
to do was to have him tell me what I did to de serve this. But he wouldn’t.
He wouldn’t tell me. I want him to know that what he did was wrong.”

Som mer leaned for ward. “This man,” he said. “Who is he?”

Schmidt looked up at him, his face pale and be gin ning to dampen with
per spir a tion.

“It’s fine, Günter. You’re do ing well. But I do need to know.”

“Stan i slaus Pabst.”

Som mer was not of ten lost for words, but now he was struck dumb.
Pabst was the head of the Min istry. He was a gen eral in the East Ger man
army and a mem ber of the Polit buro. He was re spons ible for the Stasi, and
for the main ten ance of se cur ity in the GDR. He was also the main im ped i- 
ment to Som mer’s own as cent through the party ap par atus. Som mer had al- 



ways tried to be civil with Pabst, but the gen eral had made it known that he
didn’t like him and that Som mer would never reach the heights that his tal- 
ent de served while he re mained in con trol.

Som mer could see now why the Brit ish had gone to such lengths to ex- 
filtrate Schmidt. The dam age the young man could do… it was in cal cul able.

“You told the Brit ish about this?” Som mer asked.

“Yes. I went to the con su late and told them what I knew. They told me
to come back. I did. I met a man from the gov ern ment. He said he would
bring me into the West. My fam ily, too.”

“And this man’s name?”

“Mack in tosh.”

Som mer already knew that Harry Mack in tosh was re spons ible for the
op er a tion. Som mer had been tipped off by LEXIKON; the tip was how he
had been able to pre vent the ex filtra tion from tak ing place. The ac tual
nature of the in tel li gence that Schmidt was selling had never been re vealed;
Mack in tosh had kept that close to the vest, and LEXIKON had not been
able to un cover it.

But now Som mer knew.

“Can you prove any of this?”

Günter looked away, too late. Som mer saw through him.

“Please, Günter, I would like to be your friend. But I can only be your
friend if there are no secrets between us. Your story is in ter est ing, but
without some thing to sub stan ti ate it, well, it is… just a story.”

Günter bit his lip.

“Come, now. I feel you are with hold ing some thing from me. Friends
don’t do that.”

“I have told you my story,” he said. “That is it.”

“And now you are ly ing to me.”

“I am not—”



“I have a friend in MI6, Günter. Do you think I don’t know?”

He looked away. “I have pho to graphs.”

Som mer felt a buzz of an ti cip a tion run up and down his spine. “You
do?”

He nod ded. “Of Stan i slaus and me.”

“I would dearly like to see them.”

“I can’t,” he said. “They are my guar an tee.”

Pos sib il it ies spooled through Som mer’s mind and he was un able to pre- 
vent the grin that cracked his face. The Rus si ans called it kom pro mat.
Lever age. The Brit ish would have wiel ded it for their own pur poses, bend- 
ing Pabst to their will and dam aging the in sti tu tion that he ran and the Party
that de pended upon it. Som mer did not care about any of that. If he did, he
would have taken Schmidt to Pabst and aler ted him to the danger that had
been aver ted. That was still a pos sib il ity. Pabst might be grate ful. He might
re ward him for his di li gence and tact. But, Som mer knew, he might just as
eas ily have him shot in or der to guar an tee his si lence.

He had a bet ter idea. The kom pro mat would not be of be ne fit to the Brit- 
ish alone. He could hold onto Schmidt, keep him safe and out of the way,
ready to be de ployed at a mo ment of his choos ing. Ho mo sexu al ity had been
de crim in al ised in the East for twenty years, but the sug ges tion of it would
still be enough to bring Pabst down. The stench of it would cling to him.
The Party would not ap prove.

Som mer would con sider how and when to use the know ledge, but one
thing was cer tain: Pabst was done, and Som mer could put him self in po s i- 
tion to take his place.

He turned back to Günter. “What was your plan? You would wait for
Mack in tosh to do what he prom ised and then tell him where to find the pho- 
to graphs?”

Günter nod ded.

“That’s very wise. But it is un ne ces sary now. Tell me where they are,
Günter. I will send someone to get them.”



The young man shook his head. He had found strength from some- 
where. “You need to help me get over the bor der.”

Som mer was pre pared to be pa tient; the prize was worth it. “Per haps,”
he lied. “But you need to co oper ate with me.”

“Get me into the West and I’ll tell you where to find them. I swear it.”

“No,” Som mer said. “That isn’t go ing to work. Do I need to re mind you
where you are? You’re not in a po s i tion to make de mands. You are be ing
treated with kind ness be cause I want to be your friend. But there are other
ways that this can be done. I would not re com mend them.”

He sat down op pos ite Schmidt and stared at him. He smiled his most re- 
as sur ing smile. “Where can I find the pho to graphs?”



PART V
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Jimmy fol lowed the dir ec tions that Mack in tosh had given him and
ar rived at Uh land straße at seven in the morn ing. Mack in tosh had ex plained
that the Brit ish gov ern ment had main tained three of fices in Ber lin: the polit- 
ical ad viser to the Brit ish Mil it ary Gov ern ment had of fices at the Olympic
Sta dium; the com mer cial of fices were leased in the In ter na tional Trade
Centre Ad min is tra tion Build ing on Geor gen straße; the con su late-gen eral
was in leased premises here on Uh land straße. This of fice of the con su late-
gen eral was just as the older man had de scribed it: a bland build ing, most
likely in fill from the six ties that had been con struc ted out of the wreck age
of the war. It was mod est, not par tic u larly at tract ive and com pact in size.
The con su late took up two floors, and there was of fice space above it. There
were two en trances: one at the front, be neath a Union Jack that fluttered
from a flag pole, and a plainer en trance that was reached via the al ley that
ran between the build ing and its neigh bour.

There was a park ing lot on the other side of the main road, and Jimmy
parked his car there; he was able to see both en trances while main tain ing
enough dis tance from the ped es tri ans and traffic that passed ahead of him to
min im ise the chances of any one see ing him in his car and de cid ing that he
was sus pi cious.

Jimmy got out of the car and looked over the roof at the other cars.
There were only a hand ful at this early hour, but one of them stood out: a
cherry-red Audi Quat tro. It was the model with the five-cyl in der tur- 
bocharged pet rol en gine. Jimmy thought the paint job and the brick-shape



design was ugly—he pre ferred Porsches when it came to Ger man en gin eer- 
ing—al though the car looked as if it was reas on ably new, if a little gar ish.
Mor gan was hardly try ing to blend in; Jimmy wondered whether that was
the be ha viour of someone who had some thing to hide. Maybe Mack in tosh
had the wrong man?

The morn ing was bit terly cold, with a freez ing wind that was ush er ing a
pro ces sion of leaden clouds in from the East. The snow on the ground had
frozen overnight, and as Jimmy looked up at the dark en ing sky he could see
that more would be fall ing be fore the day was out. He got back into the
Mer cedes, turned the key in the ig ni tion and flicked the switch for the heat-
er; the unit was old and it spluttered, emit ting a pathetic gasp of warm air.

Jimmy pulled the zip of his leather jacket all the way up to his neck and
thought of Isa bel: he should have taken her up on her of fer to buy him
some thing more sub stan tial.

He took the pho to graph of Mor gan and stood it on the dash, prop ping it
against the wind shield.

He settled in to wait.
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A man came out of the side en trance just after nine. Jimmy looked at
the pho to graph on the dash and com pared it to the man; it was Mor gan, he
was sure of it. Late middle age, a full head of dark hair, a moon-like face
and heavy dark glasses.

Most of the con su late staff com pleted their jour neys to work in thick
coats with scarfs wound around their faces or with sub stan tial hats pulled
down low. Mor gan hur ried out side with his coat still un done and without a
hat. He tried to zip up the coat as he made his way along the al ley, lost his
con cen tra tion and al most skid ded over on the frozen ground. He re gained
his bal ance and paused for a mo ment as he fastened the zip. Jimmy put both
hands on the wheel, wait ing for him to cross the road to him.

Mor gan jammed an ush anka onto his head and made his way across the
road. He hur ried to the Audi and got in side. Jimmy heard the rumble of the
en gine and watched as the car rolled out. Jimmy put the Mer cedes into gear.
The Quat tro rolled to the east, the en gine rum bling. Jimmy fol lowed.

Jimmy didn’t know Ber lin, and was quickly lost as he fol lowed the
Quat tro through the city. Mor gan stayed on main roads, but drove a little
over the speed limit. Jimmy hung back as far as he could while still stay ing
close enough to keep the Audi in sight. The snow was all around, scraped
up and piled onto the pave ments by ploughs. Jimmy could feel the com- 
pacted ice crunch ing be neath the tyres. The sur face was treach er ous, and
Jimmy braked early and gently as he ap proached a set of red lights. The



Audi pulled away when the lights went green, and Jimmy fol lowed.

Mor gan drove on Li et zen bur ger Straße, switch ing onto Schöne ber ger
Ufer and fol low ing the curve of the Landwehr Canal. They passed through
a com mer cial dis trict with shops open ing for the day, queues of Ber liners
wait ing to scour the shelves for pro vi sions, and con tin ued east into a res id- 
en tial area. There were tall apart ment blocks, rows of three-and four-storey
build ings that had been carved up into flats. It was cheap and run down,
with rub bish spill ing from bins, blow ing up against drifts of snow. They
turned again and the Wall ap peared, a massive slab of con crete topped with
coils of razor wire. It was twelve feet tall and, when Jimmy looked ahead,
he could just see the roof of a watchtower pok ing up over the top of it.

Mor gan slowed and parked the car against the kerb. Jimmy drove on,
took the first left and parked. He opened the door and stepped out, hur ry ing
back to the main road. Mor gan was walk ing away from his car. Jimmy
crossed over, look ing straight ahead, and paused to fiddle with his shoelace
as Mor gan con tin ued along the pave ment on the op pos ite side. Jimmy
waited and watched; Mor gan walked for fifty yards and then turned on to a
nar row path that cut across a patch of snowy ground to the en trance of a
par tic u larly ugly block.

The Wall loomed to Jimmy’s left, a bru tal slab of con crete that reached
high over head. He knew that there was no way he would be able to fol low
Mor gan in side the build ing; he was for tu nate that he hadn’t been made so
far, and to push his luck any more would be ask ing for trouble. He waited a
mo ment to see whether Mor gan would re-emerge and, when he didn’t, he
re traced his steps to the payphone that he had seen on the street near to
where he had parked the car and called the num ber that Mack in tosh had
given him.
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Mack in tosh took Jimmy’s call, noted down the de tails, and put the
phone down. He opened his Ro lo dex, found the num ber for the Ber lin In- 
fantry Bri gade, and called it. He had a brief con ver sa tion, left clear in struc- 
tions, and put the phone down again. He left the con su late in a hurry, got
into his staff car and headed east, fight ing against his im pa tience and driv- 
ing with the care and at ten tion that the icy streets de man ded. It would do
him no good at all to slide into the back of an other car on the way. On the
other hand, he knew that his im pa tience was war ran ted; the build ing that
Walker had de scribed in cluded an apart ment that was known to west ern in- 
tel li gence as a Stasi bolt-hole. If Mor gan was go ing to run, they would ex- 
filtrate him from there. And if they did that be fore Mack in tosh ar rived, then
the traitor would be in the wind and all of Mack in tosh’s plans would be for
noth ing.

He couldn’t al low that to hap pen.

He ar rived in Kreuzberg and saw the red Audi parked next to one of the
big blocks. The build ing was grey and un in vit ing. It was four storeys tall,
pocked with mean little win dows and com munal bal conies. The Wall was
close, and any one above the second floor would be able to look out over it,
across the death strip and into the East. The build ing was as ugly as its
neigh bours, scarred with graf fiti, its win dows dark and un wel com ing. Ban- 
ners had been hung from the up per win dows, high enough to be seen from
the East. One of them had an ob scene car toon of Erich Ho necker and
Mikhail Gorbachev.



Mack in tosh drove on; he turned onto a side street and re cog nised the
Mer cedes that he had ar ranged for Walker. He parked be hind it and hur ried
back on foot.

There was a small chil dren’s play ground on the op pos ite side of the
road. Walker was wait ing there, par tially hid den from the en trance to the
block. He saw Mack in tosh and stepped out so that he could see him. Mack- 
in tosh crossed the road and joined him next to a broken swing, the seat
hanging down from one chain.

“He went in there,” he said, point ing at the block.

“Has any one else gone in side?”

“I haven’t seen any one. Why?”

“There’s a Stasi safe house on the fourth floor.”

“How do you know that?”

“Be cause we had it un der sur veil lance last year.”

“And you haven’t done any thing about it?”

Mack in tosh spoke with ex ag ger ated pa tience. “What good would that
do? They’d just move it some where else and then we’d have to find it again.
It’s use ful to know where it is so we can keep an eye on it.”

Mack in tosh saw two men ap proach ing them from the other side of the
street. Mack in tosh gaped at them, and then pulled Walker farther away from
the street. The men stopped op pos ite the door to the block. One of them
went in side and the other one stayed on the street.

“Who are they?” Walker asked.

Mack in tosh didn’t re spond; he felt a flash of an ger that he thought might
over whelm him.

“Who are they?” Walker pressed.

Mack in tosh paused un til he had re gained his com pos ure. “The man who
went in side is Axel Geipel. He’s a col onel in the Hauptver wal tung
Aufklärung, the Main Dir ect or ate for Re con nais sance.”



“And?”

“He’s the most senior Stasi of ficer in West Ber lin.”

“And the two of you don’t get on?”

“We have un fin ished busi ness,” Mack in tosh muttered.

“And the one wait ing out side? His body guard?”

“Yes. Prob ably from the Dzerzh in sky Re gi ment.”

Mack in tosh took a step for ward and looked at the build ing again. It
loomed over them, a grim and dis figured mono lith, hun dreds of people—
thou sands of people—swal lowed in side it. The second man still stood on
the street, the tip of a ci gar ette glow ing as he in haled on it. The man
stomped his feet against the cold; Mack in tosh stepped back again.

“Mor gan’s been in there thirty minutes,” Walker said.

“I frightened him—he thinks he’s about to be blown. He ran straight to
Geipel, prob ably to ask him to ac tiv ate his ex filtra tion plan. They’ll be get- 
ting him ready to cross the bor der.”

“So what’s the plan?”

Mack in tosh frowned and rubbed his fore head. “We wait.”

“What for?”

“Backup. It should be on the way.”

Walker gazed up at the build ing. “What is it that you need from him?”

“I want to know who he’s work ing for.”

“And now you do—he’s work ing for Geipel. What else?”

“I want to know how to get to two people: Günter Schmidt and Karl-
Heinz Som mer.”

“Who are they?”

“Schmidt is an as set I wish to re cover. Som mer is a man I want to kill.”

“And once you have Schmidt and Som mer is dead, you’ll let me go
home?”



Walker stated the im possible with such bliss ful ig nor ance it was al most
charm ing. “If that hap pens I’ll take you home my self. You have my word.”

Walker nod ded, turn ing back to the build ing.

“How easy will it be to get to Geipel?”

“He’s a Stasi of ficer. Not easy at all.”

“How many men do you think are in side?”

Mack in tosh ex haled. “A small op er a tional team. They’ll have Stasi of- 
ficers in the flat—a couple, per haps. Geipel makes three. The body guard
makes four. Mor gan makes five.”

“All armed.”

“The Ger mans—very likely. I doubt Mor gan is.”

“Which flat is it?”

“414.”

Walker reached into his jacket and took out the pis tol that Mack in tosh
had given him. “You got one, too?”

“No, James—this is too dan ger ous.”

“You have a bet ter idea? They don’t know we’re com ing. Come with
me or don’t—it’s up to you. But I have no choice. I’m not do ing a twenty-
year stretch in Worm wood Scrubs. But I’m not go ing to do a twenty-year
stretch in this shi thole either.”

Walker put his hand with the gun into the out side pocket of his coat and
set off to ward the en trance to the block. Mack in tosh reached for him and
snagged his shoulder just as a car rolled slowly by them.

Mack in tosh re cog nised the driver.

Walker saw the car, too. “Who’s that?”

“Backup.”

Mack in tosh sig nalled for the car to turn down the road where he and
Walker had parked and led Walker there to meet them.
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Mack in tosh opened the rear door of the car and got in side. Walker
went around and got into the other side. Cameron and Fisher were in the
front.

“Thanks for com ing, lads,” Mack in tosh said to them.

Cameron turned around and nod ded at Walker. “Who’s this?”

“He’s work ing with me,” Mack in tosh said.

“Who are you?” Walker asked, star ing the man out.

Cameron eye balled him right back. “You got a prob lem, pal?”

“I don’t know. Do I?”

“This is Walker,” Mack in tosh said. “He fol lowed Mor gan for me. Walk-
er, this is Cameron and this is Fisher. They’re sol diers. We’re all on the
same side so, if it’s all right with the three of you, do you think you could
shut the fuck up and listen to me?”

The out burst broke the ice. Walker looked sat is fied and the two sol diers
didn’t press things.

“Aye,” said Cameron, hold ing Jimmy’s eye for an other beat be fore re- 
lax ing and sit ting back in his seat. “Fine.”

“Sol diers?” Jimmy asked.

“SAS,” Mack in tosh ex plained. “The Stasi am bushed us a week ago—



Som mer and his men killed two of my agents, and nearly killed us, too.”

“And we’re not too thrilled about that,” Cameron said.

“They’re go ing to help us get to Mor gan and Geipel.”

Mack in tosh had kept in touch with the two men after the am bush. This
wasn’t an of fi cial de ploy ment. They would be court-mar tialled if their in- 
volve ment in Mack in tosh’s plan ever came to light, but they had seen what
Som mer and his men had done—opened fire on un armed ci vil ians, ex ecuted
a dip lo mat rather than take her in for treat ment—and they said they figured
pay back was in or der. Mack in tosh had been grate ful, and knew that he was
for tu nate. The two of them were ex per i enced killers. They had both been on
the SAS team that had wiped out eight IRA on-the-runs, Re pub lican her oes
who hid in the Ir ish bor der counties. They were the kind of men Mack in- 
tosh would have dearly liked to have on his team, but Bloom had nixed that
and so he had been cre at ive.

Mack in tosh no ticed that Fisher had a plain black bag on his lap. Fisher
un zipped the bag and took out a small sub ma chine gun. Mack in tosh re cog- 
nised it: a Heck ler & Koch MP5-SD 9mm, the model with the in teg rated
sup pressor. Fisher re moved the magazine, checked that the weapon was not
charged, pulled the char ging handle and locked the bolt. He in ser ted the
magazine, slapped it home, re leased the bolt and then en gaged the safety.
His move ments were smooth and prac tised, as though he were shelling
peas.

There was a sim ilar bag next to Walker in the back. Cameron turned
around again. “Pass me the bag.”

Walker did as he was told and watched as Cameron pre pared his own
weapon.

“What’s the SP?” Fisher asked.

Mack in tosh nod ded to the apart ment build ing. “Mor gan sold us out—
we know that now. He’s in a Stasi safe house on the fourth floor of that
build ing with at least one other man, and prob ably more. There’s also a
guard in side the en trance.”

“And you want us to take them all out?”



“Every one but Mor gan and a man called Geipel. He went up there ten
minutes ago.”

“We know Mor gan,” Fisher said. “De scribe Geipel.”

“Thirties, six feet tall, black hair.”

“Wear ing?”

“I didn’t get a good look.”

“He had a coat down to his knees,” Walker said. “Beige trousers. Black
boots.”

“That’ll do,” Cameron said. “You want us to do it now?”

“Yes, please,” Mack in tosh said.
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The en trance to the block was set within a re cess, with a wide porch
ex tend ing its roof out over the pave ment. Cameron and Fisher went first,
with Mack in tosh and Walker a few feet be hind them. Mack in tosh saw the
body guard who had de livered Geipel stand ing just in side the door. He was
big, well over six feet tall and heavy with it. Mack in tosh saw a flash of or- 
ange as he put a lighter to the ci gar ette in his mouth; the man put his back
against the wall and in haled.

Mack in tosh turned to check be hind him. Walker was there, ten paces
back. There was no one else on the street. No one ahead, either. The only
man he could see was the guard out side the build ing. The two sol diers
slowed down. A car turned into the street. They waited un til it had passed
by be fore pick ing up the pace again.

Cameron reached the build ing first. The guard’s head turned as he heard
the sound of his boots. The man looked him up and down, his ci gar ette
poised to go back to his lips.

“Ex cuse me,” Cameron said.

He used Eng lish and the man’s fore head crinkled in con fu sion. Cameron
drove the butt of the MP5 into the man’s face. He stumbled back, de fence- 
less, and Cameron fol lowed up. He grabbed the man by the scruff of the
neck and brought the butt of the gun down, crack ing it against his skull. The
guard slumped for ward; Fisher came for ward and helped sup port the man’s
weight. Cameron slipped around be hind him so that he could loop his arms



be neath the guard’s arms and they dragged him in side.

Mack in tosh fol lowed them into the lobby and looked around: it was
wrecked, with paint peel ing from the walls, puddles of wa ter, and piles of
trash that had gathered around the edges of the space, rust ling in the wind
that blew in through broken win dows. Cameron dragged the guard across
the floor, his heels scrap ing twin trails through the grimy slush that had
been trod den in side.

Mack in tosh quickly scanned the rest of the lobby. There were el ev at ors,
but the doors were covered with wooden boards. The fire es cape was to the
left, a set of stairs that as cen ded to the other floors. Cameron dragged the
man through the door to a half land ing where he would be out of sight of
pass ers-by, and dropped him there.

“Ready?” Cameron said.

Mack in tosh nod ded.

“We’ll take the stairs. Walker—stay here with this guy. Keep him quiet.
We won’t be long.”

Walker nod ded.

Cameron turned to Mack in tosh. “Do you have your weapon?”

Mack in tosh opened his jacket to show his holstered Ber etta.

“Take it out. We’ll go in first, but don’t hes it ate if you need to use it.”

“Un der stood.”

“Let’s go.”

Cameron and Fisher star ted to climb with Mack in tosh close be hind
them.

First floor.

Second floor.

Third floor.

They reached the fourth floor. There was a door and he pushed it open
and stepped through onto the cor ridor bey ond. There were win dows along



the right-hand side of the cor ridor. Mack in tosh glanced through the first one
that he reached and saw the Wall, the death strip and the watchtower that he
had seen from the street. There were two guards in the watchtower, both
armed with rifles.

The left-hand side of the cor ridor had a num ber of doors set along it.
Cameron reached the first one, saw that it had the num ber 400, and then
con tin ued along un til he reached 414. He paused out side the door and
leaned closer so that he might be able to listen to the noises from in side.
Mack in tosh listened, too. He thought that he could dis tin guish three sep ar- 
ate speak ers: Mor gan, Geipel and one other?

Cameron raised his hand and held up three fin gers, con firm ing Mack in- 
tosh’s count. The sol dier held the MP5-SD in both hands, right hand on the
pis tol grip and left hand cradling the re ceiver, took a step to the right, and
then turned so that he was just off square with the door. Fisher came up and
stood next to him, straight on with the door handle.

Cameron whispered: “Three, two, one, breach.”

Fisher drew back his right foot and kicked the door just be neath the
handle.

The thin ply wood splintered around the lock and the door flew back into
the apart ment. Cameron aimed for ward, his el bows bent slightly. Mack in- 
tosh was in the cor ridor and couldn’t see in side, but he heard the re port of
the MP5-SD as Cameron fired it. The sup pressor deadened the sound a
little, but it was still loud. There was a short pause and then the gun
chattered again.

“Clear,” Cameron said.

Fisher went in next, and Mack in tosh fol lowed. He scanned his im me di- 
ate sur round ings. He was in a sit ting room: there was a large win dow dir- 
ectly ahead and a door to his right. There was a beige sofa and two match- 
ing arm chairs to his left and a cof fee table to the right. The apart ment was
heated with coal that was burned in a free-stand ing ceramic oven. Cameron
saw a pile of dusty bri quettes in the space next to the win dow.

There were three men in the room: Geipel was sit ting on the arm chair at



Mack in tosh’s nine and two men he didn’t re cog nise were on the sofa at his
el even. Both of those men had been shot. Cameron’s gun was aimed at
Geipel.

“How many oth ers?” Cameron asked in Ger man.

“One,” Geipel replied, his eyes go ing to the only other door that led off
the sit ting room.

Mor gan was the only man who was un ac coun ted for.

Fisher ap proached the door. “Come out,” he called.

The door flew open to re veal a small, un pleas ant bath room. Mor gan was
stand ing there, a small pis tol in his hand. He was four feet away and
couldn’t miss. Fisher fired a three-shot burst and all three rounds found their
mark. Mor gan was struck in the throat and chest, a cas cade of blood splash- 
ing out to spray over the stained por cel ain and the dirty tiled floor. He fell
back, stum bling over the toi let bowl and yank ing down the mil dewed
shower cur tain as he slumped to the floor.

Mack in tosh looked back to Geipel. The Stasi of ficer was wear ing a
white shirt with ex ag ger ated lapels, a red car digan and beige slacks. Camer-
on frisked him, re mov ing a Makarov from a clip-on hol ster. He hauled him
up and pushed the col onel back so that he was up against the wall.

“All yours,” Cameron said.

Mack in tosh fol lowed in, press ing the muzzle of his Ber etta between the
man’s eyes.

“Speak Eng lish?”

Geipel couldn’t nod with the muzzle pin ning his head against the wall.
“Yes,” he said. “I speak it.”

“We’re go ing back down stairs,” he said. “If you do any thing stu pid,
we’ll kill you. I’m not bluff ing. Say that you un der stand.”

“I un der stand,” he said. His eyes flickered between pain and fury.

“Good.”

Cameron put his hand on Mack in tosh’s shoulder. “You go down first.



Make sure it’s clear. Get Walker, go to your car and bring it to the front.
Where do you want to take him?”

“I’ve ren ted a space in Mari en felde,” he said. “We need to get him
there.”

Cameron grabbed a fist ful of Geipel’s car digan. “Let’s get him out.”

Mack in tosh nod ded and star ted for the door. Cameron took a mo ment,
yanked Geipel away from the wall and pro pelled him to the door, fol low ing
close be hind.
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Mack in tosh found Walker where he had left him. The un con scious
guard was still on the floor; he hadn’t moved.

“Let’s go,” Mack in tosh said. “We’re get ting out of here.”

Walker fol lowed him out of the build ing. “What happened?”

“Mor gan is dead. They’re bring ing Geipel down. I need to get my car.”

“Then what?”

“We’re go ing to take him some where quiet.”

They made their way to the side road. Mack in tosh told Walker to fol low
him, got into his staff car and drove back to the front of the build ing. He
waited, fumes rising from the ex haust. He saw Fisher, Cameron and Geipel
in the lobby and reached back to open the kerb side door; Cameron shoved
Geipel, ur ging him out side and across the pave ment. He pushed him into
the car and slid along side him, the gun pressed against his rib cage. Fisher
hur ried around the car and got in through the op pos ite door so that Geipel
was pinned between the two SAS men.

“Go,” Cameron said.

Mack in tosh set off, the wheels slip ping on the ice and the rear end slid- 
ing out un til the rub ber found trac tion.

“This is a bad idea,” Geipel said.



Mack in tosh replied without look ing back. “Shoot ing my agents was a
bad idea.”

“I’m a serving of ficer in the State Se cur ity Ser vice,” he said.

“I don’t give a shit what you are. You must have known there would be
con sequences.”

Mack in tosh drove them south through Schillerkiez with Walker fol low- 
ing be hind. He saw the usual evid ence of frantic build ing work, with con- 
struc tion sites still re pla cing build ings that had been dam aged dur ing the
war. The sky line bristled with cranes, and heavy vehicles lumbered across
patches of open ground, the snow melt ing into slush and mud. Mack in tosh
took a left and, even tu ally, they reached Mari en felde. Mack in tosh drove
into a street that al lowed ac cess to a row of ware houses and in dus trial units.
The build ings nestled tightly to gether, with nar row streets cut ting between
them.

He pulled up against a wire fence that pre ven ted ac cess to a small ware- 
house. Walker drew up be hind him. Mack in tosh stepped out side, shiv er ing
in the sud den cold, un locked the pad lock and slid the gate to the side. Walk-
er drove in first, and Mack in tosh fol lowed. The two cars pulled up out side
the ware house.

“What are we do ing here?” Geipel said.

“I need to spend a little quiet time with you, Col onel,” he said. “We
have a lot to talk about.”

Mack in tosh opened the door and stepped down to the icy pave ment.
The snow had fallen heav ily and he hadn’t been here to clear it away for
sev eral days. He crunched through it, crack ing the icy crust, the snow
reach ing up to his calves as he stomped over to the ware house. He took the
keys from his pocket and found the one to open the door. He pushed it back,
turned to sig nal that the two sol diers should bring Geipel, and then went in- 
side.

Mack in tosh had done this be fore. He had served in North ern Ire land
dur ing the height of the Troubles, and had broken Provos who would rather
have sold out their moth ers than con fess to a Brit. They had their own meth- 



ods—base ball bats, hur ley sticks, or cudgels spiked with nails; he had had
to be in vent ive, to find new meth ods that would frighten even them. It had
taken prac tice but, even tu ally, he had be come very good at it. He hadn’t had
to re visit those days for a long time, but he found that he wasn’t daun ted by
the pro spect of what might come next. He fo cussed on Geipel and the role
that he had played in Élodie’s murder. He thought about what Geipel could
tell him, the things that he needed to know. They were worth a few hours of
un pleas ant ness and much more be sides.
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Mack in tosh had been rent ing the ware house for six months. He had
de cided that it wasn’t safe to run this par tic u lar op er a tion from the con su- 
late, or from any of the other premises that were avail able to him. He was
acutely aware that there was a mole prob lem in MI6, and he needed to be
sure that his work here re mained secret, now more than ever. The ware- 
house com prised two rooms: the first was an of fice, fur nished with a table
and three chairs. He had fastened cork boards onto three walls and had
pinned a map of Ber lin to one of the boards. The rest of the space was taken
up with pages of writ ten notes, news pa per clip pings and in dex cards on
which he had re cor ded his con tact notes with PI CASSO and, more re cently,
the de tails of the men he sus pec ted of be ing in volved in the am bush. Alex
Geipel had his own card. There was a large pho to graph next to the map. It
showed four men, each dressed in the black formal uni form of a Stasi of- 
ficer. The pho to graph had been taken by an agent in East Ber lin a year pre- 
vi ously. It was a formal oc ca sion, every one done up to the nines. Geipel
was one of the group. Karl-Heinz Som mer was stand ing next to him.

The second room was ad ja cent to the first. Mack in tosh un pinned the
pho to graph, put it in his pocket and went through. There was a na ked light- 
bulb hanging from the ceil ing in the middle of the room. It cast its light
down on Geipel. The col onel had been trussed up, his wrists tied to the
arms of the chair and his ankles tied to the legs. Jimmy Walker was stand- 
ing in the shad ows, the gloom ob scur ing his face. Cameron and Fisher had
gone.



Mack in tosh went over so that he was stand ing in front of Geipel. “How
are you feel ing?”

Geipel didn’t reply.

“We need to talk, Col onel.”

“Do we?” His Eng lish was ac cen ted and the words dripped with sar- 
casm.

“You know who I am, don’t you?”

“I do,” Geipel said. “You should have stayed in Lon don. Com ing back
here was un wise.”

“We’ll have to dis agree about that. I need you to help me with some in- 
form a tion.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Really? I was hop ing this could be civil.”

Mack in tosh stepped back and made his way to the edge of the room.
There was a table there, and laid out across it was a se lec tion of in dus trial
tools. Mack in tosh had thought about how he might like to con duct the in ter- 
rog a tion. There were sev eral ways he could go about it. He could be pa tient
and try to ex plain to Geipel why he would, even tu ally, have to co oper ate.
But he didn’t have the time to go that way; he had no way of know ing
where Günter was, and the longer he waited, the harder it would be to find
him. But ex pedi ency was not the only mo tiv a tion that Mack in tosh was con- 
sid er ing. He knew him self well enough to ac know ledge that re venge was
part of it. It was an itch that he had felt all week, a sen sa tion that he
couldn’t re move, one that he dearly wanted to scratch. Élodie was dead.
Geipel had played a part in that.

And why just the one mo tiv a tion? He would get the in tel li gence he
needed, and he would get a meas ure of ven geance, too. Not enough, but a
start.

He ran his fin gers across the tools: a drill, a ham mer, a chisel. He con- 
sidered them all, but, in the end, de cided that he would work up to the more
un pleas ant tech niques at his dis posal. He picked up a pair of small bladed



pli ers and clicked them open and closed, so that Geipel could hear them.

“I’ll be hon est, Col onel,” he said. “I’m go ing to en joy this. You’re go ing
to tell me what I want to know and I’m go ing to pun ish you for what you
did. I’m go ing to hurt you and, by the end of it, I’ll have what I want and
you will wish you had been some where else at Christ mas.”

He walked for ward again un til he was next to the chair.

“James,” he said. “Could you hold the col onel’s arm for me, please?”

Walker stepped out of the shad ows. Mack in tosh knew that Walker was a
hard man—his file made that plain—but he fan cied he saw a little un cer- 
tainty in his face as he ap proached the chair. He made his way be hind
Geipel and reached down so that he could se cure his fore arm.

Geipel struggled, but it did him no good; the bind ings were tight, re- 
strict ing his move ment, and Walker was strong and had the be ne fit of lever- 
age. Mack in tosh took the col onel’s hand and isol ated his in dex fin ger. He
looked down at the nail; it was chewed, with a half-moon of dirt un der neath
it. Mack in tosh took the pli ers and fastened the teeth around the nail. He
gave a hard yank and loosened the nail from the bed. Geipel screamed, but
it didn’t mat ter; no one would hear him. Mack in tosh gripped the fin ger
more tightly, and yanked again. The nail was torn out of the bed and blood
im me di ately bubbled up in the space where it had been.

Mack in tosh waited for Geipel to stop scream ing.

“I have some ques tions,” he said. “You’re go ing to an swer them.”

“Fuck you,” Geipel said.

Mack in tosh ig nored that. He se lec ted Geipel’s middle fin ger and closed
the pli ers around the nail.

“Where’s Günter Schmidt?”

“Fuck you,” Geipel re peated. “Eng lish dog—you were lucky to get
away be fore. You won’t be so lucky—”

Mack in tosh yanked again, tear ing the nail out with just the one stroke.
Geipel couldn’t staunch the scream. His face was pale, the blood drained
away. He panted, gulp ing in air, and stared down at the blood ied ends of his



fin gers.

“It doesn’t mat ter what you do to me,” Geipel said, his voice thin and
reedy. “There are hun dreds of men who will take my place. You’ll be driven
out of Ber lin. You, and every one else like you. You’ll go home and wish
you’d never been here.”

“Where’s Schmidt?”

Geipel hawked up a mouth ful of phlegm and spat it at Mack in tosh’s
feet.

“Fair enough,” Mack in tosh said. “Some thing else, per haps.”

He went to the tools and picked up the drill. He plugged it into the sock-
et and brought it over to the chair. He looked Geipel up and down: wrist, el- 
bow, knee, hip. He de cided on his knee, and pressed the bit against the
bone. He pulled the trig ger and the drill whined, chew ing through the fab ric
of Geipel’s trousers and into the thin layer of skin.

“All right!” Geipel yelled. “Stop!”

Mack in tosh pulled the drill back and let go of the trig ger. “Where is
Schmidt?”

“Roedeli us platz.”

“Som mer’s place?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me about it.”

“He lives there—it’s an old build ing; he had it re built. He has rooms on
the top floor, of fice space be neath, then the base ment.”

“What’s in the base ment?”

“The cells, in ter rog a tion rooms, and his vault.”

“You’ll draw me a plan?”

“Yes,” Geipel said.

“What else? Has he ques tioned him yet?”



“Yes.”

“He knows about Schmidt and Pabst?”

“Of course.”

“What about Schmidt’s pho to graphs?”

“He wouldn’t tell him where they were. He says he wants Som mer to
get him over the bor der first.” He laughed, the sound dis tor ted by his pain.
“That will never hap pen—he’s de luded if he thinks he’ll ever be let out
again. Som mer doesn’t like be ing told no. He’ll in ter rog ate him him self and
he’ll take his time over it. Schmidt will tell him after the first minute and
then Som mer will keep go ing to pun ish him for his in solence.”

“When will he do that?”

“Som mer wants those pic tures. He won’t wait long.”
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“Ready?”

Jimmy nod ded.

“On three.”

He held onto Geipel’s ankles while Mack in tosh held his wrists.

“One.”

They star ted to swing the body, back and forth. They had weighted it
with a chain that Mack in tosh had found in the ware house, wrap ping it
around the man’s waist and then pad lock ing it in place. They had put the
body into the boot of the car and driven to the Teltow Canal.

“Two.”

The body was heavy now and Jimmy was care ful to make sure his feet
were anchored on the icy plat form that jut ted out into the canal. It was dark,
with no one to be seen. There was a cemetery on the other side of the wa ter,
its tomb stones sil hou et ted by the oc ca sional sweep of lights from the cars
that passed bey ond it.

“Three.”

Geipel’s body reached the apo gee of the swing and they let go, watch ing
as the dead man arced up and then plunged down, splash ing into the glossy
black wa ter and van ish ing be neath the sur face. They both stood there for a
mo ment, re gain ing their breath, watch ing it steam in front of their faces.



There was a bridge fifty yards to their left and a night train rumbled across
it, the lights in its car riages glow ing through the struts and stan chions un til
it reached the other side and dis ap peared.

“Done,” Mack in tosh said. “Let’s go.”

The even ing had taken an un ex pec ted turn. Geipel had de cided that the
pain—and the pro spect of more of it—was not worth his si lence. He had
answered Mack in tosh’s ques tions and had agreed to draw him a plan of the
build ing where Günter Schmidt was be ing held. Mack in tosh brought him a
piece of fools cap pa per and Jimmy watched as Geipel scrawled out a rough
dia gram of each floor. His co oper a tion had not bought him his life. Mack in- 
tosh had taken out his pis tol and shot him at point blank range.

“The build ing,” Jimmy said as they trudged back to the car. “The one
where Schmidt is be ing held.”

“What about it?”

“He said there was a vault.”

“And?”

“Is it true?”

“I don’t know. I’ve heard ru mours be fore.”

“What’s in side it?”

Mack in tosh looked back at him, shak ing his head in wry amuse ment.
“What’s this, James? Pro fes sional curi os ity?”

“I just wondered why he would need a vault.”

“A man like him hoards secrets. You don’t last as long as he has without
lever age.”

“A vault, though? Why not a safe?”

“I don’t know. Per haps he has a lot of secrets.”

They as cen ded a treach er ous bank to the road where they had parked
the car. Jimmy de cided to let the mat ter of the vault rest for now. He looked
back at the trail in the snow that they had carved out as they dragged



Geipel’s body to the canal.

“What now?” Jimmy said.

“I have some ar range ments to make. I’ll drop you back at the hotel.”
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Mack in tosh parked the car and fol lowed Jimmy up to the room. He
had brought a briefcase from the ware house and he put it on the bed and
opened it.

“What’s that?” Jimmy asked him

“There are a few things you need to know.”

Mack in tosh hef ted two thick files from his briefcase and gave them to
Jimmy. A name was writ ten on the side of each file. The first one was
Günter Schmidt. The second was Karl-Heinz Som mer. Each bore le gends
on their cov ers that marked them as Top Secret.

Jimmy opened the file for Schmidt and flicked through it. There were
re ports, some typed and some in neat script. As well as the re ports, there
were a num ber of pho to graphs, each of them fea tur ing the same man. He
was young, in his late teens, and had blond hair, pale skin and blue eyes. He
wore a troubled ex pres sion in each pho to graph, as if the world were about
to come crash ing down around him.

“Re mem ber him. Mem or ise his face. You’re go ing to be help ing me to
get him out.”

“This is the man with the pho to graphs?”

“That’s right.”

Jimmy put the file aside and took up the one marked Som mer. He



opened it.

“And this guy?”

“Gen er al leut nant Karl-Heinz Som mer. In charge of counter-in tel li gence
for the Stasi. They call him die Spinne.”

“Mean ing?”

“The Spider. Much of his his tory is dis puted. Some say he was in the
Hitler Youth. Some say he was in the SS.”

“I thought the Nazis were all roun ded up after the war.”

“Don’t be naïve. Most of them? Of course. But not the in tel li gent ones.
They went to Amer ica and Bri tain, at our in vit a tion, to build our rock ets
and nuc lear power plants. Amer ica wouldn’t have set foot on the moon
without the Nazis. Som mer found a good home for his skills.”

“Which are?”

Mack in tosh got to his feet and stared out of the win dow over the city.
“He’s a mas ter ma nip u lator. He’s the spy mas ter in a city full of spies. He
serves no cause; he’s only in ter ested in power and per sonal gain. You’re go- 
ing to kill him, James.”

“Really? How am I go ing to do that?”

“His greed. That’s how you get close to him.”

“You’ve lost me.”

“Som mer doesn’t know who you are. None of them do. You won’t ap- 
pear on any of their re cords. Your le gend is solid—it’s been care fully
worked on. Everything stacks up if they think to check. You’re go ing to
meet him and then you’re go ing to of fer him a lot of money.”

“For what?”

“For guns. You’re go ing to tell him that you’re buy ing arms for the
Provos.”

“Are you crazy?”

“It’s a nice match. You’re James Walker. You’ve had an MI5 file for



years, ever since you robbed banks for the Re pub lic ans.”

“That was a mis un der stand ing,” he pro tested. “I didn’t know—”

“It doesn’t mat ter. Your MI5 file says that you were re spons ible for find- 
ing the money to pay for a Libyan ship ment. The RUC re cords back that up.
We have a wo man in Lon don who has per suaded the Stasi that she works
for them. She doesn’t—we use her to feed them mis in form a tion from time
to time. They’ll ask her to check you out. We’ll make sure that she has ac- 
cess to your re cords.”

Jimmy shook his head. “This is ri dicu lous.”

“I dis agree. That’s the beauty of it—your file already ex ists. There’s
cor rob or a tion. You’ll tell them you work with their quarter mas ter, and your
file will back it up.”

“Why would Som mer even take a meet ing with me?”

“Be cause he is a greedy man. He gets paid a com mis sion and he can tell
him self he’s ad van cing the cause. The Stasi have sup plied weapons to the
Ir ish be fore.” He turned away from the win dow and poin ted down at the
two files. “Trust me, James, Som mer won’t be able to res ist. Now—read the
files. You need to be pre pared.”

“What are you go ing to do?”

“I have to speak to someone about get ting you across the bor der.”
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Mack in tosh got into his car and drove through the night-time streets of
West Ber lin. The nightclubs at the centre of the town had long lines of
young people wait ing to go in side. The bars were filled. Mu sic drif ted to
him from every street corner. Ber lin was a city that had suffered, one that
had been torn asun der, and yet life went on.

He pulled in by the side of the road. A pink neon sign blinked over the
door of the club across the street. Fifty Ber liners stood in line wait ing to
enter. The young wo men in the line wore long furs and stamped their heels
on the cold ground. The men huddled in their black leather jack ets and
wrapped their arms around them selves for warmth. Mack in tosh got out of
the car, found his scarf on the back seat and wrapped it around his neck. He
joined the back of the line and waited.

The queue shuffled for ward and, after ten minutes of shiv er ing, Mack in- 
tosh was able to enter the club. He went down a set of dark steps to a base- 
ment that rang with dance mu sic and was drenched in neon. He went by the
vodka bar, which was crammed with cus tom ers try ing to get a drink, and
squeezed through the crowd that had gathered around the VIP area at the
back of the club. He went to a second room, this one a little quieter and a
little less busy. There was a bar at the end of the room and Mack in tosh
walked up to it.

A wo man was wait ing for him. She was tall, dressed in a close-fit ting
black dress that drew at ten tion to her slender fig ure. It re vealed her



shoulders, and tat toos that were partly con cealed by the fab ric. Her hair was
blonde, al most white, and her lips were full, the lip stick ac cen tu at ing them.

“I ordered you a Scotch,” she said as Mack in tosh settled at the bar next
to her.

“Thank you.”

Her name was Ok sana Baran ova, al though Mack in tosh had only re- 
ferred to her in his re ports by her cryptonym: SNOW. A tiny co hort in MI6
knew her real name; he had made sure of that. She was a rare as set: a work- 
ing KGB double agent with con nec tions on both sides of the Wall. The risks
that she had taken on his be half had put a tar get on her back. Both her own
agency and the Stasi would have given much to dis cover the iden tity of the
traitor who had been feed ing the Brit ish secrets for the last eight een months.

There was a couch in the corner of the room and Ok sana in dic ated that
they should sit. Mack in tosh fol lowed and watched as she lowered her self
onto the couch and tucked her legs be neath her. He stared again at the deep
red of her lips, at the con trast with her bone-white skin. Her blue eyes were
crowned with mas cara.

Mack in tosh sat down next to her. “You look the same as ever.”

“You look older.”

“A side ef fect of be ing shot at by the Stasi.”

“I heard about Günter. And your agents.”

Élodie’s face flashed across his mind; he tried to ig nore it. “They knew
we were com ing. It was a mess from start to fin ish.”

“I am sorry, Harry.”

Her ac cent had al ways proven dif fi cult for Mack in tosh to pin down. The
Eng lish was per fect, but it was freighted with a mix of East ern European
ton al ity that he couldn’t quite define.

“If I had known that Som mer had found out…”

He nod ded. “I know. You would have warned me.”

“I am dis ap poin ted, too,” she said. “It would have been quite some thing



for Günter to have told his story. It would have caused the Stasi in cal cul able
dam age.”

“Have you heard any thing about him?”

“Günter? No. Noth ing.” Ok sana cast her gaze down to her drink and
then sipped at the clear li quid be fore rest ing the glass on the table that had
been placed in front of the couch. “I thought he was in Ho henschön hausen,”
she said. “I have con tacts there. Stasi guards. Pris on ers, too—I would have
heard.”

“He’s not in Ho henschön hausen. I know where he is.”

“Really? The Ruches traße?”

“Not there, either. Som mer has him in Roedeli us platz. Do you know
it?”

“He has a build ing there.” She lit a ci gar ette and in haled deeply. “It was
an old wreck from the war. A Pfarrhaus—a vicar age. He said he wanted a
sep ar ate headquar ters for his ad min is tra tion.” Ok sana shook her head. “He
is not in good graces with the lead er ship. Many be lieve he main tains his po- 
s i tion with kom pro mat that he has gathered. The spider spins his web and
many flies fall into it.” She stared at him through the ci gar ette smoke. “How
did you find out where Schmidt is?”

“I had a con ver sa tion with Alex Geipel.”

“Did you?”

“I dangled some bait to see what might hap pen. He scuttled out of his
hole and took it. I had him picked up. He told me that Som mer had Günter
and where he was keep ing him.”

“And where is Geipel now?”

“At the bot tom of the Teltow Canal.”

Ok sana gave a low chuckle. “You Eng lish. So po lite and re served and
yet so ruth less. You are not so dif fer ent from the KGB.”

Mack in tosh sipped the Scotch. “What about Som mer?”

“He is an am bi tious man. If I were minded to place a bet, I would guess



that he will use Herr Schmidt as lever age for his own ad vance ment. His
story will be doc u mented, evid enced, and con signed to Som mer’s vault.
And then? Som mer will put him in the canal next to Geipel.”

She drained her glass.

“No, he won’t,” Mack in tosh said.

“He won’t?”

“I’m go ing to get him back.”

She smiled at him. “Come, Harry. Don’t be fool ish. He is lost.”

“I don’t think so.”

“How are you go ing to do that?”

“I need to ar range a meet ing with Som mer.”

“You are go ing to ask him nicely if he would re turn him to you?”

“I’m not meet ing him. I have someone else in mind.”

She nar rowed her eyes. “Really?”

Mack in tosh took an other sip of his drink. “I have a man. I’ve ar ranged a
le gend for him: an arms buyer for the Ir ish Re pub lic ans. He will say that he
wants to buy weapons from the GDR for use on Brit ish soil. He has his tory
with the IRA, and I’ll ar range for his file to be leaked. The Stasi have done
busi ness with the Ir ish be fore, and Som mer is a greedy man with the right
con nec tions. He’ll take the meet ing.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Maybe.”

“You know him. You can make the in tro duc tion.”

“And then? As sum ing Som mer agrees to meet?”

“I have a few ideas.”

Ok sana laughed. “You’re not ser i ous.”

Mack in tosh drained his Scotch.

“You are ser i ous.”



“My man isn’t trained, but he is ef fect ive. And this is so un ortho dox—”

“So fool ish,” she cor rec ted.

“So un ortho dox that Som mer couldn’t pos sibly ex pect it. I think it has a
chance.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

Mack in tosh shrugged. “My man is a nobody. A petty crim inal I picked
up off the street. If he dies, he dies. He wouldn’t be missed.”

She looked at him and then laid a hand on his wrist.

“As I said, my dear Harry—ruth less.”
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Jimmy’s sleep was fit ful that night. He ima gined him self back in the
ware house with Geipel tied to the chair and Mack in tosh tak ing the drill and
press ing it into his knee. He woke up sweat ing, his pulse ra cing. He looked
at his watch: it was five in the morn ing. He kicked off the sheets and lay na- 
ked in bed, the sweat dry ing on his skin, and closed his eyes. He saw flashes
of the ware house, after-im ages, and reached out for the pho to graph of Isa- 
bel and Sean that Mack in tosh had left for him. He con cen trated on their
faces, and, quickly, the tone of his memor ies changed. He was back with
them both: play ing foot ball with his boy, eat ing din ner with Isa bel, a happy
fam ily once again. He drif ted back to sleep with a smile on his face.

*

HE AWOKE to a knock ing on the door. He looked at his watch: it was
nine. He had slept in. He got out of bed, pulled on his clothes and pad ded
over to the door on bare feet. He opened the door an inch with the se cur ity
chain in place, and looked out.

“Open the door, James.”

He closed the door, re moved the chain, and opened it again so that
Mack in tosh could come in side.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Not par tic u larly.”

“It’ll have to do. You’ll be cross ing the bor der this af ter noon, all be ing



well. You’ll meet with Som mer. It’ll be your op por tun ity to find Schmidt.”

“And kill Som mer.”

“That would be ideal.”

There was a bas ket of tea bags on the bur eau. Jimmy held it up. “Want
one?”

Mack in tosh nod ded.

He switched on the kettle.

“You’re still ready to do this?” Mack in tosh asked.

“Like I have any choice?” Mack in tosh didn’t reply. “Whatever. The
sooner I get this done, the sooner I get to go home.”

Again, Mack in tosh didn’t reply. Jimmy looked at him: there was hes it a- 
tion on his face. He poured hot wa ter into a mug, ad ded a tea bag and
handed it to Mack in tosh.

“Right?” Jimmy pressed.

Mack in tosh put the mug down on the bur eau. “We have to be able to
trust one an other, James. I won’t be able to keep tabs on you once you’re
over the bor der. I’ll have to trust that you will do what you’ve been asked.
And you’ll have to trust me.”

“You want trust?” Jimmy said. “I don’t trust you as far as I could throw
you. You don’t get my trust be cause you have some thing on me. You don’t
get my trust be cause you forced me to work with you. Trust is earned.”

“I’m sorry you feel that way.”

“This isn’t about trust. I don’t have to trust you. I have to weigh up the
con sequences. I know what hap pens if I don’t do what you want. I’ll go to
prison. I un der stand that. But there are con sequences for you, too.”

“Really?”

“I’m a man of my word. I’ll do what you ask, but I need you to know
that if you mess me about, the next time you see me you’ll wish you
hadn’t.”



Mack in tosh went to the win dow and, for a mo ment, they both stared out
to ward East Ber lin. “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“Aye,” Jimmy said. “Let’s.”

Mack in tosh poin ted at the Wall, vis ible from up high, cut ting its way
across streets like a scar.

“I’m ar ran ging a pas sage across the bor der for you. There’s someone
who can help with that. You’re go ing to meet her this morn ing. Her name is
Ok sana and she works for the Rus si ans—at least, that’s what they think.
She works for us, too. If she tells you to do some thing, I re com mend that
you do it. No de vi ation. Freel an cing will get you shot. It’ll get her shot, too,
and I won’t for give that.”

“Fair enough,” Jimmy replied.

Mack in tosh turned away from the win dow. He locked his gaze on
Jimmy. “You need to be very, very care ful. If you try any thing at the bor der,
if they think there’s any thing about you that’s sus pi cious, if you do any thing
that makes them un com fort able, they’ll shoot you both dead. I’ve seen it
hap pen.”

Mack in tosh went to the chair where Jimmy had laid his jacket. He
picked it up and tossed it over to him.

“Ready?”

“Now?”

“No time like the present.”
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Jimmy kept his head down, eyes on the pave ment as they marched
to ward the café, and went over his in struc tions with Mack in tosh one more
time.

“So,” he said. “I or der cof fee, take a seat closest to the back of the café,
and wait. A wo man with pale skin and blonde hair will ap proach me and
ask if I had a good trip.”

“And you say?”

“It was fine apart from the weather and the food.”

“Good,” said Mack in tosh. “Ok sana has ar ranged a meet ing with Som- 
mer. Take your time with him. He might be greedy, but he’s shrewd. Don’t
rush him, or he’ll smell a rat. His build ing is lightly guarded. Once you’re
in side, you’ll have a chance. Find Schmidt, kill Som mer and Ok sana will
get you out.”

“And then we’re done.”

“We are.”

There was no hand shake, and noth ing else to say. Jimmy didn’t trust
Mack in tosh, but he knew that he had no choice. He walked away to ward the
café without glan cing back. He would need all the luck he could get. He’d
never felt farther away from home, farther away from his fam ily. He tried to
push those thoughts from his mind, but all he could think about was hold ing
Isa bel and little Sean in his arms. He reached back in his memory and found



a mo ment that vividly re played. He was in a sum mer field; Isa bel was in a
white dress, Sean was in his shorts with his foot ball not far away.

His throat felt tight. He began to panic.

The noise from the café reached him. Loud voices and clink ing glasses.
He looked up at the sign above the door, swore once, then went in side.

*

THE CAFÉ WAS SMALL, with dark ma hogany chairs clustered around
tables in the middle of the floor. Green vel vet ban quettes lined one corner of
the room and served as seat ing for five tables. Jimmy found a back table
and put his bag down on the floor. He sat down and pre ten ded to look at the
menu, but, in stead, he eyed the cli en tele. There were a couple of Asian tour- 
ists fid dling with a huge cam era at the table be side him. Two men in suits
were eat ing scrambled eggs while they watched the Asian couple and two
wo men in long coats at the win dow seat. The two wo men were check ing
out the tour ists op pos ite them: blond, tanned guys with long hair and Amer- 
ican ac cents. Every one was watch ing every one else.

A song by Heaven 17 played on the ra dio. A wait ress with short brown
hair and an or der pad ap proached the table.

“Cof fee and wa ter, please,” said Jimmy.

She wrote down his or der and left.

The wait ress had been block ing Jimmy’s view of the front door. Now
that she had left, he saw that someone had walked in side. He looked away,
blinked, then looked back, still us ing the menu to dis guise his eye line.

It was a wo man. She stood in the door way, took off her coat and then
looked around. Blonde hair, pale skin. She saw Jimmy, then glanced away
from him as she scanned the rest of the room. Jimmy sat a little straighter.
The wo man walked over to the table.
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She was tall and she had a pale face, light blue eyes and full red lips.
She had a long black coat held over the crook of her el bow and wore a
trouser suit and heels. Her face was framed by blonde hair that fell down
bey ond her shoulders.

Her eyes were fo cussed on Jimmy. She crossed the room to him.

“How was your trip?” she said. The Eng lish was per fect, but there was
an ac cent that lent the words an exotic rich ness.

“Fine,” he said. “Apart from the weather and the food.”

“Wel come to Ber lin.” She leaned in close, em bra cing him. He froze, his
arms hes it ant to touch her. He placed his hands gently on her shoulders. She
kissed him on the cheek and then whispered into his ear, “We need to leave.
My car is out side.”

*

THE AIR WAS much cooler out side and a damp mist had des cen ded, clos- 
ing around them and re du cing the vis ib il ity so that he could only just see to
the end of the street. The wo man got into the pas sen ger seat of a black Saab
and told Jimmy to get in the driver’s seat. He did, put ting his bag on the
back seat and clos ing the door.

“We couldn’t talk in there?” he asked.

“There were people listen ing for the Stasi,” she ex plained.



“I didn’t see any one. Who?”

“They have a hun dred thou sand people work ing for them,” she said.
“Easier to say who isn’t work ing for them.” She put out her hand. “I’m Ok- 
sana.”

“Jimmy.”

“How much has our mu tual friend told you?”

“About you?” She nod ded. “A little.”

“That’s for the best.”

“I know you work for the Rus si ans.”

“That’s right. The Ko mitet gos udarstven noy bezo pas nosti.”

“The KGB?”

“Very good, Jimmy.”

“And you’re go ing to ar range a meet ing with Som mer.”

She nod ded. “I am. And, let me say, you’re a brave man.”

“I don’t know about that.”

“Som mer is a dan ger ous man.”

“It might be brave if I had a choice.”

“I see. Our friend didn’t ex plain your re la tion ship.”

Jimmy wondered if he had said too much. “Our re la tion ship doesn’t
really mat ter. He said you could ar range it.”

“And I have,” she said.

“When?”

“To mor row even ing.”

“You can get me over the bor der?”

“That’s the easy part. I have pa pers for you.”

She reached for the glove box, opened it and took out a bundle of pa pers.



She handed the bundle over.

“You already have your pass port. I ar ranged the visa. It is a Tages visum
—a day visa—good for twenty-four hours.”

“I’ll need longer than that.”

“You will,” she said. “A Tages visum is the easi est to ar range. You will
need to go to a Re ise büro of fice to mor row and ar range for an ex ten sion. It
will be a form al ity. You must also change a min imum of twenty-five
Deutschmarks into Ost marks for every day you are in the East. You will
also need to re gister with the Volk spol izei so that they can add a res id ence
stamp in your pass port. Again—you need to see to that to mor row. The hotel
con ci erge will do that for you.”

He flipped through the pa pers and found a typed let ter. It had been
signed with an ex tra vag ant stroke of the pen. The name be neath the sig na- 
ture was KARL-HEINZ SOM MER. “What’s this?”

“It’s from the gen eral’s of fice, not ing your meet ing with him. It should
smooth the way, should you need it.”

“Are you com ing with me?”

“Not now,” she said. “It would be dif fi cult to ex plain why a KGB agent
took a Brit ish cit izen over the bor der. I’ll meet you at the hotel. The ad dress
is in your pa pers. Drive straight there as soon as you have made the cross- 
ing.”

There was a road at las in the glove box, and Ok sana took it out. She
flipped the pages un til she found the one she wanted.

“We are here,” she said, lay ing a fin ger on the map. “The cross ing is
here, on Friedrich straße. It’s the only gate way where the GDR al lows west- 
ern ers to pass across. Check point Charlie.”

Jimmy looked: they were close.

“There are two agen cies who guard the bor der. Both wear the same uni- 
form, but they some times have dif fer ent agen das and they don’t like each
other. The ones without weapons work for the Kon trol lein heiten. They are
part of the Stasi. The oth ers are bor der guards, from the Min istry of De- 



fence. There can some times be clashes of jur is dic tion. You just need to be
re spect ful and do as they tell you and everything will be fine.” She looked
over at him. “Any ques tions?”

Jimmy shook his head. He had plenty, but he would ask them an other
time.

Ok sana gave Jimmy the key and he star ted the en gine and flicked on the
head lights. Jimmy real ised he couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was se- 
duct ive in a way that made him feel un easy. Like he didn’t trust him self
around her.

“I will be at the hotel when you ar rive.”

She opened the door and stepped out side. Jimmy glanced at her re flec- 
tion in the mir ror as he pulled out; she had already turned and was walk ing
away.
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Jimmy set off, fol low ing the route that Ok sana had shown him. It
wasn’t far, and as he turned a corner, he saw it. Check point Charlie. The
cross ing was marked by a grey hut in the middle of a wide road. He
couldn’t see much bey ond that with the mist, but he saw the sign on the
right-hand side of the road.

YOU ARE LEAV ING THE AMER ICAN SEC TOR.

The cross ing didn’t feel Amer ican to him, even when he saw the men in
US mil it ary uni forms crowded around the hut. He looked out of the wind- 
screen at the bor der ahead. There was a row of guards and a watchtower
bey ond them. The guards were all armed and he had no doubt that there
were snipers in the tower. Get ting across the bor der was one thing; get ting
back again might be a chal lenge.

There was a line of cars at the grey shed and Jimmy pulled in at the
back. There were sep ar ate win dows in the shed, each marked by the flag of
the coun try that op er ated it. Jimmy saw the Stars and Stripes, a French tri- 
colore and the Union Jack. A sol dier in dic ated that Jimmy should wind
down the win dow and Jimmy did as he was told.

“Where are you from?” the man said.

“Bel fast.”

“Pa pers.”

He held out his pass port and visa.



“You know you’re at risk if you go over there?”

“I do,” Jimmy replied.

“No sup port if you get in trouble.”

“I un der stand.”

“Your fu neral.”

The sol dier handed him back the pass port and visa and waved him on.

Jimmy rolled for ward along the road un til he reached the bor der. A bar- 
rier blocked the way ahead. Jimmy waited in line as the two cars ahead of
him were checked. He saw a dozen sol diers in grey ish brown uni forms,
some of them armed. They ex amined the cars and spoke to the drivers,
even tu ally al low ing both vehicles through.

A sol dier with an AK-47 beckoned Jimmy for ward. Jimmy re membered
what Ok sana had said: he was a bor der guard. He trained the rifle on him
and called out that he should stop.

Jimmy pulled up at the bar rier and waited as a second sol dier, this one
with ginger hair, stepped out of a guard hut. The red-haired man was un- 
armed; he made a cir cu lar ges ture with his fist, in dic at ing Jimmy should
wind down the win dow.

Jimmy looked ahead. The guard was still aim ing the rifle at him.

The red-haired of ficer waved for the bor der guard to lower his weapon.
The younger man did as he was told, bring ing the weapon down. He held it
ready, his fin ger close to the trig ger.

Jimmy wound down the win dow.

“Eng lish?”

“Ir ish.”

“Pass port and pa pers.”

Jimmy handed the pa pers to the red-haired man. He took them and
stepped back, ex amin ing each one in turn.

The ten sion was thick and cloy ing. Jimmy felt a long way from home.



The guard leaned down. “Step out of the car, please.”

Jimmy opened the door and stepped out with great care. He turned his
back to the red-haired of ficer and put his hands on the roof. A group of
armed bor der guards ap peared and began to in spect the car. They opened
the rear pas sen ger doors and got in; the boot and the bon net were thrown
up. Jimmy felt a hand on his shoulder, eas ing him back wards. He raised his
hands and went with it. More guards ap peared and got into the front of the
car.

Jimmy felt like he was back in Bel fast. He had been stopped by the Brit- 
ish at check points be fore. He tried to re lax. It wasn’t easy. He sensed
someone to his left, and when he looked, he saw the young bor der guard
with his rifle poin ted at him again.

Jimmy clenched his fists. He looked at the cobbles, bit ing down on his
lower lip.

The search of the car and its con tents, in clud ing Jimmy’s bag, went on
for sev eral minutes. One of the guards came over with a sniffer dog. The
hound was led through the vehicle, its nose pok ing into every crevice. A
guard used a long tele scopic pole with a mir ror on the end of it to in spect
be neath the vehicle. An other un screwed the fuel cap and in ser ted a long
dip stick into the tank, en sur ing that the stick went in far enough.

They were thor ough.

The red-haired agent handed the pass port and visa back to Jimmy.

“You can go,” he said.

Jimmy climbed back into the driver’s seat and put his hands on the
wheel to stop them from trem bling.

He was over the bor der. Bey ond the Iron Cur tain.

He was in East Ger many.



41

Mack in tosh went back to his small apart ment in the streets be hind the
Brit ish con su late. He had lived here for the last two years. The apart ment
had been provided to him by the gov ern ment and was func tional rather than
com fort able. He had no prob lem with that. He had al ways pre ferred a
Spartan life and, save a few pho to graphs and books that he had shipped
over when he had been given the post ing at Ber lin Sta tion, he had done very
little to soften the bare white walls and the pol ished floor boards.

There were a few con ces sions to sen ti ment al ity.

He had framed the only pho to graph he had of him self with Élodie and
had placed it on the table. They had had it taken in Aus tria when they went
to visit Hochoster witz Castle; the story was that it had in spired the castle in
Snow White, and Élodie had told him of her child hood love of that film.
The pic ture was taken on the fu nicu lar rail way that brought vis it ors up the
moun tain to the top.

They had taken ten days’ va ca tion for that trip. They had star ted in Aus- 
tria and then driven south to Venice, then Milan, then fi nally north into
Switzer land. Their fi nal day had in cluded two hours at Lom bard Odier, the
fam ously se cret ive bank on Sihl straße in Zurich. Mack in tosh had opened a
private ac count and had de pos ited the two hun dred thou sand francs that the
DGSE had paid him to provide what they eu phemist ic ally re ferred to as
‘up dates’ on Brit ish in tel li gence across West ern Europe.

Mack in tosh picked up the pho to graph and looked at it. Élodie had been



the agent who had re cruited him. It was pro fes sional at first, but she had
told him that it had grown into more, and he had be lieved her. She had been
so happy on that trip; he had been happy, too. She had been the one good
thing in his life, the sug ges tion that he might be able to for get the things
that he had been asked to do in Bel fast, the men he had broken, the lives he
had ruined… and now she had been taken from him.

He shuddered, swal low ing down on a throat that was sud denly thick and
blink ing away the tears. He put the pho to graph face down. What was the
point of tor tur ing him self?

He went into the kit chen, took a dirty sauce pan from the sink and
washed it un der the tap. He dried it off, opened a tin of soup, poured it into
the sauce pan and warmed it on the stove. He wondered how Walker was do- 
ing. Mack in tosh had taken a table in Café Adler, the es tab lish ment near
Check point Charlie that offered a view of the cross ing. He had seen the
Saab that Ok sana had provided, and had watched with barely con cealed
trep id a tion as it had slowly made its way over the bor der. Mack in tosh had
been too far away to make out what had happened as the Saab had paused
out side the East, and had hoped that the delay was just an other routine
check. He had al lowed him self a sigh of re lief as the car had con tin ued on
its way. Now, though, Mack in tosh had no real idea what was hap pen ing.
Ok sana had not re por ted back to him, and fur ther in tel li gence would be
spar ing, if there was any at all. Walker really was on his own.

The plan was a punt. Would it work? The odds were against it, but he
had to try some thing.

Mack in tosh poured the soup into a bowl, took a hunk of stale bread and
a spoon and went back into the sit ting room. He res ted the bowl on the
man tel piece and took down one of the framed pho to graphs. It was a pic ture
of his mother and father. They had both been dead for years and he had no
sib lings. There was an uncle in Brunei, but that was it; he had been left with
no fam ily. He had no friends either, the ac quaint ances he had made dur ing
his uni ver sity and army years quickly lost in the wil ful ob fus ca tion that had
fol lowed his trans fer into the secret ser vices. Mack in tosh did not mind that.
He had never been a par tic u larly so ci able man, and had al ways found the
most sat is fac tion in solitude. Liv ing here, in the en forced secrecy of West



Ber lin, suited his tem pera ment. Élodie had offered some thing hard to find,
the un der stand ing that an other spy could of fer, and now that was gone.

He heard noises out side the door. The sound of foot steps. He wondered
whether it might be his neigh bours un til he caught the briefest snatch of
whispered con ver sa tion. He knew what was about to hap pen, but, be fore he
could do any thing, the door to the flat ex ploded in wards in a ca co phony of
noise: twis ted metal as the hinges buckled, splintered wood as the lock tore
through the frame, and a vol ley of shouted or ders from the three men who
burst in side.

The men were all armed. Mack in tosh backed away and raised his hands
above his head, very aware that they would shoot him if he gave them any
ex cuse to do so.

“Don’t shoot,” he said. “I’m not armed.”

“On the floor!” the man in the lead bel lowed. He spoke in Eng lish,
heav ily ac cen ted with Ger man.

“Okay,” Mack in tosh said. He lowered him self to his knees and then
onto his stom ach. The three men came all the way in side, con ver ging on
him and for cing his arms be hind his back. He felt the pinch of cuffs as they
were fastened around his wrists and ankles. His right shirt cuff was torn
open, the but ton spin ning away onto the floor boards, and the sleeve rolled
up to his el bow. He knew what was about to hap pen, and knew that there
was no sense in try ing to fight it. One of the men pro duced a syr inge and
pressed the needle into the vein on the in side of his el bow. Mack in tosh did
not know which an aes thetic the Stasi were fa vour ing—fentanyl, car fentanil,
sufentanil—but felt it as it ran up his arm to his shoulder. His veins
throbbed as though they were full of ice and his body pulsed with a dull
ache un til the light star ted to fade and his eye lids be came too heavy to hold
open.



PART VI
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Jimmy fol lowed the dir ec tions that Ok sana had given him. The streets
were dark and grey, with build ings dec or ated with So viet pro pa ganda. He
passed a large cinema on which had been hung a por trait of Stalin in full
mil it ary re galia. Ban ners al tern ately ex tolled the be ne fits of so cial ism and
de rided the West.

He drove to an old hotel in a dis trict where bars and cafés were plen ti- 
ful. The hotel it self was reas on ably im press ive, at least by the stand ards of
its neigh bour ing build ings. It was flanked by red stone columns with a flight
of steps that led up to a grand en trance. He parked the car on a nearby street
and walked back with his bag slung across his shoulder. He climbed the
steps into the lobby. The space was lit with oil lamps and fur nished with
rich green leather couches, an tique tables and cab in ets. The car pet on the
marble floor was an inch thick.

Jimmy stepped in side and saw Ok sana. She glanced over at him and
then looked back down to the magazine that she was read ing. He went to
the desk.

“Hello,” he said. “Do you speak Eng lish?”

“Cer tainly, sir.”

“I’d like to check in.”

“Of course. Could I see your pa pers?”

Jimmy handed over his visa and re ser va tion and waited as the man filled



out his in form a tion on a re gis tra tion form. Jimmy no ticed the small de tails
that be lied the hotel’s grandeur. The col lar of the re cep tion ist’s shirt was
frayed and worn, and looked as if it had been sewn back on in the re cent
past. The floors were clean but un pol ished. The flowers in the vases were
plastic and dusty. Every mem ber of staff––from the re cep tion ist to the bell- 
boy wait ing to at tend to Jimmy’s bag––looked as though their clothes were
just a little too big for them.

“Very good, Herr Walker. We have a ju nior suite ready for you. Break- 
fast is in the res taur ant between six and ten. The res taur ant is open now or
we’d be happy to send room ser vice up to your room. There’s a tele phone in
the room. Please just call.”

The bell boy asked to take Jimmy’s bag. The man was older than Jimmy
would have ex pec ted for the po s i tion, in his late fifties and with eyes that
drooped in ex haus tion or apathy. Jimmy de clined and re as sured the man
that he would be fine hold ing his own bag. He asked for dir ec tions to his
room and the man ob liged, point ing to the lifts and telling him that he
would need the sixth floor.
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Jimmy opened the door to his room with a large iron key. The space
in side was gen er ous: there was a liv ing room, a small din ing table, a large
marble bath room and a bed room with a huge four-poster bed. The suite was
per fectly pleas ant, if a little worn around the edges.

He dumped his bag on the bed and sat down next to it. A wave of leth- 
argy washed over him. He real ised that he had been main lin ing ad ren aline
for the last couple of days, and that this was the comedown. Mack in tosh’s
antics had taken it out of him.

He heard a quiet knock at the door. He opened it and saw Ok sana stand- 
ing out side. She put her fin ger to her lips and came in side. Jimmy frowned,
and then re membered where he was; she went to the win dow and opened
the French doors so that she could go out onto the bal cony. Jimmy fol lowed
her. It was cold out side, the wind whip ping the drapes. Ok sana shut the
door be hind him.

He cocked an eye brow as if to ask whether it was safe to speak.

“We’re fine out here,” she said.

“But the room’s bugged?”

“Of course. Au dio only, though. I had a col league stay here last night.
He’s very good at find ing devices. The bed side lamp, the tele phone, the
light fit ting in the bath room—they’ve all been tampered with. But no cam- 
eras, and noth ing out here.”



He put his fore arms on the stone bal us trade and gazed into the dis mal
street be low.

“What a dump,” he said with a long sigh.

“Wel come to the East. And well done, by the way. You did well.”

“It wasn’t straight for ward. They had me out of the car.”

“I saw.”

“You were watch ing?”

“I was be hind you. And it hap pens. I told you—they’re un pre dict able.
But you’re here.”

“I am. Any idea how I’m go ing to get back?”

“We’ll deal with that later.”

“What now?”

“You should rest.”

“I could sleep for a month,” he ad mit ted.

“Then sleep. Re mem ber what I told you to do to mor row?”

“Go to a Re ise büro of fice and ar range for an ex ten sion.”

“And?”

“Ask the hotel to re gister me with the Volk spol izei.”

“And?”

“Change Deutschmarks into Ost marks.”

“Very good,” she said, and smiled.

“When am I meet ing Som mer?”

“Eight o’clock. Spend the day in the city. I’ll come and get you at
seven.”

Jimmy let her out. He un packed his bag, took out his spare cash, stuffed
the notes into a sock, and put the sock on the top of the ward robe. He real- 
ised he was hungry. He picked up the phone and di alled for room ser vice.



There was a menu by the phone.

“I’d like a steak, please.”

“I’m afraid steak is off the menu,” said the man on the other end of the
line.

“No steak?”

“We have to mato salad.”

“How about the chicken?”

“We do not have chicken. The to mato salad is––”

“The lamb, then.”

“The lamb is not avail able––”

“What have you got?”

“We have to mato salad.”

Jimmy cursed un der his breath. “I’ll have that, then, see ing as how I’ve
heard so much about it.”

He put the phone down and looked around the room. There was a TV in
the corner. He switched it on and watched a man giv ing a speech in Ger- 
man, then, bored, he switched over. There were four chan nels. Three of
them were show ing the same speech. The fourth chan nel showed a doc u- 
ment ary that seemed, to Jimmy’s un trained ear, to be about the rise of so- 
cial ism. He turned off the TV.

There was a knock at the door.

Jimmy opened it to an eld erly man in a tuxedo push ing a serving trol ley.
In the centre of the trol ley was a plate hid den be neath a sil ver cloche. The
waiter took his time to set the table with a faded linen table cloth, a stained
linen nap kin and scuffed sil ver cut lery. He in vited Jimmy to sit. Jimmy sat
down while the waiter poured iced wa ter. He put the plate on the table in
front of Jimmy, and, with a flour ish, re moved the cloche.

Care fully ar ranged to ma toes covered the chipped por cel ain. A single
lettuce leaf, brown ing at the edges, had been placed at the side to gether with



a few slices of raw onion.

“En joy your meal,” said the waiter.
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Dawn broke, send ing grey light in through the dusty panes of the
win dow in the bed room. Jimmy had been ly ing in bed, awake, for al most an
hour. He was think ing about his fam ily, about how Isa bel and Sean were.
Were they snuggled up in bed to gether? Were they wor ried about him?
What had Isa bel told his son?

He got up, showered and changed. He wore a black t-shirt un der a thick
black wool len jumper, black Levi’s and his Dr. Martens laced up to the top.
He left the room and went down stairs for break fast. He saw the menu, re- 
membered the meal last night, and de cided that maybe he could get a bet ter
break fast in one of the cafés that he had seen as he had driven in from the
cross ing last night. It was com ing up on seven now, and the streets were be- 
gin ning to get busy. The pro pri et ors of the cafés were set ting out their
boards on the street. Jimmy entered the largest one he could find and sat
down to look at the menu.

An other diner was eat ing saus ages. Jimmy went to the counter and
poin ted at the man’s plate, then poin ted to a large urn that steamed with
fresh tea. He sat down and watched the city come to life through the win- 
dow. The food was de livered and Jimmy de mol ished it, send ing the plate
back and ask ing for an other. He ate this a little more slowly, en joy ing the
saus ages and wash ing them down with the tea.

He paid the pro pri etor and went out side. The other ped es tri ans were
scan ning the shop win dows, read ing the signs tacked up out side or the writ- 



ing on the win dows. There didn’t seem to be much food or choice of clothes
in any of the shops or cafés. Times were evid ently hard. The fab ric of the
build ings was sim ilar to the West, but this was very much a poor cousin of
its coun ter part on the other side of the wall.

The roads were busy with traffic and yet every one seemed to be driv ing
the same car: a Tra bant. A friend in Lon don had im por ted one, told him—
after Jimmy had ribbed him about its ap pear ance—that it was Ger man and
built to last. The roads here were full of them in both avail able col ours:
beige and black. Jimmy re membered look ing at his friend’s car. It had a
plastic body at tached to a steel frame and was powered by a 500-CC en- 
gine. Jimmy had laughed, telling his friend that he had been ripped off, that
he had paid a grand for a spark plug with a roof. His friend had de murred,
ar guing that the car would work for years be cause there were no real work- 
ing parts that would break.

He glanced around as he walked, look ing for tails. Would he spot one, if
he was be ing fol lowed? He wasn’t sure. He saw a man be hind him whom
he thought he re membered from be fore and de cided to check. He crossed
the road and took a quiet turn ing, head ing into a res id en tial area with less
foot traffic. The man fol lowed, seem ingly un con cerned that Jimmy might
have no ticed him. Jimmy stopped; the man stopped. He star ted again, pick- 
ing up his pace; the man picked up his pace, too. Jimmy was temp ted to
turn around and walk straight at him, maybe say some thing, but de cided
against it. What was the point? He turned left and left again, re-join ing the
main road. He saw a black car pull away from the kerb; the driver and his
pas sen ger eye balled him dole fully as they went past.

Jimmy had noted down the ad dress of the Re ise büro and walked across
town to ex tend his visa. He found the of fice. It was dilap id ated, and had
evid ently not been ren ov ated since the war. The green paint was peel ing off
the walls and patches of brick showed through the plaster. There was a line
ex tend ing out of the door with West Ger mans and in ter na tional vis it ors
seek ing to ex tend their visas. Jimmy waited his turn, even tu ally reach ing a
desk in side that was staffed by a har assed and ir rit able clerk. There was a
stack of forms to fill out—Jimmy didn’t un der stand them, and didn’t ask for
them to be trans lated—and then he was is sued with a fresh visa al low ing



him to stay for a week.

He fol ded the pa per and slipped it into his pocket. A week. He hoped
that wouldn’t be ne ces sary. The place was alien and un wel com ing, with a
sense of un ease every where. People walked with their heads down,
frightened to make eye con tact, swal lowed up by grey mu ni cipal build ings
that all looked the same. He hoped that the meet ing with Som mer happened
to night, as Ok sana had sug ges ted. He had no plan, other than to rely upon
the fact that what Mack in tosh had pro posed was au da cious and could not
pos sibly be ex pec ted to suc ceed. He knew that he would have to ad apt to
the cir cum stances as he found them. If there was an op por tun ity to achieve
the goals that had been set for him, he would take it.

He was nervous, but he was here now and what was the point in drag- 
ging it out?

He wanted to leave.
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Jimmy did an hour of ex er cise—sit-ups and press-ups—and then took a
bath. He dressed, made him self an other cup of cof fee, and then went down
to the re cep tion. He took a map from the con ci erge and set off to ex plore
the city.

He went to a bank and, as Ok sana had in struc ted, ex changed fifty
Deutschmarks for fifty Ost marks. East Ger man marks were worth less out- 
side of the coun try, and the gov ern ment re quired for eign ers to ex change a
set amount of hard cur rency for every day of their stay. The min imum was
twenty-five Deutschmarks per day, but Jimmy paid for two days so he
didn’t have to come back to mor row.

He fol lowed the map to Al ex an der platz and the Fernse hturm TV tower
that dom in ated the sky line. He went to the Palast der Re pub lik and found
him self gaz ing up at a can vas that covered one side of a build ing. It was a
pic ture of Lenin, with men in Stasi and mil it ary uni forms march ing in front
of him. A wo man with brown hair and a thread bare coat walked along the
pave ment be low the sign. She glanced up at it, shook her head and kept
walk ing. She looked like she was on her way back to work after a lunch
break. Her shoulders slumped for ward and she looked down at the ground.
She looked beaten.

He con tin ued to the Branden burg Gate, walled off by the Ber lin Wall.
He walked to Karl-Marx Al lee and found Kino In ter na tional, the state-
sponsored cinema, where he bought a ticket and took a seat in a sparsely



pop u lated aud it or ium for a film in Ger man that he didn’t un der stand. He sat
and let the im ages play out on the screen, breath ing in the smells of the
room—brat wurst, dust, hot cel lu loid, sweat—and even tu ally closed his eyes
and al lowed them to take him back to Lon don and the cinema in Hack ney
where he and Isa bel had gone to watch films be fore Sean’s birth made it
more dif fi cult to be spon tan eous.

The film fin ished and he made his way out into the grim af ter noon; a
bank of cloud had settled over the city. It deadened the day light and prom- 
ised snow.

He had an early din ner in the res taur ant near the hotel, and then went
back to his room.

Ok sana was wait ing by his door.

“Where have you been?” she said.

“Went out to get din ner. Why?”

“You have a meet ing to go to.”

“You said eight.”

“They brought it for ward”

“Som mer?”

“No,” she said. “Not yet. Come on—I’ll tell you in the car.”
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Oksana led the way to a car with dip lo matic plates that marked it as the
prop erty of the So viet Union. She got in side and Jimmy fol lowed. Snow
had star ted to fall, fat flakes that drif ted down, suf fused wit gold as they fell
through the beams of the head lights.

She nod ded up to the sky. “There’s go ing to be a bliz zard. They’re fore- 
cast ing a foot of it by to mor row morn ing.”

“I like Ber lin more and more,” he said.

They pulled out.

“What did you do today?” she asked him.

“Ex plored the city.”

“And?”

“And I’m really look ing for ward to leav ing.”

“It’s worse than it’s ever been,” she said. “There’s no money. No jobs.
The sys tem doesn’t work. The people are suf fer ing.”

Jimmy turned to look at her. “I thought you were KGB,” he said.

“That doesn’t mean that I think the old way is the only way. There are
people in Rus sia who would like to see a change. Here and at home.”

“Gorbachev?”

“Yes, and oth ers. There are many people who sup port what he is try ing



to do.” She stared darkly through the wind shield. “Many who op pose him,
too.”

There was a junc tion up ahead and Ok sana braked care fully, rolling to a
stop next to the red light.

“Can I ask you some thing?” Jimmy said.

“Of course.”

“I heard that Som mer has a vault. Is that true?”

“He does.”

“Why would he have a vault?”

She glanced over at him. “Have you heard about Nazi gold? They
looted valu ables dur ing the war. The Stasi did it, too.”

“What kind of loot?”

“Think about it: you had East Ger mans who crossed be fore the Wall
went up, thou sands of Jews who were de por ted to the camps or fled and
never came back. They left safe de posit boxes, vaults, and safes, and the
Stasi emp tied them all. It was state-sanc tioned mass theft. I’ve heard of
rooms full of jew els, gold and sil ver, an tiques, sculp tures, paint ings. Sav- 
ings books. Life in sur ance policies. Cash. They loaded it all into trucks and
drove it all away.”

“And Som mer has some thing like that?”

“I know he has a vault, I don’t know what’s in it. But he’s greedy. It
wouldn’t sur prise me. And money’s one thing, but he’s al ways been in ter- 
ested in in form a tion, too. Those boxes they opened wouldn’t just have held
things with fin an cial value. Let ters between secret lov ers. Com prom ising
pho to graphs. Evid ence of crime. Som mer lives for that. For secrets. Things
he can ex ploit.”

Jimmy thought of what Geipel had said, and the plan of the build ing
that he had drawn. He wondered whether he should say any thing else, but
de cided against it. Ok sana didn’t need to know. What good would that do?

“So I’m not meet ing him to night?”



“No. One of Som mer’s depu ties. His name is Müller. You’ll need to per- 
suade him that you are ser i ous. He de cides whether you see Som mer or
not.”

“And how do I do that?”

“By be ing con vin cing. Re mem ber your le gend: you’re a mem ber of the
Ir ish Re pub lican Army. You’ve dealt with men like Müller be fore—he
might try to brow beat you, but you mustn’t show that you are wor ried.”

“Easier said than done,” Jimmy said. The un cer tainty of what he was
be ing asked to do was not far from the front of his mind.

“You’ll need that bag,” she said, nod ding to the sports bag in the foot- 
well.

“What’s in side?”

“Fifty thou sand Deutschmarks. Som mer will want some thing as a sign
of good faith. A down pay ment. Give it to Müller when he asks for it.”

“Just like that?”

“It’s not your money, Jimmy. Mack in tosh provided it. He can deal with
the con sequences if it goes miss ing.”

Ok sana in dic ated and pulled over, park ing next to a bar. It couldn’t have
looked any more dif fer ent to the bars and nightclubs that Jimmy had seen in
West Ber lin. On the other side of the Wall it was all de signer clothes, cock- 
tails and neon-lit marble with the latest av ant-garde elec tron ica blast ing so
loud you couldn’t hear the bar tender ask ing for a week’s wages in ex change
for a vodka mar tini. This bar could have been an il legal she been back home.
A low, single-storey build ing that had been built within the empty foot print
of a build ing that must have been torn down after the war, it looked as
though it was en tirely con struc ted from con crete breeze blocks, haphaz ardly
at tacked with a brush and white paint. There were four win dows that were
so dirty that Jimmy doubted they had been cleaned in years. The wooden
en trance stood open.

“Müller should be wait ing. In side, at the back. He knows what you look
like.”



Jimmy opened the door and stepped out side.

“Good luck,” Ok sana said.

Jimmy nod ded an ac know ledge ment and shivered in the cold.

Good luck.

That was right.

He was go ing to need luck, and a lot of it.
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A door man stood out side the bar in a leather jacket and leather gloves
with a wool len hat pulled down tight over his round head. They called those
hats “jolly begs” in Bel fast, and the memory made Jimmy smile. Isa bel
hadn’t un der stood it, and Jimmy had to ex plain that “bag” was pro nounced
“beg” there. She still didn’t get it, and, in fair ness, neither did Jimmy. He
had no idea why they were called that, but he liked the idea of hav ing a fa- 
mil iar name for things. He liked that even in the cold of East Ber lin, a place
so alien to everything he knew, so dif fer ent from the sum of his ex per i en-
ces, there were still things that could re mind him of his past and an in no cent
laugh that he had shared with the wo man who would one day, he hoped, be- 
come his wife.

The door man clapped his hands to gether and rubbed them for warmth.
His breath came in a mist as he said some thing to Jimmy by way of a greet- 
ing. Jimmy didn’t un der stand, but nod ded in re sponse as he stepped up onto
the pave ment and ap proached the en trance.

The door man stepped across to block his way.

“I’m here to see a man,” Jimmy said.

The door man shook his head; Jimmy doubted that he un der stood him.

“Müller,” Jimmy said. “I’m here to see Müller.”

The man re gistered the name and stood aside. Jimmy went in side. The
smell of sweat hit him like a five-pound ham mer as soon as he crossed the



threshold. The place was packed. It was lit with red bulbs that lent it a
crazed, hellish air. The cus tom ers were all men. Most of them were drunk.
A dozen crowded the bar, leer ing men acingly at the bar maid with money
proffered in their fists. In the other half of the room, on the left and closest
to the win dows, were ten round tables that were big enough to ac com mod- 
ate three or four chairs around them.

Jimmy looked around at the faces of the men un til he saw a man at one
of the tables. He was short and squat and ob vi ously power fully built. His
hair was cropped short, right up against the scalp. He was wear ing a black
leather coat and a dark tur tle neck sweater. He was clean shaven. He looked
like a sol dier. Jimmy thought back to the SAS men in Ul ster, shorter than
you would ex pect, less phys ic ally im pos ing, but they held them selves with
a cer tain bear ing that was im possible to miss once you had re cog nised it.
This man looked just like that: con fid ent, com pet ent, in con trol.

And star ing right at Jimmy.

He squeezed through to the back of the room and reached the table: the
man stared up at him, hard-faced and with a dull hos til ity in his eyes.

“Müller?” Jimmy asked.

“Yes,” he said.

“I’m Jimmy Walker.”

Müller nod ded. “I know.”

“Good to meet you. Mind if I sit?”

Müller shrugged and flicked his fin gers at the empty seat.

Jimmy sat down.

When Müller fi nally spoke, his voice was quiet, his Eng lish heav ily ac- 
cen ted. “How are you en joy ing Ber lin?”

Jimmy smiled at him. “There’s noth ing in the shops, what little food
there is doesn’t agree with me, the people are miser able, the pro pa ganda
mur als are well drawn, and the weather’s shite. It’s just like home.”

Müller stared at him and, for a mo ment, Jimmy wondered whether he



had taken his com ment as an in sult.

“You are a funny man,” he said at last, without the slight est hint of a
smile.

“I aim to please.”

“I know a little about you, of course.”

“All good, I hope?”

“You are from County Louth.”

“Bel fast,” Jimmy cor rec ted. “You try ing to catch me out?”

Müller didn’t ac know ledge Jimmy’s grin. “Born in 1960. Joined the
IRA, re spons ible for over sight of the or gan isa tion’s arms caches.”

“All spot on, so far.”

“Now you live in Lon don with your girl friend and son.” Müller stared at
him. “Isa bel and Sean.”

Jimmy man aged to sup press the in vol un tary flinch of panic. He had no
idea how Mack in tosh had con struc ted his cover story. He had as sumed that
most of it would be ori ginal but now, with the names of his girl friend and
son still hanging in the air, he real ised that that was not the case. They had
woven strands of his real life into the façade that they had con struc ted for
him. He knew why: the more of it that was le git im ate, veri fi able, the bet ter
the de cep tion. It still caught him cold, though, and he felt a buzz of an ger
that Mack in tosh would do that without telling him.

“What is it?” Müller asked him.

“Why would you men tion my fam ily?”

“To demon strate that we con duct care ful re search into the men and wo- 
men that we meet.”

“It soun ded like a threat to me.”

“It’s not a threat—”

Jimmy spoke over him. “If you men tion the name of my girl friend or
child again, we’re go ing to have a prob lem. Do you un der stand?”



Müller eyed him. “Calm down, Herr Walker. I’m not threat en ing you or
your fam ily. You checked out. You wouldn’t have been al lowed to meet me
oth er wise. Now—can I get you a drink?”

Jimmy nod ded to the empty steins on the next table across. “One of
those,” he said.

Müller called out some thing in Ger man, poin ted to the steins and held
up two fin gers. Jimmy turned around to see a man who had been stand ing at
the bar, pre sum ably watch ing in the event that he was needed. The man
glared back at him, then turned to the bar and whistled to sum mon the bar- 
maid.

“You like Ger man beer, Herr Walker?”

“I prefer stout.”

“Ah, yes. Guin ness.”

“You can get that here?”

“Of course not. But I have worked abroad be fore. Lon don.”

The man from the bar re turned to break the si lence, de pos it ing two
steins of la ger on the table.

“This is Kirch ers Pils from the brew ery in Dreb kau. It is the best in the
DDR.”

Müller took his stein and held it up. Jimmy did the same, and the two
touched glasses and drank. Müller watched him as he drank; the beer was
de cent, if a little warm, and Jimmy fin ished half.

“You like it?”

“Not bad.” Jimmy put the glass to his lips and sank the rest, re pla cing
the stein on the table and wip ing his lips with the back of his hand. “You
want an other?”

Müller fin ished his stein and put it down next to Jimmy’s. He held up
two fin gers again, and the other man went back to the bar.

“So what is it you want?” Müller asked.



“I’m here to buy some goods. You know who I rep res ent. We share a
com mon en emy with you. And my en emy’s en emy is my friend—un der- 
stand?”

“I do un der stand, Herr Walker, but we are not friends.”

“Really? Col onel Gad dafi was our friend, and he made a lot of money
with us, but he can’t sup ply us any longer. Trans port routes from Libya
have been closed. We are look ing to re place him as our sup plier.”

“What kind of goods do you have in mind?”

“I have a long list. For now, I need RPG-7s. So viet-made, not cheap
South east Asian knock-offs. Anti-ar mour and anti-per son nel gren ades,
maybe PG-7VLs. A hun dred and fifty gren ades and let’s say fifty launch- 
ers.”

“That’s a lot of ord nance.”

“That’s just to start. If all goes well, we’ll re order. Two hun dred and
fifty RPGs and five hun dred gren ades, plus auto matic weapons and am mu-
ni tion.”

“Any thing else?”

“Sem tex and blast ing caps.” He looked at Müller. “Are you go ing to re- 
mem ber all this?”

“I’m sure I’ll man age. But tell me—why should we sell to you?”

“Herr Som mer will be well paid for his troubles. I’m not a fool—the
weapons won’t cost him any thing. They’ll come out of cent ral sup plies and
he’ll pocket all of the pur chase price. And good for him. I don’t give a shit.”

“And you think he is mo tiv ated by money?”

“There are other be ne fits, too. How about a much smal ler Brit ish in tel li- 
gence staff in Ber lin? Would that be help ful?”

“Go on.”

“Do you re mem ber the at tack on the gov ern ment in 1984? In Brighton.”

“Of course. The hotel bomb ing.”



Jimmy smiled. “Brit ish in tel li gence was gut ted for a year. Agents were
called back. Every MI5 and MI6 agent who could be spared went home to
find the cul prits. Ima gine what it would be like if we went after Lon don,
Manchester and Birm ing ham with RPGs. A dozen mo bile units, all trained
and highly mo bile, hit ting and run ning, hit ting and run ning, again and
again. Those units are all over the coun try right now, wait ing for those
weapons. Tell me that’s not in your in terest.”

“But only if they could not be traced back to us.”

“I’m sure the gen eral’s deals are all off book. You can file the mark ings
off the weapons if you like. How could they be traced? We can be as care ful
as you like.”

Müller sucked his cheek as he con sidered the of fer.

“So?” Jimmy said. “Yes or no?”

“The gen eral will want a de posit. Some thing to show you can meet your
side of the deal.”

Jimmy took the bag from the floor and put it on the table. He un zipped
it and opened it up so that Müller could look in side.

“There’s fifty thou sand in there,” he said.

“Ost marks?”

“Deutschmarks.”

Müller looked into the bag and then stared at Jimmy, siz ing him up.

“Well?” Jimmy said. “It’s a simple yes or no. If you don’t think your
boss would want to sell to me, that’s fine. Just tell me now and I’ll get on a
plane to Mo scow. The KGB will be trip ping over their fur coats to work
with us.”

Müller zipped up the bag and lif ted it from the table. “I will be in
touch.”

“And?”

“If the gen eral wants to meet, I’ll let you know.”



“Fine. One thing, though. I’ll want to see the goods be fore I do a deal. If
he wants to meet, tell him to have samples for me to in spect. Launch ers,
gren ades, ex plos ives and det on at ors.”

“Go back to your hotel, Herr Walker.”
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Jimmy got up early. Snow had fallen all night and the streets were
choked, some of them im pass able. Work men in bright red over alls were
spray ing chem ic als on the road, and an cient snowploughs, some of them
barely run ning, cleared the drifts and cut chan nels between parked cars that
had been en tirely sub merged be neath the blankets of white.

Jimmy stomped through the snow, his boots quickly over topped and the
cold icing his feet. He thought back to last night and the meet ing with
Müller. Ok sana had driven him back to the hotel and had de briefed him in
the car. Jimmy said that he felt the meet ing had gone well, but that he had
found it dif fi cult to get a read on Müller. She said that she would con tact
him to find out whether the gen eral would pur sue the deal.

Jimmy was on his own again un til that happened. He went to the res- 
taur ant for break fast, not ing that the same people that had been there yes ter- 
day were there today, eye ing the weather with bale ful ex pres sions,
grumbling about the latest in con veni ence that they would have to face.
Jimmy ordered saus ages and tea, the same as the day be fore, and sat down
to eat. He looked up to see the man who had been fol low ing him yes ter day
in the door way. The man—Jimmy guessed that he must have worked for the
Stasi agency deputed to deal with the mon it or ing of for eign ers—stomped
the snow from his boots and came in side. The pro pri etor looked at him war- 
ily, most likely very much aware of whom he rep res en ted, and pre pared a
mug of cof fee. The man sat down at a table on the other side of the room,
seat ing him self so that he could watch Jimmy.



Jimmy had had enough. He picked up his plate and his mug of tea and
crossed the room. The man watched him as he ap proached, his eyes widen- 
ing as he real ised that he was headed straight for him.

“Morn ing,” Jimmy said. He nod ded down at an empty chair. “You
mind?”

The man didn’t speak, and it wouldn’t have mattered if he had; Jimmy
put his plate on the table and sat down.

“Jimmy Walker,” he said, hold ing out his hand. “Who the fuck are
you?”

The man replied in Ger man.

“Don’t know what you’re say ing, mate,” he said. “But I bet you un der- 
stand me. I know you people are fol low ing me around. I don’t sup pose
there’s much I can say to get you to piss off, so I’ll just say this. You’re so
bloody ob vi ous I al most find it in sult ing. You might try and make a bloody
ef fort, that’s all. It’s em bar rass ing. You’re giv ing the Stasi a bad name.”

Jimmy stabbed the last piece of saus age with his fork, put it into his
mouth, and washed it down with the rest of the tea. He got up, went to the
counter and paid for both his meal and the man’s cof fee, leav ing a gen er ous
tip.

“See you to mor row,” he said.

The pro pri etor looked away, un will ing to en dorse a cus tomer who had
just con fron ted a secret po lice man like that.

Jimmy turned to the man who had been fol low ing him.

“Com ing?”

He went back out side and looked through the win dow. The man was on
his feet, hur riedly pulling on his over coat. Jimmy paused on the threshold
un til the man had buttoned it all the way up, gave him a cheery wave, and
then set off back to the hotel. He knew that he ought not to have done that,
but he couldn’t res ist it. And, he ad mit ted to him self, while it might have
been child ish and ill-ad vised, it was still en joy able.



*

JIMMY WENT BACK to bed and slept for an other three hours. He would
have slept longer, but the ringing of the tele phone roused him.

“Hello?”

“It’s me. How are you?”

Jimmy re membered what Ok sana had told him last night. The room
would be bugged. The tele phone would be bugged. He had an audi ence and
now he had to per form for them.

“I’m get ting im pa tient,” he said. “Have you heard from them?”

“Yes,” Ok sana said. “The gen eral wants to see you this even ing.”

“About bloody time. I was be gin ning to won der if my money wasn’t
good enough for him.”

“It’s good enough.”

“What about the shop ping list?”

“He says it can be done.”

“Good. When and where?”

“I’ll pick you up to night at eight,” she said. “The meet ing will be at the
gen eral’s premises.”
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Mack in tosh woke up and struggled to open his eyes. He was in a dark
room. There was al most no light, save a thin sliver that leaked in be neath a
door a few feet ahead of him. Everything else was pitch black. He was sit- 
ting on a chair that had been bolted to the floor. His arms were be hind his
back, se cured by cuffs around each wrist. His legs were sim il arly re strained,
with the cuffs shackled in turn to the legs of the chair. He was un able to
move his limbs more than a few de grees. The ache in his muscles sug ges ted
that he had been left in this po s i tion for some time. His neck, in par tic u lar,
was stiff. His head had been lolling to one side, and he grim aced with pain
as he tried to lift it back into its nor mal po s i tion.

It took him a mo ment to re mem ber what had happened to him: the three
men who had burst into his flat, how they had re strained him and then
drugged him. He found that his mouth was dry, and tried to sum mon a little
saliva so that he might moisten it. It was fruit less; he badly needed a drink.

“Hey!” He yelled out. “Hey!”

There was no re sponse. He tried to free his wrists, but the shackles were
se curely in place and all he man aged to do was chafe the skin.

“I’m a Brit ish dip lo mat! You have no right to hold me.”

He heard the sound of foot steps ap proach ing from the other side of the
door. A spy hole slid open and let in a shaft of ar ti fi cial light. The light was
ex tin guished as someone put their face to the spy hole, and then closed the
slide once more.



“Open the door,” Mack in tosh yelled out.

He heard the sound of a key turn ing in the lock, and then of bolts be ing
slid back. The door opened on rusty hinges and light poured in from the
cor ridor out side. Mack in tosh blinked and then looked away un til his eyes
had ad jus ted to the sud den change. He saw the sil hou ette of a man in the
door way.

“I’m sorry to have had to bring you here like this,” the man said. He
spoke in Eng lish, heav ily ac cen ted. “Still, we needed to have a con ver sa tion
and I doubt that would have been pos sible un less it was here. There are
some things that we need to talk about that might be a little un pleas ant.”

Mack in tosh re cog nised the voice, and knew who it was even be fore the
man came for ward so that the light fell on his face. Karl-Heinz Som mer
was in uni form, the dark green fab ric al most black in the gloom.

“You have no right to do this.”

“You can’t really com plain, Herr Mack in tosh. You brought it upon
your self. Some might have de scribed your at tack on my safe house as an act
of ag gres sion. It was very reck less. It could have pre cip it ated a crisis.”

“You’re not really in a po s i tion to cri ti cise me. Men in glass houses
shouldn’t throw stones.”

Som mer chuckled. “Who was re spons ible for what happened? I hear it
was the SAS. Very im press ive. I’d like to meet them.”

“I’d like that too. Maybe I could make an in tro duc tion.”

Som mer leaned against the door frame, his face half in shadow. “Thank
you for bring ing Günter to my at ten tion. He really does have an in ter est ing
story to tell, doesn’t he? I wondered whether it could be true, but he’s very
con vin cing. I might have you tell him what happened to his fam ily. He
thinks they’re out side the city. They’re not. I have them. He hasn’t told me
where to find the pho to graphs yet. I was go ing to bring them in and have
them shot in front of him, one by one. What do you think? You are re spons- 
ible for what hap pens to them, after all. If you had kept your hands off him,
none of this would have happened. I think you should tell him what’s go ing
to hap pen to them.”



Mack in tosh ground his teeth.

“And it’s aw ful what happened to your French friend. What was her
name?”

“Élodie,” Mack in tosh said, his voice low.

“Élodie. I took one look at her and I knew the best thing was to put her
out of her misery. It was mer ci ful, in the cir cum stances. You can thank me
later.”

Mack in tosh wanted noth ing more than to launch him self at Som mer; to
get his hands around the man’s throat and squeeze.

“There’s someone who’d like to see you. Come in, my dear. Herr Mack- 
in tosh is here. You really should say hello.”

Mack in tosh real ised that there was a second per son wait ing in the cor- 
ridor. Som mer stepped out of the way so that they could come in, too. It
was a wo man. She stepped for ward into the light and Mack in tosh saw the
blonde hair and the white face.

Ok sana stood close to Som mer. The gen eral could barely dis guise his
de light.

“Did you really think I would be tray my coun try?” she said.

Mack in tosh spat on the floor at her feet.

“Feisty to the end,” said Som mer. “I’m go ing to leave you now, but I’ll
be back soon. We do need to have that talk. I won’t lie: it’s not go ing to be
pleas ant, and I’m go ing to pun ish you whether you co oper ate or not. You
are go ing to tell me where I can find the sol diers who killed my men. And,
when I find them, I’m go ing to bring them here and make them wish that
they had never been born.”
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Jimmy had din ner and went back to his room to change. He put on a
sweater and his leather jacket and went down stairs. Ok sana was wait ing at
the front door. She made a show of greet ing him—there was a man sit ting
in the lounge area and Jimmy had the dis tinct im pres sion that he was there
to watch—and then fell into line with him as they left the hotel. There were
few people on the street. Two parked cars op pos ite the hotel were oc cu pied.
The men in side watched them both, seem ingly re laxed about giv ing them- 
selves away. Jimmy was happy to let them watch.

Ok sana led the way to her car and they both got in side. He looked over
at her; she hadn’t said a word since they left the hotel, and her face was
pinched, per haps even a little paler than usual.

“What is it?” he said.

“Just a little nervous,” she said.

She star ted the en gine and pulled away from the kerb. They drove over
the Spree via the Rath aus brücke, passing the Town Hall and then turn ing
right onto Grunes traße. The traffic was a little heav ier here, with a line of
cheap cars chug ging sul lenly through the snowy night. Ok sana said that it
would take them twenty minutes to reach Som mer’s build ing, and Jimmy
spent the time look ing out of the fros ted wind screen. The city looked as if it
was beaten. The West still had life, a vi brancy that had not been oc cluded
by the con struc tion of the wall that en circled it. The East, though, looked
resigned to its fate: a tor pid eco nomy, no pro spects, its in hab it ants oc cu pied



with a slow trudge that would end in the grave.

Ok sana in dic ated and turned off the main road, slid ing the car against
the kerb.

Jimmy looked around. “Are we here?”

“No,” she said. “There’s some thing you need to know.”

She switched off the en gine and turned to look at him.

“What is it?”

“Mack in tosh has been ab duc ted by Som mer,” she said. “They went to
his flat the day you crossed the bor der and took him.”

Jimmy felt a shiver of panic. “I don’t un der stand,” he said. “How is that
pos sible? Som mer just took him? How? I don’t—”

She spoke over him. “I told Som mer where to find him.”

Jimmy gaped. “You did what?”

“Mack in tosh wanted it to hap pen. It’s his idea.” She raised her hands to
fore stall Jimmy’s ques tions. “Som mer killed someone who was im port ant
to Mack in tosh. He in sisted that he wanted to con front him him self. This
whole plan—you, me, everything—it’s de signed to put him and Som mer
into a room to gether.”

“You’re go ing to have to ex plain that a little bet ter.”

“Mack in tosh knows he wouldn’t be able to get to Som mer any other
way. He never leaves the East. And, even when he’s here, he rarely leaves
his build ing. But Mack in tosh knows he’s greedy. He knew there was a good
chance that he would take a meet ing with you if he thought that was some- 
thing he might profit from. He knew the meet ing would be at the Pfarrhaus,
and he knew that would be where Som mer would take him. Every one
would be to gether in the same place at the same time.”

“But if Som mer did some thing to Mack in tosh be fore we met?”

“That was a risk. I as sume he thought it was one that was worth tak ing.”

Jimmy cursed un der his breath. Mack in tosh was in sane. “So what does



he want me to do?”

“You meet Som mer, just as we planned. There’ll be an op por tun ity to
over power him. You take it, and then we get him to take us to Mack in tosh
and the two of them can settle their dif fer ences.”

“And Schmidt?”

“Oh, he still wants Schmidt. And so do I—get ting him out of East Ger- 
many is why I’m up to my neck in this mess. As soon as we’ve found
Mack in tosh, that’s what you need to do. The chances are that they’re both
be ing held in the base ment.”

Jimmy stared at the flakes of snow that were set tling on the icy wind- 
shield.

“Why didn’t he tell me any of this?”

“I said that he should have done, if that’s any con sol a tion.”

“So?”

“So he de cided that he didn’t want to give you some thing else to worry
about be fore you met Som mer. He wanted you to fo cus on the story you had
to sell them. I sup pose I can see why he thought that.” She laid a hand on
his shoulder. “But you need to de cide whether it changes any thing for you.
Whether you still want to go through with it. This is the only chance you’ll
get to change your mind. Once we get there, we’re com mit ted. There won’t
be any choice then.”

Jimmy gazed out of the win dow as he turned the news over in his mind.
The news was un set tling, but he knew that it made no dif fer ence. Mack in- 
tosh was the only man who knew Jimmy was over here. If Mack in tosh was
killed, there would be no one to vouch for Jimmy. He would be left here,
stran ded in East Ber lin, with no friends, no con tacts, no re cord of en ter ing
the coun try and no reason to be here save for a clas si fied story that could
only be con firmed by one man. Mack in tosh was the only way Jimmy would
be able to have the charges against him dropped. He was the only way he
had to get back to the life he had been liv ing be fore Ed die Fa bian sold him
out. There was more, too. Jimmy didn’t trust Mack in tosh and he wasn’t
even sure that he liked him, either. But, as Jimmy looked out of the win dow



at the men and wo men who slouched through the smog to the slums in
which they were forced to live, he knew that Mack in tosh was, at least, on
the right side of things. Jimmy had no in terest in polit ics, but he had al ways
lived his life by the prin ciples that had been laid out by his uncle.

Stick to your word.

If you say you’ll do some thing, do it.

Jimmy found that he was clench ing his fists.

“Jimmy?” Ok sana said. “We need to de cide now. Do you still want to
meet him?”

“I don’t have a choice. I have to.”

She nod ded, took her hand from his shoulder and star ted the en gine.

“There’s one thing,” he said. “He’s my way out. If some thing’s
happened to him, I can’t get home. Would you be able to help me?”

She looked at him, think ing. “Yes,” she said. “The plan is to go back
over the bor der at Check point Charlie. I have dip lo matic status. They
wouldn’t nor mally try to stop us.”

“What if some thing hap pens and we’re split up? What do I do then?”

“Go north to Kühlungs born. It’s on the coast, two hun dred miles from
here. The trains won’t be safe—you’ll have to steal a car and drive. There’s
a café on the prom en ade run by a man called Bur meister. He works for the
KGB. It’s some times ne ces sary to get people out of the coun try without the
Stasi know ing. Tell him that Ok sana sent you. He’ll ar range a cross ing into
Den mark.”

“Thank you.”

She pulled out and con tin ued into the ad min is trat ive dis trict. Jimmy
looked out at the mu ni cipal build ings, most of which had been thrown up
after the war like so many of the build ings that had stood between the Red
Army and its prey. These build ings, though, had not even been given the
pre tence of be ing any thing other than what they were: boxy, bland, re gi- 
men ted hutches to ac com mod ate the ex er cise of power.



Jimmy looked at them and felt newly daun ted.



51

The snow was fall ing even more heav ily when Ok sana drove them into
the Lichten berg area of East Ber lin. She fol lowed a series of ma jor streets,
pick ing her way through them with the ex per i ence of someone who had
been here be fore. They con tin ued to the east for a minute and then turned
onto Roedeli us platz. There was an area of lawned gar dens with a double-
spired church in the centre. A nar row, cobbled road sep ar ated the church
from the build ing that faced it. It was three storeys tall, and ac cess was
gran ted through a tall stone arch way that led to a sim il arly im press ive
wooden door.

“Here we are,” she said. “The Pfarrhaus.”

The road to the vicar age was blocked by a bar rier that was mon itored by
sol diers in a brick guard house. Ok sana pulled up in front of the bar rier and
waited for the guard to walk over to them. The man was armed with a sub- 
ma chine gun and he spoke in ab rupt Ger man. Ok sana replied, sim il arly
curt, and handed over their pa pers.

The guard spent a long minute with their iden ti fic a tion. He re treated to
the guard house, where Jimmy saw him speak ing on the tele phone.

“How many men are in there?” Jimmy asked.

“Hardly any. He has no reason to feel threatened here. We’re in the heart
of East Ber lin, with Min istry build ings on all sides. You might think Mack- 
in tosh’s plan is ec cent ric—”



“In sane,” Jimmy cor rec ted.

“Per haps, but there’s no way that Som mer could an ti cip ate it. I said no
when he told me, but, the more I thought about it, the more I thought it
could work. It all de pended on you per suad ing Som mer to see you. Once
we’re in side… well, it’s up to us, then. Here he comes.”

The guard re turned and handed Ok sana’s pa pers back to her. He said
some thing, she thanked him, and he raised the bar rier so that she could
drive through.

There were cars parked on both sides of the road, their angles already
smoothed down by an inch of snow. Ok sana found an empty spot and re- 
versed into it. Jimmy watched and as sessed. The road was quiet, with just a
single guard mak ing his rounds. That was en cour aging. Jimmy was look ing
at the guard when he saw a pair of wo men emer ging from the front door of
the build ing. The wo men ducked their heads against the snow as they made
their way to the guard house op pos ite the one that Ok sana and Jimmy had
passed, and, after they spoke to the guard, the ped es trian gate was opened
and they con tin ued on their way.

Jimmy swal lowed down a dry knot of fear that clogged his throat. He
put his hand on the door handle, pulled it down and stepped out side.

He thought of Isa bel and his son. Do this and he could go home.

*

THEY CLIMBED a short flight of stairs to the front door of the build ing.
Ok sana knocked and then glanced up at a CCTV cam era that was fixed be- 
neath the por tico over head. The lock buzzed and the door jerked open a
frac tion; Ok sana pushed it back and stepped in side. Jimmy fol lowed.

The room bey ond was a large lobby. It had been dec or ated ex tra vag- 
antly: the floors were marble, the ceil ings were double-height, the walls had
been dec or ated with gold fili gree, and marble columns were spaced around.
There was a single desk set back from the door with a man in Stasi uni form
sit ting be hind it. He had a TV screen that, Jimmy guessed, he used to mon- 
itor the feed from out side.

The man got up and Jimmy re cog nised him. It was Müller.



“Fräulein Baran ova,” he said, his face crack ing into the most minute of
smiles. “Herr Walker.”

“Ober stleut nant Müller,” Ok sana replied.

Müller ap proached Jimmy. “Put your arms to the sides, please.”

Müller frisked him quickly and ef fi ciently, run ning his hands along his
arms, down his trunk, around his waist, between his legs and then down to
his feet. Jimmy saw the pis tol holstered on Müller’s belt and, with his chin
just an inch or two from his knee, Jimmy had to fight back the urge to strike
him, re lieve him of his weapon and then find Som mer.

Müller stood and straightened out his uni form. “This way, please. The
gen eral is wait ing for you.”
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Müller led them to an other lobby with two lifts. One of them looked as
if it needed a key to op er ate. Müller pressed the but ton for the other one and
in vited them to step in side. He fol lowed and pressed the but ton for the
fourth floor. Jimmy stood at the back of the car, his fists clench ing and un- 
clench ing, an empti ness in his belly, ad ren aline buzz ing in his veins.

The el ev ator took them up, the doors opened and they stepped out into a
plush cor ridor. The car pets were thick, there was pol ished oak pan el ling on
the walls and subtle lights were housed in re cessed sconces. There were
sev eral doors along both sides of the cor ridor, but only one of them was
open.

“Through there,” Müller said, in dic at ing the open door.

Ok sana star ted to ward the open door. Jimmy fol lowed, his boots sink ing
into the car pet. They went in side. The of fice bey ond was as op u lent as
might have been ex pec ted from the cor ridor. There were book shelves on the
walls, full of leather-bound books. There was a blood-red Chester field, a
marble fire place that ac com mod ated a roar ing fire, and a pol ished oak desk
that was seven or eight feet across. A man was sit ting be hind the desk; he
stood as Ok sana and then Jimmy ap proached.

“Hello, Ok sana,” he said.

“Gen eral.”

The man em braced her, kiss ing her air ily on both cheeks, be fore re leas- 



ing her shoulders and step ping to the side so that he could step up to Jimmy.

“I’m Karl-Heinz Som mer.”

“Jimmy Walker.”

“It’s a pleas ure to meet you, Herr Walker. Müller has told me all about
you. Could I get you some thing to drink?”

“I’m fine,” Jimmy said.

Som mer con tin ued as if he didn’t hear him. “How about some vodka? I
have some thing es pe cially good.” He went over to an an tique side board,
opened it and took out a bottle that had been lav ishly dec or ated with gems
and crys tals. “This is Iord anov—it’s made in one of the old est dis til ler ies in
Koblenz. They use wheat grain and wa ter from the Vo gels berg High lands
for the dis tilling. I had some ex per i ence with our Rus sian friends at the end
of the war. I de veloped a taste for it then. It’s lovely. Don’t you agree, Ok- 
sana?”

“I haven’t tried it, Gen eral.”

“Well, we must set that right.”

Som mer took out three glasses and set them out on the desk. He un- 
screwed the top from the bottle and poured out three gen er ous meas ures. He
handed one to Ok sana, one to Jimmy and kept the third for him self. He held
his glass up and reached across to touch it against Jimmy’s and Ok sana’s.

“Zum Wohl,” he said. “To your health.”

Jimmy put the glass to his lips and tipped the vodka back. It was smooth
and drink able, and he felt the fa mil iar sting at the back of his throat.

Ok sana fin ished her drink in sim ilar fash ion and set her glass back down
on the table. “Thank you for see ing us, Gen eral.”

Som mer waved it away. “I can al ways make time for my friends from
the KGB.”

“I’m grate ful, too,” Jimmy said.

“And for my Ir ish friends. We can cer tainly help you.”



“You know what I want?”

“In deed.” He nod ded to Müller. “The lieu ten ant col onel noted it all
down.”

“But he didn’t tell me the price.”

“You’ve paid fifty. It will take an other hun dred.”

“That’s fine,” Jimmy said.

“No bar ter ing?”

“What’s the point? It’s in your best in terests for me to be happy. If the
goods are ac cept able, and we feel the price was fair, we’ll come back—this
is a small or der com pared to what we might even tu ally want.”

Som mer smiled and tapped his fin ger against the desk. “In that case, I’ll
drop the price to sev enty-five, all in. You’re right, of course—I want you to
be happy.”

“Thank you.”

“You want to see what you’re buy ing, I be lieve.”

“I do.”

“Is it ready, Müller?”

“Yes, sir. I’ve laid it out down stairs.”

Som mer stood. “Come, then. I will show you.”
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Som mer led them out of the of fice, down the cor ridor and to the
el ev ator. Müller brought up the rear, with Jimmy very aware of the man’s
pres ence be hind him. They rode the el ev ator back down to the first floor
and got out. Som mer took a key from his pocket and pulled back the metal
flap on the wall next to the second el ev ator. He put the key into the key hole
that was re vealed, waited for the door of the car to open and then ushered
them in side. There were two but tons on the wall, and the gen eral pressed
the one marked KELLER, the low est; the doors closed and the lift began to
move. Jimmy noted it all: ac cess was re stric ted to the base ment. He would
need that key to get around the prop erty un im peded.

The doors par ted to re veal a cor ridor, al though this one was much less
im press ive than the one that led to Som mer’s of fice. It was fin ished in bare
con crete, with na ked bulbs hanging from the ceil ing at reg u lar in ter vals.
Jimmy looked left and right: there were a series of three severe-look ing
metal doors to the right. To the left was a more sub stan tial door, also made
from metal but this time re in forced with heavy metal straps. A cir cu lar
handle was po si tioned in the middle of the door. Jimmy re cog nised a vault
door when he saw one.

“This way,” Som mer said, turn ing right. Jimmy pre ten ded not to have
no ticed the vault and fol lowed the gen eral and Ok sana.

Som mer stopped out side the last door on the right.

Müller took a bunch of keys from a hook on the wall, se lec ted one and



slid it into the lock. He opened the door and stood aside to let Ok sana and
Jimmy go in first.

“I think this is what you asked for,” Som mer said.

The room was reas on ably large, with enough space for two long trestle
tables to fit along the wall end-to-end. One table held a launcher and the
other sev eral gren ades. Jimmy picked up the launcher and hef ted it, his
hand around the pis tol grip.

“This is the RPG-7. Rus sian-made, very ef fect ive. Brand new.”

“Very good,” he said. “You can source the num bers I need?”

“Of course.”

“What about trans port?”

“You didn’t men tion that,” Müller said.

“There are op tions,” Som mer cut in. “We can take it to the bor der for
you, of course. You could col lect it there. We might be able to ar range a
trans fer at sea—yes, Müller?”

“Per haps. But it would be more ex pens ive.”

“We can talk about that.” Jimmy re placed the launcher on the table.
“What about the ex plos ives?”

Müller went over to a crate that had been slid un der neath the second
table. He dragged it out, flicked the clasps that se cured the lid and popped it
open. “Here,” he said.

Jimmy moved closer so that he could look in side the crate. He saw two
neatly ar ranged courses of brick-like ob jects, each wrapped in wax pa per
that was marked with SEM TEX-10 and warn ing signs. Jimmy took one of
the bricks and opened the end of the wax sleeve and peeled it back. The ma- 
ter ial in side was brown ish and left a dimple when he pushed his thumb into
it.

“Mil it ary grade from Ex plo sia in Czechoslov akia. The same as the
Lufts tur mre gi ment uses.”

“Blast ing caps?”



Müller nod ded. He took a can vas bag from the floor and un zipped it.
Jimmy saw the blast ing caps and took one out: it was a metal cyl in der,
closed at one end. They were simple to use: a fuse was slipped into the cap,
the pyro tech nic ig ni tion mix was ad ded and it was at tached to the Sem tex.
There was a count down as the fuse burned and then the charge det on ated
and ig nited the primary ex plo sion: boom.

“Sat is fact ory?” Som mer asked.

Jimmy put the Sem tex and blast ing cap on the table. “Ab so lutely. It all
looks per fect.”

“Very good.”

Som mer ushered them to ward the door.

“Thank you,” Ok sana said as Müller locked up.

“Really—it is noth ing. Our two causes are aligned. My en emy’s en emy
is my friend. I be lieve you told Müller that, Herr Walker. I agree.”

“I ap pre ci ate it,” Jimmy said. “So does my or gan isa tion.”

“I am glad to help.” He smiled in dul gently. “And I owed Ok sana a fa- 
vour.”

Ok sana re turned the smile. “I heard that it went well.”

“Bet ter than that,” he said. “It was simple.”

Jimmy looked from Ok sana to Som mer. “What’s this?”

“I’m sorry, Herr Walker. I ima gine this would be of in terest to you, too.”

“What’s that?”

“What is your opin ion of Brit ish in tel li gence? MI5? MI6?”

“What do you think?”

“You are from Bel fast?”

“Aye.”

“Then I ima gine you are not well dis posed to ward them.”

“You would be right. We hate them.”



“And with reason, I’m sure. You have ex per i ence of oc cu pa tion.”

“I do.”

Som mer smoothed out his uni form. “Then I have some thing I’d like to
show you,” he said. “This way.”
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Mack in tosh heard the key turn in the lock and straightened up in the
chair. His gut was li quid; Som mer had said that he would re turn and, when
he did, he knew that it was go ing to be un pleas ant for him.

The door opened and light from the cor ridor was cast in side. Som mer
came into the cell, but he was not alone. Müller came in side first. Be hind
him, he saw Jimmy Walker and Ok sana Baran ova.

“This is Harry Mack in tosh,” Som mer said to Walker. “He is re spons ible
for Brit ish in tel li gence in Ber lin.” Som mer smiled down at him. “Was re- 
spons ible. He’s had an un for tu nate change of cir cum stances.”

The Ir ish man looked down at Mack in tosh with grim, steely hos til ity.
Mack in tosh knew, then, that the plan he had gone to such pain to con struct
hung by the slenderest of threads. All of Mack in tosh’s pre par a tion, the
hours of plan ning, the pa tient de vel op ment of Walker, the care ful cre ation
of his le gend and the sleight of hand re quired to put him in side Som mer’s
sanc tum; it all came down to this. He had ag on ised over how much to tell
Walker, and had con cluded that he didn’t need to know any thing at all.
Walker was the stooge; the cred ible patsy who could get a meet ing with
Som mer, someone who could make the gen eral an of fer that would tempt
his greed, a use ful idiot to lower his de fences. And he had already served
part of his pur pose: help ing to un cover Mor gan had al lowed Mack in tosh the
chance to send Cameron and Fisher against the men in the safe house. That
had been the slap in Som mer’s face that Mack in tosh knew he would not be



able to ig nore. He would have to be pro voked and then offered the chance
of ven geance. Mack in tosh had offered him self as bait and Som mer had
taken it.

Som mer looked at Walker. “The Brit ish and the Amer ic ans, they come
to places like this and think that they can tell us what to do. It al ways
amuses me how sur prised they are when they real ise that the situ ation is not
what they ex pect. This one is no dif fer ent. He tried to smuggle an East Ger- 
man cit izen across the bor der. They had a tun nel—it was most in vent ive.
But we have rules about things like that. They pay no heed to them. They
think they do not ap ply. The Eng lish—they have a unique ar rog ance, don’t
you think? A rem nant of an em pire that they lost many years ago, per haps.”

Both of the East Ger mans were armed, with pis tols nestled in hol sters
that were clipped to their belts. Jimmy was still star ing down at him. Mack- 
in tosh looked away; he knew that Som mer would ex pect him to be
frightened, and it wasn’t dif fi cult to give him that im pres sion. He was
frightened.

Jimmy took a step up to Mack in tosh, drew his hand to the side and
back han ded him across the face.

“Yes,” Som mer said with a chuckle. “Very good, Herr Walker.”

Mack in tosh winced, his face sting ing from the slap. He looked back up
at Jimmy. Som mer was be hind the Ir ish man and wouldn’t have been able to
see his ex pres sion and, yet, there was no ac know ledge ment there, no sign
that Walker was play ing the role that he had been as signed. In stead, all he
saw was dull, angry hos til ity.

“What hap pens to him?” Walker asked.

“I haven’t de cided. What do you think I should do?”

“Put a bul let in his head.”

Som mer chuckled again, turned to Müller and smiled. “I’ve heard a lot
about the Ir ish,” he said. “Re mind me not to an noy you, Herr Walker.”

“This isn’t a joke to me, Gen eral.”

“Of course not.”



Walker reached down and clasped Mack in tosh by the chin, push ing
back so that he could look down into his face. “The uni on ists in Bel fast had
a shooter, a man called McK eown, lived on the lower Old park Road, north
of the city. They had an award for ‘Vo lun teer of the Year,’ gave it to the top
hit man each year. McK eown won it four years in a row be fore we got to
him. One night, McK eown knocked on the door to our house. My old man
answered it and McK eown put a bul let in his head. I was sit ting at the top of
the stairs. I saw it all. Six years old.”

“Bar baric,” Som mer said.

Mack in tosh had no choice but to stare up at Walker; he had no idea
whether this was fact or fic tion, but he knew that their fu ture—his, Walk-
er’s, Ok sana’s—de pended upon what Walker said next.

“We only found out later that Brit ish in tel li gence—men like this piece
of shit—had been provid ing McK eown with names of IRA sol diers and en- 
cour aging him to knock them off. So, yes, you asked me what I think of the
Brit ish? I fuck ing hate them.”

Som mer didn’t speak. In stead, he reached down to his hol ster, un clipped
the re strain ing strap and took out his pis tol. He stepped for ward and held it
out.

“Here,” he said. “You de cide.”

Walker looked down at the Makarov. Mack in tosh’s throat was arid and
his fin gers felt like claws, his hands clenched into tight fists, the nails dig- 
ging into his palms. The Ir ish man took the pis tol, hef ted it, and then took a
step for ward so that he could hold it against Mack in tosh’s fore head.

Walker looked back at Som mer. “Are you sure?”

“My gift to you, Herr Walker. Please.”

Walker had taken a step for ward not just so that he could press the gun
against Mack in tosh’s head, but be cause he wanted ad di tional space between
him self and the two Stasi of ficers be hind him. He turned, tak ing a half step
back and to the side, swiv el ling his hips and aim ing the Makarov. He fired,
a single pull of the trig ger, and a bul let mashed into Müller’s head, spray ing
brain and scalp against the damp brick wall.



Mack in tosh saw it all: Müller toppled over; Ok sana stumbled back, a
splash of blow back across her face; Som mer gaped, swore and, as Walker’s
arm turned to point at him, he rushed for ward. The gen eral closed in be fore
Walker could take aim, grabbed his wrist with both of his hands and shoved
his arm straight up. The gun fired again, the bul let punch ing into the ceil ing,
frag ments of con crete fall ing down to the floor. Walker was younger and
stronger than Som mer, but the Ger man was fuelled by des per a tion. Walker
tried to bring his arm down but Som mer held on, twist ing Walker’s hand
back and then reach ing for the weapon. They fell, both of them locked to- 
gether, crash ing against the wall. Som mer but ted Walker in the face, drew
his head back and then but ted him again. There was blood on Walker’s fore- 
head, red run ning into his eyes. Som mer but ted him for a third time, the gun
came free, and Som mer had it.

“Stop!”

Mack in tosh had looked away from Ok sana. He looked back. She had a
gun and was aim ing it at the two men.

“Put the gun down and step away from it.”

“What?” Som mer said. “What are you do ing?”

Mack in tosh looked down: Müller’s hol ster was empty.

Som mer stood, stepped away from Walker, and took a step to ward her.

Ok sana’s face was spattered with Müller’s blood. “Don’t,” she said.

Som mer ges tured down to Mack in tosh. “You and him? You must be
jok ing.”

She ig nored him. “Jimmy—take the gun, please.”

Walker’s face was covered with blood, too. He swiped it away with the
back of his hand and took the Makarov out of Som mer’s hand.

“Where are the keys for the cuffs?” Ok sana asked him.

The gen eral’s face went beet root red and his eyes bulged. “You’re
dead,” he said. “You know that, don’t you? All of you. I’ll kill you my self.”

Walker looked at Mack in tosh, at Ok sana, and then at Som mer. The



doubt in Walker’s face changed and was re placed with some thing else: an- 
ger? Frus tra tion? Walker took a half step to ward Som mer, rab bit-punched
him in the ribs, and, as the gen eral bent double, grabbed both lapels and lif- 
ted him un til his back was against the wall.

“She asked you where we can find the keys.”

“There’s a space where the guard sits out side,” Som mer grunted through
the pain. “There’s a board on the wall. The keys are there.”

“Any one else here?” Ok sana asked. “Any guards?”

“No,” Som mer said. He glanced at Müller. “Just him.”

“Jimmy,” Ok sana said. “Get the keys.”

Walker went to the door and dis ap peared out side.

Mack in tosh’s arms ached. He had been trussed up like this for hours and
his muscles were cramp ing badly.

“You set me up,” Som mer said. “This whole thing.”

“You’re greedy and in sec ure,” Mack in tosh said. “Money and status—
that’s all you care about. We offered you money and threatened your repu ta- 
tion. I knew you wouldn’t be able to res ist, and you couldn’t. You’re pre- 
dict able, Som mer. And it’s go ing to be the death of you.”

The gen eral shone a look of the purest hatred at Mack in tosh, but he
didn’t re spond.

Walker came back in side. He held out his hand to re veal a bunch of
keys, went to Mack in tosh, knelt down on the floor in front of him and tried
the keys in the re straints that se cured his ankles un til he found the right one.
He un locked and re moved them and went around be hind the chair to re lease
the cuffs that were se cur ing Mack in tosh’s wrists.

Mack in tosh got up and rubbed the skin that had been ab raded by the
shackles. His shoulders ached as the blood flowed around his body once
again. Walker took the cuffs and went to Som mer.

“Well done, Jimmy,” Ok sana said.

“Sit down,” Mack in tosh told Som mer.



Ok sana still had the gun aimed at Som mer and he wasn’t reck less
enough to call her bluff. He sat down in the chair that Mack in tosh had just
va cated and didn’t struggle as Walker se cured his arms and legs with the re- 
straints.

Mack in tosh took the gun from Walker and knelt down in front of Som- 
mer. “Where’s Schmidt?”

The Ger man’s eyes bulged with fresh hatred.

“It’s up to you. You can tell us and live a little longer or you can keep it
to your self and I’ll put you out of your misery. It doesn’t mat ter—this isn’t
a big build ing. We’ll find him either way.”

Som mer grit ted his teeth so hard that his jaw bulged.

Mack in tosh closed his left fist and struck him, hard, on the bony part of
his cheek. Som mer’s head jerked to the left. His face was flushed red, and
there was an in dent a tion on his cheek where Mack in tosh’s ring had cut into
the flesh.

“Next door,” Som mer said.

“Keys?”

“You already have them.”

“Stay with the gen eral,” Mack in tosh said to Walker and Ok sana. “I’ll go
and get him.”
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Mack in tosh went to the cell next to the one where he had been held.
He took the keys, se lec ted the one that looked most likely and tried it. It
didn’t work. He picked a second key and tried that. This time, the lock
turned and he was able to open the door.

The cell was dark, an inky gloom that ab sorbed al most all of the light
that leaked in from the cor ridor. Mack in tosh stood there and waited for his
eyes to ad just. He saw a bed on the side of the room with no other fur niture.
There was a fig ure on the bed. It was a man. He was sit ting up, his knees
drawn up to his chin.

“Hello,” Mack in tosh said.

The man didn’t re spond. He was cloaked in shadow, and Mack in tosh
couldn’t make out his face. He stepped in side the room, and, his gun held
down as un ob trus ively as pos sible, took four steps un til he was at the foot
of the bed. Still the man didn’t speak. Mack in tosh’s eyes had ad jus ted
enough now so that he could make him out a little bet ter. He looked to be of
av er age height, much shorter than he was, and was slender. He had a thick
head of light-col oured hair, un ruly locks that spilled over his col lar. His face
was thin, with dark eyes framed by thick brows, a pre cise nose and five
o’clock shadow on his cheeks and chin.

“Günter—it’s Harry Mack in tosh.”

He didn’t reply.



“I’m here to get you out.”

“Som mer?” Schmidt’s voice was tight with fear and ten sion. “Where is
Som mer?”

“You don’t need to worry about him any more. We need to leave. Are
you ready?”

Schmidt was shak ing with fear. “But Som mer will—”

“You don’t need to worry about him,” Mack in tosh said again, in ter rupt- 
ing him.

Schmidt still looked re luct ant to move, even with Mack in tosh’s re as sur- 
ance. Som mer ex er ted a hold on him even now; Mack in tosh wondered what
the gen eral had done to him.

“We need to go, Günter. We don’t have long—we need to be on our
way.”

Schmidt swal lowed and nod ded. “Yes,” he said. “I will come.”
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Jimmy heard the sound of foot steps com ing to ward them from the
cor ridor and, with the gun still trained on Som mer, he turned to see Mack in- 
tosh and a second man com ing in through the door.

“This is Günter,” Mack in tosh said.

Jimmy nod ded. The man was young and quite clearly ter ri fied out of his
wits. He looked from Jimmy to Ok sana and then to Som mer, his eyes bul- 
ging.

“We need to be get ting out of here,” Ok sana said. She ges tured to Som- 
mer. “I know he said there was nobody else here, but we saw guards out- 
side. They prob ably can’t hear any thing down here, but you can’t say for
sure.”

“I agree,” Mack in tosh said. He put his hand on Schmidt’s shoulder. “Go
with Ok sana,” he said. “She’s a friend. I’ll see you at the lift.”

“What are you go ing to do?” he asked.

“I just want a mo ment with the gen eral.”

Jimmy turned away from Som mer and fol lowed Ok sana and Schmidt
out to the cor ridor.

They reached the lift. Jimmy lif ted the flap and used the key to open the
door. He stayed out side, hold ing the door for Ok sana and Schmidt.

He heard the re port of a single gun shot.



Schmidt flinched. Jimmy looked at Ok sana, but there was no need to
say any thing. They both knew what had just happened.

Mack in tosh came out of the cell and made his way to ward them. Jimmy
stayed in the cor ridor, his arm block ing the door from clos ing while Mack- 
in tosh stepped in side.

“Everything all right?” Ok sana asked.

“It’s fine,” he said. “Let’s get out of here.”

“We square now?” Jimmy said to Mack in tosh. “You’ve got Schmidt and
Som mer is dead. That was the deal.”

“We’re square. You did everything you said you’d do.”

“Good.”

Jimmy reached into the lift and pressed the but ton to send it up to the
ground floor. He pulled his arm out of the way as the doors began to close.

Mack in tosh looked con fused. “What are you do ing?”

“I’ll see you later,” Jimmy said.

Mack in tosh star ted to protest, but the doors closed and the lift star ted to
as cend.

Jimmy knew that he would have to be quick. He made his way back to
the room with the rocket launcher and the ex plos ives.
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Jimmy took the crate from un der neath the table, opened it and took out
the Sem tex that he had seen earlier. He didn’t need all of it; after all, he only
wanted to open the door to the vault and not bring the ceil ing down onto his
head. He took the can vas bag and emp tied out all of the det on at ors, save
two. He took the bag and the Sem tex and jogged back along the cor ridor to
the large metal door that he had seen earlier. He worked quickly, tak ing the
ex plos ive and fash ion ing two squat saus ages with it. He reached into his
pocket and took out the roll of tape that he had pur chased dur ing his walk
around the city. He un rolled it, cut off a strip and then di vided that into four
sep ar ate, smal ler strips. He held the first saus age against the top hinge of the
door and used the tape to hold it in place. He re peated the pro cess for the
lower hinge. He took the two hol low blast ing caps, in ser ted the pyro tech nic
fuses and used his teeth to crimp the open ends of the cyl in ders, crush ing
the bases of the caps around the fuses. He fit ted the fuses to the Sem tex,
took his lighter, and lit the ends of the fuses on both caps. He star ted the
stop watch on his watch. The fuses were reg u lated for three minutes.

Jimmy ran back to the first cell and stepped in side. He had for got ten:
Som mer was there. He was still se cured to the chair, but his head was
hanging back wards, the white of his neck ex posed, blood and brains
splashed over the wall be hind him.

It didn’t mat ter.

He knelt down next to Müller’s body and stripped him, re mov ing his



uni form and then tak ing off his own clothes. He was a little bit taller than
the dead man, but there wasn’t much in it. He pulled on the trousers and
shirt, shud der ing a little that the fab ric was still warm with the corpse’s lat- 
ent heat. He pulled on Müller’s boots, la cing them up, and then his jacket.
There was a patch of some thing ichor ous on the right-hand shoulder board;
Jimmy winced as he tried to brush it off.

He checked his watch.

Ten seconds.
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“We can’t just leave him,” she said.

“It’s his choice.”

“I don’t un der stand. Why would he want to stay?”

“He’s a bank rob ber, Ok sana. That’s how I found him. A leo pard
doesn’t change its spots.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means he saw the vault and couldn’t help him self.”

“How’s he go ing to get out?”

“He’s not our prob lem now.”

Mack in tosh was com fort able with leav ing Walker be hind. He would
have ful filled his end of the bar gain, but not hav ing to worry about that was
one less thing to do. There was a good chance that Walker would be picked
up by the Stasi.

Mack in tosh led the way out of the lift and, with the pis tol ready should
he need to use it, he checked the lobby. There was no one there. It was
empty.

“Where’s your car?” he said to Ok sana.

“I parked it in the street. Through the doors, down the steps and then
turn right.”



“What’s the se cur ity like?”

“There’s one way in and out. There’s a guard house—I saw one man
there earlier.”

She nod ded at him. “You don’t have a jacket?”

“No.”

“You’re go ing to stand out. Som mer might have clothes on the top floor
—“

“We don’t have time for that. We’ll have to take our chances. You go
first.” He turned to Schmidt. “Stay close to me. We’re go ing to get into a car
and then drive you away from here.”

“And then what?” he said. “Where are we go ing to go? You prom ised
you’d get me into the West.”

“That’s ex actly what we’re go ing to do.”

“How?”

Ok sana went to the doors. “Leave that to me,” she said.

She waited for Mack in tosh and Schmidt to join her and opened the
doors. It was snow ing heav ily. That, at least, was in their fa vour. Vis ib il ity
was lim ited, and Mack in tosh wasn’t able to see the guard house that she had
men tioned. He hoped that meant that any guards there wouldn’t be able to
see them either. They des cen ded the steps, tread ing care fully, turned right
and fol lowed Ok sana to her car. She opened the rear door, ushered Schmidt
in side, and then got into the driver’s seat. Mack in tosh made his way around
the car, opened the pas sen ger side door, and got in side next to her.

She star ted the en gine, flicked on the lights and pulled out.

They saw the guard house through the glow of the lights. The gate was
lowered. Ok sana pulled up in front of it and tapped the horn.

“Here we go,” she said.

A guard came out of the hut, huddled over against the cold and the snow
that settled on his hat and shoulders. He made his way to the driver’s side
and in dic ated that Ok sana should lower the win dow. She did as she was



told.

“What’s your name?”

“Ok sana Baran ova. I’ve been to see the gen eral.”

“And your pas sen gers?”

“Ilya Pushkin and Mikhail Bak unin. They work with me.”

“Wait here, please,” he said.

“Is there a prob lem? Your col league signed us in earlier. An hour ago.”

“He’s off shift. Wait here. I won’t be a mo ment.”

Mack in tosh held the Makarov between the edge of the seat and the door,
out of sight but eas ily at hand, should he need it.

“He’s not go ing to get very far if he calls the house,” he said.

The snow was too heavy for them to make out much of what was go ing
on in side the guard house. Ok sana squin ted through it. “Maybe he’s just go- 
ing to check the log.”

“Maybe,” Mack in tosh said. “Be ready to move.”

She nod ded.

Ten seconds passed, and then an other ten. Still the guard did not re ap-
pear. Mack in tosh found his thoughts go ing to Walker.

“It’s a vault, though,” he said. “It was a ser i ous door. How does he think
he’s go ing to get it open?”

Ok sana’s face crumpled into a frown. “Oh shit,” she said.

“What?”

She was about to an swer when they heard the sound of a muffled ex plo- 
sion. The ground be neath the car shook and the glass in the win dow of the
guard house rattled against the frames. Ok sana didn’t wait. She took her foot
off the brake and stomped down on the gas, send ing the car lurch ing ahead.
It crashed through the gate, the bar break ing off its mount and slid ing off
the bon net be fore thump ing into the snow.



“What the fuck was that?” Mack in tosh shouted over the sound of the
en gine.

“I don’t be lieve it,” Ok sana said, un able to take the grin from her face.

“What?”

“The or der that you told Jimmy to make with Som mer?”

“Yes,” Mack in tosh said. “The RPGs. Why?”

“Jimmy asked for Sem tex, too.”
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The ex plo sion was deaf en ing. The blast wave rolled down the cor ridor,
the noise amp li fied by the bare walls and punch ing open the door that
Jimmy had left ajar. Dust and small bits of debris blew into the room, and
Jimmy looked away to stop it from get ting into his eyes. The noise of the
blast echoed back and forth, punc tu ated by a crash as some thing heavy
slammed against the con crete.

The vault door.

He waited a mo ment un til his ears had stopped ringing and then stepped
out into the cor ridor. There was a cloud of dust that was dif fi cult to see
through and he could smell the harsh, chem ical tang of the plastique. He
waited for the dust to settle so that he could check the dam age. The door
had been blown clean off its hinges and had col lapsed for ward so that it was
ly ing flat against the floor. Jimmy hur ried over and stepped over the door
and into the vault.

He looked in side. The vault was not large: five paces deep and five
paces wide. The walls had been fit ted with metal shelving on three sides
and each shelf was stacked to ca pa city with gold in gots. They had been
neatly ar ranged in in di vidual cubes and pyr am ids. Jimmy crossed over to
the nearest shelf and ran his fin ger along the low est course of one of the
stacks. He coun ted ten bars along it, and an other four courses ar ranged on
top. Ten by five: fifty bars in just that one stack. The bars were identical: ten
cen ti metres long and four cen ti metres wide. He picked one up; it was



heavy. The bar was marked with the Reich sadler, the her aldic eagle atop a
swastika that had come to sym bol ise the Nazi Party dur ing the Third Reich.
Be neath that was en graved the le gend DEUTSCHE REICHS BANK and,
be low that, 1 KILO FEIN GOLD and then a serial num ber.

Jimmy knew how much a gold in got of this size would be worth. It
would be £30,000 easy, maybe even £40,000 de pend ing on the mar ket.

He stepped back and checked the rest of the vault. The centre of the
space was in some dis ar ray. A pal let had been left there and stacks of bank- 
notes had been ar ranged atop it. The ex plo sion had scattered the notes.
Some of the stacks were still par tially stand ing, but most of them had been
blown apart. Jimmy picked up a hand ful of notes from the floor:
Deutschmarks, francs, roubles, dol lars, ster ling. High de nom in a tions.

On the other side of the room, in the corner between the shelving and
the door, was an open cab inet. Jimmy pulled the door all the way back and
looked in side. He saw a neatly ar ranged col lec tion of files. They had been
al pha bet ised and, on a whim, he drew his fin ger down the ordered rows un- 
til he found the one that was la belled with the let ter M. He flicked through it
un til he found a file with a tab at the top that read MACK IN TOSH. He took
the file, opened it and flipped through the pages: there were writ ten re ports
in Ger man that he couldn’t read and a sheaf of pho to graphs. He thumbed
through them: Mack in tosh out side the con su late, at a res taur ant, in a park.
A series showed him with a man Jimmy had not seen be fore.

He put the can vas bag on the floor, spread it open, and then ar ranged
gold in gots in a single course in side it. The bars were heavy, and Jimmy
was lim ited by what the bag could stand and he could com fort ably carry
rather than how many he could fit into the bag. He hef ted the bag and de- 
cided that he couldn’t take any more. In stead, he ad ded a layer of bank- 
notes, each wad se cured with a pa per col lar. Jimmy put Mack in tosh’s file at
the top of the bag, zipped it up, and heaved it onto his shoulder. The bars
clinked un til they settled. It was heavy; Jimmy knew that he would have to
find trans port sooner rather than later.

There was a Luger in the cab inet; Jimmy wondered whether it might be
Som mer’s weapon from his SS days. He took it and backed out of the vault,



giv ing it one last long ing look even as he knew he was re mov ing as much
as was pos sible. He chuckled at what Smiler would have said if he had seen
him here; the thought of Smiler quickly led to home, and to Isa bel and
Sean, and he chided him self for even the shortest delay. He had to move.

With the pis tol clasped in his right hand and the bag over his shoulder,
Jimmy went to the el ev ator. He turned the key in the lock, stepped into the
car, and pressed the but ton for the ground floor. The doors opened and, gun
ready, he stepped out side.

The lobby was empty.

He turned left, away from the front door. Geipel had ad ded the rear exit
to the plan that he had drawn for Mack in tosh, and Jimmy headed for that
rather than the front door. He fol lowed a cor ridor into the guts of the build- 
ing, passing through a din ing room and then the kit chen. The door was at
the other side of the kit chen and was locked when Jimmy tried it. He tried
the keys, found none of them worked, stepped back, raised the pis tol and
fired. It took two shots to blast out the lock; Jimmy kicked it, hard, and the
re mains of the mech an ism snapped off.

The door opened to an al ley way where the bins were lined up. Snow
was fall ing, heavy flakes that had already drif ted against the door. Jimmy
stepped out, his boots slid ing through the soft crust all the way to his knees,
and struck out. He needed to find a car. He had to get as far away from here
as he could.
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Oksana drove them through the city, the red flag of the USSR that was
at tached to the hood flap ping in the wind. Mack in tosh was on edge, ex pect- 
ing to see flash ing lights be hind them, the Volk spol izei giv ing pur suit. But
noth ing happened. No one fol lowed them. The roads were quiet thanks to
the weather, with the main roads kept pass able by snowploughs that
chugged back and forth and lor ries that sprayed out grit and salt. Ok sana
drove stead ily, not too fast, dic tated to by the con di tions. She stared ahead,
eyes squint ing against the glow of the lights re flect ing back from the cur tain
of snow. Mack in tosh held the Makarov in his lap, run ning his fin gers across
the bar rel, won der ing whether there would be a need to use it and know ing
that, if the need arose, it would prob ably make little dif fer ence.

They crossed the Spree and then the Spreekanal, cut west on Leipzi ger
Straße and then south on Friedrich straße. Check point Charlie loomed up
ahead. Mack in tosh could see the struts of the watchtower along side it, and
saw the fin ger of a search light as it jerked through the cur tain of snow and
settled on them; both he and Ok sana raised their hands to shield their eyes.
She rolled up to the first bar rier and waited for the guard to ap proach the
win dow. The man was car ry ing a flash light, and shone it into the cabin as
he in dic ated that Ok sana should wind down the win dow. She did as she was
told, wafts of cold air blow ing the snow in side.

“Pa pers,” the sol dier said.

Ok sana handed the man her dip lo matic pass port and waited for him to



check it.

“Who is trav el ling with you?” he said.

“Two col leagues.”

“Their pa pers, please.”

“Never mind them,” she said.

“Pa pers—now.”

“Did you see who I am, sol dier?” she snapped. “I’m on of fi cial busi ness
and I do not have to ex plain my self to you. Re mem ber your place and open
the gate.”

The man stared down at her, his eyes hard and cold, and then turned
away. He took a walkie-talkie from his belt and spoke into it. Mack in tosh
held the Makarov down low, out of sight. It would do them no good, he re- 
minded him self. He might be able to use it to get rid of this man, but he
knew that the other guards wouldn’t al low them to get much farther. There
would be snipers in the watchtower and sol diers with auto matic weapons in
the guard house.

“They won’t let us through,” Schmidt said.

“Be quiet,” Mack in tosh hissed.

He heard the squelch of static as the guard fin ished his con ver sa tion,
clipped the walkie-talkie back onto his belt and made his way back to them.

He held out Ok sana’s pass port. “Drive through, please.”

Ok sana took her pass port, wound up the win dow and drove through the
opened bar rier. She turned to the right, passed through the nar row gap in the
first wall, and ap proached the second bar rier. The guard house was on the
right and a line of parked cars was on their left. They were halfway to the
next bar rier when two sol diers came out of the far side of the guard house
and blocked their way. The men were car ry ing AK-47s; they pressed the
stocks into their shoulders and aimed at the car.

“Shit,” Mack in tosh said.

He looked be hind them. Four sol diers, in clud ing the one who had



spoken to them at the gate, were ap proach ing from the rear. They, too, were
all armed. The man had let them carry on through so that they could block
them in this sec ond ary area. The Amer ican sec tor was fifty feet away, but it
might as well have been fifty miles. There was noth ing that they could do.

Mack in tosh looked at Ok sana. She was bit ing her lip, look ing between
the men in front of the car and, in the mir ror, at the men who were ap- 
proach ing them from be hind. Mack in tosh turned and saw that Schmidt was
pet ri fied; his head was down, his hands clasped to his temples. Mack in tosh
thought of the pis tols that they had taken from Som mer’s build ing. He
squeezed the Makarov. He might be able to take out one or two of the sol- 
diers, but the oth ers would turn the car into Swiss cheese be fore they could
get over to the West.

An other sol dier emerged from the guard house. This one was clearly
more senior than the oth ers, his rank de noted by the flashes on his
shoulders. He was car ry ing a clip board and a flash light. He came to the car
and in dic ated that Ok sana should wind down the win dow again.

“What’s the mean ing of this?” she said an grily.

“Who is trav el ling with you, Miss?” he said.

“That’s none of your busi ness. I’m on dip lo matic busi ness.”

“I don’t care,” the man said. “Who are they?”

“And I told you—that’s none of your busi ness.”

“Then I’m go ing to have to ask you all to get out of the car.”

“No,” Ok sana said. “You’re go ing to let us pass over the bor der.”

The man took an other step for ward and then bel lowed into the car. “Get
out of the car now or I’ll or der my men to shoot.”

Ok sana turned to Mack in tosh. “Wait here,” she said. “Don’t open the
doors to any one other than me. They’re just look ing for a reason to shoot
us.”

“What are you go ing to do?”

“Make a phone call.”



She got out of the car and closed the door be hind her. Mack in tosh
reached across the cabin and pressed down on the lock. The door was se- 
cured with a sat is fy ing thunk.

The win dows were closed, but Mack in tosh could hear the sound of Ok- 
sana’s voice as she up braided the sol dier with the clip board. She punc tu ated
her tirade with sharp little stabs of her fin ger into the chest of the man. He
turned away and led Ok sana into the guard house. There was a wide win dow
next to the door where the sol diers could look out onto the vehicles that
passed through the check point. The snow was still fall ing heav ily, but
Mack in tosh was able to see the sol dier lead Ok sana into the room. He
handed her a tele phone. She pressed the re ceiver to her ear and began a con- 
ver sa tion.

“What’s hap pen ing?” Schmidt asked, his voice quaver ing.

“Everything will be fine,” Mack in tosh said, try ing to find a re as sur ing
tone des pite the fact that he was very far from re as sured him self.

Ok sana handed the re ceiver to the sol dier and stood, her arms fol ded,
while he spoke to who ever was on the other end of the line. The man
handed the re ceiver back to her; she said some thing else into it, then re- 
placed it on the cradle. She spoke to the sol dier again, adding yet more
angry stabs of her fin ger, and then strode to the door and came out side.

“Here she comes,” Mack in tosh said.

Ok sana reached the car. Mack in tosh reached over to open the door and
she got in side.

“What was all that about?”

“They’re go ing to let us through,” she said.

“Who did you call?” Mack in tosh said.

“Someone with au thor ity who’s very in ter ested that we’re able to bring
Herr Schmidt over the bor der.”

Ok sana put her hands on the wheel and waited for the armed guards to
part. She put the car into drive and slowly passed between them. Mack in- 
tosh looked out of the win dow into their faces as they went by; their hats



were brimmed with snow, their faces flushed with the cold, and they stared
back with un masked hos til ity.

The fi nal stretch of the check point was a sla lom cre ated by two lines of
tank traps. Ok sana drove the car around the first bar rier, turned right to
bring them around the edge of the second and then ac cel er ated slowly away
to ward the Amer ican side of the bor der.

Mack in tosh looked back at East Ber lin. It looked dim mer and darker
than its twin, as if shamed by its poverty. The com par ison between the des- 
ti tu tion of those who lived there and the ease and lux ury of those who lived
on the other side of the Wall was stark. It felt as if a heavy weight had been
re moved from Mack in tosh’s shoulders, and, for the first time in days, he al- 
lowed him self to ex hale and re lax.

He looked back to the front and watched through the wind shield as two
Amer ican MPs, both armed with auto matic rifles, beckoned them for ward.

They were nearly home.



PART VII
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Red Square looked beau ti ful in the snow. The lim ousine drove through
the Borovit skaya Gate, boun cing over the cobble stones and passing the yel- 
low and gold Grand Krem lin Palace. The driver skir ted around the Cathed- 
ral of the Archangel and took them through the arch into the court yard at- 
tached to the Sen ate build ing. Ok sana looked up at the build ings ranged
around her and tried to ima gine the scale of the battle that was ra ging within
them. The old guard had been as sailed by the re formers, and those men who
stood to lose everything were not let ting go without a fight. Ok sana had
found her self pulled into that battle, and it was still too early to say whether
she had chosen the right side.

She made her way into the Sen ate and fol lowed the cor ridor to the re- 
cep tion hall. An aide ap peared and ges tured that she should fol low him into
a sep ar ate of fice. She did as she was told. The room was as im press ive as
the rest of the Sen ate, with grand pieces of fur niture, a roar ing fire in a
majestic grate and cur tains made of lux uri ous fab rics. Ok sana thought of
the lot of or din ary Mus cov ites, hungry and cold, and found the op u lence
here as naus eat ing as she al ways had. The Krem lin, and the auto crats who
had their snouts in the trough, could not have been farther re moved from
the men and wo men that they pur por ted to serve. It was the flicker of hope
rep res en ted by Gorbachev that drove them on.

The aide in dic ated that Ok sana should sit, closed the grand doors be hind
her and ex ited through a door that she had not seen.



She waited for ten minutes, won der ing if she had been for got ten, be fore
the door opened again and Anatoly Max i my chev came in side.

Ok sana stood. Max i my chev made his way over to her, shook her hand,
and ges tured that she should sit.

“How are you, Ma jor?”

“I am well, sir,” she replied.

“Well done. We have been im pressed with your work—very im- 
pressed.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Can you con firm that ZERKALO has ar rived in Lon don?”

“We be lieve so. Mack in tosh flew out of Tem pel hof three days ago. Our
sources con firm that ZERKALO was with him.”

“I am re lieved.”

“It should have been easier. The Brit ish traitor very nearly put a stop to
it.”

“True,” Max i my chev said. “It would have delayed us, but we would
have ad ap ted. The Min is ter’s ap pet ite has not been sated. He is still as so ci- 
at ing with the same people. The same clubs. You would think that a man in
his po s i tion would be more dis creet, but it ap pears that he can not con trol his
urges. If not ZERKALO, then someone else. His tastes in young men have
al ways been pre dict able.”

Max i my chev was an ad viser to the So viet am bas sador in Ber lin, al- 
though his true in flu ence within the gov ern ment was more ex tens ive than
that. Pres id ent Gorbachev re garded him as one of his closest polit ical al lies,
and his repu ta tion as a sound ing board and fixer was well known within the
walls of the Krem lin. Ok sana did not know whether it was Max i my chev
who had pro posed the plan to dis credit the Min is ter or whether he had
simply ap proved it. It did not mat ter: he had given it to Ok sana to ad min is- 
ter, and she had done everything that he had asked. Schmidt—or
ZERKALO, his cryptonym—had been in tro duced to the old per vert and
that had been that. The boy’s real name was Soko lov. He was a re cent



gradu ate from State School 4 in Kazan, an in sti tu tion that taught both male
and fe male agents how to se duce the tar gets that they were ranged against.
She had seen how the West ern news pa pers re por ted it: sex pi on age. Soko lov
had been trained with a spe cific aim in mind: he was to se duce the man re- 
spons ible for the op er a tion of the East Ger man secret po lice.

Max i my chev went to a sal ver that had been left on a side table and
poured two glasses of tea. He brought them both over, gave one to Ok sana,
and sat down next to her.

“I have read your re port,” he said. “It is ex cel lent, as usual. But I have a
few ques tions. Do you have time?”

“Of course.”

“You have per sonal ex per i ence of the Brit ish. What do you think they
will do?”

“They will de brief ZERKALO very care fully,” she said. “His le gend is
se cure and he tells it well—they will con firm it. I ima gine that they will
con fer with their friends in Langley and Paris and then they will ar range for
him to go pub lic. A tele vi sion in ter view. News pa pers. Even tu ally a book,
no doubt. They will want his story to be broad cast as far and wide as pos- 
sible.”

“When do you think they will have him speak?”

“I don’t think it will be long.”

“Good. The Min is ter will not al low the Wall to fall. He must be re- 
moved. He is an im ped i ment to the pres id ent’s agenda. Glas nost is too im- 
port ant—it must suc ceed.” He sipped his tea and looked back at her. “What
of Mack in tosh?”

“I sus pect that he will be re war ded.”

“They really do not know of his”—he paused—“eth ical flex ib il ity?”

“It would ap pear not.”

“And the man he used?”

“Walker? He was ex filtrated through Black Route Two. He landed in



Den mark. After that, we don’t know.”

“Very good, Ok sana. As I say—the pres id ent is pleased with how you
con duc ted this op er a tion. He wanted to tell you that him self.”

“Please thank him for me,” she said. “And please apo lo gise that I had to
call him.”

“The bor der?” Max i my chev laughed.

“The guard was stub born. I be lieve he would have shot us.”

“No doubt. I would have given a lot to see his face when he real ised to
whom he was talk ing.”

She smiled at the memory. “It would be fair to say that he was more ac- 
com mod at ing af ter wards.”

Max i my chev fin ished his tea and stood. Ok sana stood, too, and took the
old man’s hand again. “The pres id ent would like you to go back to Ber lin.
We have an other man—Schabow ski—who has a po s i tion of in flu ence with-
in the Polit buro. You are to as sist him. The Wall must fall, Ok sana. The
pres id ent is adam ant. It is the first dom ino. The oth ers will fol low.”

Ok sana thanked Max i my chev, sa luted, and turned. Her heels clicked on
the tiled floor as she made her way out of the of fice and into the vaul ted
cham ber bey ond.
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Mack in tosh took off his jacket and gave it to the waiter. He made his
way into the private room where he had met Vivian Bloom be fore. A fire
blazed in the hearth. Mack in tosh had chosen a light cot ton suit today in- 
stead of the tweed that had threatened to over whelm him be fore. He felt
bet ter than be fore, and not just be cause he was bet ter pre pared for the heat.
He had been hanging on then, powered by grief and fury and his de sire for
re venge. He was still griev ing Élodie, but he had taken his meas ure of re- 
venge. Som mer was dead and Schmidt’s story was a bomb that Brit ish in tel- 
li gence was just wait ing to drop on the DDR.

Bloom was in the same seat as be fore.

“Sit down, Mack in tosh,” he said. “Drink?”

“Thank you, sir.”

Bloom poured out two glasses of sherry and passed one to Mack in tosh.
“Cheers.”

They touched glasses.

“Not a bad way to start the year,” Bloom said. “Well done.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I’ve read your re port. You did well. The only thing I’m not con vinced
about was in volving your self. That was an un ne ces sary risk.”

“I dis agree, sir. I’m not sure that Walker would have been able to ac- 



com plish it on his own.”

Bloom stared at him. “Come on, Harry. Don’t pre tend that was the reas-
on. I know about you and the French girl. You wanted to be there to sort
Som mer out your self.”

Mack in tosh swal lowed, wrong-footed. “I…”

“I shouldn’t have to re mind you that frat ern ising with agents from rival
in tel li gence agen cies is not a very good idea. I’ll turn a blind eye to it this
time given that it would be churl ish to let it spoil an ex cel lent res ult, but
don’t do it again.”

“Yes, sir,” Mack in tosh said.

He waited for Bloom to say some thing else—to say that he knew about
the money that the French had been pay ing him, that he knew about the
Swiss ac count—but he didn’t. He emp tied his glass and poured an other.

“Everything is neat and tidy apart from Walker. Do you know where he
is?”

“No, sir.”

“Really? No idea?”

“None.”

“And do you really think he robbed Som mer’s vault?”

“I’m ab so lutely sure of it, sir.”

“You think he’s still alive?”

“It’s im possible to say. We barely got out, as you know. He has no con- 
tacts in the East. He doesn’t speak the lan guage. I don’t know what he
would have been think ing.”

Bloom shook his head. “The brass balls on him.”

“He’s more re source ful than I was led to be lieve.”

“He is, in deed.” Bloom topped up Mack in tosh’s glass.

“What about Schmidt, sir?” Mack in tosh asked.



“He’s been de briefed. He’s very com pel ling.”

“And the pho to graphs?”

“Ana lysed and con firmed. They’re quite real.”

Schmidt had given them the loc a tion of the pho to graphs as soon as he
ar rived in Lon don. He had hid den them in a lock-box that he had bur ied in
the rubble of a shelled build ing near to the Wall. Mack in tosh had sent an as- 
set to pick them up. They had been copied and faxed to HQ from a se cure
line and then the ori gin als had been brought out in a dip lo matic bag.

“What will hap pen with them?” Mack in tosh asked.

“We’ve given them to Der Spiegel,” he said. “They’ll be pub lished next
month.”

“What do you think will hap pen?”

“The Min is ter will have to resign. He’ll have no choice.”

“And then?”

“And then, who knows. Gorbachev is push ing his agenda as hard as he
dares. Protests are spread ing. There only needs to be a spark. And if that
hap pens, all bets are off. We could be look ing at a new world.”

“New worlds have new prob lems, sir.”

“I was think ing about that. You’ll need a re place ment for Walker.
There’s a chap just been ar res ted for murder—”

“No,” said Mack in tosh.

“It worked out last time.”

Mack in tosh looked at Bloom and saw that he was strug gling to keep a
straight face.

“I’m jok ing. You’ve earned some cap ital, Harry. A lot of cap ital.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“And you need some thing to do. You can’t go back to Ber lin. The Stasi
know what you did. They won’t look kindly on it.”



“That had crossed my mind.”

“It would be fair to say that your suc cess has changed some minds in
White hall. Your pro posal has been given an other look. I don’t want to speak
out of turn, but I think it might be some thing that we are pre pared to con- 
sider. There’s go ing to be a ra tion al isa tion of MI5 and MI6. We’re look ing
to build some thing new—a col lec tion of all the tal ents—and we will need a
unit to op er ate as the tip of the spear. The work would be deni able. Off
book. I doubt I need to say any thing more about that.”

“Mil it ary? It won’t work with am a teurs. We were lucky with Walker.”

“I agree. It would be mil it ary—SAS, SBS, SRR, UKSF. How many
agents did you ask for?”

“For Ber lin? Five.”

“But this wouldn’t be lim ited to Ger many. We were think ing of twelve.
New mem bers ro tated in when there’s a va cancy. What do you say?”

“I’d say that I would be very in ter ested.”

“Good. Here are your first two men.”

Bloom took two files from the table next to him and handed them to
Mack in tosh. He flicked through them: each file bore the name of its sub ject
on the cover. FISHER and CAMERON.

“Do you ap prove?”

“I do, sir. Ex cel lent choices.”

“Ex cel lent.” Bloom smiled. “We’re just sketch ing this out, but we think
there’ll be fif teen groups within the new or gan isa tion. Yours would be the
fif teenth.”

“Group Fif teen.”

“Quite so. And you would be run ning it.”

Bloom got to his feet and ex ten ded a hand. Mack in tosh took it.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Con grat u la tions, Con trol. I think this is go ing to go very well.”
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Mack in tosh came out of the club in high spir its. He made his way
down the steps to the street and paused there, breath ing deeply. It was a
bright day—pleas ant and fresh—and he de cided that he would walk to the
va cant build ing that Bloom had sug ges ted would make an ex cel lent HQ for
the new group. It was two miles to Vaux hall and the ex er cise would do him
good. He star ted to walk.

He saw the man cross the street without really pay ing at ten tion to him.

The man stepped out in front of him, block ing his path.

It was Walker.

“Morn ing,” he said.

Mack in tosh came to a sud den stop, stock still. His mouth fell open.

“Walker?”

“Sur prised to see me?”

“I am. Very sur prised. How did you get out?”

“The Rus si ans have been very help ful.”

“The Rus si ans?”

“Ok sana, really. She gave me an other way out.”

“And how did you find me now?”



“The Rus si ans, again. I called the em bassy. They found you and told me
where you were.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

Walker smiled. It wasn’t ne ces sar ily friendly; there was a glint in his
eye that gave Mack in tosh cause for con cern. “I’m pleased I found you,” he
said. “There’s some thing we need to dis cuss.”

“Yes,” Mack in tosh said. “We do.”

Mack in tosh star ted off and Walker settled in along side him.

“You wanted me to get Schmidt,” Walker said. “I did that. And you
wanted Som mer dead. That’s done, too. I went back into the cell after you
left. I saw what you did.”

“You did everything I asked you to do, James. And, yes, be fore you ask,
I know what I said I’d do for you. The charges against you will be dropped.
I’ll call Scot land Yard this af ter noon. You don’t need to worry about that—
it’s done. You have my word.”

“That’s good of you,” Walker said. “And I don’t want to sound un grate- 
ful, but I do worry. Your word doesn’t give me a huge amount of con fid- 
ence. You kept in form a tion from me in Ber lin. You made me make a de- 
cision without know ing all the facts.”

“Would you have said no if you’d known?”

“Prob ably not, but that’s be side the point. You weren’t truth ful. You’re
not trust worthy.”

Mack in tosh felt a flicker of an ger; he sus pec ted he was about to be
threatened. “So what are we go ing to do?”

“I just want you to do what you prom ised to do. That’s it. And I don’t
want you ever to bother me or my fam ily again. You, the in tel li gence ser- 
vices, the po lice—I just want to live a nor mal life, no in ter fer ence, no fear
that you’ve got some thing that you can hold over me.”

“So stop rob bing banks and you’ll have noth ing to worry about.”

Walker smiled, but it was thin and without hu mour. “Here’s the thing,”



he said. He reached into his jacket and took out an en vel ope. “I broke into
Som mer’s vault. I found this.”

He held out the en vel ope and Mack in tosh took it. He slid his fin ger into
the seal and opened it, tak ing out sev eral pieces of pa per that had been
stapled in the top right corner. Mack in tosh turned the pages. He felt sick,
and he felt worse with every fresh line that he read.

“You can have that,” Walker said. “I have the ori ginal—you won’t be
able to find it. It’s my in sur ance. If any thing hap pens to me, it gets sent to
the pa pers.”

Mack in tosh hardly heard him. He stared at the page, un able to credit
what he was see ing. The Stasi had had him un der sur veil lance for months.
There were pho to graphs of him and Élodie. He had thought that they had
been care ful, but, evid ently, they had not. There was a long-lens pho to graph
of them at Hochoster witz, the two of them em bra cing in front of the castle.
The next page was a copy of the Swiss bank ac count that he had set up.

“The front page is a sum mary,” Walker said. “It’s in Ger man—I trans- 
lated it with a dic tion ary. I think I’ve got the gist of it. Seems that the wo- 
man in those pic tures with you was French. They said she worked for
French in tel li gence.”

“Yes,” Mack in tosh snapped, feel ing the noose tight en ing around his
neck and yet still strug gling to loosen it, to deny what the Stasi had found
out. “The op er a tion to get Schmidt was a joint op er a tion with the DGSE.”

“But they say that you and her were in volved, and that bank state ment
says you were re ceiv ing large de pos its. The Stasi seem to think she was
pay ing you.” He shrugged as they walked. “I’ve no idea how your busi ness
works, but, in my busi ness, Swiss bank ac counts are usu ally used by people
who have some thing they want to hide.”

Mack in tosh tightened his fist, crump ling the pa pers.

“Don’t think I’m passing judge ment,” Walker said. “I don’t care if
you’re get ting paid, who’s pay ing you, how they pay you—I don’t care
about that. Like you say, I’ve made my money rob bing banks. I’d be a hy- 
po crite. Any way—I wanted you to have that. And you’ve got my word that,



as long as you do right by me and my fam ily, that never sees the light of
day.”

Mack in tosh felt his cheeks throb bing with blood, and knew that he had
no choice but to take a deep breath, to bite his tongue, to tamp down his an- 
ger. It was the loss of con trol that stirred his tem per. Secrets were an in ev it- 
able part of the life of an agent, but the ones who las ted—the ones who
didn’t get cash iered, or pos ted to point less out posts, or killed—those agents
made sure that they held the secrets, and were not the ones with secrets that
could be used against them by oth ers. And there was em bar rass ment, too:
that the Stasi had known this about him, and that James Walker—a two-bit,
no-ac count bank rob ber—knew about it, too.

Mack in tosh had been played, twice, and he hated it.

They had reached the bot tom of White hall. Par lia ment Square was in
front of them and, to the left, Big Ben was just chim ing the hour. Traffic
was flow ing in both dir ec tions and they had to wait to cross.

“Do we un der stand one an other?” Walker asked.

“Piss off,” Mack in tosh said.

“I will, but I need to hear you say it.”

Mack in tosh took a deep breath, try ing to put enough air in his lungs that
he might be able to re lieve the tight ness that felt like an iron band around
his breast.

He forced the words out, one by one. “We do.”

Walker had his hand out. Mack in tosh put his bot tom lip between his
teeth and bit down, hard enough to draw blood, then reached out and took
it.

“I’d love to say it was a pleas ure, but—”

“Just fuck off, James.”

Walker grinned at him, let go of his hand, turned to ward West min ster
Bridge and walked away.
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Jimmy flagged down a taxi. He got into the back and told the driver to
take him to Hack ney.

The man looked back at him in the mir ror. “You all right, mate? You
look done in.”

“It’s been a long week,” he said.

*

THAT WAS THE TRUTH.

Jimmy had found a car with of fi cial plates in a park ing lot a short walk
away from the Pfarrhaus. It was a lux ury sedan—a GAZ Chaika—and
Jimmy had de cided that it would be a good choice given that he was
dressed as a senior Stasi of ficer. He knew that his cover was flimsy, and
would be blown as soon as he was asked to open his mouth, and so he de- 
cided to bank on the chance that by look ing im port ant he would re duce the
pos sib il ity of a ju nior man risk ing the op pro brium of in con veni en cing him.

He had driven north out of the city, passing through Schön holz and
Rosenthal and then out bey ond its outer bound ar ies. He main tained a north- 
erly head ing and drove for five hours without stop ping. The land scape was
flat and covered with thick snow. He passed Neurup pin, Witt stock and
Güstrow, aim ing for Rostock and then head ing north w est for the coast.

Kühlungs born was a small fish ing port. Jimmy fol lowed Ok sana’s dir ec- 
tions to a café that looked out over the Baltic Sea. The pro pri etor was a



gruff East Ger man called Bur meister. He had re cog nised Ok sana’s name
and, after a short con ver sa tion, he took Jimmy to a small bed room in the at- 
tic. He told him to stay out of sight while he made the pre par a tions for his
ex filtra tion. Jimmy took off the uni form and re placed it with warm clothes
that Bur meister’s wife brought to him: jeans made from thick denim, a flan- 
nel shirt, a heavy wool jumper. There was a bright yel low oil skin, too, and
heavy wa ter proof boots.

Bur meister drove him to the har bour just be fore mid night and led him to
a skiff that was tied up at the end of a pier. Jimmy lowered him self down
into the boat. Bur meister star ted the en gine and they cast off. Bur meister
warned him that the low levels of salt in the Baltic Sea made it prone to
large waves, and he had been quickly proven right. The skiff was tossed
around as soon as they were bey ond the har bour walls, and Jimmy was con- 
vinced that they would cap size. Bur meister was skilled, though, and his
fears of drown ing were quickly re placed by the cer tainty that they would be
picked up by the patrol boats that Jimmy had seen moored in the har bour.
That fear, too, had been mis placed.

The light ship was sev en teen kilo metres out to sea. Bur meister pulled
along side and se cured a lad der that was thrown down. Jimmy scaled it and
was pulled aboard the big ger boat. His bag was hauled up on a rope; Jimmy
didn’t let it out of his sight. He was given dry clothes and a hot drink as the
cap tain of the light ship ra di oed the local post boat to come and col lect the
stowaway, us ing a code word in case the Stasi was mon it or ing ra dio traffic.
Jimmy hid be low deck for twelve hours un til the post boat ar rived, trans- 
ferred onto it with his bag and hid again as it made the choppy cross ing to
the Dan ish is land of Møn. It was easier from there: a ferry to the main land,
and a train to Copen ha gen.

He had taken a room in a hotel near the air port and slept. When he
awoke, he set to work. He went down to the busi ness centre and made pho- 
to cop ies of the file on Mack in tosh that he had taken from Som mer’s vault.
Next, he made an ap point ment at the branch of Nordea in Taastrup, twenty
minutes west of the cap ital. The bank offered safe de posit boxes, and
Jimmy had ren ted one of their largest for six months. The man ager took him
down to an ante cham ber next to the vault and had left him with the box.



Jimmy trans ferred the in gots, ar ran ging them so that they filled the bot tom
half of the box. He put most of the money on top of that, keep ing three
thou sand pounds to take back home with him. He put Mack in tosh’s Stasi
file in side, too, keep ing the pho to cop ies. He waited as the bank staff
struggled with the weight of the box, re pla cing it in the vault, and then
made his way back out onto the street.

Jimmy knew that he would have to be cre at ive in find ing a way to get
the bul lion out of the coun try, but that was a prob lem for an other day.
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The taxi reached Hack ney and plot ted a route through streets that
Jimmy knew. He looked out of the win dow with a smile on his face. He had
wondered whether he would ever see these houses and shops again. The
driver turned onto Valentine Road and parked next to the house. Jimmy paid
him, adding a gen er ous tip, and got out. It was a cold, fresh day, and Jimmy
stood on the path for a mo ment and breathed it in. It was re fresh ing, noth ing
like the fri gid ity of East Ger many or the bone-freez ing chill of the Baltic.
He climbed the steps to his front door, took a mo ment to com pose him self,
and then rapped his knuckles against it.

The door opened. Isa bel was stand ing there, her mouth open.

“Hello, darling,” Jimmy said. “I’m home.”
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