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Epigraph

And now I will unclasp a secret book, And to your quick-conceiving discontents, Ill read you matter deep and dangerous.



Henry IV



Though it must be said that every species of birds has a manner peculiar to itself, yet there is somewhat in most genera at least that at first sight discriminates them, and enables a judicious observer to pronounce upon them with some certainty.



Gilbert White, 1778
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Introduction

The Ipcress File was my first attempt to write a book. I was a commercial artist, or illustrator as we are now called. I had never been a journalist or reporter of any kind so I was unaware of how long writing a book was likely to take. Knowing the size of the task is a deterrent for many professional writers, which is why they defer their ambitions often until it is too late. Being unaware of whats ahead can be an advantage. It shines a green light for everything from enlisting in the Foreign Legion to getting married.

So I stumbled into writing this book with a happy optimism that ignorance provides. Was it a depiction of myself? Well, who else did I have? After completing two and a half years of military service I had been, for three years, a student at St. Martins School of Art in Charing Cross Road. I am a Londoner. I grew up in Marylebone and once art school started I rented a tiny grubby room around the corner from the  art school. This cut my travelling time back to five minutes. I grew to know Soho very well indeed. I knew it by day and by night. I was on hello, how are you? terms with the ladies, the restaurateurs, the gangsters and the bent coppers. When, after some years as an illustrator, I wrote The Ipcress File much of its description of Soho was the observed life of an art student resident there.

After three years postgraduate study at the Royal College of Art I celebrated by impulsively applying for a job as flight attendant with British Overseas Airways. In those days this provided three or four days stop-over at the end of each short leg. I spent enough time in Hong Kong, Cairo, Nairobi, Beirut and Tokyo to make good and lasting friendships there. When I became an author, these background experiences of foreign people and places proved of lasting benefit.

I dont know why or how I came to writing books. I had always been a dedicated reader; obsessional is perhaps the better word. At school, having proved to be a total dud at any form of sportand most other thingsI read every book in sight. There was no system to my reading, nor even a pattern of selection. I remember reading Platos The Republic with the same keen attention and superficial understanding as I read Chandlers The Big Sleep and H.G. Wells The Outline of History and both volumes of The Letters of Gertrude Bell. I filled notebooks as I encountered ideas and opinions that were new to me, and I vividly remember how excited I was to discover that The Oxford Universal Dictionary incorporated thousands of quotations from the greatest of great writers.

So I wasnt taking myself too seriously when, as a holiday diversion, I took a school exercise book and a fountain pen, and started this story. Knowing no other style I did it as though I was writing a letter to an old, intimate and trusted friend. I immediately fell into the first person style without knowing much about the literary alternatives.

My memory has always been unreliable, as my wife Ysabele regularly points out to me, but I am convinced that this first book was influenced by my time as the art director of an ultra-smart London advertising agency. I spent my days surrounded by highly educated, witty young men who had been at Eton together. We relaxed in leather armchairs in their exclusive Pall Mall clubs. We exchanged barbed compliments and jocular abuse. They were kind to me, and generous, and I enjoyed it immensely. Later, when I created WOOC(P), the intelligence service offices depicted here, I took the social atmosphere of that sleek and shiny agency and inserted it into some ramshackle offices that I once rented in Charlotte Street.

Using the first person narrative enabled me to tell the story in the distorted way that subjective memory provides. The hero does not tell the exact  truth; none of the characters tell the exact truth. I dont mean that they tell the blatant self-serving lies that politicians do, I mean that their memory tilts towards justification and self-regard. What happens in The Ipcress File (and in all my other first-person stories) is found somewhere in the uncertainty of contradiction. In navigation, the triangle where three lines of reference fail to intersect is call a cocked hat. My stories are intended to offer no more precision than that. I want the books to provoke different reactions from different readers (as even history must do to some extent).

Publication of The Ipcress File coincided with the arrival of the first of the James Bond films. My book was given very generous reviews and more than one of my friends was moved to confide that the critics were using me as a blunt instrument to batter Ian Fleming about the head. Even before publication day, I was taken by Godfrey Smith (a senior figure at The Daily Express newspaper) to lunch at the Savoy Grill. We discussed serial rights. The next day I went in my battered old VW Beetle to Pinewood Film Studios and lunch with the unforgettable and in every way astonishing Harry Saltzman. He had co-produced Dr. No, which was getting widespread publicity, and had decided that The Ipcress File and its unnamed hero could provide a counterweight to the Bond series. On the way to Pinewood my car phone brought a request for an interview with Newsweek and there were  similar requests from publications in Paris and New York. It was difficult to believe this was all really happening; illustrators were never treated like this. Never! I was nervously unbelieving, and constantly ready to wake up from this frantic dream. Between meetings and interviews I continued my work as a freelance illustrator. My friends delicately ignored my Jekyll and Hyde life, and so did the clients to whom I delivered my drawings. I didnt feel like a writer, I felt like an impostor. I didnt have those intense literary ambitions that writers are supposed to have while they languish in a cobwebbed garret.

Publication proved that I wasnt the only one surprised by the books success. Despite the serialization and the entire hullabaloo, Hodder and Stoughton resolutely restricted their print order to 4,000 books. These were sold out in a couple of days. Reprinting took weeks and much of the value of the publicity and serialization was lost.

There was one question that remained unanswered. Why did I say that the hero was a northerner from Burnley? I truly have no idea. I had seen the destination Burnley on parcels I had handled while on a Christmas vacation job at Kings Cross sorting office. I suppose that invention marked one tiny reluctance to depict myself exactly as I was.

Perhaps this spy fellow is not me after all.



Len Deighton, 2009
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	Please prepare summary of Dossier
M/1993 /GH 222223 for Parliamentary
Secretary to Minister of Defence.
	
	






They came through on the hot* line at about half past two in the afternoon. The Minister didnt quite understand a couple of points in the summary. Perhaps I could see the Minister.

Perhaps.

The Ministers flat overlooked Trafalgar Square and was furnished like Oliver Messel did it for Oscar Wilde. He sat in the Sheraton, I sat in the Hepplewhite and we peeped at each other through the aspidistra plant.

Just tell me the whole story in your own words, old chap. Smoke?

I was wondering whose words I might otherwise have used as he skimmed the aspidistra with his slim gold cigarette case. I beat him to the draw with a crumpled packet of Gauloises; I didnt know where to begin.

I dont know where to begin, I said. The first document in the dossier

The Minister waved me down. Never mind the dossier, my dear chap, just tell me your personal version. Begin with your first meeting with this fellow he looked down to his small moroccobound notebook, Jay. Tell me about him.

Jay. His code-name is changed to Box Four, I said.

Thats very confusing, said the Minister, and wrote it down in his book.

Its a confusing story, I told him. Im in a very confusing business.

The Minister said, Quite, a couple of times, and I let a quarter inch of ash away towards the blue Kashan rug.

I was in Lederers about 12.55 on a Tuesday morning the first time I saw Jay, I continued.

Lederers? said the Minister. Whats that?

Its going to be very difficult for me if I have to answer questions as I go along, I said. If its all the same to you, Minister, Id prefer you to make a note of the questions, and ask me afterwards.

My dear chap, not another word, I promise.

And throughout the entire explanation he never again interrupted.




*Permanently open line.





Chapter 1


[Aquarius (Jan 20-Feb 19) A difficult day. You will face varied problems. Meet friends and make visits. It may help you to be better organized.]



I dont care what you say, 18,000 pounds (sterling) is a lot of money. The British Government had instructed me to pay it to the man at the corner table who was now using knife and fork to commit ritual murder on a cream pastry.

Jay the Government called this man. He had small piggy eyes, a large moustache and handmade shoes which I knew were size ten. He walked with a slight limp and habitually stroked his eyebrow with his index finger. I knew him as well as I knew anyone, for I had seen film of him in a small, very private cinema in Charlotte Street, every day for a month.

Exactly one month previous I had never heard of Jay. My three weeks termination of engagement leave had sped to a close. I had spent it doing  little or nothing unless you are prepared to consider sorting through my collection of military history books a job fit for a fully grown male. Not many of my friends were so prepared.

I woke up saying to myself todays the day but I didnt feel much like getting out of bed just the same. I could hear the rain even before I drew the curtains back. December in Londonthe sootcovered tree outside was whipping itself into a frenzy. I closed the curtains quickly, danced across the icy-cold lino, scooped up the mornings post and sat down heavily to wait while the kettle boiled. I struggled into the dark worsted and my only establishment tiethats the red and blue silk with the square designbut had to wait forty minutes for a cab. They hate to come south of the Thames you see.

It always had made me feel a little self-conscious saying, War Office to cab drivers; at one time I had asked for the pub in Whitehall, or said Ill tell you when to stop, just to avoid having to say it. When I got out the cab had brought me to the Whitehall Place door and I had to walk round the block to the Horseguards Avenue entrance. A Champ vehicle was parked there, a red-necked driver was saying Clout it one to an oily corporal in dungarees. The same old army, I thought. The long lavatory-like passages were dark and dirty, and small white cards with precise military writing labelled each green-painted door: GS 3, Major this, Colonel that, Gentlemen, and odd  anonymous tea rooms from which bubbly old ladies in spectacles appeared when not practising alchemy within. Room 134 was just like any other; the standard four green filing cabinets, two green metal cupboards, two desks fixed together face to face by the window, a half full one pound bag of Tate and Lyle sugar on the window-sill.

Ross, the man I had come to see, looked up from the writing that had held his undivided attention since three seconds after I had entered the room. Ross said, Well now, and coughed nervously. Ross and I had come to an arrangement of some years standingwe had decided to hate each other. Being English, this vitriolic relationship manifested itself in oriental politeness.

Take a seat. Well now, smoke? I had told him No thanks for two years at least twice a week. The cheap inlay cigarette box (from Singapores change alley market) with the butterflies of wood grain, was wafted across my face.

Ross was a regular officer; that is to say he didnt drink gin after 7.30 P.M. or hit ladies without first removing his hat. He had a long thin nose, a moustache like flock wallpaper, sparse, carefully combed hair, and the complexion of a Hovis loaf.

The black phone rang. Yes? Oh, its you, darling, Ross pronouncing each word with exactly the same amount of toneless indifference. To be frank, I was going to.

For nearly three years I had worked in Military Intelligence. If you listened to certain people you  learned that Ross was Military Intelligence. He was a quiet intellect happy to work within the strict departmental limitations imposed upon him. Ross didnt mind; hitting platform five at Waterloo with rose-bud in the buttonhole and umbrella at the high port was Rosss beginning to a day of rubber stamp and carbon paper action. At last I was to be freed. Out of the Army, out of Military Intelligence, away from Ross: working as a civilian with civilians in one of the smallest and most important of the Intelligence UnitsWOOC(P).

Well Ill phone you if I have to stay Thursday night.

I heard the voice at the other end say, Are you all right for socks?

Three typed sheets of carbon copies so bad I couldnt read them (let alone read them upside down) were kept steady and to hand by the office tea money. Ross finished his call and began to talk to me, and I twitched facial muscles to look like a man paying attention.

He located his black briar pipe after heaping the contents of his rough tweed jacket upon his desk top. He found his tobacco in one of the cupboards. Well now, he said. He struck the match I gave him upon his leather elbow patch.

So youll be with the provisional people. He said it with quiet distaste; the Army didnt like anything provisional, let alone people, and they certainly didnt like the WOOC(P), and I suppose they didnt much like me. Ross obviously thought  my posting a very fine tentative solution until I could be got out of his life altogether. I wont tell you all Ross said because most of it was pretty dreary and some of it is still secret and buried somewhere in one of those precisely but innocuously labelled files of his. A lot of the time he was having ignition trouble with his pipe and that meant he was going to start the story all through again.

Most of the people at the War House, especially those on the intelligence fringes as I was, had heard of the WOOC(P) and a man called Dalby. His responsibility was direct to the Cabinet. Envied, criticized and opposed by other intelligence units Dalby was almost as powerful as anyone gets in this business. People posted to him ceased to be in the Army for all practical purposes and they were removed from almost all War Office records. In the few rare cases of men going back to normal duty from WOOC(P) they were enlisted all over afresh and given a new serial number from the batch that is reserved for Civil Servants seconded to military duties. Pay was made by an entirely different scale, and I wondered just how long I would have to make the remnants of this months pay last before the new scale began.

After a search for his small metal-rimmed army spectacles, Ross went through the discharge rigmarole with loving attention to detail. We began by destroying the secret compensation contract that Ross and I had signed in this very room almost  three years ago and ended by his checking that I had no mess charges unpaid. It had been a pleasure to work with me, Provisional was clever to get me, he was sorry to lose me and Mr Dalby was lucky to have me and would I leave this package in Room 225 on the way outthe messenger seemed to have missed him this morning.

Dalbys place is in one of those sleazy long streets in the district that would be Soho, if Soho had the strength to cross Oxford Street. There is a new likely-looking office conversion wherein the unwinking blue neon glows even at summer midday, but this isnt Dalbys place. Dalbys department is next door. His is dirtier than average with a genteel profusion of well-worn brass work, telling of the existence of The Ex-Officers Employment Bureau. Est 1917; Acme Films Cutting Rooms; B. Isaacs. TailorTheatricals a Speciality; Dalby Inquiry Bureaustaffed by ex-Scotland Yard detectives. A piece of headed note-paper bore the same banner and the birod message, Inquiries third floor, please ring. Each morning at 9.30 I rang, and avoiding the larger cracks in the lino, began the ascent. Each floor had its own characterageing paint varying from dark brown to dark green. The third floor was dark white. I passed the scaly old dragon that guarded the entrance to Dalbys cavern.

Ill always associate Charlotte Street with the music of the colliery brass bands that I remember  from my childhood. The duty drivers and cipher clerks had a little fraternity that sat around in the dispatch office on the second floor. They had a very loud gramophone and they were all brass band fanatics; thats a pretty esoteric failing in London. Up through the warped and broken floorboards came the gleaming polished music. Fairey Aviation had won the Open Championship again that year and the sound of the test piece reached through to every room in the building. It made Dalby feel he was overlooking Horse Guards Parade; it made me feel I was back in Burnley.

I said Hello, Alice, and she nodded and busied herself with a Nescafé tin and a ruinous cup of warm water. I went through to the back office, saw Chicohed got a step beyond Alice, his Nescafé was almost dissolved. Chico always looked glad to see me. It made my day; it was his training, I suppose. Hed been to one of those very good schools where you meet kids with influential uncles. I imagine thats how he got into the Horse Guards and now into WOOC(P) too, it must have been like being at school again. His profusion of long lank yellow hair hung heavily across his head like a Shrove Tuesday mishap. He stood 5ft 11in in his Argyll socks, and had an irritating physical stance, in which his thumbs rested high behind his red braces while he rocked on his hand-lasted Oxfords. He had the advantage of both a good brain and a family rich enough to save him using it.

I walked right through the Dalby Inquiry Bureau and down the back stairs. For this whole house belonged to WOOC(P) even though each business on each floor had its own front for our convenience. By 9.40 A.M. each morning I was in the small ramshackle projection room of Acme Films.

The sickly sweet smell of film cement and warm celluloid was so strong that I think they must have sprayed it around. I threw my English B-picture raincoat across a pile of film tins, clean side up, and sank into one of the tip-up cinema seats. As always it was seat twenty-two, the one with the loose bolt, and always by that time I didnt feel much like moving.

The Rheostat made that horrible squeaking noise. The room lights dimmed tiredly and the little projector clattered into action. A screaming white rectangle flung animated abstract shapes of scratch marks at my eyes, then darkened to a business-like grey flannel suit colour.

In crude stick-on letters the film title said JAY. LEEDS. WARREN THREE. (Warren Three was the authority upon which it was filmed.) The picture began. Jay was walking along a crowded pavement. His moustache was gigantic, but cultivated with a care that he gave to everything he did. He limped, but it certainly didnt impair his progress through the crowd. The camera wobbled and then tracked swiftly away. The van in which the movie camera had been hidden had been forced to move faster than Jay by the speed of the traffic. The  screen flashed white and the next short, titled length began. Some of the films showed Jay with a companion, code-named HOUSEMARTIN. He was a six feet tall handsome man in a good-quality camel-hair overcoat. His hair was waved, shiny and a little too perfectly grey at the temples. He wore a handful of gold rings, a gold watch strap and a smile full of jacket crowns. It was an indigestible smilehe was never able to swallow it.

Chico operated the projector with tongue-jutting determination. Once in a while he would slip into the programme one of those crisp Charing Cross Road movies that feature girls in the skin. It was Dalbys idea to keep his students awake during these viewings.

Know your enemies, was Dalbys theory. He felt if all his staff knew the low-life of the espionage business visually they would stand a better chance of predicting their thought. Because he had a picture of Rommel over his bed Montgomery won Alamein. I dont necessarily believe thisbut this was what Dalby kept saying. (Personally I ascribe a lot of value to those extra 600 tanks.)

Dalby was an elegant languid public school Englishman of a type that can usually reconcile his duty with comfort and luxury. He was a little taller than I am: probably 6ft 1in or 6ft 2in. He had long fine hair, and every now and then would grow a little wispy blond moustache. At present he didnt have it. He had a clear complexion that sunburnt easily and very small puncture-type scar  tissue high on the left cheek to prove he had been to a German University in 38. It had been a useful experience, and in 1941 enabled him to gain a DSO and bar. A rare event in any Intelligence group but especially in the one he was with. No citations of course.

He was unpublic school enough to wear a small signet ring on his right hand, and whenever he pulled at his face, which was often, he dragged the edge of the ring against the skin. This produced a little red weal due to excessive acidity in the skin. It was fascinating.

He peeped at me over the toes of his suède shoes which rested in the centre of a deskful of important papers, arranged in precise heaps. Spartan furniture (Ministry of Works, contemporary) punctured the cheap lino and a smell of tobacco ash was in the air.

You are loving it here of course? Dalby asked.

I have a clean mind and a pure heart. I get eight hours sleep every night. I am a loyal, diligent employee and will attempt every day to be worthy of the trust my paternal employer puts in me.

Ill make the jokes, said Dalby.

Go ahead, I said. I can use a laughmy eyes have been operating twenty-four frames per second for the last month.

Dalby tightened a shoe-lace. Think you can handle a tricky little special assignment?

If it doesnt demand a classical education I might be able to grope around it.

Dalby said, Surprise me, do it without complaint or sarcasm.

It wouldnt be the same, I said.

Dalby swung his feet to the floor and became deliberate and serious. Ive been across to the Senior Intelligence Conference this morning. Home Office are worried sick about these disappearances of their top biochemists. Committees, subcommitteesyou should have seen them over there, talk about Mothers Day at the Turkish Bath.

Has there been another then? I asked.

This morning, said Dalby, one left home at 7.45 A.M., never reached the lab.

Defection? I asked.

Dalby pulled a face and spoke to Alice over the desk intercom, Alice, open a file and give me a code-name for this mornings wandering willie. Dalby made his wishes known by peremptory unequivocal orders; all his staff preferred them to the complex polite chat of most Departments as especially did I as a refugee from the War Office. Alices voice came over the intercom like Donald Duck with a head cold. To whatever she said Dalby replied, The hell with what the letter from the Home Office said. Do as I say.

There was a moment or so of silence then Alice used her displeased voice to say a long file number and the code-name RAVEN. All people under longterm surveillance had bird names.

Thats a good girl, said Dalby in his most charming voice and even over the squawk-box I  could hear the lift in Alices voice as she said, Very good, sir.

Dalby switched off the box and turned back to me. They have put a security blackout on this Raven disappearance but I told them that William Hickey will be carrying a photo of his dog by the midday editions. Look at these. Dalby laid five passport photos across his oiled teak desk. Raven was a man in his late forties, thick black hair, bushy eyebrows, bony nosethere were a hundred like him in St Jamess at any minute of the day. Dalby said, It makes eight top rank Disappearances in he looked at his desk diary, six and a half weeks.

Surely Home Office arent asking us to help them, I said.

They certainly are not, said Dalby. But if we found Raven I think the Home Secretary would virtually disband his confused little intelligence department. Then we could add their files to ours. Think of that.

Find him? I said. How would we start?

How would you start? asked Dalby.

Havent the faintest, I said. Go to laboratory, wife doesnt know whats got into him lately, discover dark almond-eyed woman. Bank manager wonders where hes been getting all that money. Fist fight through darkened lab. Glass tubes that would blow the world to shreds. Mad scientist backs to freedom holding phialflying tackle by me. Up grams Rule Britannia.

Dalby gave me a look calculated to have me feeling like an employee, he got to his feet and walked across to the big map of Europe that he had had pinned across the wall for the last week. I walked across to him. You think that Jay is master minding it, I said. Dalby looked at the map and still staring at it said, Sure of it, absolutely sure of it.

The map was covered with clear acetate and five small frontier areas from Finland to the Caspian were marked in black greasy pencil. Two places in Syria carried small red flags.

Dalby said, Every important illegal movement across these bits of frontier that I have marked are with Jays OK.

Important movement. I dont mean he stands around checking that the eggs have little lions on. Dalby tapped the border. Somewhere before they get him as far as this we must Dalbys voice trailed away lost in thought.

Hi-jack him? I prompted softly. Dalbys mind had raced on. Its January. If only we could do this in January, he said. January was the month that the Government estimates were prepared. I began to see what he meant. Dalby suddenly became aware of me again and turned on a big flash of boyish charm.

You see, said Dalby. Its not just a case of the defection of one biochemist

Defection? I thought that Jays speciality was a high-quality line in snatch jobs.

Hi-jack! Snatch jobs! all that gangland talk. You read too many newspapers thats your trouble. You mean they walk him through the customs and immigration with two heavy-jowled men behind him with their right hands in their overcoat pockets? No. No. No, he said the three noes softly, paused and added two more. this isnt a mere emigration of one little chemist, (Dalby made him sound like an assistant from Boots) who has probably been selling them stuff for years. In fact given the choice Im not sure I wouldnt let him go. Its thosepeople at the Home Office. They should know about these things before they occur: not start crying in their beer afterwards. He picked two cigarettes out of his case, threw one to me and balanced the other between his fingers. They are all right running the Special Branch, HM prisons and Cruelty to Animal Inspectors but as soon as they get into our business they have trouble touching bottom.* Dalby continued to do balancing tricks with the cigarette to which he had been talking. Then he looked up and began to talk to me. Do you honestly believe that given all the Home Office Security files we couldnt do a thousand times better than they have ever done?

I think we could, I said. He was so pleased with my answer that he stopped toying with the cigarette and lit it in a burst of energy. He inhaled  the smoke then tried to snort it down his nostrils. He choked. His face went red. Shall I get you a glass of water? I asked, and his face went redder. I must have ruined the drama of the moment. Dalby recovered his breath and went on.

You can see now that this is something more than an ordinary case, its a test case.

I sense impending Jesuitical pleas.

Exactly, said Dalby with a malevolent smile. He loved to be cast as the villain, especially if it could be done with schoolboy-scholarship. You remember the Jesuit motto. He was always surprised to find I had read any sort of book.

When the end is lawful the means are also lawful, I answered.

He beamed and pinched the bridge of his nose between finger and thumb. I had made him very happy.

If it pleases you that much, I said, Im sorry I cant muster it in dog-Latin.

Its all right, all right, said Dalby. He traversed his cigarette then changed the range and elevation until it had me in its sights. He spoke slowly, carefully articulating each syllable. Go and buy this Raven for me.

From Jay.

From anyone who has himIm broadminded.

How much can I spend, Daddy?

He moved his chair an inch nearer the desk with a loud crash. Look here, every point of entry has the stopper jammed tightly upon it. He gave  a little bitter laugh. It makes you laugh, doesnt it. I remember when we asked HO to close the airports for one hour last July. The list of excuses they gave us. But when someone slips through their little butter-fingers and they are going to be asked some awkward questions, anything goes. Anyway, Jay is a bright lad; hell know whats going on; hell have this Raven on ice for a week and then move him when all goes quiet. If meanwhile we make him anything like a decent offer Dalbys voice trailed off as he slipped his mind into over-drive, say 18,000 quid. We pick him up from anywhere Jay saysno questions asked.

18,000, I said.

You can go up to twenty-three if you are sure they are on the level. But on our terms. Payment after delivery. Into a Swiss bank. Strictly no cash and I dont want Raven dead. Or even damaged.

OK, I said. I suddenly felt very small and young and called upon to do something that I wasnt sure I could manage. If this was the run of the mill job at WOOC(P) they deserved their high pay and expense accounts. Shall I start by locating Jay? It seemed a foolish thing to say but I felt in dire need of an instruction book.

Dalby flapped a palm. I sat down again. Done, he said. He flipped a switch on his squawk-box. Alices voice, electronically distorted, spoke from the room downstairs. Yes, sir, she said.

Whats Jay doing?

There was a couple of clicks and Alices voice  came back to the office again. At 12.10 he was in Lederers coffee-house.

Thanks, Alice, said Dalby.

Cease surveillance, sir?

Not yet, Alice. Ill tell you when. To me he said, There you are then. Off you go.

I doused my cigarette and stood up. Two other last things, said Dalby. I am authorizing you for 1,200 a year expenses. And, he paused, dont contact me if anything goes wrong, because I wont know what the hell you are talking about.




*The Denning report published September, 1963 revealed that the Home Secretary is in control of British Counter Intelligence.
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‘Funeral in Berlin is splendid’



Daily Telegraph



‘A most impressive book, a chronicle of one sad aspect of our times, in which the tension, more like a chronic ache than a sharp stab of pain, never lets go’



Evening Standard



‘Deighton really is something special’



Julian Symons, Sunday Times



978 0 586 04580 0



BILLION-DOLLAR BRAIN



Len Deighton



The classic thriller of lethal computer-age intrigue and a maniac’s private cold war



General Midwinter loves his country, and hates communism. In a bid to destabilise the Soviet power block he is running his own intelligence agency, whose ‘brain’ is the world’s biggest supercomputer.



With his past coming back to haunt him, the un-named agent of The Ipcress File is sent to Finland to penetrate Midwinter’s spy cell. But then a deadly virus is stolen, and our hero must stop it falling into the hands of both the Russians and the billionaire madman.



‘So far in front of other writers in the field that they are not even in sight’



Sunday Times



‘Such credibility, such accurate line-by-line beaming of a sheer sense of the actual…a glittering, wintry entertainment’



Guardian



‘Worthy of Raymond Chandler…intelligent, inventive, constantly entertaining’



Sunday Telegraph



978 0 586 04428 5



BOMBER



Len Deighton



Bomber is a novel war. There are no victors, no vanquished. There are simply those who remain alive, and those who die.



Bomber follows the progress of an Allied air raid through a period of twenty-four hours in the summer of 1943. It portrays all the participants in a terrifying drama, both in the air and on the ground, in Britain and in Germany.



In its documentary style, it is unique. In its emotional power it is overwhelming.



Len Deighton has been equally acclaimed as a novelist and as an historian. In Bomber he has combined both talents to produce a masterpiece.



‘A massively different novel…the effect is—quite literally—devastating’



Sunday Times



‘A massive and superbly mobilised tragedy of the machines which men create to destroy themselves…masterly and by far Mr Deighton’s best’



Douglas Hurd, The Spectator



‘A magnificent story…the characters lean out of the pages’



Daily Mirror



978 0 586 04544 2



SS-GB



Len Deighton



The war is over. And we have lost.



In February 1941 British Command surrendered to the Nazis. Churchill has been executed, the King is in the Tower and the SS are in Whitehall. For nine months Britain has been occupied—a blitzed, depressed and dingy country. However, it’s ‘business as usual’ at Scotland Yard run by the SS when Detective Inspector Archer is assigned to a routine murder case. Life must go on.



But when SS Standartenfuhrer Huth arrives from Berlin with orders from the great Himmler himself to supervise the investigation, the resourceful Archer finds himself caught up in a high level, all action, espionage battle.



This is a spy story quite different from any other. Only Deighton, with his flair for historical research and his narrative genius, could have written it.



‘A brilliant picture of Britain under German rule’



Sunday Telegraph



‘One of Deighton’s best. Apart from his virtues as a story-teller, his passion for researching his backgrounds gives his work a remarkable factual authority. With Bomber and Fighter he established himself as an expert on a period…the authority of these books seem absolute.’



Observer



‘Len Deighton is the Flaubert of the contemporary thriller writers…there can be little doubt that this is much the way things would have turned out if the Germans had won the war.’



Michael Howard, Times Literary Supplement



978 0 586 05002 6



XPD



Len Deighton



A private aircraft takes off from a small town in central France, while Adolf Hitler, the would-be conqueror of Europe, prepares for a clandestine meeting near the Belgian border.



For more than forty years the events of this day have been Britain’s most closely guarded secret. Anyone who learns of them must die—with their file stamped:



XPD—expedient demise



‘A stunning spy story…Deighton remains the incomparable entertainer’



Guardian



‘Exciting and well made’



Daily Telegraph



‘Deighton in top form…the best kind of action entertainment’



Publishers Weekly



‘Deliciously sharp and flawlessly accurate dialogue, breathtakingly clever plotting, confident character drawing…a splendidly strongly told story’



The Times
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GOODBYE MICKEY MOUSE



Len Deighton



Goodbye Mickey Mouse is Deighton’s fourteenth novel and a vivid evocation of wartime England, the story of a group of American fighter pilots flying escort missions over Germany in the winter of 1943—4.



At the centre of the novel are two young men: the deeply reserved Captain Jamie Farebrother, estranged son of a deskbound colonel, and the cocky Lieutenant Mickey Morse, well on his way to becoming America’s Number One Flying Ace. Alike only in their courage, they forge a bond of friendship in battle with far-reaching consequences for themselves, and for the future of those they love.



‘It is a novel of memory, satisfying on every imaginable level, but truly astonishing in its recreation of a time and place through minute detail. Deighton has written well of the air before, non-fictionally, and he informs us in an afterword that it took six years of research to do this novel. It shows. The only way you could know more about flying a P-51 Mustang, after reading this book, is to have flown one’



Washington Post



‘He writes, as usual, with authority and a superb sense of period’



Daily Telegraph



‘The sheer charge of the writing swept me into another world all the while I was reading, and now that piece of the past is a piece in my mind.’



HRF Keating, The Times



978 0 586 05448 2



ACTION COOK BOOK



Len Deighton



‘Len was a great cook, a smashing cook. I learned a lot about food from playing Harry Palmer’



Michael Caine



Before becoming famous as the thriller writer of his generation, Len Deighton trained as a pastry chef. If you look carefully at Harry Palmer’s kitchen in the classic film The Ipcress File you will notice a newspaper pinned on the wall. This is one of Deighton’s classic cookstrips, the series that ran for two years when he was the Observer food writer.



The Action Cook Book was once an instructional book for the bachelor male—a guide to sophisticated cooking for the would-be Harry Palmer, collecting together 50 of his best one-page illustrated recipes and numerous demystifying tips. It now has a great following as a fabulous piece of nostalgia as well as retaining real credibility as a genuinely useful cook book.



‘[Len Deighton’s cookbooks] have attracted a cult following for their brilliant design as much as for their comprehensive approach to cooking…’



Guardian



‘They showed the idiot novice male how to dice an onion without it falling apart; how to fine-cut parsley by rocking the blade rather than chopping it; how to sauté mushrooms without them yielding the water that would turn them into a gelatinous glop’



Simon Schama



978 0 00 730587 2



HORSE UNDER WATER



Len Deighton



‘Lives brilliantly up to the promise of The Ipcress File’



Books and Bookmen



The Ipcress File was a debut sensation. Here in the second Secret File, Horse Under Water, skin-diving, drug trafficking and blackmail all feature in a curious story in which the dead hand of a longdefeated Hitler-Germany reaches out to Portugal, London and Marrakech, and to all the neo-Nazis of today’s Europe.



The detail is frightening but unfaultable; the story as up to date as ever it was. The un-named hero of The Ipcress File the same: insolent, fallible, capricious—in other words, human. But he must draw on all his abilities, good and bad, when plunged into a story of murder, betrayal and greed every bit as murky as the waters off the coast of Portugal, where the answers lie buried.



‘James Bond’s most serious rival’



Queen



‘I had a sneaking feeling I was breaking the Official Secrets Act every time I opened this book’



Daily Express



‘This secret service thriller will be read; so will the next and the next…’



Sunday Telegraph
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Cover Designer’s Note



The great challenge I faced when asked to produce the covers for new editions of Len Deighton’s books was the existence of the brilliant designs conceived by Ray Hawkey for the original editions.



However, having arrived at a concept, part of the joy I derived in approaching this challenge was the quest to locate the various props which the author had so beautifully detailed in his texts. Deighton has likened a spy story to a game of chess, which led me to transpose the pieces on a chess board with some of the relevant objects specified in each book. I carried this notion throughout the entire quartet of books.



Since smoking was so much part of our culture during the Cold War era, I also set about gathering tobacco-related paraphernalia.



Each chapter of The Ipcress File opens with its Gauloises-smoking protagonist’s horoscope, so discovering an Aquarius cigarette lighter was a great coup. Finding a Gauloises cigarette packet,  designed by Marcel Jacno in 1936, became a more difficult proposition. However, after much searching, I eventually found one via the Internet!



Serendipity sometimes plays an important part in the design process. In seeking an appropriate ashtray, to carry through the ‘smoking’ theme, I accidentally came across a unique piece shaped like a hand gun, so I aimed it at a red chess pawn, which represents Ipcress’s ‘Red’ Cold War antagonist.



The image of the gun pays homage to the original Hawkey-designed Ipcress jacket. I further retained the wooden type font logotype originated by him.



One of my long-time hobbies has been collecting cigarette cards. I was fortunate to find some appropriate images among my personal trove to illustrate the back cover, and these are accompanied by examples of military insignia gathered during my National Service days served in Cold War Korea!



Len Deighton and I shared a great affection for London’s Savoy Hotel. My father had served as a waiter there in the 1930s so I have a number of pieces of memorabilia from the Savoy, including the saucer and the cloakroom ticket depicted on the cover.



I was thrilled to locate the ‘Made in GDR’ syringe in Latvia, of all places. Closer to home, I have kept all my past British passports, together with most of my boarding passes and baggage labels. The  Chubb key and the CND badge—which today has become a fashion accessory—came from other locations around the UK. The 1960s postage stamp on the spine of the cover commemorates the former Soviet spy, Richard Sorge.



During the 1970s, while designing a supplement series for the London Sunday Times, I needed a set of fingerprints to illustrate a specific article, so I persuaded the duty sergeant at my local police station to take mine, which are here given a new public airing!



I photographed the cover set-up using natural daylight, with my Canon OS 5D digital camera.





Arnold Schwartzman OBE RDI





