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 For the two Georges


 I am most grateful to Lord Brabazon of Tara and Gary Lowe for instructing me in the mysteries of the Cresta Run. Philip Truett knows everything there is to know about Huntercombe Golf Club, and I must also thank Nicholas Courtney who is knowledgeable on a whole range of abstruse subjects.







 So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
 
And Death once dead, theres no more dying then.


 Shakespeare, Sonnet 146


 


 It cannot be but he was murderd here;
 
The least of all these signs were probable.

 
 Shakespeare, Henry VI







 Contents


 Chapter 1

 Chapter 2

 Chapter 3

 Chapter 4

 Chapter 5

 Chapter 6

 Chapter 7

 Chapter 8

 Chapter 9

 Chapter 10

 Chapter 11

 Chapter 12

 Chapter 13

 Chapter 14

 Chapter 15

 Chapter 16

 Chapter 17

 Chapter 18

 Historical Note







 February and March 1939







 1


In the thick fog  a pea-souper, they called it  Verity Browne nosed her way down unfamiliar streets, her handkerchief to her mouth, dodging the cars and buses which loomed, yellow-eyed and sinister, out of the Stygian gloom. She was looking for Ransom Street, which she knew to be in the maze of narrow alleys behind Warren Street underground station. She strained to see the street names, half-tempted to give it up and return home. The doctor had warned her not to go out in fog as she was not yet fully recovered from tuberculosis and her lungs were still sensitive to polluted air. She had been lucky. It had not been a serious infection but she knew it was foolish to take chances. She asked herself wryly why she had left her gas mask behind.


It was an indication of the dangerous political situation in Europe that, despite Prime Minister Neville Chamberlains every effort to appease Hitler, Sir John Anderson who was in charge of Air Raid Precautions  the ARP  had begun to issue gas masks in anticipation of poisonous gas attacks from the air. Trenches were being dug in the Royal Parks, anti-aircraft gun emplacements hurriedly constructed against the anticipated bombardment by the Luftwaffes supposedly invincible planes. Primitive bomb protection shelters, six feet by four, made from six curved sheets of corrugated iron, were being distributed to any house with a back or front garden into which a shelter could be buried. Londoners were resigned to their fate, only asking that the strain of waiting and imagining the unimaginable should at last be over.


Veritys goal was a branch or group meeting of the Communist Party and she felt nervous, like a lapsed Catholic seeking out a mass against her better judgement. She retained only a residual loyalty to the Party. It was no longer the band of brothers she had joined in a state of almost religious fervour in 1934. Then she had anticipated becoming an unimportant foot soldier in an army of like-minded seekers after truth, attempting to hold back an inexorable wave of Fascist terror. Spains democratically elected government was facing an army in rebellion, supported by the Roman Catholic Church. The International Brigade had been raised to fight for the Republican cause  volunteers drawn mostly, but not exclusively, from the working classes of many countries rallying to the aid of their oppressed Spanish brothers. It had been a logical and thrilling extension of the Partys defiance of Fascism.


They had been defeated. That was bitter enough. Only a few nights ago she had been at Victoria station to welcome back the pathetic remnants of that proud army of idealists, but the worst of it was that she had seen the Party turn on itself, gnawing at its own entrails. It had been betrayed by its leaders  the cause subverted by devious and unprincipled apparatchiks. The International Brigade, which had gone to Spain to fight for justice and liberty, had been a chaotic amalgam of Communists, socialists, Trotskyists, anarchists and trades unionists. The Communists, on the orders of their paymasters in Moscow, had rejected this communion. They had purified the Party of dissident elements with the grim determination of the religious extremist. Anyone who refused to accept unquestioning obedience to Moscow was liquidated.


Verity had never counted obedience among her virtues, preferring independence of thought and action, so she had gradually, though reluctantly, distanced herself from the movement she had joined with such high hopes. She still counted herself a Communist but was seriously thinking of turning in her Party card. However, if anything of the original Party remained, it was to be found in these local meetings where fifteen or twenty comrades gathered together to hear the word preached to them.


She had three special reasons for braving the fog and bitter chill. In the first place she liked and admired the District Secretary, George Castle, a locomotive driver, and his wife Mary. It was in their house that the meeting was being held and this was the first time Verity had visited their new home. When they had first been married, they had lodged in a stinking tenement near the railway line but, painfully slowly, they had saved enough money to rent their new respectable, rat-free abode.


In the second place she had been asked  no, ordered  to be there by David Griffiths-Jones. He was a senior Party figure and had once, briefly, years before, been her lover; in fact, she smiled apologetically to herself, he had been her first lover. He had deflowered her, as she had so much wanted, seeing virginity as one of those bourgeois shackles she was determined to discard as she fought clear of what she saw as suffocating middle-class morality. Neither she nor David had pretended to be in love with one another but, as a lover, he had been efficient to the point of brutality. He was pragmatic in everything he did and had discarded her without a word of apology or regret as soon as it suited him.


She had not seen him for many months  not since just before the destruction of the Basque city of Guernica by German bombers in April 1937  and she was curious to see how he had weathered the political storms which had followed that disaster. She suspected that he had been forewarned of what was to happen to the peaceful, undefended town and had deliberately refrained from alerting the authorities. There was evidence to suggest that Guernica had been sacrificed in a last desperate bid to generate international sympathy for the Republican cause. If it were true, Verity swore she would never forgive him or the Party.


And, finally, there was the reason that David had given her. The guest speaker was to be an old friend of hers  Fernando Ruffino, a young Italian Communist who had joined the International Brigade and fought in Spain against Franco and his German and Italian Fascist allies. Mussolini, desperate to ingratiate himself with Hitler and eager for a share of the spoils, had sent troops and, more importantly, Camproni bombers to Spain to help in the war against godless Communism.


She had liked and admired Fernando, and there had been a moment when they had almost become lovers, but he had been wounded on the Aragon front and hospitalized in France. He had not returned to Spain and was rumoured to be fighting Fascism in Italy. She had heard that he was now married with a child. She knew nothing of Italian Fascism  she had never even been to Italy  and she was looking forward to hearing what he had to say about it.


A policeman materialized out of the fog and, gratefully, she asked him for directions. He was kind enough to walk with her to Ransom Street and waved his bulls-eye lamp down towards the end of the road.


Number nines on the left, miss, by the second lamp post. Was it George Castle you was looking for?


Yes, it is, constable. How did you know?


Hes a respected figure hereabouts. Theres folk who owe him a lot. Leastways, thats what I hear, and thats despite the company he keeps.


The company he keeps? Verity felt rather insulted.


No offence, miss, but its all politics nowadays and working people has no need of politics. If I may say so, miss, youd do better not to wander round here, lost like, in your pretty hat and that bag of yours hanging on your arm so tempting. Youd as likely as not lose it on a night like this, if you understand me. Goodnight, miss.


He touched his helmet respectfully and disappeared into the fog. Verity felt justly rebuked but was angry with herself for not remonstrating with him on the democratic duty of everyone to stand up and be counted. Of course it was all politics nowadays because no good citizen should stand by without protest and watch his country turned into a fascist state. She sighed and then coughed as the fog filled her lungs. She feared that the British  or at least the English  were not a politically aware people.


She turned to knock on the door of number nine. The constable was right about one thing, she admitted to herself. It had been stupid to put on that silly hat  the one she had bought in Bond Street the day before  to pay a visit in this neighbourhood. She saw how it might appear a challenge to the local youths, asking to be knocked off her head. Furthermore, it was not suitable for a Party meeting. Even now, she still had time to tear it off her head and throw it in the gutter, but she did not. Instead, she stuck out her chin in a way her friends would have recognized. Why should she pretend to be what she was not? It was a beautiful hat. Trs jolie, the assistant had said as she had packed it in its box. But who had made it  a girl sewing herself blind in some dingy sweatshop for a starvation wage? At least she had work. Verity was unable to deal with the contradictions in her life. Perhaps she was unsuitable company for George Castle, as the constable had hinted, but, take it or leave it, she could not, would not, change.


She was late and the tiny parlour was already tightly packed. Castle welcomed her warmly and introduced her. There was David, of course, so tall and good-looking that he seemed to fill the room all by himself. He did not kiss her  that would not have been suitable in a gathering of comrades  but shook her by the hand and seemed genuinely pleased she had come. He had his arm round a girl who hardly took her eyes off him. He, in turn was defensive, even rather awkward as he introduced her to Verity.


Lucinda Arbuthnot-Grey, he mumbled. Ive told you about Verity Browne, havent I, Lulu?


Lulu! Verity repressed a giggle. She seemed utterly uninterested in Verity and without so much as a hello dragged him away. Im dying for a ciggie, dahling. Whatever that stuff was we were drinking last night, its given me the most ghastly headache.


Shall I put you in a taxi? Theres no need for you to stay. To Veritys astonishment, David was positively oozing concern.


Are there taxis in this place? she replied in a voice which made even David wince.


Theres usually taxis in Charlotte Street, George Castle interjected politely, though in this fog . . .


Oh, I know Im being a bore but would you be a dahling . . .?


Of course, Castle said, seeming unmoved at being so addressed. I tell you what, young Leonard Baskin will take you.


An underfed, spotty youth of about nineteen who was making sheeps eyes at a pretty girl in her twenties called Alice Paling, who had recently joined the Party, turned at the sound of his name and blushed scarlet. He was clearly not used to escorting girls like Lucinda Arbuthnot-Grey, but an order from George Castle was not to be questioned and he got his donkey jacket and donned his cloth cap while David helped Lucinda into her expensive-looking fur coat.


Tomorrow then, dahling? Kiss, kiss. She pursed her lips to David, appearing to demand that he acknowledge their relationship. As George Castle held open the front door, allowing a cold, dank swirl of fog to chill the atmosphere, David, as nearly embarrassed as Verity had ever seen him, kissed the girl and put something in her coat pocket  perhaps something with which to pay the taxi, she thought uncharitably.


Lulu  Lucinda Arbuthnot-Grey  was so obviously out of place in this gathering that Verity was puzzled. Why had David brought her and why was he now so happy to be rid of her? He had friends  or at least acquaintances  among the aristocracy and would, without a second thought, have brought one of them to a local party meeting if it suited him but he never did anything without a reason. On the face of it, Lulu was straight out of Mayfair  but that was it! She had finally put her finger on what had been worrying her  Lulu wasnt real. There was something about the way she pronounced her vowels which made Verity suspect she had been born within the sound of Bow Bells. And her make-up  her lipstick, in particular, had been applied too thickly and her scent was cheap and nasty. And then it came to her. Of course! Lucinda Arbuthnot-Grey was a whore and her real name was probably something without a hyphen. Verity grimaced. She was a snob, she upbraided herself, but, truly, it wasnt Lulus class she objected to  far from it. It wasnt even her trade. It was her affectation. It always made her grit her teeth when someone pretended to be something they werent.


She grinned and David asked her sharply what she was smiling about.


Nothing  nothing at all. Or rather, tell me, David, would I be right in thinking you wanted me to meet your girlfriend for a reason?


He smiled but wouldnt meet her eye. Well yes, but Ill tell you about it later.


Of the fifteen people at the meeting, she knew half a dozen. Danny ORourke, a fiery public speaker committed to the class struggle, was one. She did not like or trust him and she knew the dislike was mutual. There seemed to be a threat behind everything he said. To disguise her true feelings, she was effusive and he looked unconvinced and embarrassed. The treasurer, Harold Knight, a solid, loyal party man, asked after her health. She brushed aside his concern too hastily, saying  which was true  that it had been a very light bout of TB, and, less truthfully, that she was now fully recovered.


Everyone, except David, looked at her with, if not sympathy, then at least interest tinged with disapproval. She was quite beyond their day-to-day experience  an exotic bird, a celebrity, a woman with a past. They had read her reports from Spain and Vienna in the New Gazette. She also wrote a monthly column on foreign affairs  of which, Danny often joked, she had had many  for the Daily Worker, the official publication of the Communist Party. It was almost unheard of for a woman to be a foreign correspondent for a national newspaper and, since most working-class men and women had never been abroad, she was admired and envied. Castle considered it a distinct feather in his cap to have her as a member of the group. True, she had not attended many meetings  that was hardly surprising given her other commitments  but she was here now. Furthermore, the presence of David Griffiths-Jones, a party high-up, signified that this was by no means a routine gathering.


Fernando Ruffino appeared from the kitchen with Mary Castle bearing sandwiches  meat paste and sardine  and a large brown teapot. As soon as he saw Verity, he put down the tray he was carrying and came over to kiss her. He drew back to look at her properly and told her she was too thin but more beautiful than ever. If mamma saw you, cara, she would say you needed feeding. Is it true that you have been ill? Merda! But you are better now, Bella? Tell me you are better.


His eyes were moist and she remembered his infectious sympathy for whomever he was addressing and the delightful rag he made of English and Italian. She tapped him on the wrist and told him he was being silly but her sparkling eyes told another story. He was not handsome in a conventional way  he was rather plump and no taller than she  but he had that indefinable something which made him attractive to women.


Did I hear you were getting married to that man of yours, Lord Edward Corinth? David spoke his name with barely concealed contempt.


You are fidanzata  betrothed, cara? I am stravolto  how do you say?  distraught. You ought to have asked my permission and I would not have given it. Fernando clutched her hand and, for a moment, she thought he was going down on one knee. Tristezza, tristezza, he intoned. My heart breaks.


Please, Fernando! Youre embarrassing me, Verity protested, trying to disengage herself. Did I not hear that you were married with a child?


Si, Basilio. Two years old and the apple of his mothers eye. He looked at her from underneath long eyelashes and whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear, a few words of Dante, Amor mi mosse, che mi fa parlare  As love has willed, so have I spoken.


George Castle hurriedly brought the meeting to order. He had a way of referring to members of the group as brothers rather than comrades that Verity liked but of which she was sure David disapproved. He spoke warmly of Fernando and then, with head bowed, recalled the fall of Barcelona in January and dramatically held up an enlarged photograph which had recently appeared in Our Fight, the International Brigades weekly paper, of refugees laden with belongings heading towards the French border and the refugee camps in the Pyrnes Orientales. It was a portrait of abject misery  innocent civilians driven from their homes by a terror they did not begin to understand. Although this was a scene with which she was all too familiar, it still made Verity choke with emotion.


A phrase from a song the men used to chant before going up to the line came to her. It compared love of the Republic with the love of a woman  Mi corazn estaba helado, y arda  My heart was frozen and it burned.


Castle was repeating like a mantra, Bombs on Barcelona today, bombs on London tomorrow. Veritys eyes pricked as she recognized the photograph he held up like a religious icon as being by her friend, Andr Kavan. They had been together at the bombing of Guernica when his girlfriend Gerda Meyer had been killed at her side.


Then Fernando stood up. He threw off any hint of the comic Italian and spoke with impressive authority of Fascist Italy  its brutality and venality. He could not deny that Mussolini was popular with the majority and that the opposition was fragmented, riven by political rivalry and infiltrated by the OVRA, the secret police. He turned to the plight of the Jews. In 1932, Mussolini had publicly spoken out against German anti-Semitism and many Jews had sought refuge in Italy from Nazi persecution. However, in July 1938, Mussolini had published his Manifesto on Race which prohibited Italians from marrying Jews, forbade Jews from entering the country and ordered the expulsion of those already in Italy.


As Verity watched Fernando tell of the desperate struggle to fight back against an authoritarian government which had been in power since 1922, she was reminded  no doubt blasphemously  of Christ preaching to the disciples. There were not enough chairs to go round so the younger comrades lay or squatted on the floor. Every face was concentrated on the Italian.


He had fought the good fight. He had been jailed in Milan, shot at in Turin, beaten up in Rome. He had started and distributed an anti-Fascist newspaper which had survived for three issues. He spoke modestly and with humour, but the ever-present danger in which he lived and worked was apparent to all his listeners. Verity could almost hear everyone in the room ask themselves if they would have the courage to do the same should England ever become a Fascist state.


He poured scorn on Neville Chamberlain and Lord Halifax who had visited Mussolini in January believing, wrongly, that the Italian dictator could influence Hitler, seeming not to realize that Hitler despised and ignored his partner in crime. As Mussolini complained, Every time Hitler occupies a country he sends me a message.


The meeting broke up soon after Fernando had finished speaking, as though discussion of mundane party matters was inappropriate. Castle thanked him for providing leadership in our great fight and went on to say that membership of the Communist Party in London had risen from 4,562 in April 1938 to 7,084, and the Young Communist League had more than trebled its membership to 8,000. He added that London sales of the Daily Worker had increased from an average of 27,000 to 51,000 on weekdays, and to 72,000 on Saturdays. He hoped they would reach 100,000 before the end of the year.


Fernando was spending the night with the Castles before going on a tour of cities in England and Scotland to address meetings and ask for financial and moral support. Unwilling to let Verity go, he suggested walking round to the Kardomah in the Tottenham Court Road for coffee.


I have so much to say to you, cara mia. I want to hear how you are. You must tell me about your English lord. He must be a good man if you love him but has not David told you that you are betraying your class and the Party? But when the heart speaks, we must answer, non  vero?


He had said what she knew everyone was thinking but so teasingly that she could not be angry. She blushed, however, and replied  hoping to annoy him  Yes, lets all go round to the Kardomah.


Fernando scowled, as she had guessed he would.


You youngsters go, Castle said. Harold and I have some business to sort out and we need a bit of peace and quiet. David will shepherd you.


The fog was very bad and they struggled to find their way across Fitzroy Street and into the Tottenham Court Road. Nacht und Nebel, as the Germans say, David coughed, wrapping his scarf round his mouth as they narrowly avoided being run down by a bus.


The glow through the Kardomahs art deco windows guided them to a haven of warmth and steam-cleaned air. A man brushed past her, a woollen scarf wrapped about his neck and a hat pulled down over his face. He was clutching a little girl dressed in a thin-looking blue coat with a tam-o-shanter on her head and Verity thought how wrong it was that the child should be out in such weather. Then she remembered the hundreds  possibly thousands  of children who, in this prosperous country, lived on the streets or in cellars  mere holes in the ground  cold and hungry, and once again she felt the fire of indignation which had led her to join the Communist Party. They breathed in the heady aroma of coffee beans. The gurgles and hiss from the shiny stainless steel coffee machines lifted their spirits as they took off their coats and pulled two tables together, greeting the waiters like old friends. Fernando passed round a packet of Nazionali and was amused when Verity said she had given up smoking.


After they had ordered, the conversation turned naturally to the recent demonstrations by the unemployed. The National Unemployed Workers Union had organized two highly successful actions at Christmas. In one, two hundred people lay down in Oxford Street, disrupting the traffic and making the point to shoppers that in many industrial towns children would be receiving few, if any, presents. And, on New Years Eve, another group of unemployed carried a coffin into Trafalgar Square bearing the message Unemployment  No Appeasement. Then, just a week earlier, Danny ORourke had been one of the hundred who had gone to the Ritz Hotel to order tea and cause chaos in what was, to many of them, a symbol of the social divide. The newspapers had devoted many pages and photographs to the protests so the Communist Party, which had been behind the demonstrations and claimed to represent the unemployed more effectively than the Labour Party, boasted of a splendid victory.


Verity noted that very little was said about the Munich Agreement, which the Prime Minister had signed three months earlier. Hitler had already broken the solemn promises he had made to respect Czechoslovakias independence, and Chamberlains desperate but successful attempt to stave off war had divided the country. He was said to have received forty thousand messages of congratulation for bringing home peace with honour but there were many, like Verity, who saw it as a humiliating defeat and a betrayal which in the end would have to be paid for. However, it could not be denied that it was pleasant still to be able to walk around London in safety. It had been drummed into everyone that there was no defence against the bomber and that the Luftwaffe would reduce London to rubble the moment war broke out.


Verity asked David what he thought of the Munich Agreement but he refused to be drawn except to say that the Soviet Union had sent part of its air force to its borders in order to protect the Czechs if asked to do so.


Fernando was affectionate but, to her relief, did not renew his protestation of undying love. She enjoyed flirting but was now focused on her impending marriage. She and Edward had officially announced their engagement to unsurprised friends and family at Christmas, which they had spent at Mersham Castle. Edwards brother, the Duke of Mersham, disliked Verity. He did his best to hide his distaste for the marriage but the Duchess had been warm in her welcome, telling Verity how glad she was to have her as a sister-in-law.


I truly believe no other woman could make Ned happy, Connie had said when she had got Verity alone in her boudoir. There will be people who will do their best to be unpleasant to you because you are different from the kind of woman they expected him to marry but you must take no notice. His closest friends and even my husband understand that he is a remarkable man and that he needs a remarkable woman by his side.


Veritys eyes had filled with tears and she had been unable to respond except by embracing her.


Edwards nephew, Frank, was also engaged  to a delight ful Indian girl, Sunita, the daughter of a friend of his, the Maharaja of Batiala. The wedding would be a grand affair but Verity and Edward were determined that their unlikely conjunction should be the quietest celebration possible. They had decided on a registry office in London a few days before Frank and Sunita were married in Winchester Cathedral so that, with any luck, no one would notice. Sunita, brought up a Hindu, had decided to convert to Christianity, much to the Dukes relief. There was to be a grand party at Mersham, of course, mainly for Frank and Sunita, but to which Edward and Verity would also invite their friends.


The Christmas celebrations had been heartfelt but subdued as everyone present knew that this would be the last before the European war they had been anticipating for so long. On New Years Eve they had raised their glasses, but their toast to 1939 had been muted. Verity had seen Connie look at her son with fear and longing. He had been accepted by the Royal Navy and was to begin training in earnest the following week. Where would he be, she must be wondering, a year from now?


Fortunately, there were still a hundred or more refugee children at the castle, waiting to be allocated places with English families, and they needed feeding and entertaining. Many of them were missing their parents and had to be reassured and comforted. Even though Jewish children could not be expected to celebrate the birth of Christ, they could at least give thanks for their preservation and pray for those they had left behind. Their presence gave meaning to what otherwise might have been a hollow festival.


But who, if any, of her friends would she invite to her wedding? Verity looked round the little group of Communists, their faces pink in the warmth of the Kardomah. She had a sudden vision of her fellow Party workers turning up at Mersham Castle and being scandalized by its magnificence. She knew that, because of her love for Edward, she was going against her most deeply held principles and breaking faith with everything the Party stood for. She did not believe in marriage as an institution but she was getting married. She believed in destroying the class system, which she held to be divisive and absurd, yet she was marrying the younger son of a duke. How could she have known that love would make a nonsense of everything in which she thought she believed?


Fernando had transferred his attention to Alice Paling. She clearly worshipped him and Verity suppressed a twinge of jealousy as she watched him take her hand and whisper something in her ear. Then she caught sight of Leonard Baskin wearing the unmistakable look of a rejected lover and wondered if Fernando knew or cared how many hearts he broke.


Fernando saw her looking at him and, almost shyly she thought, came over and sat beside her.


Youre not a Catholic, are you? Verity asked. I mean, I know youre a Communist but arent all Italians Catholic?


I was brought up a Catholic, of course, but I no longer go to mass.


Because the Catholic Church supports Franco in Spain?


Yes, although many poor priests in Spain and in Italy side with the people. But I say e ce freghiamo! To hell with the lot of them! I mean the bosses. He became conspiratorial. Cardinals, generals, Party bosses  what is there to choose between them? They use us, suck us dry and then, when we have nothing more to offer, throw us aside.


David would say you are cynical.


I know what Im talking about. Fernando shrugged. If I was made to choose between black and red, I would of course choose red. I have chosen red. But its not the colour of the man that matters  not the colore but the valore, so to speak. He chuckled. In these days, we need men of courage  courage to tell the truth. Prejudice, bigotry, cruelty, I despise. Pride, independence, common sense, an honest heart and, yes, courage, I admire.


Verity was impressed. How often do you find what you admire?


More often than you might think among ordinary people who know that to stand up to evil means putting themselves and their families in danger. He looked gloomy and depressed.


She was distracted by David who had come up behind her, perhaps curious to know what she and Fernando were talking about so earnestly. Doing his best to be offensive, he asked what she hoped to gain by marrying Edward. He had always hated him, though he would have denied that it was jealousy. She replied sharply that she did not expect to gain anything. I dont suppose you can understand, she added with all the indignation of the guilty, but if you love someone, you dont make a list of what you expect to lose and what you expect to gain.


She was quite pleased with her answer despite having an uncomfortable feeling that she had once made just such a list. David was a Party man through and through and, though he might enjoy sex, he could never contemplate marriage. The Bolsheviks despised family life. For the selfless revolutionary, nothing should be private  everything was political. Individualism had to be eradicated. David lived for his work and dispensed with anything which might get in the way of it or make demands on his time or emotions. Verity guessed that he considered love to be a bourgeois luxury.


Ive got a little job for you, he said with a thin smile. If you have time before your wedding, of course.


A job . . .? Verity echoed uncertainly.


Dont worry  nothing too difficult. I just want you to get to know the American Ambassador.


Joseph Kennedy? Why . . .? How could I possibly do that?


Your friend Kay Stammers teaches his children tennis. Ask her to introduce you.


But why?


I cant tell you that yet. As you know, Mr Kennedy is an admirer of Herr Hitler and will do his utmost to stop Britain declaring war on Germany. If he is unsuccessful, he will do everything possible to prevent President Roosevelt from bringing America in on our side. It is our patriotic duty to do what we can to make him change his mind. It would be useful for the Party to have someone in his inner circle who can report on his thinking and how far Roosevelt is under his influence.


Verity looked at him suspiciously. She had never thought of David as a patriot though she acknowledged that, in theory at least, there ought to be no conflict between loyalty to the Party and to ones country. As a Communist, she abhorred the political system and wanted to change it to make England a better place in which to live. But still . . . where exactly did Davids loyalties lie?


As though he had read her mind, David, who was always quick to lecture her, continued, You recall what Georgi Dimitrov said at the Seventh Comintern Congress in 1935? We Communists are the irreconcilable opponents of bourgeois nationalism in all its forms but we are not supporters of national nihilism. The task of educating the workers in the spirit of proletarian internationalism is one of the Communist Partys fundamental tasks but that does not permit the Communist Party member to sneer at the national sentiments of the mass of working people.


As far as Verity could understand, this seemed to mean that national sentiment could be encouraged as long as it was directed at the bourgeoisie but was to be condemned as soon as it conflicted with the interests of the Communist movement or of the Soviet Union.


Even if I were introduced to Mr Kennedy, she objected, is he likely to take any notice of a not very important journalist and a Communist at that?


Not likely, no, but we may have something to give him  a message, perhaps  and it would be useful to have someone who can meet him socially without attracting attention.


Verity looked doubtful. Ill see what I can do, she said slowly. As it happens, I can ask someone to introduce me, apart from Kay. Harold Laski is one of my fathers oldest friends and, for some odd reason, Kennedy chose to send his eldest boys, Joe Jr and Jack, to be educated by him at the LSE. I gather their father  rather unexpectedly  had the imagination to want them to hear the other side of the argument.


Danny ORourke, who had overheard the last few words, broke in, Joe Kennedy Sr is no aristocrat. Hes Boston Irish and Roman Catholic. To get where he has with those disadvantages makes him a hero to some of us. Last year, when he visited Ireland, de Valera called him a true son of Ireland and Kennedy called his journey to Dublin a pilgrimage. It was a moving occasion. I know because I was there.


Hes also a capitalist profiteer who hates Jews, blacks and Communists, David responded drily.


Even so, we can forgive him anything because hes Irish, ORourke said, turning away.


Harold Laski  yes, I should have thought of him, David said. Your fathers abroad, isnt he?


Yes, but Ive met Laski several times. Ill telephone him tomorrow, but I still dont understand what you want me to do if I manage to meet Kennedy.


Dont worry about that. Youll get your orders in good time.


Verity winced. She did not like taking orders from anyone but, she supposed, as long as she remained a member of the Party, she had to abide by its discipline.


As though he could read her mind, David said, Ive had to speak to you before about discipline. The Party can achieve nothing without it. You will remember that Lenin wrote: Organization and discipline are the proletariats only weapons. We no longer see revolution as a spontaneous mass uprising but as a war of manoeuvre directed from above. Theres no room for egotism and amateurism. Fernando will tell you that the great Antonio Gramsci  who helped found the Italian Communist Party and who died two years ago  likened the Communist International to a worldwide engineering factory. Lenin called us revolutionary realists. We must submit ourselves to the great plan.


As always when Verity was lectured at, she wanted to argue but she knew David too well. He was not susceptible to argument and it was better just to nod and pretend to agree.


You were going to tell me why you wanted me to meet your new girl? Her scorn was a little too evident and David bridled.


Shes not my girl but shes useful. Youll meet her again and, when you do, be polite.


As they were leaving the Kardomah, blue flashing lights appeared and disappeared in the fog. The muffled but still strident bells of police cars warned them something was afoot. Fernando embraced her. Good luck, cara  as we say back home, in bocca al lupo.


In the mouth of the wolf? she guessed.


It means good luck and you should answer crepi il lupo  kill the wolf. If your man does not want you, come back to me and Ill teach you il linguo damore. Promise me.


Thank you, Fernando, but he does love me.


He shrugged, unconvinced, and let her go.


Making their way towards Tottenham Court Road underground station, she and David were stopped by a police constable. Apparently a bomb had gone off in the left luggage office and another one had gone off at Leicester Square. The constable thought that it was an IRA outrage similar to the explosions in Coventry. Verity  the journalist in her coming to the fore  started to say that she ought to go and see what was happening but she discovered that she had come out without her press card. Very reluctantly, she was dissuaded from trying to get behind the police barrier. David told her not to be a fool. It was not her job and she certainly shouldnt stay out any longer in the fog than absolutely necessary. Ignoring her protests, he stopped a passing taxi and, giving the driver the address of her flat in Cranmer Court, pushed her into it. As a reporter, it was against all her instincts to turn away from a news story. She was quite well, she told herself, coughing into her handkerchief.
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Lord Edward Corinth swung the Lagonda across the gravel and pulled up in front of the elegant eighteenth-century wooden door. As he was shown into the surprisingly narrow hall, he thought, as he always did, how modest a home Chartwell was for a man who had been a leading political figure before Edward was born. And yet he knew from what Churchill had told him that, unpretentious though it might be, its upkeep was a constant struggle financially. Churchill had bought it in 1924 for 5000 but he had spent four times that amount on remodel ling it and it was still far from perfect. Waiting in the drawing-room, he shivered despite the fire in the grate. As Mrs Churchill complained, the house was draughty even when the weather was warm.


Above him, he heard the unmistakable grumble of the owner of the house and his heavy footsteps as the great man paced up and down in his study. Edward knew he was at work on his History of the English-Speaking Peoples. Somehow, Churchill found time to read and write about the Wars of the Roses after the long hours spent on his political work. He had told Edward that he seldom went to sleep before three in the morning.


Edward had been waiting ten minutes when the door of the drawing-room opened and Guy Liddell was shown in. He greeted Edward with a firm handshake.


I had no idea you were to be here, sir, Edward responded. I had a summons to attend an urgent meeting but I had no hint as to what it concerned.


How is your knee, Corinth? Liddell said, not giving anything away. And how is Miss Browne?


Guy Liddell was the head of MI5, an organization so secret that its existence was unknown to the public and denied even by its political masters. Its task was to counter the activities of foreign agents in Britain. In just a few months it had doubled in size as war became a certainty but, even now, it was understaffed and Liddell found himself using odd characters like Edward when the need arose.


Only a few months earlier, in the summer of 1938, Edward had killed a German agent, officially an assistant secretary at the German Embassy in London but unofficially the controller of a network of spies and traitors. Edward had hurt his leg in the struggle but, as he told Liddell, he was now Right as rain and Miss Browne is well on the way to recovery. The doc gave her a clean bill of health but she has to be checked every six months as, apparently, TB can never be completely cured but remains dormant, sometimes for years.


Well, we must hope for the best, Liddell responded, breezily. And I believe I may congratulate you on your engagement. His cold eyes could almost be said to smile. It was a standing joke among Edwards friends and acquaintances that Verity had proved almost impossible to drag to the altar or rather  since she was an atheist and would never agree to a church wedding  to Caxton Hall.


Thank you, Edward said, attempting to look unconcerned. Were hoping to get married next month when the weather improves. Just a small wedding, you understand, immediate family and close friends. Then, wondering if he sounded rude, he added, But we are having a party at Mersham Castle and would be delighted if you were able to be there, though perhaps . . .


Edward thought that Liddell  given his position  would not wish to join a large party but, to his surprise, he said he would be delighted to come. I have often heard Mersham described as one of Englands most beautiful houses and would very much like to see it and, of course, to wish you and Miss Browne good luck in your life together.


Their conversation was interrupted by a familiar growl of greeting and Churchill appeared, cigar in hand as usual. Edward could hardly ever remember seeing him without one of his favourite Romeo y Julietas. On a previous visit to Chartwell, Churchill had shown him the small room between his study and his bedroom in which he stored over two thousand cigars. They sat in boxes on shelves labelled wrapped, naked and large. He never used a cigar cutter, preferring to pierce his cigar with a match. He had told Edward that, when he had complained of painful indigestion a couple of years earlier, his doctor had ordered him to cut down on his smoking but he had taken no notice. It occurred to Edward that one way of assassinating Churchill might be to present him with a box of poisoned cigars. He had once been involved with a murder case in which a man had been poisoned by the cigarettes he smoked. He shuddered inwardly. How did you go about protecting a man like Churchill?


Edward noted, as he always did when he had not seen him for some time, how small Churchill was, although, after a few moments, his considerable presence made one forget his lack of height.


Forgive me, gentlemen, for keeping you waiting, he said, shaking hands, but I just wanted to complete a description of the battle of Towton.


1461, Liddell volunteered.


Churchill pretended not to hear him. Palm Sunday, 29th March. It was bitter weather. The Yorkist vanguard under young William Nevill advanced on the Lancastrian position. His archers took advantage of the snow which blew in his enemies faces. In savage hand-to-hand fighting the two armies tried their strength. Late in the afternoon, the Lancastrian line of battle collapsed. Many were drowned in the Cock River and many more were cut down near the town of Tadcaster. The slaughter was immense. He looked round to see the effect of his peroration on his visitors and then added, Warfare used to be cruel but magnificent but has now become cruel and squalid.


Churchills eyes blazed and Edward felt his great love for England and its history. He was comforted that, in the new and horrible war that was about to break over them, this man would be at the helm. Edward simply could not believe that, in the event of war, Chamberlain would survive long as Prime Minister and, then, who else was there? Writing a book, Churchill continued, is an adventure to begin with, then it becomes a mistress, then a master and finally a tyrant.


Liddell broke in rather impatiently, knowing Churchills habit of trying out speeches and apothegms on any captive audience. Forgive me, Mr Churchill, but I have to get back to town for a meeting at two oclock. Might we . . .?


Of course! Churchill was immediately penitent. I shouldnt have brought you out to Chartwell but . . .


Turning to Edward, Liddell said, The fact of the matter is that Mr Churchill refuses to take me seriously when I say that there is a threat against his life.


Edward was horrified. You mean an assassination attempt? But who . . .?


You must not alarm yourself. Churchill spoke as though the threat was against Edwards life rather than his own. There are always lunatics vowing death to any of us with a measure of public notoriety. Its just words.


I beg to differ, sir, Liddell said with icy courtesy. This particular threat has to be taken seriously. My source is unimpeachable . . . This time were not dealing with some lunatic but a deliberate, carefully planned plot. Our information is that a professional assassin has been hired to deprive us of you when the country needs you most. He smiled his most wintry smile. That is not something we can allow to happen.


But it is all so vague . . . Churchill protested. Then his face cleared. I have a bottle of champagne on ice. Will you excuse me one moment?


Edward understood that he did not wish to listen as Liddell outlined the nature of the threat against him.


He drinks too much, Liddell grunted after Churchill had closed the door behind him.


I think he drinks when hes bored but Ive never seen him the worse for wear. I have had dinner with him when hes consumed the best part of a magnum of Pol Roger but normally he keeps to weak whisky.


I know. And Ive seen him add soda water to his claret, God help us! Still, whatever his eccentricities when it comes to his alcohol intake, hes the best man weve got.


The only man, Edward echoed. But who would want to assassinate him? he asked again.


Nobody or everybody. Were particularly worried by the IRA threat. Despite everything he has done to bring peace to Ireland, including shaking the hand of Michael Collins . . . That stuck in my gullet, I must say. When half the police in Ireland were looking to arrest him, he was taking tea at 10 Downing Street. Despite that, the Irish hate Mr Churchill. Did you know that in 1921 Sinn Fein tried to kidnap him and Mr Lloyd George? That plot was foiled by the Yard, thank goodness, but there have been plenty more.


I never knew that.


They managed to keep it dark.


Was that at the time of the Black and Tans? Edward had not approved of Churchills decision to send those battle-hardened troops to Ireland to suppress the IRA. Their brutality had created many martyrs among the ordinary Irish. As a result, even moderate Republicans were persuaded to support the armed struggle to rid Ireland of the British, whatever the cost in human lives.


Liddell hurried on. On his recent American tour, Mr Churchill received over seven hundred letters containing death threats, many of them from Indians. The Ghada Party, an Indian secret society, has threatened to kill him because of his opposition to Indian independence. And then, of course, there are the Nazis. If there is a war, Hitler would prefer to be facing a British prime minister like Mr Chamberlain rather than Mr Churchill. I could go on but I expect you get the idea.


Im afraid I must be very naive, Edward confessed. It never crossed my mind that there could be any real danger of . . . I mean, dash it, its so un-English. Surely no public figure has been assassinated since . . . since Spencer Perceval in 1812?


You forget that the London Brigade of the so-called Irish Republican Army shot Sir Henry Wilson dead on his doorstep in June 1922 . . . in Eaton Square, no less.


Edward grunted. A thought struck him. Liddell, is Mr Churchill in more danger than other public figures?


Im afraid the answer is in the affirmative. He says what he thinks and his profile is much higher than even the Prime Ministers. Only the other day Mr Chamberlain called him Number One Bogeyman, and for many people thats precisely what he is. Scarcely a week goes by when there isnt an article in a daily paper by him or about him. Have you seen Truth recently?


Its a ridiculous magazine!


Ridiculous maybe but week after week it ridicules Mr Churchill and warns against his pseudo-Napoleonic antics. This week theres an article by Sir Joseph Ball who, I am ashamed to say, was my predecessor at MI5 saying that on no account must he be brought into the government. Ball now runs intelligence for Conservative Central Office and, we have discovered, secretly gained control of Truth to use it against Mr Churchill. Hes a close friend of Mr Chamberlain and has acted as an unofficial go-between with Mussolini. The two of them  I mean Ball and the Prime Minister  went on a fly-fishing holiday when Hitler invaded Czechoslovakia last October.


Abroad, particularly in America, Mr Churchill is listened to when Mr Chamberlain is not and he is often thought by foreigners who should know better to be speaking for the British Government.


Churchill re-entered the room carrying an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne bobbing about in it. He put it on a table and took off the foil without speaking. The cork shot out with a satisfactory pop. As he gave them each a glass, he said, Youre getting me a Special Branch officer, I gather, Liddell?


Yes, Walter Thompson. You know him.


Hes a good man. Churchill nodded and sipped his champagne contemplatively. Hes looked after me before, he explained to Edward, but I still dont fancy being followed about by a nursemaid.


Why is this threat different from all the others you mention, Liddell, and what can I do? Edward asked. I imagine you have experts in this sort of thing?


Indeed. We are working day and night to identify the would-be assassin. Edward thought Liddell was trying to make Churchill understand the danger he was in by using words like assassin but, on the surface at least, Churchill appeared unmoved. Theres a particular job I need you to do, Corinth. Let me explain, he went on before Edward could say anything. The information comes from our people in Berlin. They have heard from three different sources that Hitler wants Mr Churchill dead. There used to be an unwritten agreement that heads of state did not authorize assassination attempts on the lives of other heads of state or prominent figures.


Not cricket? Edward said, imagining Veritys scorn had she heard Liddells remark.


As you described it earlier, un-English, Liddell agreed drily. The Nazis, we now know, are little better than gangsters. Hitler has killed many of his own people  think of the night of the long knives. Ernst Rhm thought he was too close to Hitler to be in any danger but he and the other SA leaders were murdered en masse. There have been dozens since.


Sola mors tyrannicida  Death is the only way to get rid of tyrants, as Thomas More put it. Edward could almost hear Verity begging him to stop quoting, particularly in Latin.


Churchill, not to be outdone, quoted Hazlitt. Words are the only things that last for ever.


Not just tyrants get assassinated. Thats our problem, Liddell corrected Edward, ignoring Churchills interjection.


But why would they want to kill Mr Churchill? He isnt even in the cabinet.


Ive told you, Liddell said irritably, he is the voice of opposition to German Fascism. Isnt that enough?


Im flattered, Churchill growled, to be so hated by that gang of hoodlums. Its the English-speaking nations almost alone who keep alight the torch of freedom.


So the threat comes from Germany  not any of the other secret societies or whatever that you mentioned? Edward asked Liddell.


Yes, but dont imagine all we have to do is to look for thugs speaking with marked German accents and wearing jackboots and a swastika. They are just as likely to use a disaffected Irishman or even an Indian to do their dirty work for them.


So what can we do? We cant just wait for it to happen!


Id certainly prefer it, Guy, if you could put a spoke in these fellas wheel. Call me selfish but Ive got a few things to do before I go to meet my maker, Churchill put in mildly.


Well, as I say, were following up leads but one thing our people in Berlin have been telling us is that the assassin may be attached in some way to the American Embassy.


Attached to the embassy? Surely the Americans dont employ just anyone? Edward asked in astonishment. Dont they look into their backgrounds . . . that sort of thing?


Youd think so, wouldnt you? Liddell replied. And of course they do up to a point but, unfortunately, its all rather more complicated. After the war, the United States abolished its intelligence service. President Wilson hated the whole idea of spying and being spied on. Apparently, he told those who objected to his decision that gentlemen dont read each others mail. He thought it undemocratic and un-American. President Roosevelt has now seen the error of his predecessors ways and the service is being re-formed but its a slow business and at the moment its pretty chaotic. Every branch of their armed services has its own agents and none of them talk to the FBI. Liddell suddenly seemed to realize that he might be speaking rather too freely. I need hardly tell you, Corinth, that this is absolutely secret and what I tell you must never be repeated. The point is that you cant start up a new intelligence service overnight and expect it to be effective. It takes months  probably years. We are trying to teach them a little of how we do things over here but mistakes will be made. Its inevitable.


So the American Embassy . . .?


God knows who is employed there. Liddell sounded exasperated. In any case, the person were looking for might not be someone actually working in the embassy. He might be a friend of the Ambassadors or even his children. We just dont know.


But hang on a minute, Edward expostulated, the Americans are . . . if not our allies, then friendly to us. Surely, if there is something they know about a threat to Mr Churchill, you only have to alert the Ambassador and hell pull out all the stops to find out who it is?


Thats another problem. Mr Kennedy is not enamoured of Mr Churchill. In fact, he regards him as a danger to world peace. The Ambassador backs Mr Chamberlains policy of appeasing Hitler. He distrusts Mr Churchill and believes that, if war breaks out between Britain and Germany, we would be defeated in weeks, if not days.


Not without reason, Churchill opined.


But surely the American Ambassador would never be a party to an assassination attempt on Mr Churchill? Edward was scandalized.


No, of course not but, equally, Mr Kennedys in no hurry to investigate. He has been apprised of the threat to Mr Churchill but hes inclined to pooh-pooh it.


Edward scratched his chin. What was it that Walsingham was supposed to have said? There is nothing more dangerous than security. It had been true in the time of Queen Elizabeth and it was even more so today. So what can I do? I need hardly say Ill do whatever you ask of me.


Good man! Liddell responded with chilly geniality.


What have your people heard? Churchill asked, without appearing to be very much concerned.


Something . . . not much. Little more than gossip, in fact . . . a name.


What name?


A name to make us sit up and take notice. Nest Bremen.


Whats that? A German bird-watching outfit? Edward asked facetiously.


I see I need to explain how the German secret service works. Its not that efficiently organized, surprisingly. There are two overlapping organizations. As you know, the Abwehr is the German High Commands intelligence service. Its divided into three basic groups. Abt I is concerned with offensive intelligence and espionage, Abt III with counter-intelligence and security. We are con cerned with Abt II which is responsible for sabotage and subversion. They have Nebenstellen or nests  small groups controlled from Berlin but based wherever they can be effective.


Did Major Stille work for the Abwehr? Edward asked. Stille was the German spymaster he had killed the previous summer.


No, he was an officer of the Sicherheitsdienst.


Im confused. Who or what is the Sicher . . . whatever you called it?


The SD is the security and intelligence service of the Nazi Party. It is in competition with the Abwehr and, as far as we can see, will eventually take it over. The Abwehr has not had any real success here or in America. We know all its agents and watch them like hawks.


So the Abwehr isnt a real threat?


Quite the contrary. If it is to fight off the SD, it needs some dramatic successes which will impress Hitler. Our belief is that it has decided that killing Mr Churchill is just the sort of coup to show the world and the organizations political masters what it is capable of.


Edward was silent for a minute or two as he considered this. Is this all guesswork or have you any evidence?


Our girl in the American Embassy happened to hear the Ambassador mention a name before he closed his office door . . .


Our girl? We have a spy in the American Embassy? Edward was dumbfounded.


We need to know exactly what the Americans are thinking, Churchill explained. We need the Americans to come in on our side as soon as war breaks out. Without them we have no hope. My aim is to persuade President Roosevelt that we will stand up to Hitler, that we will fight, despite anything Mr Kennedy tells him.


Liddell interrupted him. So you see, Corinth, we need to know who is winning the battle of words. Information is power. Never forget that.


So what is the name your girl heard, Liddell? Nest Bremen?


No, the name was Der Adler.


The eagle?


Der Adler is the name of their top assassin. We know he has killed at least four important political leaders who were seen as a threat by the Nazis.


Such as . . .?


Such as the Austrian Chancellor, Dollfuss. You will remember that he was killed by the Nazis in his own chancellery in 1934. His death led inevitably to the Anschluss.


Do we know his real name?


Der Adler? No. We know almost nothing about him. There are no photographs, no descriptions. He may even be dead. We thought wed killed him in Buda last year but maybe not. Perhaps theyve given the same code name to someone else in order to confuse us. We must never think we know anything about him because that might prevent us from recognizing him or her.


Her? Surely not?


Nothing can be ruled out, Liddell warned.


Edward puzzled over the paradox, murmuring to himself Prometheuss stoic remark, Il faut avoir un aigle. He had recently been reading Gides Le Promthe mal enchan and his blistering attack on Communism, Retour de lU.R.S.S.


What are you talking about? Liddell asked irascibly.


Sorry, I was thinking. So tell me again  exactly what do you want me to do?


Get theAmbassadors confidence. Find out whatever he knows . . . whatever there is to know. If we want to keep Mr Churchill safe, we have to get this man and to do that we have to know who he is.


Its a tall order, Edward sighed. Why dont you ask him yourself, sir?


Cant stand the man, Churchill replied truculently. I wont be beholden to anyone who prays for the demise of the British Empire.


Well, why dont you put in an official request, Liddell?


Theres no future in that. Wed just get a sorry, cant help you. We dont want to embarrass ourselves or the Americans. You can imagine what would happen if it got into the press that we suspected the American Embassy of harbouring political assassins . . . Youve proved you have a gift for getting on with tricky characters. Why, even the Duke of Windsor ended up thanking you . . . We have other agents following up other leads and other sources of information. Were not asking for miracles but my hunch is that Joe Kennedy knows who Der Adler is or at least could find out. He may even be over here already.


So how am I going to meet Mr Kennedy?


Your brother knows him.


Edward frowned. Im not involving my brother in this.


The Duke was a long-standing friend of Lord Lothian, one of Kennedys closest friends in England, and was occasionally to be seen at Cliveden, the country seat of Lord and Lady Astor. The Duke had been introduced to Kennedy but had not taken to him. He tried to flatter me, Ned, the Duke had said scornfully. I dont want flattering by a crooked Boston racketeer.


Stop making those faces, Corinth, Liddell laughed. In our business, we have to mingle with people we dont like. We have to get our hands dirty to catch our fish. Lady Astor is having a lunch for the Ambassador in St Jamess Square on Tuesday. You will receive an invitation which you will accept. Is that understood?


Is Lady Astor a friend of yours, sir? Edward asked Churchill, genuinely curious.


I have known her a very long time. Yes, Id say we were friends though I dont expect she has forgiven me for opposing her election as a Member of Parliament.


Why were you opposed to her becoming an MP?


Call me reactionary, my boy, but Ive never believed women should take part in the hurly-burly of politics.


Yes, I remember it was one of Veritys  Miss Brownes  grouses that you did your best to stop women getting the vote.


Well, Im not foolish enough to think that was my finest moment, Churchill said with something approaching an apology, but, if the truth be told, I am still not convinced that women belong in the so-called Mother of Parliaments, but there we are . . .


And Lady Astor? What of her in particular? Edward persisted.


She is in very many ways a remarkable woman. It takes more than money to be the first woman to take a seat in the House of Commons. Our prejudices against women and foreigners were swept aside and she was escorted to her seat by Mr Balfour and Mr Lloyd George. She has a kindly heart and a wagging tongue which sometimes gets her into trouble. She is not, I am sure, anti-Semitic but she comes out with ill-considered comments which can be taken as insults by Jews with sensitive skins. She hates Catholics even more, which makes it all the more amusing that she has made such a friend of Joe Kennedy. I believe she calls herself a Christian Scientist but I doubt she understands its tenets.


And her great friend, Lord Lothian  isnt he a Catholic?


Churchill shrugged. Like most women, shes not consistent. She went to Russia with that very silly man George Bernard Shaw and accepted Communist hospitality and flattery. Commissar Litvinoff organized a sumptuous banquet for these two innocents who were, perhaps, un aware of the food queues in the back streets of Moscow. Stalin took an hour or two off from signing death warrants to offer this arch-capitalist every compliment he could think of. She came back praising his new order while at the same time seeming to find much to admire in Herr Hitler. It would be comical if it were not a touch obscene.


Perhaps Stalin and Hitler are not as far apart as we tend to believe, Liddell said drily. Lady Astor is a very rich American with powerful friends on both sides of the Atlantic and is a danger to world peace.


Edward shook his head bemusedly. He wondered what Verity would say when he told her where he was lunching and with whom. How long have we got to find Der Adler? he said at last.


We dont know. A few days, a week, a month . . .? Were working hard at the German end but, in the meantime, get yourself into Kennedys good graces. Get to know the children. I understand that Kathleen  Kick, I believe they call her  is enchanting. Get to know the people they know.


Edward again shook his head. I really cant see how I, a complete stranger, can find out anything. Is it likely Kennedy is going to say, Let me tell you about the secret information we have received about this German agent?


I tell you what, my boy, Churchill broke in, I think you underestimate yourself. You have a way of getting hold of the truth  untangling a spiders web  which I have come to admire. I think you can do it.


Edward sighed. If you ask me to, sir, of course I will try my best but . . .


Thank you, Churchill responded simply, holding out his hand.


Good chap, Liddell said, patting Edward on the shoulder. Oh, by the way, theres a friend of yours at the embassy  a man called Casey Bishop. I gather he was up at Cambridge with you.


Casey! Why, I havent seen him for years. Whats he doing over here?


Hes setting up their intelligence service network. Were teaching him a bit about how we work.


So hes the man to tell you everything you want to know about this assassination threat, Edward said, his face clearing.


I did put the word out but he says he doesnt know anything about it. I think hes lying. Youll make him talk though.
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