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Chapter 1





Fog that morning, a freezing fog; the flagstones dark and slippery outside the door. I shall always associate my mother with
fog. Once she went up to London in one of the last pea-soupers, I cannot have been more than six then, and came back on the
train late. She drove home and came in beneath the bright overhead light in the hall and talked about it, and when she took
off her silk headscarf I thought that I saw a remnant of the fog shaken off it, a dull spray that fell away off the gleam
of the silk. I saw it like a horror.


It was there, I told her. The smog. She had brought it home.

My mother looked in the hall mirror as if to check, smiled a dazzling smile into the glass and shaped up her hair where it
had been flattened by the scarf.


'All gone now.'



The smog in London had a greenish-yellowish colour because of the poison it contained, that made you cough if you did not
wear a mask and made fragile people die. The smog was famous so you remembered when people talked about it.


The fog at home was plain grey country fog, dead leaves and cow smell in it and the hollow sound of milking in the farm across
the road. No poison there but numbness, a numbness that you knew from other, forgotten days, that seeped into grass and wood
and stone and skin, and made them all the same, until feeling was gone along with the sight of the village and the valley
and the hills, as if these no longer existed and there was only this one numb place and no other to be known.


And yet the hills were there, even if I could not see them. I knew that they were there; and close, not remote at all. The
road rose steeply out where the houses ended, up round bends and through close woods to the ridge and the high open land beyond
it. Up there on the fog-covered hills there would be ice, on the surfaces of the roads that had been wet yesterday with all
the week's rain, hidden ribbons of ice on the slopes, on the bends where water had run down in black streams on the asphalt.
There was a skin of ice on the dips in the stone path. Later I would go out in my boots and smash it like glass but now I
stood huddled on the step still warm from bed and felt the cold on my bare face and through the soles of my slippers, penetrating
and pushing away the sleep.


'Don't stand out there, Anna, you will catch your death.' The ineradicable pattern of German in my mother's voice. 'Run on
in and get dressed.'


Cold, waking me up. A Monday in January during the Cold War. A sting in the air that touched closer than the kiss she gave
me, which was no more than a brush of breath and powdered cheek, and a pursing of new red lips just so far from the skin as
to leave no mark, and I stood in my slippers on the doorstep and had already as a memory or a dream the waxy scented smell
of her as she started up the car and ran it awhile with the exhaust puffing while she scraped windscreen and windows, and
then got in and closed the door and seemed to wave, though the scraped patch was small and it was hard to see, and drove away.
Her lights were gone, into the cold.


What I did next was done with the deliberateness of a child suddenly responsible for herself. I went back in as I had been
told, pushing the big bolt across the bottom of the front door that I must not open to strangers. I finished a bowl of Rice
Krispies that had grown soggy and then went upstairs and again I did as I had been told. I put on a warm vest and long socks
and jeans. There was a green mohair jumper that I kept after that for years, until it was too small and worn through in places
and dangled broken threads that caught in things, but I would not let it go. I put it on that morning because of the cold.
Later I would wear it in almost any weather. I folded my pyjamas and put them under the pillow, tidied the bed and pulled
up the bedspread, arranged my animals upon it. From downstairs came the clumsy sound of Margaret doing the cleaning, moving
things round as she dusted the sitting room. (Useless girl, my mother would say, stroking the top of some table and inspecting
the dust that collected on her fingertips. Has she no eyes with which to see?)I slipped by, slipped down past the open door
to the room, where Margaret had her back turned and was unwinding the cord of the Hoover. I found my satchel in the kitchen,
took my coat from its hook in the hall and let myself out at the back, pulling out the mittens and hat that were stuffed in
the pockets and shoving them on soon as the cold hit. I walked to Susan's, walked fast in spite of the fog, head down, scarcely
needing to see the way as I walked it so often, around the side of the house, down the stone path and along the road, and
then through the gate into her front garden, and the fog was thick and the ice was thin, scrunching into mud underfoot, and
Mrs Lacey let me in as she always did and a little later we drove to school. Mrs Lacey drove slowly, rubbing the windscreen
and leaning forward over the steering wheel as if those few inches made all the difference to what she could see. And all
day the fog held. It was there like a milky breath beyond the classroom windows, at break, at lunch, when Mrs Lacey took us
back at the end of the day, the headlamps lighting it before the car. Even when it got dark and the fire was lit and the curtains
were drawn, I knew that the fog was there.




The Times, Monday 9 Januay 1961. Price sixpence. (Going back now, going over these things, I read the newspapers for that day.) The front page is given over to the Classifieds.
How faceless it was then, the front page of The Times, a full broadsheet page of solid type, small-type lists cramped across seven tight columns: Births, Marriages, Deaths, Personal
(and yet how impersonal), Motor Cars Etc., Shipping, Agriculture.


PALMER on 7 Januay 1961, peacefully, after an accident, HILDA BEATRICE, widow of Lieut. Col. C. H. PALMER . . .


Notice of a ship of the Blue Star Line disembarking London via Lisbon for Brazil, Uruguay and Argentina, exclusively first-class.

The news does not begin to appear until page six. Two Climbers Found Dead. Union Plan for Car Industry. Child Drowns in Roadwork Trench. The Portland story is slipped in amongst the rest. Victory Assured for President de Gaulle. Five People on Secrets Act Charge. General McKeown in Leopoldville. It runs to a few standard phrases, no more. The reporting is quaintly dated: the plain headlines, the conventional formulations,
the formality with which people are named, the images which are pinched and small, head-and-shoulders photographs mainly of
the Prime Minister and dignitaries and people with titles. All of it is respectful, restrained, clipped like the BBC voices
of the time, drilled in objectivity. Suspects charged under the Official Secrets Act, held at Bow Street Police Station . . .


The same news must have been on the radio that morning. It is possible that my mother heard it in the kitchen before she left,
but she was early and in a rush, so it is more likely that she would have heard it in the car as she drove. There is nowhere
lonelier than a car in a thick fog. She would have had the radio on for company, driving so slowly that every turn in the
known road seemed alien to her, delayed, out of place, the lights of oncoming cars looming weirdly towards her, the road surface
revealing itself too late, having of necessity to be trusted. She would have heard the voices in the background as she concentrated
on where she was going, looking for some movement in the air, hoping that the fog would lift on the hilltops or across the
next valley or when the hills were passed.




The Times' forecast has the fog in the west of England dense but clearing slowly; the roads icy at first; the wind light, variable.
I remember no wind, and the fog did not clear. In Gloucestershire where I spent that day the air remained entirely still,
as if it was a day that didn't happen.


If someone had told me that it was a day that I must remember always, I would of course have made it different. I was old
enough to know the conventions of these things. If for example my mother had been a soldier and there had been a proper war,
then I would have stood at the door and marked it all. (And if she had not been who she was, and if she was on the right side.)
I would have marked the shine in her eyes, the braveness of her smile, the set of her shoulders in the big tweed coat. I would
have stood that extra moment gazing into the fog after the car's red lights had melted into it; made a picture for my memory
of a tall pale girl in a dressing gown, pink slippers and a warm bed behind her but no one else in the house.


And after, I would have not have gone to school but stayed at home. Just myself, alone. No Margaret there to flatten the atmosphere.
There was something so mundane about Margaret – mundane was a new word, one that I had heard Mrs Lacey say in her high, ringing
voice, and I had held it though I was not quite sure of its meaning and applied it to Margaret, Margaret with her heaviness
and her thick legs and her acne. To be eight years old, just a few days over eight and alone in the house would have been
much finer.


I would have done something solitary. I would have taken out some cards and sat down on the carpet in the sitting room and
played patience. Mrs Lacey had taught us to play a game of patience that she called Chinaman. She said that in Singapore there
was a Chinaman who sat on the street and invited you to play the game, and you paid him money and he gave you the pack of
cards, and if you got more than thirteen cards out he gave you the money back and you kept the cards as well, and you had
won. That didn't sound so many, thirteen, but it was hard to get. Mrs Lacey said that it was to do with odds. The Chinaman
was good at sums and could work out the odds. He wouldn't sit out on the street and play the game if he did not know that
he would mostly win. And yet every now and then the odds fell in the player's favour, and that made you feel good. So I would
lay out the cards, seven along with the first upturned, six the next line, and so on, and play the game through, and when
I had worked down the pack once – just once, the Chinaman was strict about that and to go on would be cheating – I would gather
the cards up and shuffle and deal once more.


Again and again, until the game came out, I would lay the lines of cards against the pattern of the Persian rug before the
fire, and the fire would be burning (some invisible hand must have been there to light it for me) and there would be the glow
of the fire and the circle of light from the lamp, or perhaps, as the day passed, clearing slowly, a low beam of winter sun
breaking through the grey beyond the window.


I'd deal the cards and they'd go down crisp. I'd gather them up and deal again. All the time I would have known that at any
moment the policeman might come, or the postman, some man in uniform with the news in him, holding the words back like he
held his bicycle, like you'd hold back a young dog from a stranger; and the fair-haired girl who stood at the door (a heroine
to myself, having a quality of calm and self-possession beyond given age) would have known at once what words they were by
the look in his face.


If she had been a soldier, it would have been black-and-white; black-and-white like the postman's telegram, because this
after all was 1961, because I was eight, because war was the confrontation of good and evil and the soldiers on our side were
heroes, because I watched television, because we did not have colour then. Clear-cut, not the muddle it became: the hanging
around at the Laceys' house long after school, the staying for tea – though that in itself was nothing strange, I was often
there for tea – the being there even after Mr Lacey came home and poured his gin and tonic and turned on the News while the
phone rang, then having a bed made up in Susan's room and staying the night. Your parents won't be back till late, they want
you to stay here with us. And all that evening beneath the surface, the knowledge of something big unspoken, of the falseness
of smiles and the coding of words.






Two days earlier, the previous Saturday, 7 January 1961, twenty minutes past three in the afternoon. Two people come through
a ticket barrier at Waterloo Station. The man who is watching notes them soon as they get out of the train, though there is
nothing particular about this pair to set them apart from other men and women on platform fourteen. Perhaps he, like the eight
others on the train itself and in the street who have been set to watch them on this and past days, recognises them from photographs.
Perhaps he has observed the same couple before. Of course he has been trained how to look: to identify what distinguishes
an individual's appearance, to register hair colour, eyes, build, pattern of movement, to estimate height and weight and put
together a precise and communicable description. To anyone else what is most apparent about this couple is their ordinariness,
the ordinariness of so many of the passengers beneath the platform lamps and the late daylight that seeps through the dirty
glass roof of the station, drab men and women with winter overcoats and brown hats and tired London faces.




There are other papers besides The Times. I have ordered the Guardian, the Telegraph and the Daily Mail for the same dates. The Times is available digitally; the others only on microfiche. The film comes on old-fashioned spools, a bore to load and to crank
through, and then to position and focus. Here and there one of the papers has a picture, small by today's standards, poorly
rendered on paper and worse on the screen: a man or woman, just a face, the subjects grouped in some old snapshot, an item
of evidence, the scene of the arrest. Enlarge the image and it disintegrates into no more than a series of formations, concentrations,
of grey dots. The library where I work is stuffy, windowless. A dozen strangers breathe the same air in dim booths, yawn above
the soporific tap of keyboards.




The watchers, the watched, the passers-by.

One form merging into the next, heads passing, shoulder brushing against shoulder, gloved hands holding bags, hands in pockets,
dark shoes treading an intricate and abstract intersecting pattern across the station floor. Nothing to indicate who is who;
no sign of the veiled concentration in the eyes of MI5 agents, the alertness that must surely run like an adrenaline current
behind the bland faces of the spies, the anxieties, hopes, intentions of any of the travellers around.


Where the crowd funnels at the exit on to the Waterloo Road, the watchers hasten suddenly, looking about them, keeping track
in the confusion, to relax only as the couple separate from the rest and become a distinct pair walking south. And the watchers
slow again, hands back in pockets, sauntering now some way behind, unseen by their subjects, never seen but only watching
as the police cars swerve in.


'The hunt is over. Scotland Yard for you!' says Superintendent 'Moonraker' Smith, spycatcher extraordinary.

Did a policeman ever really speak like that?



The newspapers bring back that time not only by their meaning but by their style: the clichés of the popular press, the restraint
of the broadsheets. In this I hear the talk of my father and those around him, the generation who grew up in the war and composed
themselves so carefully afterwards and put it behind them; who established about them what they saw as the civilised rhythm
of post-war life, which was perhaps a shadow of life before: a drink at six, dressing for dinner (being who they were, being
the class that they were, reassuring themselves of its changelessness even then on the cusp of change), the Nine O'Clock News,
Sunday lunch. The newspaper advertisements represent the time as effectively as the stories. There are advertisements for
Manikin Cigars, Mappin & Webb, Land Rover, 'Good old Johnnie Walker', illustrated with line drawings and photographs that
appear now to have a parochial naivety; advertisements for British things conjuring a peculiarly British reality: familiar,
named, secure, where everything and everyone, child and adult, had their place, and what did not fit was not acknowledged
to exist.


The booth next to mine was empty when I came. I chose this position because of that, and because it was at the end of the
line. It has been so long since I have done research like this, not since I was a student. Easier not to be observed fumbling
with the spools; nice anyway to have space about me. Now a young Indian woman in jeans and a turquoise tunic has taken the
spot, placed file and notebook on the desk and is taking out the first of a small stack of films. She looks as awkward at
it as I was earlier, reading the instructions taped to the side of the booth, threading, unthreading, setting the whole clanking
thing into motion and winding the first film back so far that it winds right off the spool.


'Do you know how to work these things?' An apologetic whisper.

'Only just.'

Her voice is that of an educated Indian from India; she looks earnest, with heavy brows and dark-rimmed spectacles, bangles
on her arm. A Ph.D. student perhaps, not so young as all that – as one gets older, other women begin to seem younger than
they are – or a lecturer even, someone with a proper reason to be here.


There is nothing for it but to get up and try to help, ineffectually, until a librarian comes and saves us. Then I can return
and begin a systematic working through of all the sources: the referenced dates of arrest, trial and sentencing; details of
identities, contacts, methods. Just in case there is something there.




I had expected there to be a canteen, somewhere to eat, at least a pleasant café near by. Whenever I come to London these days
I notice how many nice cafés there are, people eating out everywhere, sitting out even in April eating Mediterranean food;
so much more happening than in the few years I lived here in the Seventies. But this place where the library is can hardly
be called London; it is only some shabby northern suburb, whose name one knows from the tube map, out almost to Edgware on
the Northern Line. The institutional red brick of the building seems misplaced on the poor terraced street, no shops in sight
but a dingy newsagent and a greasy café of a kind I have not visited in thirty years, not since the days when I was a student
myself. I order what I might have ordered then: strong tea and a bacon sandwich, on bread, not toast, white factory bread
with the grease soaking into it. At least today I am hungry enough for that.


The café is busy. It must really be the only one around. The Indian woman is sitting alone and I take a seat at the same table.

She has nothing but a cup of tea.

'I did not know,' she says, 'what I should be eating here.'

She does not know what an outsider I am here, how rarely I come to London, that I scarcely ever meet people like herself.
Will she be Muslim, Hindu, vegetarian? No bacon, anyway. I recommend egg and chips.


'I have a research grant,' the Indian woman says, looking out of the window, where a bus passes in the rain. 'Six weeks in
London. I have never been to London before.'


'Ah. Well, you must see some other places besides this.'

'I shall, if my work allows.'

'Definitely you must take some time to look around.'

'And how long will you be working here?'

'I don't know,' I say, though I do in fact. I have three days here in London and then I shall fly to Berlin. 'I'm here in
London for a bit, and then I'm going to Germany and Poland, well, not quite Poland actually but Russia.'


'It sounds very interesting.'

'Oh, it isn't really. It isn't my job or anything. I'm wasting my time really. It's just that now I have time to waste. My
daughter's grown up, she's off my hands now, and my husband said I might as well do it. It's nothing important, you see, just
a family matter. Just something I thought I might find out about, now that I have the time.'




It was to come out in court that the couple under surveillance had reached Waterloo by an unnecessarily devious route. There
was no suggestion as to whether this was the result of whim or accident, or whether it was a deliberate but amateurish attempt
to shake off anyone who might be tailing them.


They had come on the train from Salisbury, though they might have chosen to take one direct from Weymouth, having driven first
as far as Salisbury and then left their car there – because of the icy roads, they were to say, but then the train itself
had to be re-routed around Basingstoke, where previous heavy rain had washed away the line. If they had intended to do much
shopping up in London, they no longer had the time. They must limit the trip to a threepenny bus ride to the market in East
Street, Walworth, and be back by four-thirty for the meeting they had arranged.


Their names were Harry Houghton and Ethel Elizabeth Gee, though Ethel was generally known as Bunty, the newspapers recorded.
Both were employees at the Portland Admiralty Underwater Weapons Establishment, Bunty a clerical assistant of the lowest grade
in the drawing-office records section, Harry a clerical officer in the innocuous-sounding Port Auxiliary Repair Unit, where
he had access to Admiralty fleet orders and charts and particulars of ships. The two of them occasionally made these trips
up to London, and once or twice they had stayed a night. (One of the newspapers refers to Bunty as a 'friendly spinster',
which seems a coy way of saying that she slept with Harry and that at the hotel they visited she slipped a ring on her finger
and pretended to be his wife.)


On this occasion it appeared that they were not planning to stay. Perhaps Bunty had to be home for the three old people she
cared for: her eighty-year-old mother, her bedridden Aunt Bessie, her Uncle John (or Jack as some of the newspapers had it).
Possibly Harry had some other intention. Surveillance on a previous trip he had made to meet his contact in London alone had
picked up a comment about a girl from South Africa. The implication that he had been two-timing Bunty was the sort of thing
people would have expected of spies, even if he was fifty-five and balding and had been living until recently in a caravan.


On returning to Waterloo Road Harry and Bunty crossed to the corner by the Old Vic. There a man walked swiftly to them and
they shook hands. Gordon Lonsdale, as he called himself (real name K. T. Molody) was dark and stocky, with a style and spark
to him that the others lacked. His manners too had charm, for he turned to Bunty and offered instantly to take the shopping
basket that she was carrying. A normal thing, she said she thought it was, for a gentleman to do.




I know the place. I have been to the Old Vic a few times, when I lived in London and once or twice since. I know the street.
It is a bleak street even now, the pavement running between the long blank wall of the theatre and the grimy breadth of Waterloo
Road, the sound of traffic and the fumes holding there between the road and the high wall. It would have been even bleaker
then, with the street line on the other side broken still by bomb and building sites. The only bright things to be seen would
have been the posters on the theatre walls, advertising the current production. (According to the theatre notices, an unseasonal
A Midsummer Night's Dream, the saturday matinée playing within the plush warmth of the theatre as the spies walked by in the
cold.)


It must have been Lonsdale who chose that particular street, since he was the professional. He chose it for its anonymity
perhaps, or for the fact that it was wide and straight and open, without corners or doorways or crossings to produce surprises.


He had used it as a rendezvous at least three times before; twice meeting Harry and Bunty together, and once meeting Harry
alone. Once he had been observed meeting Harry elsewhere. On all these occasions they had been watched, shadowed, their conversations
overheard by discreet couples, idlers, newspaper sellers, some with microphones and tape recorders in coat pockets. For four
years now he or his colleagues or masters had summoned Harry by prearranged signals. The signals are of a type that make one
laugh, nowadays, so quaint and clichéd they seem. In real life, this happened: a spy summoned by a Hoover brochure coming
in the post, or an advertising card (folded in half) for the Scotch House in Knightsbridge, to meetings in the London area,
in suburban pubs such as the Maypole in Ditton Road or the Toby Jug in Tolworth, where he must carry a copy of Punch, or hold
a newspaper in one hand or a glove in the other so that his contact could identify him.


It was almost dark by now, on a January day which had never quite become light, the damp surface of the road beginning to
shine before the cars. They walked fast because it was cold, and also perhaps because they were tense and they wanted this
over and done with, this meeting which was the greatest moment of danger for them all. Bunty walked between the two men, Lonsdale
closest to the wall on the pavement side carrying her basket. Did they speak? Of what? Of the next meeting, of the delays
of the journey, the rotten weather that made travelling such a nuisance, raising their voices as two lorries passed, a bus,
making it hard to hear?


And then cars pulled up and men were coming at them shouting.



'The next thing I knew we were absolutely swooped on,' Bunty says from the witness box. 'At that time, I could not imagine
what it was. I thought they were Teddy boys. Mr [Superintendent] Smith stood out. I could not imagine how one gentleman came
to be mixed up with a lot of Teddy boys. There was so much noise I could not hear a word. I did not know who they were.'


At the time all she said was, 'Oh.'

Harry said, 'What?'

Lonsdale said not a word.

In her shopping basket were found four Admiralty test pamphlets, each of many foolscap pages; undeveloped film containing
photographs of two hundred and thirty pages of Particulars of War Vessels, including specifications of HMS Dreadnought, Britain's
first nuclear submarine; a package from the newsagent's and a tin of tongue.






Peter, sweetheart, how can you waste such a day as this? Out with you now, and take some air!'

That was what our mother would have said. She used to say it so often I could remember precisely the rhythm in her voice,
the bright tone that carried clear from room to room across the house.


Peter was home from boarding school and it was summer. It must have been that first summer after we were alone but from the
sort of day it was it could have been any one of them. All those summers when I look back on them seem the same.


Peter didn't go outside and there was no one to make him. Our mother used to worry over Peter because he was so pale and thin.
Our father, on the days when he was home, did not seem to notice. He was gentle with us but sometimes that seemed a passing-by,
as if we did not quite touch, and the soil and the leaves and the stems of the flowers in the garden were more tangible to
him than we ourselves. All the light hours of the day he seemed to be in the garden, and when the days were long, supper was
late so that we had filled ourselves on bread and peanut butter before he remembered that he must come in and cook.


On the days that he went to work, I used to get up at the same time and see him off, Peter a little later. Then Margaret came,
each morning, and often Susan came to play or sometimes we went to Susan's house; and when Margaret was gone Mrs Lacey fed
us lunch and after that the two of us went pretty much where we pleased, though Mrs Lacey was there if we needed her, if we
were hungry or cut ourselves. The routine had come about so naturally that it never occurred to us to think that the adults
must have talked and planned (discussed and decided as they had so many other things) and arranged the structure of our lives.
For ourselves, we knew no control but only eased into a freedom of a kind that the adult world did not recognise, that was
the unspoken freedom of the motherless. No one to be answerable to, every minute of the day, no one to make us put our boots
on before we went out, no one watching. When my mother was there I can remember saying, ten times a day, 'What shall I do
now?' and waiting in all the vacancy of a child's boredom for a bright reply. That was not so any more. We were ourselves
alone and thought for ourselves, and there were no words to it. We just did what we did.


Peter made aeroplanes. Each Saturday morning Dad took us into Cheltenham and Peter bought a new model kit and a wartime comic
book, and in the week that followed he made the plane. He had British ones and German ones, and a few American bombers, and
hung them from the ceiling of his room. He knew all about them, when they were built and where they fought and what kind of
guns they had. When he was younger the whole house sounded with the dogfights he staged from his bed, with rattles of guns
and ack-ack and dives and cries of Achtung!



On this day the house is quiet. Only the two of us in it and Peter intent in the playroom making the latest plane. I was singing
a moment ago, out in the sun. I love to sing. I was singing songs round and round so that they never ended, singing out in
the garden and in through the French windows, and now that I have stopped the empty rooms have fallen back more silent than
before.


'What's the matter, Peter?'

Peter sits hunched with his hair falling to his eyes. The plane lies still in pieces on the table, only parts of it made.
His face is blotchy, his hands tight and awkward with anger.


'Has your plane gone wrong?'



Till then I think we had not spoken of her. Not seriously at least, not in any way that I can remember. Peter had come home
immediately afterwards, and we saw each other then, and we spent the various school holidays together, but we had not talked
about it.


'How do we know she's dead?'

His eyes were shiny so that I did not look into them. He was almost crying. I looked at his fingers instead, how they were
white with the pressure. They held the wing of the plane so tight that I was afraid he might break it and then he would cry
for sure.


'Because they told us.'

Actually, but I could not have said this to him, I knew before they told me. I had had the thought from the moment of the
phone call, when I was sitting playing cards with Susan and the News was on the television, and Mrs Lacey in the hallway outside
the sitting room door said, 'When?' and Mrs Lacey's voice had a crack in it, which failed to resonate like a cracked bowl,
and though she had tried to make the flat word sound ordinary its significance had seeped like a gas into the air of the adjoining
room. And Mr Lacey was swearing for some reason, and not paying attention to her. He was looking at the television screen,
angry at something he saw there.


'Because they told us,' Peter repeated, but the certainty had gone from the words.

Peter was collected now, more his usual self. He put the wing down. He began to peel the dried glue off his fingertips, stripping
it off like skin and laying it on the spread newspaper on the table.


'That's just what they said. It doesn't have to be so just because they said it.'

He had his authority back now, the elder brother making statements to his sister. Usually when Peter said things he was right.
He lived in a boy's sure world of knowledge and facts, names and dates and numbers. He could identify a make of car or an
aeroplane, could quote the height of Everest or Freddie Trueman's bowling figures. He must explain. I did not speak but waited
for him to explain.


'Think, Anna. What did they actually say?'

'What did they say to you?'

'Oh, nothing much. Just that Dad was coming to take me out. And I thought that was odd because it was a Tuesday. Then Dad
came and Matron packed some things and we got in the car.'


Not what was said but what was done, that was what Peter told. In that case I would not tell either.



Daphne Lacey had to break the news. Even at the time I think I understood that it was hard for her.

Mrs Lacey's manner that morning was strange and sharp. She looked madder than ever. We had always thought secretly that she
was a little mad. There was an odd, darting intensity to her, an effect that was heightened by her garish taste in clothes
and the smudges of turquoise colour that she put like punctuation marks above her faded eyes. We once saw a bee-eater in the
tropical cage at the zoo that had a dash of just that same colour about its eye. Peter whispered that it was like her even
though Susan was with us, and Susan couldn't hear us, and we giggled.


The fog had cleared overnight. The morning was bright.

'I think I'll take Benjy for a walk after breakfast. You'll come with me, Anna, won't you, dear?'

We had been told that we must be nice to the Laceys because they came from Malaya and had been in a Jap camp. That meant that
they had been prisoners of war. Mrs Lacey had suffered a lot and had lost a child. She looked too old and brittle to be Susan's
mother but Margaret said that Susan was a replacement.


Susan was made to stay in, on some pretext or other, and I walked out with Mrs Lacey alone into the bright morning with the
poodle beside us. The sun was surprisingly warm. The ice had turned to shiny puddles and there were drips coming off roofs
and the dark twigs of trees. We walked down a path that led off the street, and then out past the houses and vegetable patches
to a gate and a field. There were sheep in the field and Mrs Lacey put Benjy on a lead and let me hold it. She knew how much
I liked to hold the dog. The hill rose smoothly up before the path and rounded off beneath a clear sky.


'There's something I have to tell you, Anna dear. You see, your father telephoned, he called us yesterday, he couldn't come
back last night. He asked me to tell you something.'


She didn't put her arm around me or anything, and I did not look at her but only at the trodden path and the grey dog with
his wagging dish-brush tail, and the lead connecting me to him.


'Your mummy's gone to heaven.'

I couldn't picture heaven. In the wood the beech trees were bare and if you looked up the sky was a brilliant blue between
their branches. Mrs Lacey's heaven would be lush and green and filled with tropical flowers, orange and purple and crimson
with petals like tongues.


'There was an accident, he said. He said that it was very quick, very sudden. It must have been over very quickly.'

I do not think that I spoke.

I saw the dog before me and the beeches, and coming out from the trees again beneath the hill I saw the sharpness of the light
on the winter grass. These things I would remember. The clean form of the hill and the scar in its side where stone had been
quarried and a thorn bush grew in a spiky black outline from a crack in the bared rock. A drystone wall cutting across. I
would remember them always.


The church stood where we came back into the village, by the field that was the playground. When we got to it, Mrs Lacey suggested
going in.


'Why?'

'I thought it might be nice to say a prayer.'

I had only been into the church once or twice. I liked it from the outside, I liked the sandy warmth of its stone, but inside
it was bare and white with long cold windows and an empty smell that must have been made of damp and limewash.


'But we're Catholic. It's not a Catholic church.'

So we walked by the gate and did not stop. Mrs Lacey's face was tight and like a mask with its painted points of colour.



* * *



'We've only got their word for it,' said Peter. 'We didn't see her, did we? All we know for sure is that she went away, we
don't know anything else. We didn't even go to the funeral.'


Peter was a boy and two years older. He had all the toughness in him of his age and of his time away at school. Peter sowed
doubts and doubts were power.


'When you think about it, we don't really know anything about her, do we?'

'That's because of her being German, because Daddy met her in Berlin.'

'Yes, but all the same, we should know something. We don't know her family. We don't know anyone who used to know her. We
don't even know where she came from, or anything.'


'Yes we do.'

'What?'

'Know where she came from. I know the name of the place. She told me. It was a big place, bigger than Cheltenham. It was called
Königsberg.'


'That's what she said, but it's not there. I checked. It isn't on the map. At school, I checked, and it wasn't there.'

'That's not true.'

'Look for yourself if you don't believe me.'

We went to the sitting room and Peter took the atlas down from the big bookcase beside our father's chair. He laid it on the
carpet and opened it where Europe began.


'Find it then.'

I looked until my legs ached from being bent on the floor. The afternoon was hot. There was a sort of hum that was a summer
day outside but I stayed in and did not notice for a long time that the curtains were still drawn from the night before and
that I looked by lamplight. Then I got up and put out the light and drew the heavy curtains back, and saw outside as if it
was a foreign country off the map. It was bright, green, behind glass; I could not go there. I went back to my place on the
floor. I used to sit on the floor with my legs folded flat, knees together and feet splayed out, but after a long time that
began to hurt. I sat some other way. I looked across four wide pages: Central, Eastern Europe, the pale-blue Baltic, the tattered
edge of Scandinavia curling above it, the solid blocks of colour beneath. My mother had said that she had lived close to the
sea. You could see ships, she had said, from the attic window of her home. I looked at all the names that fanned out from
the Baltic coast, in West Germany, East Germany, Poland. I looked at the names inland. Then Peter condescended to show me
how the index worked and I put a ruler to the page and worked systematically down all the tight-printed columns of Ks.


'Perhaps it begins with a C,' I said, and started again there.

'No it doesn't. It can't. I know.'

'How do you know? You don't know German.'

Conico, Conimbriga, Coningsby, Coniston. He was right. It just wasn't there.


'See.'





I went home just briefly that day from the Laceys'.

It was late in the afternoon. It was beginning to get dark and there were lights on in the house.

'Somebody's there. Who's there?' When I saw the lights in the windows I knew that I didn't want anyone with me, not Mrs Lacey,
not Susan, no one who had any words to them. I wanted to go in on my own, like always.


'It's only the piano tuner.'

I could hear the piano soon as the door was open: a note repeated, adjusted, played again.

'Why's the piano tuner here?'

To tune the piano, said Mrs Lacey, nothing strange about it. There was no point in sending the man away once he had made the
journey. So she had told Margaret to let him in.


We had come only to pack a bag. My father was coming home with Peter and then we were going away for a few days. He would
be driving right now, fetching Peter from school.


When we went upstairs to my room the sound was there too.

'What shall I take?'

The notes were insistent, distorting, dragging on the ear. I never liked the piano tuner coming. He made the world go out
of shape.


'You're going to the sea,' Susan said.

When the piano tuner finished we saw him go before we turned off the lights, and Mrs Lacey double-locked all the doors. Later
that same evening my father came and we drove away in the dark.




I slept in the car. A transient security in sleeping on a journey, in being carried through the night, and when the motion
stopped, being lifted, wrapped and still curled, and knowing that you were somewhere else and yet not having to open your
eyes, and being safe and put into bed. When I woke the sea was there before me. I drew back the plaid-patterned curtains from
a big window, and saw the sea in a straight line in front of the house. There were two beds in the room and Peter was still
asleep in the other one. It was the room of some boy or boys who we did not know; school photographs of strangers on the chest
of drawers and a dartboard on the wall.


The sea was a dull pencil colour with white edges against the shore. I had never come to the seaside in winter before. It
looked so cold, wide and silent beyond the fastened window. I did not hear it until I went out, soon as breakfast was over.
I ran ahead of Peter, down the steps from the garden on to the narrow strip of the beach, and low waves came in and foamed
at my feet, and I ran along that beach and over the wooden groin and along the next, until I came to a fence and a line of
bare and tattered trees. I stood there and looked across the sea to the long smooth outline of an island. It was clear that
it was an island because I could see each end of it, and the sea between was still grey, but scaly now that the sun had broken
through to shine on it.


We stayed four or five days, long enough to learn that the island was the Isle of Wight and that the rocks that stood out
in the sea beyond its tip were called the Needles, though they seemed too thick and solid for such a name. The house belonged
to some people that my father said he had known before, before the war and before my mother, but I did not remember ever having
heard of them. Henry and Madeleine, they were called. He never said which one of them was his friend, which one had known
him first; only that they were kind and that their own children were away at school. I learnt to play darts and Peter shot
a bow and arrows, and we played ping-pong on a table in the garage. One of the days my father and Henry went somewhere dressed
in suits, and we children were left with Madeleine alone. Madeleine took us out for a walk with her two red setters that bounded
with streaming hair along the shore.




* * *



'Will we go there again, Daddy?'

'What, to Madeleine's?'

'I liked it there. I want to go in the summer so I can go in the sea.'

'Perhaps,' he said. 'If they ask us.'

We never did. There was no sequential reality to add to this interlude, which came to memory later in disconnected images
like snapshots or a dream. Later, I was to wonder who Henry and Madeleine were, and if they really did exist, and told myself
that I would surely find them if only I were to go along the south coast, to sail say from Bournemouth to Southampton, and
look in along all the shore with the Isle of Wight behind me. Henry and Madeleine I would not know again; they seemed quite
indistinct; but I was certain that I would recognise the house. A safe house. I had the image of it clear: set just back from
the beach, not old, probably Thirties, white, parts of the upper storey hung with tiles; wide windows and dormers in the roof
above; all looking out to the sea. And hydrangeas. I had an image of them by the steps that led up from the sand, steps made
of broad planks with pale sand scattered across them, and tall blue hydrangea bushes. Yet remembering it afterwards, it seems
impossible that it could have been so: if we visited the place just that one time in January, then how could I have known
the colour of the flowers?




So little that is known for sure, so much confused. The past seems sometimes mutable as the present, changing before my eyes.
I had to learn to fix it about a constant, at least something near a constant. The house we lived in, that was fixed. Every
piece of it I used to go over and fix about myself. For years I did this, when I was at school and again later, in other places
after I had moved away. I would take myself around the house and the garden in my mind before I went to sleep: into the hall,
through open doors and up the stairs and around the upstairs rooms.


To my own room, with a picture of a rider on the wall and the tiny glass animals that I collected on the shelves. Peter's
room, my father's with the yellow bedspread, the spare room that was just that, spare, with white airy emptiness, the little
room where the ironing was done that had a round window where I used to hide away and read.


Downstairs then, and out of the French windows into the garden.



When we got home it was just the three of us. The house told us that, it was so clean and neat; the letters on the sideboard
in the hall, all the loose papers and magazines in piles at the corners of the tables. Margaret must have come every day even
though we were gone, polished the furniture and the silver and the brass handles on the doors, and left the smell of it behind
her. Tidied and hoovered and dusted and polished, and erased. Something had been erased from the house, and so completely
that I did not see at first that it was the presence of my mother. Her coat gone from its hook and with it her shoes, the
fur-lined boots that she wore to go out in the cold. Her bag and her diary that she kept in the kitchen. Jars and bottles
from the bathroom. From every room, her touch: the arrangements of things, the positions of cushions and ashtrays; the sense
that she had been there.


Yet this was more than Margaret could have done alone. I knew that someone must have been there with her, if not my father
then Mrs Lacey or someone other who was strange to me. Some cold hands had been through and touched everything, systematically
identifying, selecting things, taking out her clothes with the soft smell to them, lifting them up, folding them away, clearing
her dressing table, gathering up the lipsticks and the nail polish and the cotton wool and the compacts, disposing of them,
while Margaret went stolidly after and breathed on the glass and cleaned away the rings where the little bottles had stood
and the spilled powder.


Sometimes when I made a mistake in my schoolwork, my mother used to help rub it out. When I did it myself I left a shadow
on the page, and sometimes crumpled it or took the surface off the paper. When my mother did it she held the page smooth between
red-varnished fingertips and rubbed so gently with the other hand that, if the pencil had not been pressed too hard, the paper
was left white and perfect and good as if it was never written on.


The house was like that. There were no marks. You had to make an effort to remember where she had been.

They had rubbed her out.

The strange thing was that the space which spoke her absence most was not any of the rooms she had lived in, not her bedroom
even with her dressing table by the window and the stool before it, none of these but my own room. Only there was there a
sense of her, pressing in. She was in the walls, the curtains, in the dark slit where the cupboard door failed to close. There,
or about to be there, known, immanent, her voice most of all, about to break through, almost recalled, so that I almost heard
its tone, its warmth, its accent. And yet the silence held and there were no words. It held and quivered, like a note sung
too long, until I felt that I could not breathe. I ran, gasping, to my father's room. See: my mother's room had already become
my father's room. There was his bed and there was space in it. The sheets in the space were cold, but warm close up to him.
A little later Peter came in too, and the other side warmed also.






I have never come to Berlin before. In forty years I somehow never found the time.

Peter came here as soon as he began to travel, a hunched student on a rail pass, and when he got home he spoke of the divided
city's scars and its lack of beauty yet he seemed to have preferred it to Paris or Amsterdam or Rome. He was drawn back repeatedly
in those years and again later, after the Wall came down. He made an effort to come and see me just after that, invited himself
for a weekend as he had not done in years and brought me what he said was a piece of the Wall as a present. (And that was
just what it was, a chunk of graffitied concrete, and I have no idea where it has got to. Perhaps my husband has thrown it
away by now. My husband is a tidy man and has no place for what has no function.)


'I don't know what you expect to find,' my husband said when I told him I was planning this trip. 'It was all a very long
time ago.'




* * *



It takes getting used to, travelling alone. Life seems at some moments blank, as there is no one to share it with, and at
others strangely vivid. Being without habit, husband, family becomes all at once like being without a skin, senses bared to
every impression, to the sunlight, the morning, the bus ride from the airport, the confusion of catching a tram, buying and
punching a ticket in a place where you do not speak the language. At least the hotel was not hard to find. I checked in and
took up my case but did not unpack it and only sat there for a while on the bed. It is a tolerable room, more spacious than
I might have expected, and it smells fresh. I have taken the bed closest to the window. The other one by the wall I will leave
untouched. If it is clear that I have not used it then perhaps they will not have the bother of changing the sheets.


I shall leave sightseeing for tomorrow. It is lucky that the route of the bus from the airport passed by so many of the famous
sites. I have at least glimpsed the new dome of the Reichstag, the Brandenburg Gate, Unter den Linden, Alexanderplatz. I know
where these things are.


This first evening I thought I should stick to the streets by the hotel. I walked until I came to a triangular platz with
trees and cafés about it. No one was sitting at the tables outside as there was a biting wind. The cold was getting to me
even as I was walking, but with so many cafés and restaurants it was hard to choose where to stop. It was some time later
that I found this one, a place much like any other with a menu board outside on the pavement, but a couple were just leaving,
and the door they held open seemed like an invitation. The restaurant is cosy and there is white linen on the table, and lentil
soup.


I have a book to read. Isn't that what lone women are supposed to do when they travel: read books propped open with knives
at restaurant tables? The Meaning of Treason by Rebecca West, the 1965 edition updated with chapters on the spy cases of the Sixties: Philby, Burgess and Maclean, Blake,
Vassall, Profumo, the Portland Ring. I particularly mean to read the chapters about the Portland case, about Houghton and
Gee and Lonsdale and the Krogers. I shall not begin to read it with concentration until later when I am back in the hotel
room. Here in the restaurant the book is just for cover.






It was the story of the Krogers that people were to remember long after everything else about Portland was forgotten. Houghton
and Gee were understandable if despicable. Lonsdale was a Russian and a professional. The secrets they traded became obsolete.
The Krogers remained an enigma.


What was interesting about them was the completeness of the lie they lived. In person, they entirely convinced. They seemed
perfectly nice, middle class, trustworthy, classifiable, the sort of people others liked: Helen and Peter, the nice New Zealand
couple, who had seemed to fit in so easily to suburban living. British people rather expected that of New Zealanders, back
then. New Zealanders were provincial in that special Commonwealth way; you trusted them almost more than your own people
because places like New Zealand and Canada were thinly populated and a little behind the times, and kept to the old values
that reminded you how good it was to be British.


It was only when they were gone, when the police had taken them away, the evening of that same Saturday in January when the
other three were arrested at Waterloo, that the things they left behind revealed who they really were.


Their house was a bungalow on a suburban street in Ruislip, a house of such a common design, with its twinned bow windows
and white cement, and brick edging to the porch, that anyone who passed it might think they could reasonably guess at the
life that went on inside. It looked as predictable as a mass-produced doll's house, to which a child might add pieces bought
in little packs, all made to scale, all with the safety in them of standardised design: a sofa for the lounge, a coffee table
with a Ronson lighter on it, a Murphy radiogram, a bookcase, a bathroom suite, a kitchen cabinet with two drawers in the middle.
At six-thirty on a wintry Saturday evening the lights should be on, and figures placed upon the sofa, Dixon of Dock Green on television – a scene to be glimpsed perhaps through the gap in the not-quite-yet-closed curtains.


So it appeared, and yet it was not so.

The Murphy radiogram had headphones fitted and concealed in its back, and was tuned to a high frequency band for the reception
of foreign transmissions.


The Ronson table lighter had a concealed cavity in its base containing negative films with dates and signal plans for wireless
communications with call signs based on the names of Russian towns and rivers.


The Bible in the bookcase contained pieces of light-sensitised cellophane to be used for the making of microdots.

The tin of Three Flowers talcum powder in the bathroom sprinkled talc only from a central compartment and concealed a microdot
reader in secret compartments alongside.


Hidden in the bedroom were a box holding a microscope and glass slides, a magazine of 35mm film concealed beneath a chest
of drawers, an extraordinary length of electric flex, thousands of US dollars. Elsewhere were cameras, tape recorders, photographic
developing materials, black-out screens for the conversion of bathroom into dark-room.

Beneath a trap door under the kitchen fridge was a makeshift cache containing more dollars, more lenses and cameras, including
reducing lenses for making microdots, and a transmitter with a foreign plug.


And in the attic space among Helen's carefully stored overwintering apples – stored on slats so they could breathe, no one
of them touching another, the smell of them sweet and domestic beneath the roof – was a radio aerial seventy-four foot nine
inches long.




Tools, gadgets, evidence. That is what fascinated people so. There was the ordinariness of the people and then there was the
evidence of the house, like an extraordinary game of Cluedo.


That nice friendly middle-class woman Helen, who always has a smile for her neighbours, a bone for the dog or a present for
the children, who will do errands for you or bring you fresh eggs from the local farm, connects the aerial in the roof to
the transmitter beneath the kitchen floor, using the flex that was found in the bedroom, puts to her head the earphones that
were concealed in the back of the radiogram, tunes in, calls Volga ya Azov, or Lena ya Amur, transmits to Moscow.


Their names are Morris and Lona or Leontina Cohen. They are Americans, not New Zealanders, Communists and associates of the
Rosenbergs. In 1950 when the Rosenbergs were arrested the Cohens had dropped out of sight, and somehow, somewhere, in some
Soviet country, in the time between then and the time when they arrived in England in 1955, they had acquired the skills to
run their own spy cell, learnt radio operation and the making of microdots, learnt to set up a convincing cover as antiquarian
booksellers, learnt to be the Krogers.




How did it feel to do that? Perhaps it was easier than it seemed. Perhaps you simply took up the role and smiled in it. You
walked out and went to the shops in it, and gradually you became it or it became you.


Or you wake in a hotel room in a distant city and shake off the sleep and remember, this is who you will be, and dress and
go down the stairs and make yourself whoever it is as you eat your foreign breakfast.


Perhaps it began to happen with the first response from the outside, the trust of a stranger, the first making of a friend.
And what then? After a day, a week, a year, a life set up as someone else? Who were you then? Who were the Cohens, or Krogers,
when they were alone? Who were they to each other? Was Peter Kroger the same man all through as Morris Cohen, the Bronx boy
who won a sports scholarship to the University of Mississippi? He had kept Cohen's fitness and physique, an enthusiasm for
sport that had transmuted into a love of cricket, and presumably Cohen had shared the same easy charm, though his hair had
not been such a distinguished grey. And Helen? When the case was over it was known that Helen was Lona but that was even harder
for those who had thought themselves their friends to accept, for Helen had seemed so convincingly and warmly herself. Perhaps
the different passports stood for nothing and she was one person after all, and a friend of Leontina Petka as she had been,
the daughter of Polish immigrants to America, would be equally a friend of Helen the New Zealand housewife?


I put down room key and guidebook on a table and go and dither before the hotel buffet. Other guests nod to me as I pass.
Perhaps they guess that I am English. I can be whatever woman they see. I nod back, knowing they know nothing of who I am
inside.


There was a suggestion that the deception was hard for Helen. It came out in the course of the trial that people remembered
her from the time when the Krogers had lived in Catford, before they moved to the bungalow at Ruislip. Women neighbours saw
that she used to cry a lot. She would cry alone in the house and when she came out her eyes would show it. They assumed, knowing
(as they thought) the sort of person she was, that the sadness in her life was that the couple had no children. It was a flaw
in the Helen Kroger story, the thing that neighbours noted, and talked about, and pitied her for: the lack of the thing that
rooted a woman, gave her purpose in that suburban daytime world.


Yet why did she have no children? Was that too a part of the job?



The woman who spoke in court never once appeared to diverge from character. She may have converted the bathroom in the Ruislip
bungalow into a temporary darkroom for the developing of photographs and the making of microdots, but when she spoke she
spoke as a housewife, so normal, so true to type, that other women who heard her could not help feeling that she was one of
them. She liked the man Lonsdale, she said, Lonsdale who was arrested two hours before her at Waterloo, because he was helpful
in the house. He brought in coal and helped her with the washing up, and sometimes he helped her with her hobby of photography.
It rang true. Peter Kroger, by the sound of him, probably spent his Sundays doing the crossword or watching the cricket or
deep in his books. Who wouldn't have appreciated a charming younger man like that as a weekend guest? It made spying such
a homely sort of a thing.


Then there was the moment of her arrest, when Helen had asked one favour before leaving the house: 'As I am going out for
some time may I go and stoke the boiler in the kitchen?' She spoke in character, even then, and the only oddity of it was
that she picked up her handbag to take with her – and whenever did a woman take her handbag when she went to stoke the boiler?
When Superintendent Smith took it from her he found in it an envelope full of codes and rendezvous points and microdots.






Godfrey Lacey swore when he saw the arrest of the Portland spies announced on the News that Monday. I noticed it because usually
Mr Lacey was not a vehement man. He had the erectness to him of a former soldier but not the authority; his words hesitant,
his eyes never quite direct, his moustache the most emphatic point on his face. But at this moment the anger in him was visible.
He swore again, never mind that Susan and I were in the room nor that his wife was trying to get his attention. He took up
his gin and swallowed, and I saw the chill disgust those of his generation felt for spies and traitors.


Just as he spoke the second time, Daphne called again from the hall. Though she had a voice that could be piercing, he did
not seem to hear it. She held her hand over the receiver and called him, then when he did not come she returned to the conversation
she was having. She was standing at the table in the hall where the telephone was kept. The telephone was for information
still in those days, not a social instrument, and was kept in the hall without even a chair beside it.


I remember the simultaneous occurrences: Godfrey swearing, the television, the gin glass taken up from the Burmese side table,
Daphne on the telephone, Susan and myself playing cards. It was as if some some electrical event had occurred, a charged moment,
and each random piece of it was crystallised. Yet the meaning of each piece was not initially clear, or if any one were dependent
upon the others. At first the Portland case, and Godfrey's anger, seemed to be no more than a part of the adult background,
something to be absorbed vaguely like other news stories, like the Congo, like Algeria, like Macmillan or de Gaulle, so many
names and places that my father and the Laceys and their friends and my friends' parents turned about.


It was Peter who made the connection. Peter's fault then. Peter who was so clever but did not know where you divided stories
from reality.


A year on. Again, summer. Loose days. Open doors and windows.

Peter's school broke up before mine did. He was at home for a week, more, on his own. I do not know what he got up to. I suppose
that he stayed in his room, brooded, read, made models, watched the cricket, went next door for lunch, did what he always
did at home, and that it did not make much difference to him if anyone else was there or not.


There was a Test match. When the Test match was on the curtains in the sitting room were drawn when I came home from school
and there were men in white on the screen and a lull of voices and he sat rapt and might as well have not been there at all.
Then it was over, or rained off, and he read a book about spies. He had progressed from war to spies.


'Look at these dates, Anna, in my book.'

It was a book that he had been given, a big book with a glossy cover and black-and-white photographs in it like those in the
newspapers.


'That's just after my birthday.'

'Not only that.' Peter was so insistent, always getting cross. 'Not just the day, silly. The year as well.'

'Of course, I know. I knew that all along. It's just before Mummy died, isn't it?' The words were big, when I spoke them.
I think I may not ever have spoken them before.


'That's it, exactly, that's the point.'

I did not see why he was so excited. A day in January, two days before that day, some people arrested, men and women. Snapshots
of them smiling, looking like anyone else. Like people we might know, not criminals.


'So what?'

'Don't you see? The arrests were made on Saturday evening. It wasn't in the news until Monday. She would have found out, seen
the headlines when she got to Oxford or heard it somewhere on the way. Maybe she heard it on the radio.'


'What's it got to do with her anyway?'

He looked at me as if I was a fool, not seeing that events must have a cause. In Peter's world a thing did not just come out
of nowhere. There must be before and after, reasons why.


'Did she crash on the way there or on the way back? Did they tell you?'

'I don't know.'

I had always thought it happened in the morning. It happened in the fog, on the way. The car went off with its red lights
fading into the fog and it happened on an empty hill somewhere, just the car and the fog, and black ice. I had not thought
that it could be anything but that. Now I saw that it might have happened anywhere – on the main road, in the traffic, in
the afternoon.


'Think. We should know. It might be important.'

'Well, we just don't.'



Daphne Lacey is calling from the phone.

'Darling!'

Godfrey is not listening to her. His eyes are still on the screen.

'Come here a minute. There's something I have to say to you.'

We are playing beggar-my-neighbour. Susan turns up a king, wins three; a jack, wins one, and with it the pack.

'Buggers!' says Godfrey Lacey, and it is not clear now whether this relates to the news story or the fact that his wife is
calling him. The man on the television is saying that five persons have been charged under Section One of the Official Secrets
Act and are being held at Bow Street Police Station.


'Buggers,' he says again.

The television moves on to the weather, unwatched, as Godfrey Lacey crosses the hall and goes into the kitchen and closes
the door. A band of high pressure reaching the west by morning. The fog clearing overnight. Frost and a clear day to follow.




'I don't know, Peter. I don't know anything!'

I screamed at him. I didn't even know that I was about to scream. I screamed so loud that if someone else, some adult, had
been in the house they would have come running as to danger, then when they saw that there was no physical danger things might
have been said, an explanation given, and just possibly it might all have stopped there, right then at the beginning. But
there was no one save our two selves to hear.


'I don't know anything and anyway it doesn't matter. None of it matters. None of this means anything. It wasn't as if she
knew those people or anything.'


Whatever else Peter knew about it either he was pretending or he wasn't going to tell. He was fixed back in his book.

'How can you be so sure?'





It must have been after that day that we began to watch. Or perhaps it was not. Perhaps it did not begin at any point. Perhaps
we had always watched, as children always have, watched our adults; children wide-eyed, the adults like to think, but seeing
so much more than the adults could or would like to know.


We had always watched but we became conscious of it only once we began to think that there was something to be discovered,
some secret or some story there. From that moment on the watching became deliberate, more intense.


MI5 kept the Krogers' house under surveillance for two months before their arrest. Each day agents came to the house of some
neighbours just over the road, where there was a bedroom with a window at the side overlooking their frontage. The agents
were women generally, since the visits of women were less likely to be remarked upon in a district where husbands went to
work and wives had coffee and arranged charity collections and events at the local arts society. Mrs Search, who lived in
the surveillance house, considered herself a friend of Helen Kroger's and continued to see her and have her to visit throughout
this period. It was revealed later that she found the experience deeply troubling.




There was no one I watched more closely than my father. In those days I was aware of him sometimes as if my nerves reached
into him and felt his moods – his occasional pleasure, his sadness, his irritations – from the inside.


Alec Wyatt. Linguist, speaker of five European languages. He was ten years older than my mother and he used be a teacher.
Then when the war came he was too short-sighted to be a proper soldier so he had done something in codes instead, sitting
at a desk with a pencil in his hand. Peter was ashamed of that, the idea that his father had chewed a pencil all through the
war. Even if he had been to places that sounded good, like Baghdad, and Italy, and Berlin.


When I started a diary I wrote what I had done and thought each day on the correct dated page. I kept the blank undated pages
at the back for other people. I wrote notes on how they looked and what they did. The diary was a stiff book with embossed
gold lettering, My Diary 1962 on the front, and a lock to keep it private. I must have kept it up for half the year, and then
tired of it, or left it somewhere, and never wrote in it again.


The first description was of my father. Fairish hair, a little bit grey. Grey-blue eyes, soft behind the glasses. Tall. I
thought how I would describe him if I was a stranger and put 'a little woolly but kind'. I set myself to observing his actions,
his movement, his face. When I grew up there was proof of the closeness of my observation in the fact that I seemed to know
how to garden soon as I had a garden of my own. The tasks were familiar as if I had always performed them, and my fingers
knew as if they had always done it how to plant seeds, how to sprinkle the compost, thin, plug out, how to hold the secateurs
and at which bud to prune the roses, though I could never recall having been taught these things or done them before, but
only that I had watched them done. Almost better than his face I could recall his hands, his fingers dirty with soil, unusually
broad thumbs, distinctive so that I would have recognised them anywhere.


At any time I supposed that I might have asked him what we needed to know. I might have asked him most easily when he was
gardening, when I was standing close by and he was working and it was easy between us, his hand on the fork, the tines breaking
the soil, the fresh green weeds falling back on to it. There were so many questions a child could ask her father at a time
like that.


Why does the Queen say 'we' instead of 'I'?

Which way up does a pineapple grow?

What is a mushroom cloud?

I might have asked about Königsberg, and I might as easily, almost as easily, have asked if he or Mummy knew the Portland
people. He worked for the Government anyway, we knew that, speaking languages; and there was something secret in it so he
might reasonably have known some spies. Yet I did not ask. I stood by and I learnt only the root forms of weeds: how white
and brittle were the roots of bindweed, which broke when you pulled them and left bits that grew again from deeper down than
you could dig, or the red hairy obscenity of nettle roots that snaked this way and that just beneath the surface of the soil.
And when he straightened himself and rested he smiled and ruffled my hair, and I was happy then that I had not spoken.




One day when he was gardening Susan came round and we played at dressing up. We must have been nine or ten by then, and we
didn't dress up so much. We had used to do it often when we were smaller. Sometimes my mother would help, fixing our hair
and tying turbans and sashes, making us into witches and princesses and sultans with fine moustaches that she drew with a
burnt cork. Now we did it all ourselves. Because we were older we did not dress as make-believe figures any more but as the
women we might become.


Susan had brought over a dress that she said came from Malaya. It was a flimsy thing of lime-green silk. In Malaya her parents
drank cocktails and went to parties. She said that the parties went on late into the night and the moon was bigger than in
England and the nights were hot. The spaghetti straps and low-cut bodice showed up the paleness of her skin and her gawky
body's lack of form, yet the dress, the idea and the colour of it, made her bold. Susan was normally quiet and self-effacing,
pale, freckled, red-haired, always a little stooped with shyness, yet all of a sudden she put up her hair and strutted like
an actress and became a flattened version of her mother.


'Don't laugh. What are you laughing at?'

'You look funny, that's all.'

'There's another one you can wear. Mummy said I could borrow it too.'

'No. There's something else. I know where it is.'

We went to my father's room. He was outside, mowing the lawn. I had just heard the mower start up. He wouldn't come in before
tea.


In the wardrobe, at the very back of the wardrobe behind all of his clothes, was a dress. It had been left behind when everything
else was cleared. Whoever it was that cleared the house had by intention or error left me that one dress, zipped up in a bag
as it had come from the dry-cleaner's. There was that dress and there was her fur jacket, and a drawer of folded silk scarves
and her jewellery in a velvet-lined box. The dress was a very dark blue, not so glamorous as Susan's, but I had a notion that
I had seen my mother in it, once for some distant occasion. I took off my clothes and put it on, there in my father's room
before the tall mahogany wardrobe, and then took out the fur on its silk-covered hanger.


'It's silver fox,' I said. 'It came from Berlin. Daddy bought it on the black market.'

'Did your mother wear it?'

'Of course she did. She wore it when she went to the theatre.'

Yet I had never seen it worn, never seen my mother go to the theatre.

It was soft as Susan's cat, though the silver-tipped fur was longer, and it carried a scent that must have once been hers.
Putting it on, feeling its weight and the coolness of the satin lining, was like slipping into water.


'You look like a film star.'

Susan had brought high-heeled shoes, too big. My mother's feet were smaller but all her shoes were gone. The shoes made us
tall and the make-up we had put on made us old. We saw ourselves in the long mirror: a redhead, a blonde, red-lipped, high-heeled,
lime green and fur and midnight blue. Susan stuffed her bodice with socks, pouted, posed. I stood in the slender mirror space
beside her in the fox jacket and the dark-blue dress, and wondered if anyone could have said then that I too had a look of
my mother, if not in my colouring then in the way I stood or smiled, or held my hand out to take an imaginary cigarette.


'You look lovely, darling,' said Susan, and proffered an imaginary case.

I mimed the taking of one and Susan lit it, saw the curls of smoke rising between us as Susan snapped the case shut.

'They're Russian,' Susan said. 'I always smoke Russian.'

We had glasses in our hands with cherries on sticks, raised them to our cherry lips.



* * *



I was not sure, afterwards, if that was the first moment that my father caught sight of us, or if he had been looking already
for some time. Yet the intensity of his look struck suddenly like a blow.


The glasses were gone, our hands empty. We were children again, dressed like tarts in our mothers' clothes, and he was angry.
His stare went to me, to Susan, back again to me. I thought that he would shout. I would have hated to hear him shout.


His voice when it came was soft.

'Take those things off. Right away.'

Once we would have, but we were older now. We were shy to undress in front of him. We stood, frozen in our dresses and our
lipstick, and he looked at us as if we were ghosts. I saw that his hand had blood on it, his finger wrapped in a bloodied
handkerchief. He had cut himself and come to fetch a plaster from the bathroom. He looked at us that one moment and then went
on.


Later, when Susan had gone, he came in from the garden again and scrubbed the soil from his hands, and asked if I had put
the clothes away.


'That's right,' he said. 'That's a good girl. And once things are put away they are best left that way. No need to take them
out again, is there, poppet?'




* * *



'We can't ask Daddy. Not anything. He doesn't want to talk about it,' I said to Peter after that.

'Even if you ask him? You're always asking him things.'

'No,' I said. 'He doesn't want to be reminded.'





We went away that second summer to France. 'We'll go to the Brittany coast,' my father said. 'You said you wanted to go to
the sea.' We went there on a ferry, and the sea was grey. I stood against the rail at the stern and watched the white V of
the wake drawing away from England, and the gulls following in it. It was the first time I had been abroad.


I wrote in my diary that it rained in France. We drove down straight roads through grey sheets of rain. We came to long beaches
and walked the tiring length of them in the sand to look at rusting tanks and debris from the war. The beaches had beautiful
names, Arromanches, Omaha, Utah. This was where the Allies landed, my father said, tens of thousands of soldiers jumping into
the cold waves off flat-bottomed boats with their guns held over their heads. He and Peter looked at everything, the machines,
the signs, the maps, the photographs in the museums. I watched the waves and made tracks in the sand. Where the sand was wet
and shiny close to the sea's edge, my footprints disappeared as if they were sucked away.


When we swam the water was cold. The beach was shallow so that we had to walk out a long way until it came to our waists and
we could swim. There must be bits there, I wrote, on the sand where you cannot see it beneath the water. If there are bits
on the beaches they must be in the sea as well. Things from the war. Guns, helmets, bodies. Soldiers who were killed. As soon
as the water was deep enough, I swam and tried not to touch the ground again. Once or twice I swam out to where I could feel
a pull on my legs, pulling me out, away, down the beach from where I'd begun. My father called me back, then came quickly
and swam out. He said it was a current of water that pulled at me. It had a name, the undertow. It was the bottom of the wave
going back out to sea.


I wrote about it in my diary. How there must be Americans down there beneath the sea. In the hotel where we stayed the sugar
came in little printed packets with pictures of the beaches on them. I collected all the different ones I could find and stuck
them in the book, and the tickets from the places we visited.


'What are you doing?' asked Peter.

'Making a record. So I can remember it all after.'

Peter played with the other English boys at the hotel. There were three of them, a noisy family whose presence dominated the
restaurant at supper, laughing, shouting, spilling things. They were rowdy boys and I did not like them. I felt sorry for
the old man who had the table next to them and who sipped his coffee in the mornings from his teaspoon. Poor Monsieur Alphonse,
I wrote, giving him the name, knowing that Alphonse was a French name. He was a thin man and wore a hat whenever he went out
so that his face was pale as paper. Once the boys let me join them on a raid to the kitchens, and we went down in the lift
to the basement and sneaked around until a waiter chased us out, and everything was white and shining steel. On the way back
up to our rooms Monsieur Alphonse got in, and we all laughed fit I thought to deafen him.


'Where's your mother?' asked one of the boys. Their mother was always in the lounge, in a chair at the window writing postcards
and looking out to sea.


'She's a spy,' said Peter, 'working undercover.'

I was glad he did not say that she was dead.



When I was older and looked over the photographs I realised how difficult the trip must have been for my father. He read his
books and saw all the beaches but it rained and we complained that we didn't like the food.


The weather changed just before we were due to leave. Soon as I woke that last morning I knew how good the day was even before
the curtains were open. The sky was bright and the sea was shining under the sun. We went into the town and bought lunch,
a long golden loaf of bread, cheese, tomatoes, peaches, and drove out a long way along the coast. The road seemed to ride
the coast, up and down, with views coming and going of the sea. Then we stopped and walked, out along a strip of sand with
the sea on either side, to a rocky point, and there we had our picnic, where there was no one else and only a view with nothing
between us and America. I remember how I bored my eyes into the horizon as if I might see it, if I were to look hard enough.
Where those soldiers came from. How far was it? How long did it take to float there? Had the undertow by now taken them home?


It was hours later when we walked back, and the tide had come in and covered over a section of the causeway.

'Alec,' my mother would have said. My mother had a special way of saying Alec, an inflexion no one else ever used. 'So clever,
but always so impractical.'


The stretch of sea where the causeway had been was like all the rest of the sea, nothing to distinguish where the land lay
beneath. It was not wide but it was growing, as the waves lapped up to where we stood. My father took the blanket I was carrying,
rolled it tighter and crammed it into the bag with the picnic things. Follow me. And tentatively the three of us started to
walk into the water, and I saw us as we walked, the tall man leading, treading delicately, feeling for ground, the girl behind
and then the boy.


The water was alive, rushing in. It reached up my legs and above my waist.

'I can't, Daddy.'

And all three turned and went back.

Then the boy was left on what was now the island, and the man began to cross again carrying the girl on his shoulders.

The water came to his chest, over my feet as he carried me. I looked back. Peter was left on the island. The sea was washing
against it, rising towards him, making the distance longer, the distance stretching in both directions as we walked away.


'When the tide comes in, it doesn't all go under, does it?'

'No, I'm sure not. There are grasses there.'

Then the water was lower and we were coming out of it. He put me down and went back for Peter. I was alone now, on the mainland,
and he was in the stretching water and Peter was on the island. There was an interval of time when each of us was separated
from the other by the moving water, and I saw that was how we were, the three of us, each separated, surrounded by a dark
sea that moved across and covered over the ground. But then he came up out of it, on to the dunes and the grass, up to Peter
where he stood, so still, and he turned, and Peter climbed on to his back.


He carried Peter across piggy-back, and Peter carried the picnic bag high so that it was above the level of the water.



At dinner that evening I felt bold. I suppose that it was because of the day, because of the sunshine and because of our adventure,
because it was our last day also.


'Where Mummy went to the seaside, was it like this?'

'That would have been in Germany. The Baltic. It's a very different sea.'

We were eating crabs. The hotel kept serving up crab. I didn't mind the meat but I didn't know how to get it out so he was
breaking the claws for me and putting what was edible on my plate. He was not looking at me as he spoke but focused on the
claw in his hands, and his answer was precise and yet it quite deflected the question.


'This is the Atlantic Ocean. The Baltic is just a sea hemmed around by countries. It only connects to the ocean by a narrow
sound. There's hardly a tide. And the water's different even, with much less salt in it than other seawater because of all
the rivers that empty into it.'


'What does that mean?' asked Peter.

'It's almost like fresh water. Lovely to swim in even if it's cold.'

A dark sea like a lake. People in it, swimming, floating. There was a picture of the place where she went at my piano teacher's
house, a photograph on the mantelpiece, but the picture was just of people on the beach there, and you had to imagine the
sea in the distance.


'Mrs Cahn has a picture of it.'

'Of what?'

'Where Mummy went.'

'Did she go there too?'

'They talked about it once.'

'Some of those Baltic resorts were very popular. Still are, probably, though I don't know now.'

Then Peter butted in.

'Mrs Cahn's Jewish.'

'No, she's not,' I said. 'She's German. She came here from Germany.'

'That's right. She's Jewish and German. Both.' And a moment later he said, just for the hell of it, just because he was Peter,
'Do you know what happened to the Jews who stayed in Germany, the ones who didn't leave like she did?'


'What?'

'The Germans killed them all. They stuffed them into chambers one on top of the other and gassed them and made them into soap.'

My father was saying, 'Peter, there's no need for that.'

'Well, it's true.'

'That's enough.'

I could see the 'but' beginning to form on Peter's lips. It did not come out. My father stopped him. He slammed his hand with
the crab claw in it down on the napkin, so hard that the glasses shook. He did not speak again but only looked Peter in the
eye.


Silly Peter. Anyone knew that soap wasn't made out of people.





There were so many things that adults did not seem to see, even when they heard them spoken, even when they were there before
their eyes. There were things I saw that my father did not see. I went out for walks with him, that summer when we were home.
It did not rain when we were home. Possibly it had not rained, he said, it had rained hardly at all, for all the time that
we were away in France, since the lawn when we came back had barely grown and the ground was very hard. We walked through
the fields on the edge of the village where the wheat had just been harvested, down tracks through the stubble, and I saw
between the golden stalks where the soil had dried and cracked. I thought of what I knew about earthquakes and it seemed to
me then that each crack showed where a chasm might open beneath our feet, but my father walked on, his dry hand holding mine
lightly when I reached for it, unaware of any danger. He did not see that the hard harvest land was dead land, cracking open.
He did not see that in Peter also there were cracks.




***



'J. Edgar Hoover says the Communists have three hundred thousand spies hiding all over the West. That's a whole secret army,
everywhere.'


'Who's J. Edgar Hoover?'

'He's the head of the FBI. In America.'

That was the sort of thing Peter talked about. The FBI and MI5 and Moscow Centre. He didn't talk about normal things. I wrote
that in my book. I wrote that he was thin and that his hair fell across his face, probably because he was always looking down,
at a model or a book, looking at the ground, looking away. (That's how he is in the photographs I have; he's looking the wrong
way or he has a hand across his face at the wrong moment, or he's squinting because of the sun.) I understood him because
he was my brother but still he was strange to me. He was clever. Everybody said he was clever. He read fast, he remembered
facts and figures, and could repeat them to you any time. But there were other things, simple things, that he didn't seem
to see at all, as if facts were easier for him than reality.


His books told him whatever could be known about the various secret services: where their offices were located, how they were
run, the hierarchies and procedures. He drew a diagram to show me how spy rings were organised. He said that Moscow Centre
excelled at this. There was the director of operations at the heart of it all, and then separate arms reaching out, like a
spider, but there could be an infinite number of arms stretching a great distance, sometimes with one, two or three joints
away from the central body. At the tip of each arm was the field operative, and at each joint a liaison agent, and the operative
knew no one but the agent, neither the director nor any of the other operatives in the ring. Sometimes the operative never
even met the liaison, but communicated by messages at pre-fixed drops or by radio signals. All the messages were coded and
recoded. Each operative had one code name in the field and another code name at the centre. No one knew more than it was absolutely
necessary for them to know, so no one could tell. So every operative was separate, in his own cell, and yet the whole thing
was also like a spider's web, and when something touched it, the vibrations ran all through but only the one operative might
be affected; and if that operative was captured or something, then that operation could be wrapped up and left, quite separate
from the rest.


'Don't they save them?' I asked.

'It's more important to save the system.'

He said that we should have our own code, so that when he went away to school nobody could read our letters.

'But you don't write me letters. You always write to Daddy, not to me.'

'But if I did, if I needed to, we'd have the code. We've got to have the code first.'

Such urgency in the way he talked, head down, eyes moving on before I could catch them.

'Can't I just write ordinary writing?'

'Of course you can, for ordinary things. The code's for emergencies.'

He said we would have some words for a key. I must remember these words, and then I would put the letters of the alphabet
beside them and switch them, in order, cutting out the ones that repeated, and switch the letters when I wrote. He didn't
like any of the phrases I suggested so he gave me his own, Winston Churchill. Where Churchill ended, the code continued, the
alphabet running on in the usual way. If people didn't know where we'd started from, they'd never work it out.


'You'll have to write it down each time, and destroy the paper after so no one can find it.'

He made me practise it and write him notes so that I had it straight before he went away, message after message encrypted,
folded and double-folded and slipped into a pocket or left beneath a cereal bowl. Can you read this? If you can, put an orange in the fridge. Watch Margaret till she goes then come and find me. It got easier as you began to remember the transpositions and didn't have to work them out each time.


Later he added a refinement.

'We need to have a security check, when you write. So I know the message really comes from you.'

'Who else would it come from?'

'What you do is you have some other secret sign embedded in the message.' (If I did not understand 'embedded' I wasn't going
to ask.) 'Preferably something nobody else would notice. It should be something very simple, and something that's very easy
to remember. Like putting the date the wrong way round, like Americans do, with the month before the day. Or put in the year
but put it wrong. Put 1692 instead of 1962. They'd think it was only a mistake, see?'




'In this book I read there's this man, Richard Hannay. He breaks a spy ring. He knows how to be a spy. You should read it
too. Anyway, he learnt from hunting in Africa, from watching the deer he was hunting, seeing how they freeze on the spot and
merge with their surroundings. Perfect camouflage. So even when you know they're out there, you can't see them. That's what
spies do. They merge, blend, try to be like everyone else. To be indistinguishable from their surroundings.'


'It's not like that here. It's not like your story. It's just ordinary here. Everybody's ordinary.'

'That's it, silly, that's just the point.'



He said that we should write everything down. If we wrote it all down a pattern might emerge.

'Write what?'

'Start with the evidence. All the things in the house that we know were hers.'

'That's hardly anything.'

There were the clothes that I'd tried on with Susan, the jewellery box – or not the box, that came from Dad's mother, but
the things in it, the good things that he'd given her and the cheap things that she'd bought, and a few other things like
a rosary that came from one of Dad's aunts who was very holy, and a funny little black cat that she brought all the way from
Germany. I knew about the cat. Peter didn't. It was made of fur and wire, with pale bead eyes and a frayed ribbon about its
neck. I told Peter she brought it from Germany in her pocket.


'How do you know?'

'She told me so.'

'It's got a name on its collar. Sophie Schwarz.'

'That must be its name then.'

'Suppose it must be.'

Peter didn't like me knowing more about it than he did.

'So what do we do now?'

'The next thing is to write down what we can remember. I've got exercise books for us. I got them from school. We write down
who she saw, what she did. How often she went out, and where, everything. You put down what you remember, and I'll do mine,
and then we'll compare what we've written. That's what you do. It's important to do it separately, without talking about it
first. If we talk about it we influence each other's memory, make the other one think they saw things they didn't actually
see.'


He got the books down from his room.

'And don't think too hard first. Just go and start doing it and see what happens. Memory's strange. Some of it comes from
the unconscious. You've got to let it come.'


He was too serious, insistent. It scared me.

'You know it wasn't true, what you said about her being undercover. You know you were only saying it.'

He took my wrist and held it in a wrist burn.

'Then what's it matter if you write this? You won't be doing anyone any harm.'



So I took the exercise book back to my room and wrote. I put it beneath my clothes in a drawer. Every now and then I took
it out and added something else as it came to me. I thought there was going to be a whole book but I covered only a few pages.
You'd think there was so much to say about a person but when they're gone the record doesn't amount to much. It diminishes
them. She took us to school, she had her hair done, she went shopping. (I was recording what she did. What she was didn't
come into it.) Margaret came in the morning, she had a cup of coffee with Margaret, Margaret went. On Tuesday or Wednesday
or Thursday, the butcher's van came by, or the grocer's, or the laundry. Peter thought it especially important that we record
things like that, the regular things, in case one was a contact. He said there would have been some regular contact, a way
of passing material or messages.


'It couldn't be the butcher,' he said.

'Why not?'

'Remember once he ran over a dog on the road? Mrs Jones's dog, that little terrier she had? He ran it over and it was dead.
I saw. And he went to her and owned up. A spy wouldn't have drawn attention to himself like that.'


The laundry came and went in a grey box with a leather strap around it. It would have been easy to put messages in, folded
into the sheets or inserted between the lists on the pages in the laundry book. The laundry man had a funny twisted leg, as
if it had been ironed in a crease. I told Peter he was wounded in the war.


'How do you know?'

'Mummy said so.'

'How did she know?'

The next day he came we greeted his van on the road and talked to him as he got down from it and limped to the house. 'Have
you two got somebody looking after you now?' he asked, and Peter was quick and said yes, there was someone in the house all
of the time, though it wasn't true just then, it was the afternoon and Margaret had gone and there was nobody else there.
I knew he did it to make us safe, just in case, but it made me afraid of what might happen. When I went to bed that night
in the clean laundered sheets I felt the coolness of them and smelled the starch, and they seemed too white. I could sense
their whiteness even with my eyes closed, as if there was a bright light that would not let me sleep.


Besides the tradesmen there was hardly anyone. It had not seemed to us before that this was odd and yet now we saw it. There
was nobody from the past: no family, no relations, no old friends who came to visit. There wouldn't be, would there, said
Peter, seeing where she came from? But there were no friends from the present either, from the time since we were born. She
almost never had anyone come to the house. She went out. Sometimes she used to dress up and go out, to Cheltenham, Oxford,
London even. Maybe she saw friends then. Who these friends might have been we couldn't begin to guess.


'How about Mrs Lacey?' I asked. 'She was her friend.'

'Mrs Lacey couldn't keep anything a secret.'

'Mr Lacey then?'

'He was with the Japs too. He's just as cracked as she is, but inside so it doesn't show. He looks almost all right, like
a proper colonel, an old soldier, but he isn't, he's fake. They wouldn't use someone like that.'


Of course we couldn't tell Susan. Sometimes I thought Peter liked that. He knew that all this spy stuff put the two of us
apart from Susan and tied us to each other.




Peter was brilliant with facts and systems but he couldn't deal with stories. He should have seen that making up stories was
easy. If he'd done it more he would have understood that. You made up a story and then you could turn to it when you needed
it, and sometimes it might be true and sometimes not but that wasn't what mattered the most. What was difficult was telling
your story to somebody else. If you did that it got stronger and more real, and then you didn't have control any more.


I tried to give the blue exercise book back to him.

'I'm not doing this any more. We haven't found anything. We're not going to find anything. There's no point. It's only a
game.'


I said that to hurt him. I knew it wasn't a game.

'You can't do that,' he said. 'Not now. You can't.'

'Yes I can.' I threw it down at his feet on the kitchen floor.

Peter may have been small and thin for a boy his age but he was much stronger than I was. He grabbed me, and took my arm and
bent it up my back so it hurt like it would break, and forced me down over the table. There were glasses and knives and things
on the table, hard, sharp things close to my eyes. I saw the edges of them shiny and glinting, too close to focus, and shouted
at him to stop, and his grip was so hard I didn't know if he would.


'All right,' I breathed, and again, 'Stop,' and, 'It's hurting,' and, 'I'll help you,' and there was a pause when he only
held me and did not press any more, and then, slowly like a machine winding down, he unclenched and let me go.






It was raining, a heavy summer rain that made everything that was green go soft with a weight of water, leaves weeping from
the trees, stems from the borders hanging over the lawn, plants splayed with the wet. It was a rain that fell straight and
did not touch the window, so that you could stand with your nose to the pane of glass and see clear through, see it falling
in fine lines that showed up where the trees were dark behind. A day like that was quiet and strange after so many days out
in the sun.


Susan phoned and I said I couldn't see her, I was finishing a book and I'd see her later.

'Bookworm,' she said, but didn't seem to mind.

When the rain stopped for a time a pigeon flew low across the lawn, slow as if the air was too wet for flying in. The pigeon's
feathers were the same heavy grey as the sky. I didn't want to go out, or see anyone at all. I sat at the table in the kitchen
waiting for Margaret to leave. Margaret did the washing up with heaps of suds and didn't rinse them off so that they bearded
the plates that she put on the rack. My mother used to tell her to rinse them but she was a stubborn sort of girl who you
couldn't expect to change. She stood there at the sink like the cows in the milking parlour at the farm. I wrote in my book
that the yellow Marigold gloves she wore went on to her big pink fingers like milking teats.


'What's that you're writing?' Margaret turned and suds dripped on to the floor from the plate she was holding.

'My diary. It's secret.'

'You two and your secrets. It's no good for you to be alone all day.'

'I think it's fine.'

'When I was your age there was five of us kids about, and the house not half the size of yours.'

'We like it how it is.' I didn't see that Margaret had much ground to stand on. Everybody knew that Margaret's youngest sister
was having a baby even though she wasn't married. Susan said that at least Joyce had had a boyfriend. Joyce was pretty. Margaret
was plain and her acne would put any man off kissing her.


When the washing up was done Margaret took the gloves off and draped them over the taps.

'Are you still there then? What are you waiting for?'

'Nothing. I'm just sitting. Writing my diary.'

'Well, you'll have to be off now out of here as I'm cleaning the floor.'

'But you did it yesterday.'

'And I'll do it again long as it keeps raining and it's muddy outside and you two traipse in and out without so much as wiping your feet let alone changing your shoes. That's what I mean, there's nobody here telling you what you should and shouldn't do.'

And she pushed the sponge-headed mop right up to my feet, and I lifted them up so that it could pass beneath.

'Come on, you know I need to go under the chair as well.'

I took up the diary and locked it, and walked out where the floor was still dry.



Peter was in the sitting room.

'Has she gone?'

'Not yet.'

'I wish she'd get a move on.'

He had a screwdriver.

'What's the screwdriver for?'

He hid it behind a cushion when Margaret came in at last and said she was going, and we both went to the door and watched
her leave, putting on her raincoat and leaving her footprints in a pale track across the wet lino.


'Here, you've got to help.'

The radiogram ran across half the length of the wall behind the sofa. It was a piece of furniture almost like a sideboard,
of some yellowish lacquered wood veneer and angularly modern, a block on tapered brass-tipped legs; ugly, which was why it
lived behind the sofa, but our parents had chosen it not for its looks but for the quality of its sound. To move it out we
had to move everything else first: the sofa itself, the chairs to make space for the sofa; then take the lamp from it, the
books and records, the ashtray, lay them out on the carpet just how they'd been so that we could put them back right.


'What are you going to do?'

Peter began to unscrew the back panel. He took each screw and laid it neatly in the ashtray.

'But it's still plugged in.' I pulled the plug from its socket.

'It wasn't on, silly. I won't get electrocuted if it's not on.'

He had all the screws out now, laid the back panel on the floor. There was more space inside than I had thought. There wasn't
much there really, just the speakers, one on each side, and a kind of board with knobs and wires of different colours and
blobs of silver solder. He poked around like he knew what he was doing, only of course he didn't.


'The Krogers used a radiogram. They had it connected to a transmitter, and to an aerial in the roof. They had direct radio
communication with Moscow. Their radiogram was just an ordinary one, like ours, like anybody's, but it had a high frequency
band so that it could get reception from anywhere in the world, and it was fitted for headphones, so they could listen just
with headphones, and these were hidden in the back of it.'


'Well, there's nothing hidden in this one.'

'The Krogers did the communications for the spy ring, see. Lonsdale was liaison. He ran the spies, did the recruiting and
made the contacts, fixed the rendezvous and the dead-letter drops and everything, and the Krogers did the communication with
Russia. They made messages and documents into microdots and stuck them into the books that they sent abroad. They were second-hand
book dealers, that was their cover. They sent books to Holland and Switzerland and places, places no one would suspect and
where someone else would send them on to Moscow, and books came the same way back to them. Even when Lonsdale wrote letters
home to his wife they went that way, in microdots. Most weekends he used to go and see them, like he was their friend, and
he'd take them everything he'd got in the week and Helen Kroger made it into microdots. That was what they found in her bag
when they arrested her, microdots, and when they magnified them they found out that they were letters to Lonsdale from his
wife in Russia, and one that he had written back to her.'


I tried to picture my mother with these people.

I saw her in her big winter coat, a lipsticked smile in the fog. The fog made the background wash away like in a poster for
a film. I don't know if it was the first time the thought had come to me, or if it had been there for days or weeks.


'If she was one of them, then she was a traitor.'

'No. She couldn't have been a traitor,' he said.

'Why not? How do you know?'

'She wasn't English. You can't be a traitor if you're not English.'

Oh. Just that.

'Like Gordon Lonsdale, he was a Russian. He was a spy, but he wasn't a traitor. So people didn't mind about Lonsdale. Some
of them even rather admired him. His letters were read out in court and everybody heard how he had a family in Russia and
he hadn't seen them for ages, like seven anniversaries or something, and his daughter was having a bad time at school, and
his wife wanted him to buy her a dress, only he couldn't exactly send it as a microdot, could he, and he seemed like a normal
sort of person, for a Russian, and a patriot. Like a soldier on the other side in a war. You fight him but you think he's
OK because it's his country he's fighting for. It was the others who were the traitors, Houghton and Gee. They just sold their
country's secrets for money.'


'Did they get executed?'

'People don't get executed in England any more. They're going to abolish it.'

We moved the furniture back then and Peter plugged in the radiogram and switched it on. The radio made a little spit like
it always did when you started it up but that was all. Not even a crackle.


'It just needs tuning.'

Peter turned the knob, pressed the buttons that changed the wavelength.

'You've broken it.'

Peter's face went very red as he went on working the switches and nothing came out.

'What have you done?'

'Let's play a record and check that.'

It was opera, the first thing that came to hand. The volume was turned right up. A woman screamed and made us jump.

'That works, anyhow.'

Peter lifted the needle and clicked it back. Then there was only the sound of the rain outside. I had a sense that there had
been a time when it had lightened, a little earlier, when the rain must have ceased and the sun almost broken through and
the room brightened. Now it was dull again, the room a negative space filled with the pointlessness of the afternoon.


'He won't find out for ages.' Peter spoke in a whisper that was like the rain. 'He'll never know it had anything to do with
us.'


'But he'll find out sometime, won't he? And you won't be here, you'll be back at school. What am I going to say?'

'You don't have to say anything. Just don't admit it.'





Before he went back to school Peter said, 'There's someone we haven't thought of, I only just thought of her. And she's Jewish.
Lots of Communist spies are Jewish, like the Krogers, and the Rosenbergs in America. Why didn't we think of her before?'


I hadn't mentioned Mrs Cahn because she was mine. I was the only one who knew her. I think even then I didn't want her touched.

'You're talking rot. You always talk rot. Anyway, Mummy never even went into her house.'



That wasn't quite true. My mother had gone in, the first time. I could remember her going into Mrs Cahn's front room and looking
about it with approval. It wasn't English at all, that room. I think it felt like Germany. The piano was German, a Bechstein.
My mother would have approved of that, would have put out a hand to stroke the polished wood. She was always touching things.


Every Tuesday she used to take me, in the car or on foot if it was nice. There were always a few words with Mrs Cahn at the
door, standing on the step or maybe just inside the hall if it was raining. How they got on to the subject of the seaside
that time I could not recall. Perhaps it was the one time she went in and she saw the photograph of the beach. Or perhaps
it was a fine day with a high blue sky and one or other of the women voiced a memory or a longing.


'She didn't used to chat to her or anything. She just used to drop me off and go away.'

'Didn't they talk German?'

'I think they always spoke English. Probably because I was there.'

'What did they talk about?'

'Just about the weather and things.'

'What things?'

'How I was doing. What I had to do for practice. Nothing interesting.'

Peter looked critical, as if I had missed something.

'Really, Peter, that's all.'

'I should have been there. There must have been something.'

'It'd be just the same if you were there. If anyone was there. Just ordinary talk.'

'There are things like coded words, you know. Signals and things that spies use. You have to listen out for them though. You
have to have an ear.'




* * *



'See who comes and goes from her house. See if there's anything odd, anything at all, anything that changes from one week
to the next.'


'There won't be anything. Nothing happens there.'

She wasn't anything to do with Peter. I didn't want her to be a part of it.

Yet he was very serious. His thin face was tight with seriousness, his eyes fixed. I said that I would do it because he was
just about to go back to school and I felt sorry for him. His knees looked funny beneath his big school shorts and his hair
was newly cut and bared a white stripe on his neck where the summer sun hadn't reached.


'You will do it, Annie? And write to me if anything happens. You know how.'

We sat close together on the bottom step of the stairs. His trunk and tuck box blocked the hall but the door was open to outside
where Dad had gone to bring the car up to the gate. Peter's hands were fists. The skin on them was stretched so tight you
thought you might see through it, like a rubber band you pulled too far. I was glad that I did not have to go away yet to
school. We sat and did not move as Dad took the trunk, though it was heavy for him, heaving it up between his arms and lumbering
with it down the flagstone path. Then he came back for the tuck box and took that away.


I sat because Peter did, tight.

'I'm sorry, boy, we really must be going.'

He was panting a little from all the carrying. There was a particular look he had when he was out of breath, his face drawn
out and mask-like.


'It's a fair old way and we don't want to be late.'

Peter's knees went close together so that I thought that he would not go, but he put out one hand to the banister, and then
the other, and sort of pulled himself up. It was as if he was not eleven years old but a much smaller boy.


We went out in silence. Dad closed the boot of the car over the trunk. Peter got in the front because it was his journey.
I would sit there on the way back. Usually it was dark when we came back from his school. We went in the daylight and came
back in the dark so that I knew the way there much better, knew the roads and the turnings and the towns one way round and
not the other. I sat in the back and pressed my face to the window, or sometimes wound the window right down and put my head
outside so that the wind blew my hair along the side of the car, as separate from the two in the front as if there was a plate
of glass between us, as if I was in a taxi or driven by a chauffeur. Like that I used to watch the trees and hedges pass,
and sometimes I used to narrow my eyes and play a game in my head. I used to tell myself that it was indeed the hedges that
were passing, the hedges and the road on the move like an endless tape being wound by, while the car itself and all of us
inside it were perfectly still.


His school was down a long drive, a tall house of reddish brick with a turret on one side and long windows. We said goodbye
in the hall, standing close to the entrance and with the length of the room stretching away. It was a long room and high like
a church, with a dark wooden staircase at the end of it and a floor of polished tiles the colour of dried blood. Peter vanished
in it quickly. He was lost among the other boys, all of them dressed and seeming to look the same, and the hard space echoed
so with their running about and shouting that I was glad to leave.






Chapter 2
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