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I pulled back the neavy plastic curtsins, and looked across
the square to the austere concrete block of flats opposite. Hulti-steried,
grey, BOombre...Ssrving no purpose ertistically, erchi tecturslly or aesin-
etically...just places for people to live in.

I sighed. I always used to pride myself on enjoying one of
the nicer things in life - my own company. I could sit ard chuckie to Ty—
self for hours. But even I found myself boring after four months.

True, I was obeying orders. I was a sucker for doing what I
was told. Ky army training, I suppose. I'd plenty of time for consideration.
I recalled an inocidert when I was a rockie privete. The platoorn was divided
into three sectiocns. I was leading the first section. A hundred yards away
wag & road Junction. As we .approached it, the gritiy voice of the plateon
sergeant shouted "Turn left." We'd marched about iwenty miles, znd I don't
wvant to take the bleme away from ryself, but when I heurd that order, I
said to myself ( and I'm sure you'll ezree)ths Sergeant meant turn left at
the road junction. So on I staggered- "HALT" shoutod the sergeant. He ocane
to me, red of face, the veins throdhing on his Fforehead like sashcords.

One other thing I must tell you. T was an enigma to my platoon Sergeant.
He thought I was en idiot. "I said 'turn left'...did you hear we ?" His
face was &an inch frow mine. "Yes, sergesnt,” I said respectfully,” you saig
'left turn', when I come to the junction, I intend o ti..n lefi." His

jaw muscles worked furiously, like a cow catching up on masticatior. "When
[ e 'turn left' T uweanTURN LEFT. He went to the reer and shouted

"Quick march". I started up, and @ second later he shouteg "LEFT TJRN, "

at the top of his voice. S0 I turned sharply left, jumped the ditch, weded
over the etream,. climbed over a wooden fence erd walked diagonally across
a ploughed field. Ee stopped us in the wmiddle of <hs field, and told us to
rest for ten minutes. He kept looking et me. The other chaps seid they
would heve presumed he meant to turn left 8t the road junction. So after
that 1 obeyed tne most stupid order ( and there wers plenty of them) to
the lettor. I was blindly obedient to thoss in authority.

But four months....

Ono doy, lying thero, munching digestive biscuits, I rerembered
a story I'd read ir ap American pulp megazine. It was about a gang boss
wno hed an organisation for hiding escapsd criminals. He guarsntesd they
wouldn't bs caught. fs mersly took his clients to = room, fully stooked
with books and food, and told them to gtay there for twe yesrs. TWO YEARS.
I forget exactly how the story onded, but the perticular client in question
sneaked out for a late night walk. He'd grown 8 beard, &nd & child hag
scribbled & beard on a WANTED poster of him. So he got nabbed. I think
Harlep Ellison wrote it.

There were several ressons why I didn't walk the streets at
night. First of 21l was that most important instruction BTAY IN THE RO
UNTIL CONTACTED. True, there weare hooks, magazines, crossword puzzles.
3ut why keep mc in there so long 7 Wag there & slip up? Yhy hrdn't I been
contacted ? & thought kept bobhing up in ny mind, but I refuzed to accept
it. It couldn't be possible ? But just...just supposc it was ? Suppose the
whole scheme wes that I wasn't to be contacted 7 I knew Bunting gidn't like
Te, I'd made & focl of him during the Smerkov spy Munt.({(See’ Tae Return o
the Goon')) But surely he wouldn' t stoop so low &5 &0 dup e in 8 room
and then purposely fcorget 211 ahout me?

Would he ?

another thing T meniisned up ‘hew~ iz rsagons T owouldn' t go



out at all. Beoause of orders, yes, but as far as 1 was concerned, an
aven nore potent reason was that I couldn't speak Russian.

and I was in EKoscow....

I closed the plastic curtains, and went hack to the bed. There
was no more clean linen. The food was rapidly diminishing...this was
because I was doing physical exersises to kcop mysclf fit, and conseq-
uently my appstite wes enormous. énother thing, I was jerribly bored. For
the first month I'd been & nervous wreck waiting for the Russians to nab
ma. Then, as time passed, I almost wished they would.

Then someone rapped the door...hard. This had heppened before.
1'd gotten used to it. Ignore it. This I did. But the rapping got more
persistents I 5till shrugged to myself.

The door finished up in front of the window. & big, big man in
e fur-collared leether coat was gpread-cagled across its. Two other men
followed hiw wore conventionally into the room and leooked down at me.

I gasped in utter surprise. It COULDK'T BE.

But it was.

"Colonel Smerkov,” he introduced himself to me. "So we meet again,
Bleary 7"

I shook my head. Could it be an hallucination ? A year ago
Smerkov had been sent to prison for twenty years in England for spying.
Now he was on his homs ground, promoted...and reaching for ne.

Howeawhatssoewthy...?

Just how the hell hag I gotten myself into such en unenviahle
position 77¢%
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"The Scunthorpe Ballet is going on a tour of America,” smiled
Brigedier Bunting. "I've got an important assigmment I want you to carry
out for MHilitary Intelligence in Washington, where the ballet is giving a
concert."

I liked the sound of this.

"Of course, you'll have to take ballet lessong %o give you an
authentic cover," he added.

Homgome This definitely wesn't me. I'd never live it down if folks
got to hear I was a ballet dancer.

"I've arranged for you to go to the Royal Ballet for & waek,
therc's no need to try and become a second Muriyev, just so long as you
are able to pass yourself off should eny complications arise."

Then I thought of all them gals in hlack tights. Tight black
tights. The Cor de ballet. I thought maybe it would be intoresting. I
didn't quite think it was the thing to sport myself in front of them
in my tights. After all, ballet gals are supposed t0 be delicately reared,
aren't thoy ? dayhe that was part of the attraction.

“I will only be & minute, Bleary," seid Bunting. Ostenta tiously,
as he got up, he let a file fell to the ground. Lt was a thick file. It
fell et my feet. I picked it up for him. It was my file. 'BLEARY,G' was
lettered in green. I handed it back, and he put it on his desk,

"Don' t open it whilst ['m away,” he seid. His face bore & smile
which he ftried %0 control. I didn't like thet smile. It hinted that he
knew something I didn’ ¢.

After he'd gone out, I just couldn't resist flipving through it.
All my cases wero mentioned. There weas no time %o road the fine type, and
I couldn't even decipher some of the ball-point-written emo's on the
blank spaces. Just one thing intruiged me. Inside the file, on the reverse



of the front cover, was written in larse red print 'THIS AGENT IS NOT TO
BE SEXT TC RUSSIA.!

I sat back, a blank expression on ny face , a sort of cherubic
innocence; as 3unting returned. Soeretly, 1 wag very relieved. Never having
failed for !i.I.5, I always suspected that if 8 reslly big job came up in
Redland, they would have to send me. Because of the necessary ramifications
of ths Swmerkov Affair, when I had been publicly nzimed as & security agent
in order to bring Sumerkov to England, i%{ had scemed to me that I wouldn't
last ton minutes if [ was sent on an operation to Russie. It would have
been a loss of ezoboo to have asked not to be sent. But this confirmation
that I was safe thrilled we moend.

Bunting opened a pack of Olivier cigeretios, took the last
one out, and dropped the empiy ten packet into the yawning mouth of the
veste paper basket.

I Plipped.

There comes in a persons life time possibly just one occasion
when he sees berore him his ultimate aspiration becorme a distinct
possibility.

This climatic moment is heralded by a loud 'boing' - followed
by & couple of shattering 'pows’.

I just couldn't wait for convention. ilo time for protocol.

No 'I say, Brigadier, pass me that oupty cigarette nacket, please' sort
of thing.

Instinctively I nose-dived over the mahogany desk, my hands
scrabbling for the empty packet which I retrieved and held above me on
high. .
I pented with enthusiasm es I trotted round the desk and
resunied my seat. I pioked up my battered suitcasc and emptied nine other
empty packets of Olivier cigarettes on the green-baige desk top. Bunting
looked extremely howildered.

"Ezcuso ue, sir," I breathed, my chest rising and palling
with the sudden anticipatory thrills shooting over me. T opened every one
of the lO-packets, pulled out the silver paper, and, in a parabolic are,
precipits ted the empty packs over Bunting's head end into the waste paper
basket, They plopped in, one after the other.

cven this wasn't too muen for Bunting. Affer mll, he was e
nardened :ilitery Intelligence officer. admittedly his cyes had assuned
egg~size provortions, but he was still prepared to sit me out.

=y next menouvre, though, made him rapidly search for the hip
flask.

“ith deft digitel skill, my fingers aluoest part of me, I
Seperated the silver paper from the thin tissue baclking. It took me some
little time, but I eventuelly had two piles on wuy side of the desk. To
the left, ten slivers of silver paper —to my risht a more untidy bundle of
tissue.

"Pargon mes" I said, with, in the circumstances, as wueh aplomb
ag I ocould muster, and I shaped the tissue bundle into a ball and pooped
it into my mouth. I started to masticete.

ror a aoment I honestly thought that Bunting was about to
negotiite the heayy dun curtoins which hung either side of a rain-splat tered
window overlookingz the Cenotaph. He definitely pibbered, therc's no getting
away frow thet. Somehow he had his right fist in his wmouth and was gnawing
at ite If T hadn't been too busy to worry aboui it, his eyes would have
frightened me. They sort of swung slowly from side to side. Once, as a
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shaft of sanity struck him, I thought he was going o dive for the red
"phone...then his peepers started to gyre te once more.

Frankly, T found it most difficult to reconcile his demeznour
with perhaps my rather eccentric behaviour.But I knew it lad never bsen
done befecre, and I wented to do it.

as 1 chewed the tissue into an unpleasant-tasting soggy mass,
I smoothed out each sheet of silver paper and carefully re-shaped it into
8 long cylinder, I then pinched it at approximetely one third of it's
length, and with a little more smocthing and carressing I manufactured
2 miniature silver paper wine glass.( Like the illo on the
left here, especially drawn for those of you who have
difficulty in following these instructions, which I sincersly
hope you'll emulete, preferably when you're by yourself.)

Ly the *ime I hed menufactured ten littls winswgless shapes,
Puntivg had retrested behind e large grey etal filing cabinst,
and occasionally, his visege would peer uncertainly from the
side of it. If my eyes caught his, his head would quickly
disappeer. I expect wiet was worrying hin wes the loving way

I hagd turned &ll the wine glasses up~side-down, erd czrefully
deposited 8 chunk of goosy substence from my mouth 0 the concave under-
sides of each cup.

I surveyed my hendivork, thought of a refinerent - nost
carefuliy I placed the ten little pseudo wine-glasses in e row on the edge
of the desk, the goosy end sway from me ~ the ten expty ends loo“ing a2t
me like cigarette burns in & thick pile carpet.

"It's OK, Brigedier," I seid gently. I orossed to nim, sat
him in his chair. &r arm, like a puppets, came up, trevbling, and criss-
crossed his vacant eyes. He seemed to have trouvle focussing. I nudged hin.

"Wateh this, sir, " I seid, "i4's never been done before.”

It was true - but I didn't liks to 24d thet no one had over thought of
doing 1% bsfore.

I roundcd the desk, my feet eighteen inches apart. I Flexed
my fingers and thuabs through my heir — it wasn't a reflex action just to
ma¥s ne nice-lookinz, I wented a leyer of hair oream on each digit.

dently, one by one, I inserted a finger into an ewpty wine
glass - wntil I stood Pacing Burnting, my hends in front of me, fingers and
tnumbs rampent, eech one bearing it's owr silver peper ornament,

Sudderly Bunting stirred into life.

"300d Lord, Bleary " he panted, " just what the hell..,?"

sut I forzet what elso he szid - I just didn't hear, because
& magnificently ethercal feeling came over me - I felt, well, dedicated.-
There wes a chcir of gopranc's, s relentless teating ofvoodoo drums, &
clashing of symbols.

I stood, and oh s0 slowly I pulled my hands downwards, just
to above the horizental, so that the cups wouldn't £2ll 0ff - ang then,
like & flash of ligzhtning, I foreed ry hends upwards and stopped then
ebruptly.

Lubricated by the heir cresm, the silver missiles shot vert-
ically from wy fingers and in & series of "pluti~plutt-plutt’s’® lended in
roughly a siraizat line across the coilinz above the Brigadier's head.

AYD STAYED THERE.

¥ary @ cne trembled or fell.

You recka.

- turned to Bunting, expecting copicus 870000, but all I could



see wes his Adan's Applz bobbing like a cork in 3 choppy se2 as he dra2ined
ths laes® drop of whiskey frow his hip flesk.

"ret the hell outa here," he babbled, £nd puched across to ne
the conventiomal thick neovily sealed envelope, which I knew firow long
experience contained fslse documents, money, maybe even A false evelash or
two, plus the ineviisble complicated instructions which had to be rsead,
digested — digesfed, most likely, both literally and metaphorically.
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vadaze took a long repulsive look et ze.

"...en¢ to sum up," she s2id, her voice like a piece of Wedgewood,
"you don' t really look like a ballet dancer. Admittedly I have seen thinner
men, maybe ones even less aesthetic-looking, end whilst, er, your physique
in tights does look, shall we say, compromising, those hobhnail hoots are
definitely non-U".

I was surprised. I told her so. I did an entrechant or the spur
of the moment. She gritted her teeth as the floor boards vibrated like &
coupla dozen btuninz forks.

"Brigadior Bunting has told me something of his problem — but
you are definitely out as a ballet dancer. The Russian's, after zll, are
sending the Bolshoi 10 us in a few months, and we in England cen cnly send the
cream of our dancers to them."

"Sut I'm going to Ameries with the Scurthorpe Ballet 7" I
insisted.

"Of course, thet's right, you're going to America,"...she spoke
quickly, and she blushed in somc confusion. "I'll suggest to Desmond, er,
Brigadier Bunting, that you should go to, er, she States @s a choreographer.
And your aliss, of course, fits superbly, it's the classic name for a
chorsographer ~ ny choice. How do you like it?"

She sniled prinly.

The instructions I'd read { whick mentioned nineteen times I
was going to Americe ) attested that my passpert, visa, ecte, were all in the
neme of Anton Fudge.

I snified. The door opened, end & seedy middle~azed unshaven
nap in shirt sleeves came in. He nodded to lMadane, sat et the viano engd
lizbered up with something from Swan Leke. Five zals cawe in, attired
only in bhlack form-hugzing dencing kit. They looked at me long end hard as
they passed by, ard started to tone up on & horizontel bar which hisected
a wall-lenzgth mirror.

"That will he all, Bleary" snepped kadetie, clapping her hends
to diswiss me. I sniffed; Iwalked over to the gels, patted “hen on their
tight little bottonme,. ond told 'ewm,"Watch this".

I sauntered to the fer wall, ard crushad uyself up apgeinst it,
curling myself into e tight spring. I didn't know what the techricel neme of
the menosuvre wos, but 1'3d seen Hurisyev do it en TY. lie 4o0k 2 run, leapt
igh, and whilst in the air, opened his legs wide, closed 'em £zcin, and
landed like a fluff of ciderdowm, feet together. I thought I could add poetry
to this delictte hallet step by s sharp elick as the heavy hecls of my hob-
nails smacked together.

I broke into a lope, ard run, and then took off, mv muscles
strzined %c the utmost a5 I hoped I soared upwards. lzdame, the pisnist
egnd the gals stocd in wids-eyed wonder as I reached my spogee, oy faet at
least sighteen inches shove the ground. I decided the time was ripe to open
my legs wide. I threw my head hack, arns akimho, fingers speaking a mystic
messagee I thrust my hohnails aspart......



Looir, I den't went to 2o into unnecessary ana tomiszal detsil -

I know my readership is mostly adult. Jave to sav that I landed neavily
on the floorboards when my hobnails were still partingz company. I ley
there, hollaring like mad ss lindeme told the g8ls to close their eyes, and
directed the pienist %o draz nme out.
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After 2 week [ could 4o without the St.John's sling. 4t a sort of
secret transit camp at 2735 Llbemarle Street I went throuszh the final
briefinz. My hair was <iven a Bestle-cut ( I had to have anmesthetic before
the barber was 2llowed to flip his scissors) and my fin~ecr nails manicured.
I was told to assune 2 lisp. I read a precis of all the major works on the
bellef, especially those dealing with choreography. I didn't mind all this,
88 1t was to help =y cover, and if there's one taing I can say about syself
with all modesty, 1' dead enthusiastic. Howsver, I drew a line at walking
along with my right hand crooksd at the waist. And I refused to wink at all
and sundry.

One thin~g baffled me. My visa stipulated that I could stay in Russia
Tor six weeks with the Scunthorpe Ballet., Thiz didn't agree with the memo in
my personal file that I shouldn't bc sent to Russis; and the assertions by
everyone that I was going to Washington, U.5.a.

"You see, Anton," I wes told, * it's all zot to do with your
cover. Rveryone knowc that they're going to America with the bhallet
company, hut for the sake of internationsil intrigue, we lot it out that
Russia is our tour schedule. This baffles enemy spies. e do it all the time.
You've heard the cliche 'Never let your right hend lwow what your left hand
is doing' (I'd heard it many times, actually, from zals I used to toke out)
+-swell, this is all part of the cover. You'ro really zoing to America, so
take no notice if anyone suggests you'rs poing to Russia."

I knew 211 2bout international intrizue, but I coulsdn't see what
it had to do with baliet. Even the newspapars were full of the news of the
Scunthorp Ballet's first visit to Russia. But I wes in the lmowe..I wss at
the hub of things...:dilitery Intelligence...and 1 chuckled to nyself that I
was the only one who really knew we were zoinz to America.

I had 2 mite of a shock et London Airport, thouzh. I met the rest of
the ballet company there, and with my lisp and intellectual discuise, I was
80on accepted. But they all suid they were going to Russie. I winked snd
said "Oh yoah", and w23 soon on first name torus vith Rupert, the premier
male ballet dancer. But I told you of the shock. Ye boerded & Tu 124, a
huge Russian eirliner. e took off. Host of the sompany hed fur coats, I'd
even been given one too. I'd been to America bafore, end it didn't seem
credible to me thet we'd require fur coats and thick wderwvear in Washing ton
in the Fall. Bui, like everyone kept telling wo, we were going to America.

S eaptain of the airliner, after we'd tokon off, announced in
broken English that we'd be in MHoscow in three hours. 1 yukkad . Such superb
organisaetion. Bver the air crew thought we werc soing to . Ruseia.

e landed oxecily on schedule. I had = snesking susplcion that
something was wrong. Tnis wasn't hmerica. A1l the people ovtside had fur
coats on, and big flazs with red stars on them were flying everywhere. all
the ghops had notices in a lengusge reminiscent of zn cye~testing chart.

It was really cold, and pictures of Kruschev werc everyvhore. 1y party of
ballet dencers ( and myself) all had pocketful of roubles. I was told that my
roubles were part of the international intrigue.

Graduvally the truth dawned on me.



I really was in Russia.

Had I caught the wrong 'plane?

Nec. All ay varty were members of the Scurthorpe Ballet, and they
were talking animatedly abhout their shows in logcow and Leninurad.

1 was just tco bewildered oy it 811, but I didn't have too much
time %0 concentre te on that problem.

I wag sharing a roon with Rupert...
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The Scunthorpe Ballet wore zuesting at the Bolshoi, and I was
sitting in a little dressing room wondering whet it wes all about. Why was
I in Russia ? Obviously I'd been duped, but whot was the motive ?

1 was chewlhz the ends of my moustache in perplexity, when the
door opened, & men slipped in like e ferret and closed the door rapidly
behind kim. He was dressed in a typically Russian way, fur coat and big hat
and boots. He nocked the snow off hig boots, pulled them off and
started %to take mine off.

"Nyet," I hissed, using whet I hoped was e Russian word. One of
the Bolshoi tallerina’s had ssid it to me, so I guessed it meant either
'yes' or 'mo', Probably no. Why did a strange man went me to take my boots
off ?

"Tuick, strip off," he panted, disrobing with alacri ty.

"Look here, whoever you are," I grated...but he gripped me by
the velvet lapels.

*You're Bleary, aren't you ?"

"Yeah," I pented. "Who the hell are you 2"

"Hiles Favershem, ililitery Intelligence," he hissed. "Didn't
Bunting tell you 7 You're here to change places with me so that I can get
back to England. I've ¢ot some urgent top secret informetion to deliver
about Russie's I.C.BE.M'g"

I pondered as I took my clothes of?, snd put 4is on. He put mine
on. He whipped on a false moustache, end told me to shave mine off. He had
8 rézor with him, and except for & nicked mostril I 4id a pratty good job.
He locksed at himself in the full-length rirror, frowned at what he saw, angd
told me he thouzht he looked a mite like mao.

"Well, cheerio, Bleory," he suid.

"Er, cheerio," I said in reply, but he sat down in my chalr, which
sort of intimated it was me who was going.

"“Where the hell go I go now?" I saig angrily," and more %o the
point, how am I getting back to Zngland 7"

"The Brigsdier will fix thet for you," smiled Faversham. "How
here's a key. Go to Flat 237 in the liazim Gorki bleck..eyou'd better walk
as you don't speak Rugsian. The flat is adequa toly stocked with foeod and things.
Now this is most luportant... DO NOT LEAYE THE Fla™ UNTIL YOU ARE CONTACTED
BY OKE OF OUR AGEY¥B....J can't impress this t00 much 5n you....well, once
again, old men, cheer-ro."

"Cheer-ho," I said miserebly. Thines were roving too fest for ms,
and s I explained in some of my narrétives vesrs ago, when thinzs move fast
I sort of lose my grip, things seom 40 recede, end I cen'+ do enthing about
it. T get bewildered.

The only consolation I hed was that he didn't lnow he was sharing
Rupert's room.... :
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"Sterd up,” ordered Smerkov. I digd so. The two big men guickly



searchad me and the room.

"Yhat, no plonker ?" smiled Smerkov.

"ish I had," I quipped. "It's frustrating heving & sudden
plentiful supply of suckers and no plonker."

He showed me a moutaful of yellow teeth.

"Tou' 11 not make many jokes where you're going," he hissed. Ee
nodded to his aids and they gripped my arms and took me dowm the hack
staircase and into a large black car. As we crossed the pavement, I just
sagged and let then drag me. kiy hope was that perchance 2 British agent
would spot me and organise an escape attempt. No luek, though.

We drove due south of mosecow for over an hour 4o a lzrgze sort of
estete in the countryside.

I was stripped, my clothing teken away, and I wes glven 2 rough
grey-orown over2ll-type zerment, rather like en ostentetious nightshirs.
I vag taken to e small room with no windows. K¢ one s2id & word. It wes
all efficiently casual, if you know what I meen. & bulb in the dirty white
ceiling shone brightly, and I orossed to a wooden bunk, lay back on it,
looking at the door, wondering just whet the heck I was going %o do now.

Somehow I felt that there was definitely souetihing wrong.

Wes 1t possible I had boobed ?
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I contenplated my ravel, as some literary gink once postulated.

I lay con a dirty blanket, folded my arms behindg my head, end
pondered. Someone hed scribbled o mystic message on the wall, It was in
Russian, of ccurse, probably, when transleted, it would say Soliething
inspiring li'.e 'Abandon hope all youse who enter here'. Or mayhe, more
srypticelly, the author could have been wishing 4is readers 2 happy lay Day.
The walls were dry, end actuslly it was quite werm, &lthough what Blaze
Motendrick had told me a“out Russian Spy prisons, the temperature coulg
be altered at will...depending on what state the client was in, or what
state they wanted him in. If e critter wes proving cbstinate, presumebly
they could bring icicles on the ceiling,..or maske the cell like e Turkish
beth. The oeiling wes aigh, I reckoned that i£ I stood on the bunk on
tip toe I couldn't reacn it. I wes too tired to tryv, frankiy, hut I saw
scuff marks on the wall elongside the bunk vhere previsusg occupants hai
tried. In the middle of tne ceiling, like I seld, was a single electric
light bulb. Mot brigat enough to dazzls you, but zdequate. Hellendrick
8ald. they could make it es bright as a megnesivu flare, if they wanted to.
There verc no wingows, NO NOLSGC...it w38, let's faco it, tne essence of
austerity.

And thon es I ley there, contemplating like msg, ny eves landed
unconselously on wy shoes. iy heart flipped & mite sc it changed gear. iy
shoes. They's left we my shoes. ily own Shoos. I coulds't beliavs xy luck.
They were, I presuued, typical choreographers shoes...thick creps soles,
purple suede uppers, with & delicate tracery of finc mauve thread arcund
the wide silver buckles. Why would thev go to all the trouble to remove
all my clothing, give no merely o flicking coversall, and then leave me my
lovely pansy shoes.??7 It was just too good to be true. For the Pirst Liue
since Smerkov hed grabbted me, I folt I had & slight chance. They should
definitoly heve lmowm about ny shoes. I'd heard of uirecles, but this was
ridiculous. One fackor was over-riding in my mind. ¥ould they give ne a
Beth ¥ It e 3 orucial questinn. Admittedly I'd fouznt erainet having baths
2ll wy 1ife. There wog, I Suppose, nc diraect reason why they should make me
A=ve a bain, or a shower., I sceratches my body, I felt fleas scavaging like



msj on saferl for ay red corpusclss. I reasoned thet although I had e bagd
case of B.O, thie flees wvere presumably & normal issue, they went with the
overall, and thst meant nygiene wasn't 2 'thing' ulth te Russians. QED
...maybe, if I was lucky, probably no bath.

Finally, ny cogitations gradually sttled down intc a definite
pattern, kHoKendrick had told me that if you wanted to escape, the time tc
do it was as goon &S you were in your cell. It was reasonable to suppose
that norrally e potential sscapee would plan thoroughly, note the tims of
food visits, guerds, interrogations, build up his strength and hope for a
break. This would take time, and all that wes required was & couple of
beatings, and then the strength would go, and maybe also the will. But if
an escepe was atiempted immsdiately, you would nave the strength, the
will, and the surprise...surprise, hecause no ons could ve expected to
escape From & solid room with thick walls and ne wingows, and & lock on
the door abeout a fcot square.

Suestion...would they switeh the electric light off? I
thought they would, initielly, 2t lesst. I gusssed, if normal Russian
interrogatior technique was practised on me, thay would leave we alone for
a week >r ten days, feed me & bare minimum, but I'd ses no one, except meybe
a fleetd ing glimpse of the food carrisr. They would leave me in darkness
for varying periods; and also give me meals at verious %imes, ueybe three
in two nours, then mayhe nene £or twenty four hours. In this way I would
soon have no hoticn of the pa=31na of time, and by the 4ime they'd got me
a nervous wreck, theyr'd wheel me in front of Smerkov or one or uore of
his minions....and then I'd hagd it. 1'd be like the Spenish serorita with
some Jewish blood in kerveins...she didn't lnow whether she was Carmen or
Cohene ev s

N

I thournt I could get out within twenty four hours....
providing &) they didn't take away my shoes...b)they switched off the light
for a spell, and most important of all,..c)they didn't make me take a
bathes oo
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It was thirty six bovrs bhefore the lignt wenit out. I caloulated
I'¢ got three days stubble, and I'd shaved the gay before they'd nabbed
ne...JED, .14 was about a day and 2 helf. For at lesgt half that time, in
case they wers watching me, I'd given them a few buckshee samples of
advanced nervous dibiligy. The fredquent mutterings end gnashing of teeth
wag reslly only impatience, but I thought I'd let 'sa think I had the wing
up. And when the light finally did go off, I hed no ides how long it would
be before they switched it off again. It could be an hour, it could be
three days...it ell dopended ¢cn what effect they thought would suit me
best. ile appesring nervous and all thet, I reascred they'd lezve me in the
dark for & long time.

I pulled my shoes off. Ky socks smelled, They always did,
put this wes 2 different odcur. Tlat s why 1 was worried in cose I was
bathed. I foreazd the prong of the shos buckle inwards and pulled. It coue
awey, @ sharp Steel rcd, it almost humed like & tunlrg fork. A great
feeling of triumph ceize over me...I'g thouyh* ocut exacily what I hag %o
do...usuelly, vhen I got & complicated job I made @& regular hesh of 1t,

58 reeders of oy earlier chronicles will bs well aware. I comuenced pering
away the hard stained wood with ths steel rod from the heavy neils which
held the bunk together. I wanted one long beam. I had to extract four
five~inci reils. I was working in pitch darkmess, expecting thet any second
the light would blast on, revealing mo hunkered up burrcwing like a death-


QED..it

watch beetle.

Zventually I hed a beam from the outer edge of the bunk. I
placed one end against the wall alongzside the bunk. I laid the other end
against the far wall. It was, I guessed, at an anzle of 45 degrees. I felt
a thrill as I pulled away the delicete mauve thresd which ratterrned my
pansy sloss. The core of the thread wes thin but extra-strong fuse wire.

I took the thread from both shoes, extrected the fuse wire, tisd the pieces
together, hung 1t round my neck like a gerland. On my shoes were two shiny
retal tassles. I put thexr tenderly in the breast pocket of my overall.

I stopped for a moment. It was strance in the darimess...l
sensed where everything wes, I seemed to know instinctively. Wken I reached
for the skoes alongside my bunk, I hit them first time. Something hag
happened o me...ln ny desperate position I vad becowe calm erd self-
disciplined. It was fortunate...I could easily have blowm a finper off,
playing with those tassles. And ncw the testing tize came...everything
depended upon the dexterity with which I ¢ould clean wy tecenails in total
darkness.

I pulled my socks off. I chose my right big tce. Thie nail
hadn't been cut for scue weeks. Behind it, if the light had boen on, I would
have seen tlack dirt. That's why I didn't want a hath or shower. Because
it wasn't aoccusulated diri. It waes plastic explosive...suitably treated with
8 black powder. I scroped the 'dirt' from behind the nails of my ten toes.

I collected it in a ball in my left palm. The accwuulated explosive vas
almost es big as a walnut. Yep, I sure did have long teenails. ( I might
modestly add that I didn't especially grow 'em long for the concealment of
the plestic explosive.)

Now I %ad fo exercise even gresater care. I climbed up the beem,
clung like a limpet to it and pulled out the eclociric light bulh. I held
tne end in my mouth, spd then gingerly felt inside Fic breast ovrrall
pocket for the twe small inch-long tassles. One had a wide hollow end, the
othsr & narrov one. I wanted the narrow ona. By fingers vere sweating, but
1 had to make certain I hed the correct ons. My thigh miscles were crempsd
by the way I was hugeing that besm, so I bacgked doun, put the bulb urnder
the bun¥k, wound the fusec wire round the centre of the narrow—ended metal
tassle. I re-climbed the beam and fitted the tessle into the recoss which
held the bulb. I prayed that the switch wouldn't he pulled to turn the light
on. I backed qown the beam. I laig a truil of the fuse “ire fronm the bulb
socket to the deor. I pulled the moist walnut of explosive froil the breagt
pocket and fitted 1t into the wide keyhole of the masgive door. I took the
other tassle, formod the end of the fuse wire into a little spring ball ang
forced this with extreue care into the hollow end of the tassle...the tassles
of courge being detometers. Finally, I gently pushed the other end of the
detonator into the plastic explosive.

I pulled my shoes on again. iy lucl had held. I hag correctly
gone through the oomplicated schedule without the light being switchsd on.
How I had to wait for thet eventuality...until it wes desaed thes wy light
Should be switched on azain. Por when it was, ithe electric circult would
rasult in the, hell, you all know what would happen.

Yie, I lay undernsath the bunk, trembling and swesting like hell,
an’ unexpected after-effsct of the mental to sey notzisz of the physical
enargy I'a expeirded.

ixectly: I pordered, exactly what would havven when the door
blew up 7
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The back of my head hit the umplered hunk-bottor as I
jerked upwards from my sleep at the explostion. It tock ie sbhout twenty
Beconds to orientate myself...Jayne Hdensfield had just asked ne to tie
& knot at tae vack of her bikini bre. When I woke up I was in & cold sweat.
1 scrambled up, there was no smoke, just an acrid szmeil and lights frou the
corridor outside showed the heavy door swinging on its hinges. I peersd
outside, heard heavy footsteps, and raced along the corridor in the
opposlte dircection. I opened a door, ran up some dank stone Steps, opened
& door at the %top, and found that I wes on = halcony overlooking a large
raception roocu., Three ien in black leather fur~collared top coai5 rushed
across ftie room, I ducxed below the reils and scampered breathliessly on
ay herds end .mees. b door wes half open...l nipped inside, found syself
in & sort of cffice. ©f appeered expty, but a half-smolted bleck cigarette
w88 in the ash tray. Across the desk was a military cap with a large red
star In the centre of i4. I could see swall globules of water on the black
peak where presunably snow had just recently condonsed. Across the back of
& chair was a heavy military overcoat with a coupla stars on the shoulders.
I put the coat on, it was t00 big...atteched to tiic sleeve by o thir but
streng chain wes 2 leather case. I tugged but it wouldn't come off. I put
the hat on, but it was too big for me toc...I felt the warmth of the
inner rim, it had only rscently been worn. I pulled iay ears outwards, and
it balanced precariously. 1 listened. I heard shouting, loud orders being
barked out...ncar at hand the scund of @ rifle bolt being drawn back and
applied agair...protably someone stuffing & round up the brecch. Cnce, on
TV, I'd seen 2 comedy skefch about this man who had @ pigee of sticky
flypaper on his hand ard he couldn't get rid of i%. Well, thiz blasted
leather case was the same. I nearly Tlogged myself o death trying to get
rig of it, all to no offect.

I crossed the room, peered through the window. It was
snowing like hell. At the front of the house I saw 2 black cer, puffs of
blue smoke coming from the exheust. I could even See a shadowy shape
sltting behind the steering wheel. I went back across the room, clcsed the
door 8nd pushed 2 hesvy cheir against it. I pushed e dos!: againsti the chair.
Once wore in the centre of the room I shook my rigat arm up 2nd down in
2 last desperate effort to gst rid of the flicking case. ind ther I froze.
-uistly, even muffled, but distinctly I heard z suppressed titier core
from inside the wordrobs.

Insids the werdrohs???

Thingzs hed become confused egain. But I didr't stop to
ponder cover tie remifications. I pushed the desk in front of the werdrove
and leapt out of the window. I landed on my back ir the snow twenty feet
below. I picked usyself up, ramisd the hat on my nead and stegzered over to
the car., I clinbed inside, and sank exhausted into the bagk sec .

The driver had s small moustache, the hoirs et both ends
hanging dovawards. Iis eyes were wide. He 2licked 2 cisarette butt out of
the window, closed its; said "Hoscow?!

"Jeesser..oui..onion...er...tovarich," I panted.

di3 gyes performed the stendard roulette wheel spin, which
frequently happered with people I came into coniact with. He turned the
wheel, slowly at first, and the car drove awayv northwerds....
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The sound of heavy traffic woke me up. I orientated myself
orce Mores I'd been dreaning about trying %o zet rid of a picca of sticky
pepers I looked through the window at the slushy streets, the driving snow,



the fur-capped people leening forwari trying to negoticte it. Then I saw
the- familiar sight of minarets...l wes aimost being driven into the
Aremlin...the driver presurably had been waiting to take & Red Army offiger
for a confersnce or suchlike.

I tapped him on the shoulder and geve him & blast of Birminghem
back-slang.

"Iay antway cotay ogay orfay an umppay."”

Eig hair gtcod on end, &nd he screeched to the kerbside. Quick as
a flesh I scutiled out of the car, snd then was jorked back, throwing me
into the air. The blasted cheined case had caught in the door handle. & suwall
crowd gathered &s I tried %o disentangle the chain. I couldn't teke the coat
off because of tie cold, and of course I was wearing wy prison gard under-—
neeth. Eventuslly, my fingers numb with cold, I got free, atill, flick it,
attached to the casec. The crowd stood respectfully to one side as I sprinted
away. Mogt of them were looking et my punsy shoes...

&k = #% %

Colsmerkov was ill at esse in ths presence of the two tap
security men in the Kremlin. He had sscepsd relegation to & miner army post
in Siberia hy tae s'din of his teeth, His cepture & year previcusly by yours
truly had ruined him in the eyss of the Keds. He hed been duly exchanged, 3s
I later learned, for £ British tourist who msde so hold ag to snap his cemera
at 8 Russian airliner flying over Red Square, and laid himself wide opsn for
& cherge of espionage, vhich wes duly pressed with vigour.

Suerkov hed brought tack some little snippets of informzation which
hed been duly passed to the Russiun spy schools { such items ag the method of
British interrogetion of spies, ete) and had been given back his olg rank
end back pay, ond re-instated in securlty on probation, rending the result
of the ingenious plsn he had presenied to his superiors. I% was & scheuwe to
present the British authoritles with suppesedly ultrs top-secret information
gleaned from the Russian space flighte of Kessrs Gagarin, Titov, Fopovic,
etc. The Eritish weuld pess this informetion to the Americans, @5 part of e
reciprocel deal regarding secrst information wvhich was of special interest
to the other. Smerkev had overheard & rother loud conversation in Bunting's
office before e had beon releused, revealing thet the Goon wes incarcers ted
in @ flat in Moscow. It had taken but a couple of weeks for him to discover
which flat...

"Smaritov," said the bald foi men with pinzy aves," the first part
of your plar seews %o have gone perfectly.”

"Most cerioinly, Comrade," hisscd Smerkov. "By judiciously placing
my men, and aliowing hi: to keep his shoes, he hlew the cell door down and
took the path we enviseged. I wes sctuslly in tho wardrohe when he came in
here. He had to put or the uniform , and so of course he hag %o carry the
cage which was chained to the sleeve. Ho had to take a chance 2nd escepe in
the csr we had plased for him. Tas driver reports that nlihough Bleary made
&n unscheduled csedpe from the c2r, he wes immedio tely followed by an azent
who hegd beon discreetly travelling behind. Of course, I don't Xmow the detoils
of the docuuments you placed in the cese, and I wouldn't presune to esk their
impertance, but I.eeeed?"

The othor one, & quict wan, the former Russien Monovoly chempion,
smiled r2ther prousdly. Ee locked at the other, saw tie subtle nod, end smiled
&t Smerkov.

“I propared them," he sncered."As yet the astronauts the Americans
have sent up heve not orbitted for long periods. We have. The documents
supposodly give the results of tests of the lotest speco flights by our hero's

I



«»-8pecifically dealing with orthostatis hypotension...the reporis have
Minimised the dengers of weightlesoness, wherees the reverss is the case.

The dJocumerts dre authentic in every respect, except that figures have

besn carsfully changed so as t> cive @ misleading diasgnosis...it will

appear that wetabclism, snd ths centrsl nervous System, though sffaected,

does not endanger an astronaut in space for at least o monih. Now we lmow
thet within ten days there is serious medicel denger. The Appollo Moon shot
is nov almost due, but the Americans are nolding back because of their doubte
about orthostatic hypotension...if these gocuments sh-uld wtinm= tely reech
thew, they will e accepted, hence 2n unsuccessful Moon Shot,!

SmerXov uncorked 2 bottle of vodkm, and threw the cork in the
fire...the sizm of & frue host, intimetirg that ke wanted the bottle enptied
before his guests left.

It wag put plainly to Smerkov thet if his schene was a success,
and the decuments refched the Americons, he would be forgiven for getting
ceptured. There wag a symbolic !thumbs down' if it didn't.

"What's the next step, Smerkov ?" asked the fat cre.

Swerkov grinned.

His master stroke.....

"Comrades," he said triumphently, ® the Goon will be introduced
to Nagia."

RN %%k “nw

Thnere ig nothing mors depressing than being wet %o the skin,
chilled to the marrcw ( end any other worn but fittinz cliches you can think
of) with no way of ayoiding the elements, with nowhere bo go. I was in
this unenviable predicaient as I c¢owered in a doorway, scriewhere ( I knew
not where ) in Moscow. The Snow had turred to zn icy drizzle, and the deep
slush wes almost up t5 wy knees. Tho thick Red Army greatooat did little to
protect my trembling body. My nose was bdlus, and I hed lost the feeling of
my extrmitios--.all of them.

In the darkness, illuminated only by the lights of e drab
house, I saw & wuffled figure apprcach end pass me. Tae figure wore e white
fur hat, a chic tight-fitiing fur coet, and fur beots. It was £ slim
figure. As it pessed me, a small purse dropped et 1y feet in the slush. The
Pigure stopped, turnsd round, peered at the giush, 2 thin arm licld across the
face 4o protect it from the drizzle as the eyes sougnt for tre wissing purse.
I knew exactly where it had droppad, and with scne difficulty I bent gown,
put my nmazch fingers in the slush and retrieved if.

"Here's your purse, my desh," I said in English...] fear I
mst have suffered Trom hallucinations, becsuse I thought I wes in the Mall
in Lordon, or on the set of a period film.

Yer cyes were wide, alnost Beared, 8 she tcok tie purse from
e,

"You speak English ?" she panted, unbelievingly. I wag
bowildored thet sho ocould spoak English, albeit with & Strong Russian
accents Tt scemed to o 8t the time a fentastic coincidonec the t the ona
person in Mogcow whe had spokon to me could speak English. Bui then, I always
was 8 sucker for aocincidences.

sut cven then; though I wes coxhausted, quick es a flash 1 ssyw
an opsning.

"I':i 2 member of the Scunthorpe Ballet,” I seid. "I wont %o
a party and hed & mite too much vodkm, and when I woke up I wags dressed 1ike
this. Fast' ve boon 8 joke."

"Ch, I saw them, 2 very good compory, I 2idn't see you, though."



T wos the choreogrepher."

She accented this.She must have beecn mzd. The Sounthorpe
Ballet hod returned to London some months orevionsly. I thcught she would
nove asked wheore I'd been since then, but she didn't. Instead, she took ny
arm.

"You've no where to go 7"

"No," I said.

"Tou rust stsy at my flet until I can get you sog clothes,®
she purred. She pulled my arm, led me vie Jevious side streets %o one of
thoss uzly blocks of flats I think I've mentioned before.

L3 2 * %k *okok

Yhen I weke up next morning, I was alone. I provled round the
three rcomg, scratched my hesd, swiiled it under the cold water tap. Hy
overall end greatocat nad gons, sc I dreped & furry blemket srcund nme. I
found some {ocd waiting for me in the little kitchen. 1 heated it up,
prowled round some nore. It ues just like what you'd expect = young gels
flat %o be like. I wordered how she'd dunped my old zermenis, would sne be
able tv got sowe conservative clothes o it me.?

I gid fird a copy o2 PRAVDA. On the bottom of 4he Pront pege
I saw the word 'Bolshoi!, naturally I couldn't read ths text, but in pencil,
on the bottom of the page I saw the penocilled words..'3olshol leaves
Moseow 6 pm 27th.' I looked at ths well celendar and Saw it was the 27th.

I thought e lot about that....
ok L1323 ok %

"No, Hedia...not again...." I forced myself to say. Her
perfuric was like abstract purple hearts. She wes shaking me gently by the
shoulder...then I woke up. She was shaking me by the shoulder, I'd Zallen
esleep on the red upholstered oouch.

"Serry," I blushed, " T was dresning.”

She looked armused.

"I've got you some clothes,” she amiled, her angelic fsce
crowned by jet-black hair swspt back like & school Tsrri.

I st od up and yswned, clutching the blonket to uc...she
tittered as she left tnec room.

The clothes were fclded over & cheir. Very austere, just what
1 wented. alsc thore wes a black trilby and 2 black lecther trenchcoat
and, dammit, I couldn't helisve my sves, attached to *hc Sleeve of it by a
chain was ths tlasted brief case, I put the trencheest on the floor,
stood on it, end tugged, end the £lippin' cese wouldn't bLecous detached.
She must!ve fixed it up 4he slecve with nuts end bolts. Jeeze. I was s tuck
with it again. Bhe tust' ve thought I hed 2t*acaed soue importance to it, and
In her vaive way, hed ensured thet it was still = vart of ne.

) © put the suit on, combed my heir, wmshed uy mouth out with
the off-white cold weter, and went inte the « tchen.

"0h, thacy it you very well," besned Madia. I helped her make
another meal, end we did & mite of cross—tallk. The vpendt wss that she told
me L could stay as long as I liked. She saig I wss perfectly ssfe. She said,
In fact, thet I tustn' ¢ leave.

* zlanced at the clock, it was just after J.om. This was going
to be rouzh.

"I hove to go out to get soue extre supplies,” she smiled."I'll
be bs ok scon.” She cave me & smacker with her slizhtly-cvened itouth which made
my eyeballs clie'z bhaclk.

Then she left.



= couldn' ¢ believe my luck. Normwally, notuing went right for
ze. Now, everything was going like greased clocluvoris.
I 4i3d another swift reconnaiseénce of the room. I wanted
some money. She'd been a good kid, but I hes to relieve her of some ready
cash. The vottom drawer of a burezu was locked, tut I forced it. I found a
cashbox with some roubles ir it. I couldr't help opening a largo envelcpe.
Chee. Nadie pt one tine mist have been a modsl. And I hag alwoys thouzht the
Ruskies fo be prudes, I gulped. 37:22:35 | guessed. Thers must nave been 20
of the phofographs...iell, you can naver tell. Then I heard tne clock chime
5+30pm, and I realised it was all going to be just & heppy wmemory. I put the
photo's back ir the envelope. I shut ths drewer.
I put op the trenchcost. I shook my right nand up and down
like mad, and still I couldn't dstach the brief cese. I fipished up
swinging round and round like an Olympic hammer thrower, but it was still
vith me vhen I finished.
o nore time.
I jemaed the nat on, picked up %he newspaper, and stole
furtivsly from the rcomn.
sk e .y
"Tes...yss ?" panted Smerkov into *he 'vphone, "that you,
Negia 2"
"Wh hult
"Everything going according %o the Laster Plan 7°
"Exactly as you envisaged. He loft 2 few momente after I'4
zone. But don't worry, he still had the csss with hin. e looked somewhat
flushed es he le”t, mugt hsve tried to zet rid of i%. But in this weather he
couldn' t gc wifihout the cozt, and so gverything is perfect."
"Gengre tulations."
Smerkov zrinned. Excitedly he remmsd the cross-piece of the
telephone up and down, and esked the operetor to gst him the Krerlin.
ok K ol % Kok
A taxi was conveniontly perked across the roed. T climbed
in the back. Tre driver turned to me and mutisrsd some gibberish. Demned
forisgners. Probably ssking me where I wanted to go. “What the hell wes
Russien for Hoscow Airport ?
Suddenly I was hit by inspiration. I set heck on the seat
and opshed my arms wide. Taen T made 8 raspherry scrt of noise, ond swayed
slightly t o and fro, es though I wes an aeroplane banikinz. There we go again,
I thought, those blasted biz white bewildered syes with a little black
pupil wobkling abeut in the niddle...but he turred roung, wnipred the car into
gear ang awey.

byt

I peeled off sone notes. I cnuld heve given him e fortune,
or short-fared him, tut . strode away across to the termipel kuilding. Tt
was 4.30pm. I gat far over “8lf an hour, obstensibly reeding & magzzihe.
Suddenly I saw & larce group 52 obvious bellet dencer zalc and chappics £0
across %the main hallway. I stood up snd followed. I was benking oa cne
significant thing. Bver since Nwriysv hsd sprinted from ihe 'plsne in
Paris tc avold returning to Redlend, hotly pursued by security nen, the
Russians; when they sont 2 cultural group abroad on tour, perforce hed to
include =lmost as nany socurity men as artistes. And I planned to take the
plece of onc of the security men Jeteiled to accommany +ae Bolshoi...
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I don't went to tcke any cradit for being able to diagnose



the security men. Taey 2all wore hiecit trilby's and blaei leather trench-
coats, by scie mireculous fluke exectly the clothss I wore. They clustered

in & small group benind the dencers. I had tc welt until one of them went to
tre toilet. Azein,; ag if 1 ned willed it, one of them wricszled & nite snd

then strods cver %o = door with 2 peculiar Russien word on it. I followed

hin in, looked round, saw nc one was about. 55 he cpened the door of & vecant
lot, I bundled in efterwards. Before I hit him withi the brief cess ( so that's
what it was for ) I caught & fleshing glimpse of big wide eyes...

I took 2is documents, opened his psssnirt, 38w this handsome
face staring wp 2t :me. My luck was in once more, ne bore aluost a perfect
likeness 4o myself. Things were certalnly swinging my way. It hed never been
so cushy bhefore. Always I was up the creex, now 1t seemed as though my
retreat from liogesw hed almost been plenned for me. It really wes incredible.

Thers..end then I was suddenly struck by & flagh of blinding
genius. At last I s2v = gimple way to get rid of my brief case. Change
trencheoats with hineees

Unfortunately, just my flanming luslk; he even hsd a brief
c¢ase chained to his sleeve, identicel in size and shape with mine, What was
the uss ?

I reioined the baliet group, but nc ons took anv notice of ne.
I played 1t this way by standing in the group of dencers. Thev ignored me
almost vointedly, and *he security men, if they had locked at e, would
have attributed ny close proximity to the dencers 2s being ultra Keenness.

I tingled all over wita apprehension eg we shuffled forward.
Across the cold snowy tarmac we wallked, the ballerina's muffled up to the
nostrils with fur costs...all the time I was expecting the heavy hand on he
left shoulder...ever a5 we climbed the steel stoircssc and forced mysels
into a seat betwesn two gorgeous gals, I expected 40 hear 2 racous shout,
or see Srerkov climhing up after me. But nothing. I siled at the two gals,
but they sniffed disdeinfully. The engines of the mighty Ilyushin started up,
we roared down the runway, 2nd headed westwardS.s.
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It'e no uss denying that I'd worked myself up into e pretty
potent roge s I wslked into the Yar Office. I'd been doing scme thinking
on the flight from ilescow, 2nd sven though I wasn't surc ny conclusions
were correct, I'd enouch basic fact to realise that coemehew I'd been a mere
pawn in some devious plet, I hadn't worked out wihet I was zoing 4o say to
Bunting, btut I know he'd be lucky if I didn't res his red hat down his
gullet.

Fred, the be-ribboned attendant at the door didn't recognise
me. Provably beesuse the trilby hat was too big and coversd my eyes. Also,
and you've got to give him credit for his powers of observation, he didn't
much like the look of my black leather trencheont.

Yo pushed a restraining hend towards me as I thundered through
the entronce.l looked ot him aggresively, snd was alwost tempied %o kick
one of his orutches away. I swayed out of reech, 2nd pounded down the
sorridcrs I heard voices behind me, voices growing louder in protest et
my passing, but I ignored them. Up three fligkts of steirs, slonz another
corrider. A ral was carrying a tray of tee cuwns, the biz hendlies rampant,
end she uresued I wag a gentleman 2nd would step out of the wey. I heard
the cups thumping tc the polished brown linoleum floor heningd me, end the
tray, a metel one, slapped full face on the floor, like a cymbolist gonse
beserk,

Round the corner end thers wes the Room. It hypnctised me, it



was like a2 dreemn, the door got bizger and bigger until the room nuaber

was &n inch from my eysballs. I kicked the door open and saw it swing

back end heard the handle crunch into the plaster. Bunting, caught un-

awares, was taking a swig out of the office bottle. I swear he thought he

was ebcut tc be assassirated. Then he rescognised me.... s
I stoed across the desk from hin. I was breathing heavily.

The brief c2se gswunz tco and fro at my wrist, like 2 psndulum.

"Tt's you, Blesrv," he seid. His face was esaen.

1You mean you d4idn't expect to see we acain ?" I questioned
szrecastically.

"Of course I meant to see you again,” he smiledss.about en
effective a smlle as that on the face of & gargoyle on Notreo Dame.

"Yeowoome you left me in ¢ flet in Hos eow for four montns 77
I grated.

"It was all part of the plot," he said, hic smile hocoming
more perscnable, sg if he had regained his composurc.

"iIhy didr'% you tell me about the plo: ?" I hissed.

"3ocause you wouldn't neve acted naturally if I 4id," he
ccuntered.

I voussd for & moment, zarshalling my mental reserves.

"Ere.." I nondered, " in order for this to te a plo%, it
oceurs to e that you must have told Swerkov where L was 7"

Ze wos relexed now. He actuelly suiied werizly, as if congrat-
ulating me on my appraisal of the situzation.

"True. You see, when we exchenged Smerkov ©or thet cemera-
happy tourist (it was one of my own wmen,sctuelly, but the Ruskies den't
know it...I planned this with great cunning) I had alrcady converted Smerkov
to a double spy. I told hin to put @ scheme tc his superiors in the
Kremlin...thic scheme % work on the promise thet he would allcw a captured
Nestern spy to escape with importent documents. Mow get thisg, Snerkov waa o
exchange the docuients for autnentic tow secret data. Get the mester stroke...
the utter genius of iy ploy ? The Kremlin bods would 2ilow a Wegtern spy
tc escape with secret papers vwhich they kad carefully prencred t- bluff the
tVest, but Smerkov would carry out a doubls bluff by cshanzing the...all the
tine they would be siding and abetting @ superb piecce of espoincre against
thernselves, this'll nmake the Ruslkies the laughing stock of the world. It'il
go down in all the claazic literaturs of spying. Ard I plemned the whols thing
from start to finish.®

He had half risen from the desX...his cyes were plazed. Specks
of saliva worec framing his lips intc 8 zrimace which was terrifying to
behold.

"It courrs to me," I s2id, meditating at the enormity, snd,
let it be aduitied, the supreme brilliance of nis plen..." that it all hinges
orn whether >r not you 4id & good job of swinging over Smerkov %> the west."

I agreo,” he said. Ee shook his head, as if 4o bring himsclf
back to normality, to my mental plune, " and the proof of 2y success is shown
by the fact that you erc here and that you have the briecf case with you.'

"Suffering cotfish," I ponted, " so that's why I couldn't get
rid of the blestes thing."

"You tried ?" grinned Buniing.
Yy Ghod how I tried," I saig. I slmost brole down and sobbed.
The superd wey the Russians hed passed me along, one to the other so
unobtrusively wves just heginning to hamner itself int. my reesoning. The
clever way Media had eaked me to stay, but et the sane time, without telling



e, letting we !mow of tne Bolshai's trip to London frou kescow that nigat..
the magnificent woy 211 *ths securlty men with the dancers et fne alirport

had all got brief cases chained to their overcoats, so thet I wouldn't

swop coats when I'd coshed one of thexr ( and obvicusly that was the only

way I would be able to get on the 'plane, wasn't it....especially when

you consider tiet Nadia had dressed me identically with them.) Tt was, as
Bunting s2id, without parallel in tne history of espoirage.

OUrseescr was it ?

"Ang now,"” said Tunting, rubbing his hands, " we come to the
climex. Smerkov said lie wouldn't pick you up until he had something extre-
special %o puf ia the trief case. Give me the cese, Bleary "

I slowly took the trenchcoat off. Bunting, sniffing
excltedly, ceize round the desk. He forgot all ebout wme in his feverish heste
to snayp open the lock. 1 backed away ncigelessly on %he govermmenih-issue
cerpets... I thought fhet what the brief case contoined should he Bunting's
very own, after 2ll, he'd worked the wheole thing cut in some devilishly
curning wey, and he was entitled to his supreme xoment of $riuwwph. I
didn't wait. I wallsd along the corridor, end 30 out of the building. I
must confess I nurried a littls...

ok & g e -—ne

Snerkov, who hed grown to appreciate tez wien in Brixton
Prison, sipped tae drink, nodded to Nadia, and &8t down opposite her.

"Tou 4id mervelleously, my dear courade," he seid, noting
the provocetive way she orossed her legs blatently in front of him, " er,
yes, I will havo ancther ocup."

it wes his fourth cup, but the way her calves bunched up ac
she crossed the carnet made his rostrils twitch.

"It wag all so easy," Nadis stressed. "It was like, well, if
you'll allow me to he poetic, it was like guiding 2 reumbling streen by &
littls gem here, & little waterfzll there...l felt like an ertist as I
gragually adled little snippets cof information to him, T watehed with
something reseubling s clinicel interest es I saw these little snippsts
click in his mind, and the shifty, sort of nonchalani expression cross
his feooc, trying to persusde me that he didn't now that I didr't know
1 wes helpirg him. hahn. bnd you told ms ehout the way he tried to get rid
of that{ brief cése just after he'd escaped. You should heve scon how red
and irritsted he was as he left my flat. It rust heve Leern 2 wortal shock
for him {0 have & mew cutfit of clothes and s4%1ll be eatiached to that cese,"

"And I shouldn't tell yeu thie," muttered Smerkew quietly,
m?ving across and sittirg beside her,"‘but nis chief ir Londor thinks that
I've gonc over %o tne YWest &nd am fecdirg him pricelsss secret informetion."

degia put her finzers across his lez, jush ahove the knec, and
he almos} tool Logkjaw us he swung round and ienked et hor. Thic rewains
ef the oup of tea saturoted the side of the settee as thasy fell from
Smerkov's filogers os he wads e grab for the girl.

"I'n sorry," he breethed, inwardly ra-ine at this untimsly
upset,” 14'll soon dry off.”

2o pulled tne cushion away, snd stertsd to ruh the atein
with his handkerchisf, wher he saw a tuft of peper sticking out of the bhack
of the settce, where thae cushion had hidden it. I+ looked vayy @usn 8g thouzh
the paper had bheen rapidly stuffed there. His forenead tishtencd, his mouth
suddenly bocams dry 2wd his tongue seemed to swell. Oniy gomeone who  hes
suffered suddeon fear cr terror knows how s felt 25 he tuzzed et the paper
held sescurely, until half & page ceme away in his hand. He turned it over




and read 'Report on the Effects of Orthostatic Hypotersion vn the srews
of Vostok's 1 4o &, with particuler emphasis on 418...."

Smgrkov, tembling, turned to Nadia.

"Thig is part of the documentation from thet brief cose..."

He bent down, lifted the front of the settee and forced it
sgainst the wall, He savagely tore away the buckram backing, and forced
his hands up smongst the eprings. &4 moment of fwaibling searching, snd he
withdrew several closgsly typed sheets of thick paper, some of them showing
graphs with wavy lines finperirg their way scrosg the squarss.

"This is Siberia for both of us, Nadle," he panted, " your
timing must have been slightly off. You should have woited until the very
lest moment before lsaving the flat, so that Bleary hed no %$ims to think
of anything else excopt getting that 'plens.”

iladis quiclkly saw the way things were Z0ing.e. it was a common
form of self-preservation in any orgzaniseation to datermine speedily that
somecne else was to blame. She grabbed the pepors off Smerkov, ran ko the
idtchen, put the lock on the door. She crumpled the pepars up in the sink,
and applied a metch to the bottom layer. Not until the black eubers wWere
swillinpg away did she opsn the door.

"“hat papers?" she hissed.

Suerkov knew of course that even if the blame had been sucoess-
fully snifted to ladia, it would still £ignify #n unsuccessful coup, which,
a5 far a8 he vas concorned, was the end. Better to keep things the way they
wore, to allow the Big Breins in the Kremlin -to consider tae joo carried
through completely.

He ramned his black trilby on his head, and left without saying
a word.

dadis watiched hin go. She pushed the settoe awvay 7rom the wall,
sat down on 1t, 1it @ cigerette and inhaled deenly, wrigzling her toes
8s if the suoke had penctrated to tasu.

She hed an ides...rather wore then &n idea...she ked a firm
conviction that she firally lmew what heg happerned to her photographs.

dchn Berry
1964
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Tnls is POT PCURRI #3%5. 4s I promised a year 2go, this is the
latest story of the Goon — sequestered &s he is in roscow. I've
writien it es 2 satire on the James Sond xind of thing, and trust
hat you' ve been able 40 fellow the complicatad plet, ard worked
out the denoument for yourself, before the Goon revealed it in his
own ininiteble way. It gives me & lkdck 40 write *hese stories,

and I shall be pleased to continue. ths series if ¥ou 30 desire.

For the ncxt lssue I've written OFF THE BEATEN TOSKEY - it's

leng, with coplous illustrations, and fotoshocts ~ detailing the

the exelting and adventurous experiences ny family znd I had

when Toskoy drove us around Northern Ireland in July and August
lagg.

Future issues will featurs my PROJEC
anoteer issuce of PP in the next maili
tut I don't pronise.
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