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ONE

'wo seemingly unconnected events heralded
the summons of Mr George Smiley from his
dubious retirement. The first had for its
background Paris, and for a season the
boiling month of August, when Parisians by
tradition abandon their city to the scalding
sunshine and the busloads of packaged
tourists.
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On one of these August days - the fourth,
and at twelve o'clock exactly, for a church
clock was chiming and a factory bell had just
preceded it - In a quartier once celebrated for
Its large population of the poorer Russian
émigreés, a stocky woman of about fifty,
carrying a shopping bag, emerged from the
darkness of an old warehouse and set off,
full of her usual energy and purpose, along
the pavement to the bus-stop. The street
was grey and narrow, and shuttered, with a
couple of small hotels de passé and a lot of
cats. It was a place, for some reason, of
peculiar quiet. The warehouse, since it
handled perishable goods, had remained
open during the holidays. The heat, fouled by
exhaust fumes and unwashed by the
slightest breeze, rose at her like the heat
from a lift-shaft, but her Slavic features
registered no complaint. She was neither
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dressed nor built for exertion on a hot day,
being in stature very short indeed, and fat, so
that she had to roll a little in order to get
along. Her black dress, of ecclesiastical
severity, possessed neither a waist nor any
other relief except for a dash of white lace at
the neck and a large metal cross, well
fingered but of no intrinsic value, at the
bosom. Her cracked shoes, which in walking
tended outwards at the points, set a stern
tattoo rattling between the shuttered houses.
Her shabby bag, full since early morning,
gave her a slight starboard list and told
clearly that she was used to burdens. There
was also fun in her, however. Her grey hair
was gathered in a bun behind her, but there
remained one sprightly forelock that flopped
over her brow to the rhythm of her waddle. A
hardy humour lit her brown eyes. Her mouth,
set above a fighter's chin, seemed ready,
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given half a reason, to smile at any time.

Reaching her usual bus-stop, she put down
her shopping bag and with her right hand
massaged her rump just where it met the
spine, a gesture she made often these days
though it gave her little relief. The high stool
In the warehouse where she worked every
morning as a checker possessed no back,
and increasingly she was resenting the
deficiency. 'Devil,' she muttered to the
offending part. Having rubbed it, she began
plying her black elbows behind her like an
old town raven preparing to fly. '‘Devil,' she
repeated. Then, suddenly aware of being
watched, she wheeled round and peered
upward at the heavily built man towering
pehind her.

He was the only other person waiting, and
iIndeed, at that moment, the only other
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person in the street. She had never spoken
to him, yet his face was already familiar to
her : so big, so uncertain, so sweaty. She
had seen it yesterday, she had seen it the
day before, and for all she knew, the day
before that as well - my Lord, she was not a
walking diary! For the last three or four days,
this weak, itchy giant, waiting for a bus or
hovering on the pavement outside the
warehouse, had become a figure of the
street for her; and what was more, a figure of
a recognizable type, though she had yet to
out her finger on which. She thought he
ooked traqué - hunted - as so many
Parisians did these days. She saw so much
fear In their faces; in the way they walked yet
dared not greet each other. Perhaps it was
the same everywhere, she wouldn't know.
Also, more than once, she had felt his
Interest in her. She had wondered whether
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he was a policeman. She had even
considered asking him, for she had this
urban cockiness. His lugubrious build
suggested the police, so did the sweaty suit
and the needless raincoat that hung like a bit
of old uniform from his forearm. If she was
right, and he was police, then - high time too,
the idiots were finally doing something about
the spate of pilfering that had made a bear-
garden of her stock-checking for months.

By now the stranger had been staring down
at her for some time, however. And he was
staring at her still.

'l have the misfortune to suffer in my back,
monsieur,' she confided to him finally, in her
slow and classically enunciated French. 'lt is
not a large back but the pain is
disproportionate. You are a doctor, perhaps?
An osteopath?’
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Then she wondered, looking up at him,
whether he was Iill, and her joke out of place.
An olly gloss glistened on his jaw and neck,
and there was an unseeing self-obsession
about his pallid eyes. He seemed to see
beyond her to some private trouble of his
own. She was going to ask him this - You are
perhaps in love, monsieur? Your wife is
deceiving you? - and she was actually
considering steering him into a café for a
glass of water or a tisane when he abruptly
swung away from her and looked behind
him, then over her head up the street the
other way. And it occurred to her that he
really was afraid, not just traquée but
frightened stiff; so perhaps he was not a
policeman at all, but a thief, though the
difference, she knew well, was often slight.

"Your name Is Maria Andreyevna Ostrakova?"
he asked her abruptly, as if the question
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scared him.

He was speaking French but she knew that it
was not his mother tongue any more than it
was her own, and his correct pronunciation
of her name, complete with patronymic,
already alerted her to his origin. She
recognized the slur at once and the shapes
of the tongue that made it, and she identified
too late, and with a considerable inward start,
the type she had not been able to put her
finger on.

'"If it Is, who on earth are you?' she asked him
In reply, sticking out her jaw and scowling.

He had drawn a pace closer. The difference
In their heights was immediately absurd. So
was the degree to which the man's features
betrayed his unpleasing character. From her
low position Ostrakova could read his
weakness as clearly as his fear. His damp
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chin had set in a grimace, his mouth had
twisted to make him look strong, but she
knew he was only banishing an incurable
cowardice. He Is like a man steeling himself
for a heroic act, she thought. Or a criminal
one. He is a man cut off from all
spontaneous acts, she thought.

'You were born in Leningrad on May 8,
19277?" the stranger asked.

Probably she said yes. Afterwards she was
not sure. She saw his scarred gaze lift and
stare at the approaching bus. She saw an
Indecision near to panic seize him, and it
occurred to her - which in the long run was
an act of near clairvoyance - that he
proposed to push her under it. He didn't, but
he did put his next question in Russian - and
In the brutal accents of Moscow officialdom.

'In 1956, you were granted permission to

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (9 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:55]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

leave the Soviet Union for the purpose of
nursing your sick husband, the traitor
Ostrakov? Also for certain other purposes?

'‘Ostrakov was not a traitor,' she replied,
cutting him off. 'He was a patriot." And by
Instinct she took up her shopping bag and
clutched the handle very tight.

The stranger spoke straight over this
contradiction, and very loudly, in order to
defeat the clatter of the bus : 'Ostrakova, |
bring you greetings from your daughter
Alexandra in Moscow, also from certain
official quarters! | wish to speak to you
concerning her! Do not board this car!

The bus had pulled up. The conductor knew
her and was holding his hand out for her
bag. Lowering his voice, the stranger added
one more terrible statemene 'Alexandra has
serious problems which require the
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assistance of a mother.'

The conductor was calling to her to get a
move on. He spoke with pretended
roughness, which was the way they joked.
'‘Come on, mother! It's too hot for love! Pass
us your bag and let's go!' cried the
conductor.

Inside the bus there was laughter; then
someone shouted an insult - old woman,
keeps the world waiting! She felt the
stranger's hand scrabbling inexpertly at her
arm, like a clumsy suitor groping for the
buttons. She pulled herself free. She tried to
tell the conductor something but she couldn't;
she opened her mouth but she had forgotten
how to speak. The best she could manage
was to shake her head. The conductor yelled
at her again, then waved his hands and
shrugged. The insults multiplied - old woman,
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drunk as a whore at midday! Remaining
where she was, Ostrakova watched the bus
out of sight, waiting for her vision to clear and
ner heart to stop Iits crazy cavorting. Now it Is
who need a glass of water, she thought.
-rom the strong | can protect myself. God
oreserve me from the weak.

She followed him to the cafe, limping heavily.
In a forced labour camp, exactly twenty-five
years before, she had broken her leg in three
places in a coal slip. On this August 4th - the
date had not escaped her - under the
extreme duress of the stranger's message to
her, the old sensation of being crippled came
back to her.

The café was the last in the street, if not in all
Paris, to lack both a juke-box and neon
lighting - and to remain open in August -
though there were bagatelle tables that
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bumped and flashed from dawn till night. For
the rest, there was the usual mid-morning
hubbub, of grand politics, and horses, and
whatever else Parisians talked; there was the
usual trio of prostitutes murmuring among
themselves, and a sullen young waiter in a
solled shirt who led them to a table in a
corner that was reserved with a grimy
Campari sign. A moment of ludicrous
banality followed. The stranger ordered two
coffees, but the waiter protested that at
midday one does not reserve the best table
In the house merely in order to drink coffee;
the patron had to pay the rent, monsieur!
Since the stranger did not follow this flow of
patois, Ostrakova had to translate it for him.
The stranger blushed and ordered two ham
omelettes with frites, and two Alsatian beers,
all without consulting Ostrakova. Then he
took himself to the men's room to repair his
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courage - confident, presumably, she would
not run away - and when he returned his
face was dry and his ginger hair combed, but
the stink of him, now they were indoors,
reminded Ostrakova of Moscow subways,
and Moscow trams, and Moscow
Interrogation rooms. More eloquently than
anything he could ever have said to her, that
short walk back from the men's room to their
table had convinced her of what she already
feared. He was one of them. The suppressed
swagger, the deliberate brutalization of the
features, the ponderous style in which he
now sguared his forearms on the table and
with feigned reluctance helped himself to a
piece of bread from the basket as if he were
dipping a pen Iin ink - they revived her worst
memories of living as a disgraced woman
under the weight of Moscow's malevolent
bureaucracy.
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'S0,' he said, and started eating the bread at
the same time. He selected a crusty end.
With hands like that he could have crushed it
In a second, but instead he chose to prise
ladylike flakes from it with his fat finger-ends,
as If that were the official way of eating.
While he nibbled, his eyebrows went up and
he looked sorry for himself, me a stranger in
this foreign land. 'Do they know here that you
have lived an immoral life in Russia?' he
asked finally. ‘Maybe in a town full of whores
they don't care.’

Her answer lay ready on the tip of her tongue
. My life In Russia was not immoral. It was
your system which was immoral.

But she did not say it, she kept rigidly silent.
Ostrakova had already sworn to herself that
she would restrain both her quick temper and
her quick tongue, and she now physically
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enjoined herself to this vow by grabbing a
piece of skin on the soft inside of her wrist
and pinching it through her sleeve with a
flerce, sustained pressure under the table,
exactly as she had done a hundred times
before, in the old days, when such
guestionings were part of her daily life -
When did you last hear from your husband,
Ostrakov, the traitor? Name all persons with
whom you have associated in the last three
months! With bitter experience she had
learned the other lessons of interrogation
too. A part of her was rehearsing them at this
minute, and though they belonged, in terms
of history, to a full generation earlier, they
appeared to her now as bright as yesterday
and as vital : never to match rudeness with
rudeness, never to be provoked, never to
score, never to be witty or superior or
Intellectual, never to be deflected by fury, or
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despair, or the surge of sudden hope that an
occasional guestion might arouse. To match
dullness with dullness and routine with
routine. And only deep, deep down to
preserve the two secrets that made all these
humiliations bearable : her hatred of them;
and her hope that one day, after endless
drips of water on the stone, she would wear
them down, and by a reluctant miracle of
their own elephantine processes, obtain from
them the freedom they were denying her.

He had produced a notebook. In Moscow it
would have been her file but here in a Paris
café it was a sleek black leatherbound
notebook, something that in Moscow even
an official would count himself lucky to
POSSESS.

File or notebook, the preamble was the same
. 'You were born Maria Andreyevna Rogova
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In Leningrad on May 8, 1927,' he repeated.
'On September 1, 1948, aged twenty-one,
you married the traitor Ostrakov Igor, a
captain of infantry in the Red Army, born of
an Estonian mother. In 1950, the said
Ostrakov, being at the time stationed In East
Berlin, traitorously defected to Fascist
Germany through the assistance of
reactionary Estonian emigrés, leaving you in
Moscow. He took up residence, and later
French citizenship, in Paris, where he
continued his contact with anti-Soviet
elements. At the time of his defection you
had no children by this man. Also you were
not pregnant. Correct?”

'‘Correct,' she said.

In Moscow it would have been 'Correct,
Comrade Captain,' or 'Correct, Comrade
Inspector,' but in this clamorous French café
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such formality was out of place. The fold of
skin on her wrist had gone numb. Releasing
it, she allowed the blood to return, then took
hold of another.

'As an accomplice to Ostrakov's defection
you were sentenced to five years' detention
In a labour camp, but were released under
an amnesty following the death of Stalin In
March, 1953. Correct?"

'‘Correct.’

'‘On your return to Moscow, despite the
Improbability that your request would be
granted, you applied for a foreign travel
passport to join your husband in France.
Correct?'

'‘He had cancer,' she said. 'lIf | had not
applied, | would have been failing in my duty
as his wife.'
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The waiter brought the plates of omelette
and frites and the two Alsatian beers, and
Ostrakova asked him to bring a thé citron :
she was thirsty, but did not care for beer.
Addressing the boy, she tried vainly to make
a bridge to him, with smiles and with her
eyes. But his stoniness repulsed her; she
realized she was the only woman in the
nlace apart from the three prostitutes.
Holding his notebook to one side like a
nymnal, the stranger helped himself to a
forkful, then another, while Ostrakova
tightened her grasp on her wrist, and
Alexandra's name pulsed in her mind like an
unstaunched wound, and she contemplated
a thousand different serious problems that
required the immediate assistance of a
mother.

The stranger continued his crude history of
her while he ate. Did he eat for pleasure or
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did he eat in order not to be conspicuous
again? She decided he was a compulsive
eater.

'‘Meanwhile,' he announced, eating.

'Meanwhile,’ she whispered involuntarily.

'‘Meanwhile, despite your pretended concern
for your husband, the traitor Ostrakov,' he
continued through his mouthful, 'you
nevertheless formed an adulterous
relationship with the so-called music student
Glikman Joseph, a Jew with four convictions
for anti-social behaviour whom you had met
during your detention. You cohabited with
this Jew In his apartment. Correct or false?'

'l was lonely.’

'In conseqguence of this union with Glikman
you bore a daughter, Alexandra, at The
Lying-in Hospital of the October Revolution In
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Moscow. The certificate of parentage was
signed by Glikman Joseph and Ostrakova
Maria. The girl was registered in the name of
the Jew Glikman. Correct or false?"

'‘Correct.’

'‘Meanwhile, you persisted in your application
for a foreign travel passport. Why?'

'l told you. My husband was ill. It was my
duty to persist.’

He ate again, so grossly that she had a sight
of his many bad teeth. 'In January, 1956, as
an act of clemency you were granted a
passport on condition the child Alexandra
was left behind in Moscow. You exceeded
the permitted time limit and remained In
France, abandoning your child. Correct or
false?’

The doors to the street were glass, the walls
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too. A big lorry parked outside them and the
café darkened. The young waiter slammed
down her tea without looking at her.

'‘Correct,' she said again, and managed this
time to look at her interrogator, knowing what
would follow, forcing herself to show him that
on this score at least she had not doubts,
and no regrets. 'Correct,' she repeated
defiantly.

'As a condition of your application being
favourably considered by the authorities, you
signed an undertaking to the organs of State
Security to perform certain tasks for them
during your residence in Paris. One, to
persuade your husband, the traitor Ostrakov,
to return to the Soviet Union-'

"To attempt to persuade him.' she said with a
faint smile. 'He was not amenable to this
suggestion.’
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"Two, you undertook also to provide
Information concerning the activities and
personalities of revanchist anti-Soviet émigré
groups. You submitted two reports of no
value and afterwards nothing. Why?'

'My husband despised such groups and had
given up his contact with them.’

'You could have participated in the groups
without him. You signed the document and
neglected its undertaking. Yes or no?"

'Yes.

'For this you abandon your child in Russia?
To a Jew? In order to give your attention to
an enemy of the people, a traitor of the
State? For this you neglect your duty?
Outstay the permitted period, remain In
France?’
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'My husband was dying. He needed me.’

'And the child Alexandra? She did not need
you? A dying husband is more important
than a living child? A traitor? A conspirator
against the people?"

Releasing her wrist, Ostrakova deliberately
took hold of her tea and watched the glass
rise to her face, the lemon floating on the
surface. Beyond it, she saw a grimy mosaic
floor and beyond the floor, the loved,
ferocious and kindly face of Glikman
pressing down on her, exhorting her to sign,
to go, to swear to anything they asked. The
freedom of one Is more than the slavery of
three, he had whispered; a child of such
parents as ourselves cannot prosper in
Russia whether you stay or go; leave and we
shall do our best to follow; sign anything,
leave, and live for all of us; if you love me,
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go...

‘They were the hard days, still,’ she said to
the stranger finally, almost in a rone of
reminiscence. 'You are too yound. They were
the hard days, even after Stalin's death : still
hard.'

'Does the criminal Glikman continue to write
to you?' the stranger asked in a superior,
knowing way.

'He never wrote,' she lied. 'How could he

write, a dissident, living under restriction?
The decision to stay in France was mine

alone.’

Paint yourself black, she thought; do
everything possible to spare those within
their power.

'l have heard nothing from Glikman since |
came to France twenty years ago,' she
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added, gathering courage. ‘Indirectly, |
learned that he was angered by my anti-
Soviet behaviour. He did not wish to know
me any more. Inwardly he was already
wishing to reform by the time | left him.'

'He did not write concerning your common
child?’

'He did not write, he did not send messages.
| told you this already.'

'‘Where Is your daughter now?"
'l don't know.'

'You have recelved communications from
her?'

'Of course not. | heard only that she had
entered a State orphanage and acquired
another name. | assume she does not know |
exist.’
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The stranger ate again with one hand, while
the other held the notebook. He filled his
mouth, munched a little, then swilled his food
down with the beer. But the superior smile
remained.

'And now It Is the criminal Glikman who Is
dead,' the stranger announced, revealing his
little secret. He continued eating.

Suddenly Ostrakova wished the twenty years
were two hundred. She wished that
Glikman's face had never, after all, looked
down on her, that she had never loved him,
never cared for him, never cooked for him, or
got drunk with him day after day in his one-
roomed exile where they lived on the charity
of their friends, deprived of the right to work,
to do anything but make music and love, get
drunk, walk in the woods, and be cut dead by
their neighbours.
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'Next time | go to prison or you do, they will
take her anyway. Alexandra is forfeit in any
case,' Glikman had said. 'But you can save
yourself.'

'l will decide when | am there,' she had
replied.

'Decide now.'
'When | am there.'

The stranger pushed aside his empty plate
and once more took the sleek French
notebook in both hands. He turned a page,
as If approaching a new chapter.

'‘Concerning now your criminal daughter
Alexandra,' he announced, through his food.

'‘Criminal?' she whispered.

To her astonishment the stranger was
reciting a fresh catalogue of crimes. As he
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did so, Ostrakova lost her final hold upon the
present. Her eyes were on the mosaic floor
and she noticed the husks of langoustine
and crumbs of bread. But her mind was In
the Moscow law court again, where her own
trial was being repeated. If not hers, then
Glikman's - yet not Glikman's either. Then
whose? She remembered trials which the
two of them had attended as unwelcome
spectators. Trials of friends, if only by
accidene such as people who had
guestioned the absolute right of the
authorities; or had worshipped some
unacceptable god; or had painted criminally
abstract pictures; or had published politically
endangering love-poems. The chattering
customers in the café became the jeering
clague of the State police; the slamming of
the bagatelle tables, the crash of iron doors.
On this date, for escaping from the State
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orphanage on something street, so many
months' corrective detention. On that date,
for insulting organs of State Security, so
many more months extended for bad
behaviour, followed by so many years'
Internal exile. Ostrakova felt her stomach
turn and thought she might be sick. She put
her hands to her glass of tea and saw the
red pinch marks on her wrist. The stranger
continued his recitation and she heard her
daughter awarded another two years for
refusing to accept employment at the
something factory, God help her, and why
shouldn't she? Where had she learnt it?
Ostrakova asked herself, incredulous. What
had Glikman taught the child, in the short
time before they took her away from him, that
had stamped her in his mould and defeated
all the system's efforts? Fear, exultation,
amazement jangled in Ostrakova's mind, till
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something that the stranger was saying to
her blocked them out.

'l did not hear,' she whispered after an age. 'l
am a little distressed. Kindly repeat what you

just said.’

He said it again and she looked up and
stared at him, trying to think of all the tricks
she had been warned against, but they were
too many and she was no longer clever. She
no longer had Glikman's cleverness - if she
nad ever had it - about reading their lies and
nlaying their games ahead of them. She
Knew only that to save herself and be
reunited with her beloved Ostrakov, she had
committed a great sin, the greatest a mother
can commit. The stranger had begun
threatening her, but for once the threat
seemed meaningless. In the event of her non-
collaboration - he was saying - a copy of her
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signed undertaking to the Soviet authorities
would find its way to the French police.
Copies of her useless two reports (done, as
he well knew, solely in order to keep the
brigands quiet) would be circulated among
the surviving Paris émigres - though, God
knows, there were few enough of them about
these days! Yet why should she have to
submit to pressure in order to accept a gift of
such immeasurable value - when, by some
Inexplicable act of clemency, this man, this
system, was holding out to her the chance to
redeem herself, and her child? She knew
that her nightly and daily prayers for
forgiveness had been answered, the
thousands of candles, the thousands of
tears. She made him say it a third time. She
made him pull his notebook away from his
gingery face, and she saw that his weak
mouth had lifted into a half smile and that,
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idiotically, he seemed to require her
absolution, even while he repeated his
Insane, God-given question.

'‘Assuming It has been decided to rid the
Soviet Union of this disruptive and unsocial
element, how would you like your daughter
Alexandra to follow your footsteps here to
France?’

For weeks after that encounter, and through
all the hushed activities which accompanied
It - furtive visits to the Soviet Embassy, form-
filling, signed affidavits - certificats
d'hébergement - the laborious trail through
successive French ministries - Ostrakova
followed her own actions as if they were
someone else's. She prayed often, but even
with her prayers she adopted a conspiratorial
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attitude, dividing them among several
Russian Orthodox churches so that in none
would she be observed suffering an undue
assault of piety. Some of the churches were
no more than little private houses scattered
round the 15th and 16th districts, with
distinctive twice-struck crosses in plywood,
and old, rain-sodden Russian notices on the
doors, requesting cheap accommodation and
offering instruction on the piano. She went to
the Church of the Russian Abroad, and the
Church of the Apparition of the Holy Yirgin,
and the Church of Saint Seraphin of Sarov.
She went everywhere. She rang the bells till
someone came, a verger or a frail-faced
woman in black; she gave them money, and
they let her crouch in the damp cold before
candle-lit icons, and breathe the thick
Incense till it made her half drunk. She made
promises to the Almighty, she thanked Him,
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she asked Him for advice, she practically
asked Him what He would have done Iif the
stranger had approached Him in similar
circumstances, she reminded Him that
anyway she was under pressure, and they
would destroy her if she did not obey. Yet at
the same time, her indomitable common
sense asserted itself and she asked herself
over and over again why she of all people,
wife of the traitor Ostrakov, lover of the
dissident Glikman, mother - so she was
given to believe - of a turbulent and anti-
social daughter, should be singled out for
such untypical indulgence?

In the Soviet Embassy, when she made her
first formal application, she was treated with
a regard she would never have dreamed
possible, which was suited neither to a
defector and enegade spy nor to the mother
of an untameable hell-raiser. She was not
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ordered brusquely to a waliting-room, but
escorted to an interviewing-room, where a
young and personable official showed her a
positively Western courtesy, even helping
ner, where her pen or courage faltered, to a
oroper formulation of her case.

And she told nobody, not even her nearest -
though her nearest was not very near. The
gingery man's warning rang in her ears day
and nighe any indiscretion and your daughter
will not be released.

And who was there, after all, apart from God,
to turn to? To her half-sister Valentina who
lived in Lyons and was married to a car
salesman? The very thought that Ostrakova
had been consorting with a secret official
from Moscow would send her rushing for her
smelling salts. In a cafe, Maria? In broad
daylight, Maria? Yes, Yalentina, and what he
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said Is true. | had a bastard daughter by a
Jew.

It was the nothingness that scared her most.
The weeks passed; at the Embassy they told
her that her application was receiving
‘favoured attention'; the French authorities
had assured her that Alexandra would
quickly qualify for French citizenship; the
gingery stranger had persuaded her to
backdate Alexandra's birth so that she could
be represented as an Ostrakova, not a
Glikman; he said the French authorities
would find this more acceptable; and it
seemed that they had done so, even though
she had never so much as mentioned the
child's existence at her naturalisation
Interviews. Now, suddenly, there were no
more forms to fill in, no more hurdles to be
cleared, and Ostrakova waited without
knowing what she was waiting for. For the
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gingery stranger to reappear? He no longer
existed. One ham omelette and frites, some
Alsatian beer, two pieces of crusty bread had
satisfied all his needs, apparently. What he
was in relation to the Embassy she could not
Imagine : he had told her to present herself
there, and that they would be expecting her;
he was right. But when she referred to 'your
gentleman,' even 'your blond, large
gentleman who first approached me,' she
met with smiling incomprehension.

Thus gradually whatever she was waiting for
ceased to exist. First it was ahead of her,
then it was behind her, and she had had no
knowledge of its passing, no moment of
fulflment. Had Alexandra already arrived In
France? Obtained her papers, moved on or
gone to ground? Ostrakova began to think
she might have done. Abandoned to a new
and inconsolable sense of disappointment,
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she peered at the faces of young girls in the
street, wondering what Alexandra looked
like. Returning home, her eyes would fall
automatically to the doormat in the hope of
seeing a handwritten note or a pneumatique:
'Mama, it is |. | am staying at the so-and-so
hotel..." A cable giving a flight number,
arriving Orly tomorrow, tonight; or was it not
Orly airport but Charles de Gaulle? She had
no familiarity with airlines, so she visited a
travel agent, just to ask. It was both. She
considered going to the expense of having a
telephone installed so that Alexandra could
ring her up. Yet what on earth was she
expecting, after all these years? Tearful
reunions with a grown child to whom she had
never been united? The wishful remaking,
more than twenty years too late, of a
relationship she had deliberately turned her
back on? | have no right to her, Ostrakova
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told herself severely; | have only my debts
and my obligations. She asked at the
Embassy but they knew nothing more. The
formalities were complete, they said. That
was all they knew. And if Ostrakova wished
to send her daughter money? she asked
cunningly - for her fares, for instance, for her
visa? - could they give her an address
perhaps, an office that would find her?

We are not a postal service, they told her.
Their new chilliness scared her. She did not
go any more.

After that, she fell once more to worrying
about the several muddy photographs, each
the same, which they had given to her to pin
to her application forms. The photographs
were all she had ever seen. She wished now
that she had made copies, but she had never
thought of it; stupidly, she had assumed she
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would soon be meeting the original. She had
not had them in her hand above an hour!
She had hurried straight from the Embassy
to the Ministry with them, and by the time she
left the Ministry the photographs were
already working their way through another
pureaucracy. But she had studied them! My
_ord, how she had studied those
ohotographs, whether they were each the
same or not! On the Métro, in the Ministry
waliting-room, even on the pavement before
she went in, she had stared at the lifeless
depiction of her child, trying with all her might
to see In the expressionless grey shadows
some hint of the man she had adored. And
failing. Always, till then, whenever she had
dared to wonder, she had imagined
Glikman's features as clearly written on the
growing child as they had been on the new-
born baby. It had seemed impossible that a
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man so vigorous would not plant his imprint
deeply and for good. Yet Ostrakova saw
nothing of Glikman in that photograph. He
had worn his Jewishness like a flag. It was
part of his solitary revolution. He was not
orthodox, he was not even religious, he
disliked Ostrakova's secret piety nearly as
much as he disliked the Soviet bureaucracy -
yet he had borrowed her tongs to curl his
sideburns like the Hasidim, just to give focus,
as he put it, to the anti-Semitism of the
authorities. But in the face in the photograph
she recognized not a drop of his blood, not
the least spark of his fire - though his fire,
according to the stranger, burned in her
amazingly.

'If they had photographed a corpse to get
that picture,' thought Ostrakova aloud in her
apartment, 'l would not be surprised.' And
with this downright observation, she gave her
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first outward expression of the growing doubt
Inside her.

Toiling in her warehouse, sitting alone in her
tiny apartment in the long evenings,
Ostrakova racked her brains for someone
she could trust; who would not condone and
not condemn; who would see round the
corners of the route she had embarked on;
above all, who would not talk and thus wreck -
she had been assured of it - wreck her
chances of being reunited with Alexandra.
Then one night, either God or her own
striving memory supplied her with an answer
. The General! she thought, sitting up in bed
and putting on the light. Ostrakov himself
had told her of him! Those émigré groups are
a catastrophe, he used to say, and you must
avoid them like the pest. The only one you
can trust is Vladimir the General; he Is an old
devil, and a womanizer, but he is a man, he
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has connections and knows how to keep his
mouth shut.

But Ostrakov had said this some twenty
years ago, and not even old generals are
iImmortal. And besides - Vladimir who? She
did not even know his other name. Even the
name Vladimir - Ostrakov had told her - was
something he had put on for his military
service; since his real name was Estonian,
and not suitable for Red Army usage.
Nevertheless, next day, she went down to
the bookshop beside the Cathedral of St
Alexander Nevsky, where information about
the dwindling Russian population was often
to be had, and made her first enquiries. She
got a name and even a phone number, but
no address. The phone was disconnected.
She went to the Post Office, cajoled the
assistants, and finally came up with a 1956
telephone directory listing the Movement for
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Baltic Freedom, followed by an address In
Montparnasse. She was not stupid. She
looked up the address and found no less
than four other organizations listed there
also; the Riga Group, the Association of
Victims of Soviet Imperialism, the Forty-Eight
Committee for a free Latvia, the Tallinn
Committee of Freedom. She remembered
vividly Ostrakov's scathing opinions of such
bodies, even though he had paid his dues to
them. All the same, she went to the address
and rang the bell, and the house was like
one of her little churches : quaint, and very
nearly closed for ever. Eventually an old
White Russian opened the door wearing a
cardigan crookedly buttoned, and leaning on
a walking stick, and looking superior.

They've gone, he said, pointing his stick
down the cobbled road. Moved out. Finished.
Bigger outfits put them out of business, he
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added with a laugh. Too few of them, too
many groups, and they squabbled like
children. No wonder the Czar was defeated!
The old White Russian had false teeth that
didn't fit, and thin hair plastered all over his
scalp to hide his baldness.

But the General? she asked. Where was the
General? Was he still alive, or had he-

The old Russian smirked and asked whether
It was business.

It was not, said Ostrakova craftily,
remembering the General's reputation for
philandering, and contrived a shy woman's
smile. The old Russian laughed, and his
teeth rattled. He laughed again and said 'Oh,
the General! ' Then he came back with an
address in London, stamped in mauve on a
bit of card, and gave It to her. The General
would never change, he said; when he got to
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Heaven, he'd be chasing after the angels
and trying to up-end them, no guestion. And
that night while the whole neighbourhood
slept, Ostrakova sat at her dead husband's
desk and wrote to the General with a
frankness which lonely people reserve for
strangers, using French rather than Russian
as an aid to greater detachment. She told
him about her love for Glikman and took
comfort from the knowledge that the General
himself loved women just as Glikman had.
She admitted immediately that she had come
to France as a spy, and she explained how
she had assembled the two trivial reports
that were the squalid price of her freedom. It
was a contre-coeur, she said; invention and
evasion, she said; a nothing. But the reports
existed, so did her signed undertaking, and
they placed grave limits on her freedom.
Then she told him of her soul, and of her
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prayers to God all round the Russian
churches. Since the gingery stranger's
approach to her, she said, her days had
become unreal; she had a feeling of being
denied a natural explanation of her life, even
If it had to be a painful one. She kept nothing
back from him, for whatever guilty feelings
she had, they did not relate to her efforts to
bring Alexandra to the West, but rather to her
decision to stay in Paris and take care of
Ostrakov until he died - after which event,
she said, the Soviets would not let her come
back anyway; she had become a defector
herself.

'‘But General,' she wrote, 'if tonight | had to
face my Maker in person, and tell Him what
IS deepest in my heart, | would tell Him what |
now tell you. My child Alexandra was born in
pain. Days and nights she fought me and |
fought her back. Even in the womb she was
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her father's child. | had no time to love her; |
only ever knew her as the little Jewish
warrior her father made. But, General, this |
do know : the child in the photograph is
neither Glikman's, nor is she mine. They are
putting the wrong egg into the nest, and
though there is a part of this old woman that
would like to be deluded, there Is a stronger
part that hates them for their tricks.’

When she had finished the letter, she sealed
It Immediately In its envelope so that she
would not read it and change her mind. Then
she stuck too many stamps on it deliberately,
much as she might have lit a candle to a
over.

—or the next two weeks exactly, following the
nosting of this document, nothing happened,
and In the strange ways of women the
silence was a relief to her. After the storm
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had come the calm, she had done the little
she could do - she had confessed her
weaknesses and her betrayals and her one
great sin - the rest was in the hands of God,
and of the General. A disruption of the
French postal services did not dismay her.
She saw it rather as another obstacle which
those who were shaping her destiny would
have to overcome if their will was strong
enough. She went to work contentedly and
her back ceased to trouble her, which she
took as an omen. She even managed to
become philosophical again. It is this way or
that way, she told herself : either Alexandra
was in the West and better off - if indeed it
was Alexandra - or Alexandra was where she
had been before, and no worse off. But
gradually, with another part of her, she saw
through this false optimism. There was a
third possibility, and that was the worst and
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by degrees the one she considered most
likely : namely, that Alexandra was being
used for a sinister and perhaps wicked
purpose; that they were forcing her
somehow, exactly as they had forced
Ostrakova, misusing the humanity and
courage that her father, Glikman, had given
her. So that on the fourteenth night,
Ostrakova broke into a profound fit of
weeping, and with the tears streaming down
her face walked half-way across Paris
looking for a church, any church that was
open, until she came to the Cathedral of
Alexander Nevsky itself. It was open.
Kneeling, she prayed for long hours to St
Joseph, who was after all a father and
protector, and the giver of Glikman's first
name, even If Glikman would have scoffed at
the association. And on the day following
these spiritual exertions, her prayer was
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answered. A letter came. It had no stamp or
postmark. She had added her address at
work as a precaution, and the letter was
there waiting for her when she arrived,
delivered by hand, presumably, some time In
the night. It was a very short letter and
carried neither the name of the sender nor
his address. It was unsigned. Like her own, it
was In a stilted French and handwritten, In
the sprawl of an old and dictatorial hand,
which she knew at once was the General's.

Madame! - it began, like a command - Your
letter has reached the writer safely. A friend
of our cause will call upon you very soon. He
IS a man of honour and he will identify
himself by handing to you the other half of
the enclosed postcard. | urge you to speak to
nobody concerning this matter until he
arrives. He will come to your apartment
between eight and ten o'clock in the evening.
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He will ring your doorbell three times. He has
my absolute confidence. Trust him entirely,
Madame, and we shall do everything to
assist you.

Even in her relief, she was secretly
entertained by the writer's melodramatic
tone. Why not deliver the letter directly to her
flat? she wondered; and why should | feel
safer because he gives me half an English
picture? For the piece of postcard showed a
part of Piccadilly Circus and was torn, not
cut, with a deliberate roughness, diagonally.
The side to be written on was blank.

To her astonishment the General's envoy
came that night.

He rang the bell three times, as the letter
promised, but he must have known she was
In her apartment - must have watched her
enter, and the lights go on - for all she heard
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was a snap of the letter-box, a snap much
louder than it normally made, and when she
went to the door she saw the piece of torn
postcard lying on the mat, the same mat she
had looked at so often when she was longing
for word of her daughter Alexandra. Picking it
up, she ran to the bedroom for her Bible,
where her own half already lay, and yes, the
pieces matched, God was on her side, St
Joseph had interceded for her. (But what a
needless piece of nonsense, all the same!)
And when she opened the door to him, he
slipped past her like a shadow : a little
hobgoblin of a fellow, in a black overcoat with
velvet tabs on the collar, giving him an air of
operatic conspiracy. They have sent me a
midget to catch a giant, was her first thought.
He had arched eyebrows and a grooved face
and flicked-up horns of black hair above his
pointed ears, which he prinked with his little
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palms before the hall mirror as he took off his
hat - so bright and comic that on a different
occasion Ostrakova would have laughed out
loud at all the life and humour and
Irreverence in him.

But not tonight.

Tonight he had a gravity that she sensed
Immediately was not his normal way.
Tonight, like a busy salesman who had just
stepped off an aeroplane - she had the
feeling also about him that he was brand
new in town : his cleanliness, his air of
travelling light - tonight he wished only to do
business.

'You received my letter safely, madame?' He
spoke Russian swiftly, with an Estonian
accent.

'l had thought it was the General's letter,' she
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replied, affecting - she could not save herself
- a certain sternness with him.

"It Is | who brought it for him," he said gravely.
He was delving in an inside pocket and she
nad a dreadful feeling that, like the big
Russian, he was going to produce a sleek
nlack notebook. But he drew out instead a
ohotograph, and one look was quite enough :
the pallid, glossy features, the expression
that despised all womanhood, not just her
own; the suggestion of longing, but not
daring to take.

'Yes,' she said. 'That is the stranger.’

Seeing his happiness increase, she knew
Immediately that he was what Glikman and
his friends called 'one of us' - not a Jew
necessarily, but a man with heart and meat
to him. From that moment on she called him
In her mind 'the magician'. She thought of his
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pockets as being full of clever tricks, and of
his merry eyes as containing a dash of
magic.

For half the night, with an intensity she hadn't
experienced since Glikman, she and the
magician talked. First, she told it all again,
reliving it exactly, secretly surprised to
discover how much she had left out of her
letter, which the magician seemed to know
by heart. She explained her feelings to him,
and her tears, her terrible inner turmoil; she
described the crudeness of her perspiring
tormentor. He was so inept - she kept
repeating, in wonder - as if it were his first
time, she said - he had no finesse, no
assurance. So odd to think of the Devil as a
fumbler! She told about the ham omelette
and the frites and the Alsatian beer and he
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laughed; about her feeling that he was a man
of dangerous timidity and inhibition - not a
woman's man at all - to most of which the
little magician agreed with her cordially, as if
he and the gingery man were already well
acquainted. She trusted the magician
entirely, as the General had told her to; she
was sick and tired of suspicion. She talked,
she thought afterwards, as frankly as she
once had talked to Ostrakov when they were
young lovers in her own home town, on the
nights they thought they might never meet
again, clutching each other under siege,
whispering to the sound of approaching
guns; or to Glikman, while they waited for the
hammering on the door that would take him
back to prison yet again. She talked to his
alert and understanding gaze, to the laughter
In him, to the suffering which she sensed
Immediately was the better side of his
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unorthodox and perhaps anti-social nature.
And gradually, as she went on talking, her
woman's instinct told her that she was
feeding a passion in him - not a love this
time, but a sharp and particular hatred that
gave thrust and sensibllity to every little
guestion he asked. What or whom it was that
he hated, exactly, she could not say, but she
feared for any man, whether the gingery
stranger or anybody else, who had attracted
this tiny magician's fire. Glikman's passion,
she recalled, had been a general, sleepless
passion against injustice, fixing itself almost
at random upon a range of symptoms, small
or large. But the magician's was a single
beam, fixed upon a spot she could not see.

It IS In any case a fact that by the time the
magician left - my Lord, she thought, it was
nearly time for her to go to work again! -
Ostrakova had told him everything she had
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to tell, and the magician in return had woken
feelings in her which for years, until this
night, had belonged only to her past. Tidying
away the plates and bottles in a daze, she
managed, despite the complexity of her
feelings regarding Alexandra, and herself,
and her two dead men, to burst out laughing
at her woman's folly.

'‘And | do not even know his name! ' she said
aloud, and shook her head in mockery. 'How
shall | reach you?' she had asked. 'How can |
warn you if he returns?"’

She could not, the magician had replied. But
If there was a crisis she should write to the
General again, under his English name and
at a different address. 'Mr Miller,' he said
gravely, pronouncing it as French, and gave
her a card with a London address printed by
hand In capitals. 'But be discreet,' he warned.
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'You must be indirect in your language.'

All that day, and for many days afterwards,
Ostrakova kept her last departing image of
the magician at the forefront of her memory
as he slipped away from her and down the ill-
lit staircase. His last fervid stare, taut with
purpose and excitemene 'l promise to
release you. Thank you for calling me to
arms.' His little white hand, running down the
broad banister of the stairwell, like a
handkerchief waved from a train window,
round and round in a dwindling circle of
farewell, till it disappeared into the darkness
of the tunnel.

TWO

The second of the two events that brought
George Smiley from his retirement occurred
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a few weeks after the first, in early autumn of
the same year : not in Paris at all, but in the
once ancient, free, and Hanseatic city of
Hamburg, now almost pounded to death by
the thunder of its own prosperity; yet it
remains true that nowhere does the summer
fade more splendidly than along the gold and
orange banks of the Alster, which nobody as
yet has drained or filled with concrete.
George Smiley, needless to say, had seen
nothing of its languorous autumn splendouir.
Smiley, on the day in question, was toiling
obliviously, with whatever conviction he could
muster, at his habitual desk in the London
Library in St James's Square, with two
spindly trees to look at through the sash-
window of the reading-room. The only link to
Hamburg he might have pleaded - if he had
afterwards attempted the connection, which
he did not - was in the Parnassian field of
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German baroque poetry, for at the time he
was composing a monograph on the bard
Opitz, and trying loyally to distinguish true
passion from the tiresome literary convention
of the period.

The time In Hamburg was a few moments
after eleven in the morning, and the footpath
leading to the jetty was speckled with
sunlight and dead leaves. A candescent
haze hung over the flat water of the
Aussenalster, and through it the spires of the
Eastern bank were like green stains dabbed
on the wet horizon. Along the shore, red
squirrels scurried, foraging for the winter, But
the slight and somewhat anarchistic-looking
young man standing on the jetty wearing a
track suit and running shoes had neither
eyes nor mind for them. His red-rimmed gaze
was locked tensely upon the approaching
steamer, his hollow face darkened by a two-
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day stubble. He carried a Hamburg
newspaper under his left arm, and an eye as
perceptive as George Smiley's would have
noticed at once that it was yesterday's
edition, not today's. In his right hand he
clutched a rush shopping basket better
suited to the dumpy Madame Ostrakova than
to this lithe, bedraggled athlete who seemed
any minute about to leap into the lake.
Oranges peeked out of the top of the basket,
a yellow Kodak envelope with English
printing lay on top of the oranges. The jetty
was otherwise empty, and the haze over the
water added to his solitude. His only
companions were the steamer timetable and
an archaic notice, which must have survived
the war, telling him how to revive the half-
drowned; his only thoughts concerned the
General's instructions, which he was
continuously reciting to himself like a prayer.
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The steamer glided alongside and the boy
skipped aboard like a child in a dance game -
a flurry of steps, then motionless until the
music starts again. For forty-eight hours,
night and day, he had had nothing to think of
but this momene now. Driving, he had stared
wakefully at the road, imagining, between
glimpses of his wife and little girl, the many
disastrous things that could go wrong. He
knew he had a talent for disaster. During his
rare breaks for coffee, he had packed and
repacked the oranges a dozen times, laying
the envelope longways, sideways - no, this
angle Is better, It IS more appropriate, easier
to get hold of. At the edge of town he had
collected small change so that he would
have the fare exactly - what if the conductor
held him up, engaged him in casual
conversation? There was so little time to do
what he had to do! He would speak no
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German, he had worked it out. He would
mumble, smile, be reticent, apologise, but
stay mute. Or he would say some of his few
words of Estonian - some phrase from the
Bible he could still remember from his
Lutheran childhood, before his father insisted
he learn Russian. But now, with the moment
so close upon him, the boy suddenly saw a
snag in this plan. What if his fellow
passengers then came to his aid? In polyglot
Hamburg, with the East only a few miles
away, any six people could muster as many
languages between them! Better to keep
silent, be blank.

He wished he had shaved. He wished he
was less conspicuous.

Inside the main cabin of the steamer, the boy
looked at nobody. He kept his eyes lowered,;
avoid eye contact, the General had ordered.
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The conductor was chatting to an old lady
and ignored him. He waited awkwardly,
trying to look calm. There were about thirty
passengers. He had an impression of men
and women dressed alike in green overcoats
and green felt hats, all disapproving of him. It
was his turn. He held out a damp palm. One
mark, a fifty-pfennig piece, a bunch of little
brass tens. The conductor helped himself,
not speaking. Clumsily, the boy groped his
way between the seats, making for the stern.
The jetty was moving away. They suspect
me of being a terrorist, thought the boy.
There was engine oll on his hands and he
wished he'd washed it off. Perhaps it's on my
face as well. Be blank, the General had said.
Efface yourself. Neither smile nor frown. Be
normal. He glanced at his watch, trying to
keep the action slow. He had rolled back his
left cuff in advance, specially to leave the
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watch free. Ducking, though he was not tall,
the boy arrived suddenly in the stern section,
which was open to the weather, protected
only by a canopy. It was a case of seconds.
Not of days or kilometres any more; not
hours. Seconds. The timing hand of his
watch flickered past the six. The next time it

reaches six,

you move. A breeze was

blowing but he barely noticed it. The time
was an awful worry to him. When he got

excited - he
completely.
would race t
had realized

knew - he lost all sense of time
He was afraid the seconds hand

nrough a double circuit before he
, turning one minute Iinto two. In

the stern section all seats were vacant. He

made jerkily

for the last bench of all, holding

the basket of oranges over his stomach in

both hands,

clamping the newspaper to his

armpit at the same time : it is |, read my
signals. He felt a fool. The oranges were too
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conspicuous by far. Why on earth should an
unshaven young man in a track suit be
carrying a basket of oranges and yesterday's
newspaper? The whole boat must have
noticed him! 'Captain that young man - there -
he is a bomber! He has a bomb in his basket,
he intends to hijack us or sink the ship! ' A
couple stood arm in arm at the railing with
their backs to him, staring into the mist. The
man was very small, shorter than the
woman. He wore a black overcoat with a
velvet collar. They ignored him. Sit as far
back as you can, be sure you sit next to the
aisle, the General had said. He sat down,
praying it would work first time, that none of
the fallbacks would be needed. 'Beckie, | do
this for you,' he whispered secretly, thinking
of his daughter, and remembering the
General's words. His Lutheran origins
notwithstanding, he wore a wooden cross
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round his neck, a present to him from his
mother, but the zip of his tunic covered it.
Why had he hidden the cross? So that God
would not witness his deceit? He didn't know.
He wanted only to be driving again, to drive
and drive till he dropped or was safely home.

Look nowhere, he remembered the General
saying. He was to look nowhere but ahead of
him : you are the passive partner. You have
nothing to do but supply the opportunity. No
code word, nothing; just the basket and the
oranges and the yellow envelope and the
newspaper under your arm. | should never
have agreed to It, he thought. | have
endangered my daughter Beckie. Stella will
never forgive me. | shall lose my citizenship,
| have put everything at risk. Do it for our
cause, the General had said. General, |
haven't got one : it was not my cause, it was
your cause, it was my father's; that is why |
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threw the oranges overboard.

But he didn't. Laying the newspaper beside
him on the slatted bench, he saw that it was
drenched in sweat - that patches of print had
worn off where he clutched it. He looked at
his watch. The seconds hand was standing
at ten. It's stopped! Fifteen seconds since |
last looked - that simply is not possible! A
frantic glance at the shore convinced him
they were already in mid-lake. He looked at
the watch again and saw the seconds hand
jerking past eleven. Fool, he thought, calm
yourself. Leaning to his right, he affected to
read the newspaper while he kept the dial of
his watch constantly in view. Terrorists.
Nothing but terrorists, he thought, reading
the headlines for the twentieth rime. No
wonder the passengers think I'm one of
them. Grossfahndung. That was their word
for massive search. It amazed him that he
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remembered so much German. Do it for our
cause.

At his feet the basket of oranges was leaning
precariously. When you get up, put the
basket on the bench to reserve your seat,
the General had said. What if it falls over? In
his imagination he saw the oranges rolling all
over the deck, the yellow envelope upside
down among them, photographs everywhere,
all of Beckie. The seconds hand was passing
six. He stood up. Now. His midriff was cold.
He tugged his tunic down to cover it and
Inadvertently exposed his mother's wooden
cross. He closed the zip. Saunter. Look
nowhere. Pretend you are the dreamy sort,
the General had said. Your father would not
have hesitated a moment, the General had
said. Nor will you. Cautiously lifting the
basket on to the bench he steadied it with
both hands, then leaned it towards the back
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to give it extra stability. Then tested it. He
wondered about the Abendblatt. To take it, to
leave It where it was? Perhaps his contact
had still not seen the signal? He picked it up
and put it under his arm.

He returned to the main cabin. A couple
moved into the stern section, presumably to
take the air, older, very sedate. The first
couple were a sexy pair, even from behind -
the little man, the shapely girl, the trimness of
them both. You knew they had a good time
In bed, just to look at them. But this second
couple were like a pair of policemen to him;
the boy was certain they got no pleasure
from their love-making at all. Where in my
mind going? he thought crazily. To my wife,
Stella, was the answer. To the long exquisite
embraces we may never have again.
Sauntering as he had been ordered to, he
advanced down the aisle towards the closed-
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off area where the pilot sat. Looking at
nobody was easy, the passengers sat with
their backs to him. He had reached as far
forward as passengers were allowed. The
pilot sat to his left, on a raised platform. Go
to the pilot's window and admire the view.
Remain there one minute exactly. The cabin
roof was lower here; he had to stoop.
Through the big windscreen, trees and
buildings on the move. He saw a rowing
eight switch by, followed by a lone blonde
goddess In a skiff. Breasts like a statue's, he
thought. For greater casualness, he propped
one running shoe on the pilot's platform.
Give me a woman, he thought desperately,
as the moment of crisis came; give me my
Stella, drowsy and desiring, in the half-light
of early morning. He had his left wrist forward
on the railing, his watch constantly in view.

'We don't clean boots here,' the pilot
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growled.

Hastily the boy replaced his foot on the deck.
Now he knows | speak German, he thought,
and felt his face prickle in embarrassment.
But they know anyway, he thought stupidly,
for why else would | carry a German
newspaper?

It was time. Swiftly standing to his full height
again, he swung round too fast and began
the return journey to his seat, and it was no
use any more remembering not to stare at
faces because the faces stared at him,
disapproving of his two days' growth of
beard, his track suit and his wild look. His
eyes left one face, only to find another. He
thought he had never seen such a chorus of
mute ill-will. His track suit had parted at the
midriff again and showed a line of black hair.
Stelta washes them too hot, he thought. He
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tugged the tunic down again and stepped
Into the air, wearing his wooden cross like a
medal. As he did so, two things happened
almost at the same time. On the bench, next
to the basket, he saw the yellow chalk mark
he was looking for, running over two slats,
bright as a canary, tetting him that the hand-
over had taken place successfulty. At the
sight of it, a sense of gtory filled him, he had
known nothing like it in his life, a release
more perfect than any woman could provide.

Why must we do it this way? he had asked
the General; why does it have to be so
elaborate?

Because the object is unique in the whole
world, the General had replied. It is a
treasure without a counterpart. Its loss would
be a tragedy to the free world.

And he chose me to be his courier, thought
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the boy proudly : though he still, at the back
of his mind, thought the old man was
overdoing it. Serenely picking up the yellow
envelope, he dropped it into his tunic pocket,
drew the zip and ran his finger down the join
to make sure it had meshed.

At the same instant exactly, he realized he
was being watched. The woman at the railing
still had her back to him and he noticed
again that she had very pretty hips and legs.
But her sexy little companion in the black
overcoat had turned all the way round to face
him, and his expression put an end to all the
good feelings the boy had just experienced.
Only once had he seen a face like that, and
that was when his father lay dying in their
first English home, a room in Ruislip, a few
months after they had reached England. The
boy had seen nothing so desperate, so
profoundly serious, so bare of all protection,
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In anyone else, ever. More alarming still, he
knew - precisely as Ostrakova had known -
that it was a desperation in contrast with the
natural disposition of the features, which
were those of a comedian - or, as Ostrakova
had Iit, a magician. So that the impassioned
stare of this little, sharp-faced stranger, with
Its message of furious entreaty - 'Boy, you
have no idea what you are carrying! Guard it
with your life! ' - was a revelation of that
same comedian's soul.

The steamer had stopped. They were on the
other bank. Seizing his basket, the boy leapt
ashore, and, almost running, ducked

between the bustling shoppers from one side-
street to another without knowing where they
led.

All through the drive back, while the steering-
wheel hammered his arms and the engine
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played its pounding scale In his ears, the boy
saw that face before him in the wet road,
wondering as the hours passed whether it
was something he had merely imagined in
the emotion of the hand-over. Most likely the
real contact was someone completely
different, he thought, trying to soothe himself.
One of those fat ladies in the green felt hats
even the conductor. | was overstrung, he told
himself. At a crucial moment, an unknown
man turned round and looked at me and |
hung an entire history on him, even
Imagining he was my dying father.

By the time he reached Dover he almost
pelieved he had put the man out of his mind.
He had dumped the cursed oranges in a litter
nin; the yellow envelope lay snug In the
pouch of his tunic, one sharp corner pricking
nis skin, and that was all that mattered. So
ne had formed theories about his secret
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accomplice? Forget them. And even if, by
sheer coincidence, he was right, and it was
that hollowed, glaring face - then what? All
the less reason to go blabbing about it to the
General, whose concern with security the
boy likened to the unchallengeable passion
of a seer. The thought of Stella became an
aching need to him. His desire sharpened
with every noisy mile. It was early morning
still. He imagined waking her with his
caresses,; he saw her sleepy smile slowly
turn to passion.

The summons came to Smiley that same
night, and it is a curious fact, since he had an
overall impression of not sleeping at all well
during this late period of his life, that the
phone had to ring a long time beside the bed
before he answered it. He had come home
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straight from the library, then dined poorly at
an ltalian restaurant in the King's Road,
taking the Voyages of Olearius with him for
protection. He had returned to his house In
Bywater Street and resumed work on his
monograph with the devotion of a man who
had nothing else to do. After a couple of
hours he had opened a bottle of red
Burgundy and drunk half of it, listening to a
poor play on the radio. Then dozed, wrestling
with troubled dreams. Yet the moment he
neard Lacon's voice, he had the feeling of
neing hauled from a warm and treasured
nlace, where he wished to remain
undisturbed for ever. Also, though in fact he
was moving swiftly, he had the sensation of
taking a long time to dress; and he wondered
whether that was what old men did when
they heard about a death.
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THREE

'Knew him personally at all, did you, sir?' the
Detective Chief Superintendent of Police
asked respectfully in a voice kept deliberately
low. 'Or perhaps | shouldn't enquire.’

The two men had been together for fifteen
minutes but this was the Superintendent's
first question. For a while Smiley did not
seem to hear it, but his silence was not
offensive, he had the gift of quiet. Besides,
there iIs a companionship about two men
contemplating a corpse. It was an hour
before dawn on Hampstead Heath, a
dripping, misty, no-man's hour, neither warm
nor cold, with a heaven tinted orange by the
London glow, and the trees glistening like
ollskins. They stood side by side in an
avenue of beeches and the Superintendent
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was taller by a head : a young giant of a
man, prematurely grizzled, a little pompous
perhaps, but with a giant's gentleness that
made him naturally befriending. Smiley was
clasping his pudgy hands over his belly like a
mayor at a Cenotaph, and had eyes for
nothing but the body lying at his feet in the
beam of the Superintendent's torch. The
walk this far had evidently winded him, for he
puffed a little as he stared. From the
darkness round them, police receivers
crackled on the night air. There were no
other lights at all; the Superintendent had
ordered them extinguished.

'He was just somebody | worked with,’
Smiley explained after a long delay.

'So | was given to understand, sir,' the
Superintendent said.

He waited hopefully but nothing more came.
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'Don't even speak to him,' the Deputy
Assistant Commissioner (Crime and Ops)
had said to him. "You never saw him and it
was two other blokes. Just show him what he
wants and drop him down a hole. Fast." Till
now, the Detective Chief Superintendent had
done exactly that. He had moved, in his own
estimation, with the speed of light. The
photographer had photographed, the doctor
had certified life extinct, the pathologist, had
Inspected the body In situ as a prelude to
conducting his autopsy - all with an
expedition quite contrary to the proper pace
of things, merely In order to clear the way for
the visiting irregular, as the Deputy Assistant
Commissioner (Crime and Ops) had liked to
call him. The irregular had arrived - with
about as much ceremony as a meter-reader,
the Superintendent noted - and the
Superintendent had led him over the course
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at a canter. They had looked at footprints,
they had tracked the old man's route till here.
The Superintendent had made a
reconstruction of the crime, as well as he
was able in the circumstances, and the
Superintendent was an able man. Now they
were In the dip, at the point where the
avenue turned, where the rolling mist was
thickest. In the torchbeam the dead body
was the centre-piece of everything. It lay face
downward and spread-eagled, as if it had
been crucified to the gravel, and the plastic
sheet emphasized its lifelessness. It was the
body of an old man, but broad-shouldered
still, a body that had battled and endured.
The white hair was cut to stubble. One
strong, veined hand still grasped a sturdy
walking-stick. He wore a black overcoat and
rubber overshoes. A black beret lay on the
ground beside him, and the gravel at his
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head was black with blood. Some loose
change lay about, and a pocket
handkerchief, and a small penknife that
looked more like a keepsake than a tool.
Most likely they had started to search him
and given up, sir, the Superintendent had
said. Most likely they were disturbed, Mr
Smiley, sir; and Smiley had wondered what it
must be like to touch a warm body you had
just shot.

'If | might possibly take a look at his face,
Superintendent,' Smiley said.

This time it was the Superintendent who
caused the delay. 'Ah, now are you sure
about that, sir?' He sounded slightly
embarrassed. 'There'll be better ways of
identifying him than that, you know.'

'Yes. Yes, | am sure,’ said Smiley earnestly,
as if he really had given the matter great
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thought.

"he Superintendent called softly to the trees,
where his men stood among their blacked-
out cars like a next generation waiting for its
turn.

'You there. Hall. Sergeant Pike. Come here
at the double and turn him over.'

Fast, the Deputy Assistant Commissioner
(Crime and Ops) had said.

Two men slipped forward from the shadows.
The elder wore a black beard. Their surgical
gloves of elbow length shone ghostly grey.
They wore blue overalls and thigh-length
rubber boots. Squatting, the bearded man
cautiously untucked the plastic sheet while
the younger constable laid a hand on the
dead man's shoulder as if to wake him up.

You'll have to try harder than that, lad,' the
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Superintendent warned In an altogether
crisper tone.

The boy pulled, the bearded sergeant helped
him, and the body reluctantly rolled over, one
arm stiffly waving, the other still clutching the
stick.

'Oh Christ,' said the constable. 'Oh bloody
hell!" - and clapped a hand over his mouth.
The sergeant grabbed his elbow and shoved
him away. They heard the sound of retching.

'l don't hold with politics,' the Superintendent
confided to Smiley inconsequentially, staring
downward still. 'l don't hold with politics and |
don't hold with politicians either. Licensed
lunatics most of them, in my view. That's why
| joined the Force, to be honest.' The sinewy
mist curled strangely in the steady beam of
his torch. "You don't happen to know what did
It, do you, sir? | haven't seen a wound like
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that in fifteen years.’

'm afraid ballistics are not my province,'
Smiley replied, after another pause for
thought.

'No, | don't expect they would be, would
they? Seen enough, sir?’

Smiley apparently had not.

'Most people expect to be shot in the chest
really, don't they, sir?' the Superintendent
remarked brightly. He had learned that small
talk sometimes eased the atmosphere on
such occasions. 'Your neat round bullet that
drills a tasteful hole. That's what most people
expect. Victim falls gently to his knees to the
tune of celestial choirs. It's the telly that does
it, | suppose. Whereas your real bullet these
days can take off an arm or a leg, so my
friends in brown tell me.' His voice took on a
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more practical tone. 'Did he have a
moustache at all, sir? My sergeant fancied a
trace of white whisker on the upper jaw.’

‘A military one,' said Smiley after a long gap,
and with his thumb and forefinger absently
described the shape upon his own lip while
his gaze remained locked upon the old man's
body. 'l wonder, Superintendent, whether |
might just examine the contents of his
pockets, possibly?’

'Sergeant Pike.'
'Sir!’

'Put that sheet back and tell Mr Murgotroyd
to have his pockets ready for me in the van,
will you, what they've left of them. At the
double,’ the Superintendent added, as a
matter of routine. 'Sir!’

'And come here.' The Superintendent had
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taken the sergeant softly by the upper arm.
'You tell that young Constable Hall that |
can't stop him sicking up but | won't have his
Irreverent language.' For the Superintendent
on his home territory was a devoutly
Christian man and did not care who knew it.
"'This way, Mr Smiley, sir,' he added,
recovering his gentler tone.

As they moved higher up the avenue, the
chatter of the radios faded, and they heard
Instead the angry wheeling of rooks and the
growl of the city. The Superintendent
marched briskly, keeping to the left of the
roped-off area. Smiley hurried after him. A
windowless van was parked between the
trees, its back doors open, and a dim light
burning inside. Entering, they sat on hard
benches. Mr Murgotroyd had grey hair and
wore a grey suit. He crouched before them
with a plastic sack like a transparent
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pillowcase. The sack had a knot at the

throat, which he untied. Inside, smaller
packages floated. As Mr Murgotroyd lifted
them out, the Superintendent read the labels
by his torch before handing them to Smiley to
consider.

'One scuffed leather coin case Continental
appearance. Half inside his pocket, half out,
left-side jacket. You saw the coins by his
body - seventy-two pence. That's all the
money on him. Carry a wallet at all. did he,
Sir?'

' don't know.'

'Our guess is they helped themselves to the
wallet, started on the purse, then ran. One
bunch keys domestic and various, right-hand
trousers...' He ran on but Smiley's scrutiny
did not relax. Some people act a memory,
the Superintendent thought, noticing his
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concentration, others have one, In the
Superintendent's book, memory was the
better half of intelligence, he prized it highest
of all mental accomplishments; and Smiley,
he knew, possessed it. 'One Paddington
Borough Library Card in the name of V.
Miller, one box Swan Vesta matches partly
used, overcoat left. One Aliens' Registration
Card, number as reported, also in the name
of Vladimir Miller. One bottle tablets,
overcoat left. What would the tablets be for,
sir, any views on that at all? Name of Sustac,
whatever that is, to be taken two to three
times a day?'

'Heart," said Smiley.

'And one recelipt for the sum of thirteen
pounds from the Straight and Steady Minicab
Service of Islington, North.'

'May | look?' said Smiley, and the
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Superintendent held it out so that Smiley
could read the date and the driver's
signature, J. Lamb, in a copy-book hand
wildly underlined.

The next bag contained a stick of school
chalk, yellow and miraculously unbroken.
The narrow end was smeared brown as if by
a single stroke, but the thick end was
unused.

‘There's yellow chalk powder on his left hand
too,' Mr Murgotroyd said, speaking for the
first time. His complexion was like grey
stone. His voice too was grey, and mournful
as an undertaker's. 'We did wonder whether
he might be In the teaching line, actually,' Mr
Murgotroyd added, but Smiley, either by
design or oversight, did not answer Mr
Murgotroyd's implicit question, and the
Superintendent did not pursue It.
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And a second cotton handkerchief, proffered
this time by Mr Murgotroyd, part bloodied,
part clean, and carefully ironed into a sharp
triangle for the top pocket.

'On his way to a party, we wondered,' Mr
Murgotroyd said, this time with no hope at all.

'‘Crime and Ops on the air, sir,' a voice called
from the front of the van.

Without a word the Superintendent vanished
Into the darkness, leaving Smiley to the
depressed gaze of Mr Murgotroyd.

'You a specialist of some sort, sir?' Mr
Murgotroyd asked after a long sad scrutiny of
his guest.

'‘No. No, I'm afraid not,' said Smiley.
'Home Office, sir?'

'‘Alas, not Home Office either,' said Smiley
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with a benign shake of his head, which
somehow made him party to Mr Murgotroyd's
bewilderment.

'My superiors are a little worried about the
press, Mr Smiley,' the Superintendent said,
poking his head into the van again. 'Seems
they're heading this way, sir.'

Smiley clambered quickly out. The two men
stood face to face in the avenue.

'You've been very kind," Smiley said. "'Thank
you.'

'Privilege,’ said the Superintendent.

'You don't happen to remember which pocket
the chalk was in, do you?' Smiley asked.

'‘Overcoat left,' the Superintendent replied In
some surprise.

'‘And the searching of him - could you tell me
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again how you see that exactly?'

"They hadn't time or didn't care to turn him
over. Knelt by him, fished for his wallet,
pulled at his purse. Scattered a few objects
as they did so. By then they'd had enough.’

‘Thank you,' said Smiley again.

And a moment later, with more ease than his
portly figure might have suggested him
capable of, he had vanished among the
trees. But not before the Superintendent had
shone the torch full upon his face, a thing he
hadn't done till now for reasons of discretion.
And taken an intense professional look at the
legendary features, if only to tell his
grandchildren in his old age : how George
Smiley, sometime Chief of the Secret
Service, by then retired, had one night come
out of the woodwork to peer at some dead
foreigner of his who had died in highly nasty
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clrcumstances.

Not one face at all actually, the
Superintendent reflected. Not when it was lit
by the torch like that indirectly from below.
More your whole range of faces. More your
patchwork of different ages, people and
endeavours. Even - thought the
Superintendent - of different faiths.

'The best | ever met,' old Mendel, the
Superintendent's one-time superior, had told
him over a friendly pint not long ago. Mendel
was retired now, like Smiley. But Mendel
knew what he was talking about and didn't
like Funnies any better than the
Superintendent did - interfering la-di-da
amateurs most of them, and devious with It.
But not Smiley. Smiley was different, Mendel
had said. Smiley was the best - simply the
best case man Mendel had ever met - and
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old Mendel knew what he was talking about.

An abbey, the Superintendent decided.
That's what he was, an abbey. He would
work that into his sermon the next time his
turn came around. An abbey, made up of all
sorts of conflicting ages and styles and
convictions. The Superintendent liked that
metaphor the more he dwelt on it. He would
try it out on his wife when he got home : man
as God's architecture, my dear, moulded by
the hand of ages, Infinite In his striving and
diversity... But at this point the
Superintendent laid a restraining hand upon
his own rhetorical imagination. Maybe not,
after all, he thought. Maybe we're flying a
mite too high for the course, my friend.

There was another thing about that face the
Superintendent wouldn't easily forget either.
Later, he talked to old Mendel about it, as he
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talked to him later about lots of things. The
moisture. He'd taken it for dew at first - yet If
It was dew why was the Superintendent's
own face bone dry? It wasn't dew and it
wasn't grief either, if his hunch was right. It
was a thing that happened to the
Superintendent himself occasionally and
happened to the lads too, even the hardest;
It crept up on them and the Superintendent
watched for it like a hawk. Usually in kids'
cases, where the pointlessness suddenly got
through to you your child batterings, your
criminal assaults, your infant rapes. You
didn't break down or beat your chest or any
of those histrionics. No. You just happened
to put your hand to your face and find it
damp and you wondered what the hell Christ
bothered to die for, if He ever died at all.

And when you had that mood on you, the
Superintendent told himself with a slight
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shiver, the best thing you could do was give
yourself a couple of days off and take the
wife to Margate, or before you knew where
you were you found yourself getting a little
too rough with people for your own good
health.

'Sergeant!' the Superintendent yelled.
The bearded figure loomed before him.

'Switch the lights on and get it back to
normal,’ the Superintendent ordered. 'And
ask Inspector Hallowes to slip up here and
oblige. At the double.’

FOUR

They had unchained the door to him, they
had questioned him even before they took
his coae tersely and intently. Were there any
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compromising materials on the body,
George? Any that would link him with us? My
God, you've been a time! They had shown
him where to wash, forgetting that he knew
already. They had sat him in an armchair and
there Smiley remained, humble and
discarded, while Oliver Lacon, Whitehall's
Head Prefect to the intelligence services,
prowled the threadbare carpet like a man
made restless by his conscience, and Lauder
Strickland said it all again in fifteen different
ways to fifteen different people, over the old
upright telephone in the far comer of the
room - 'Then get me back to police liaison,
woman, at once' - either bullying or fawning,
depending on rank and clout. The
Superintendent was a life ago, but in time ten
minutes. The flat smelt of old nappies and
stale cigarettes and was on the top floor of a
scrolled Edwardian apartment house not two
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hundred yards from Hampstead Heath. In
Smiley's mind, visions of Vladimir's burst
face mingled with these pale faces of the
living, yet death was not a shock to him just
now, but merely an affirmation that his own
existence too was dwindling; that he was
living against the odds. He sat without
expectation. He sat like an old man at a
country railway station, watching the express
go by. But watching all the same. And
remembering old journeys.

This is how crises always were, he thought;
ragtag conversations with no centre. One
man on the telephone, another dead, a third
prowling. The nervous idleness of slow
motion.

He peered around, trying to fix his mind on
the decaying things outside himself. Chipped
fire extinguishers, Ministry of Works issue.
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Prickly brown sofas - the stains a little worse.
But safe flats, unlike old generals, never die.
he thought. They don't even fade away.

On the table before him lay the cumbersome
apparatus of agent hospitality, there to revive
the unrevivable guest. Smiley took the
Inventory. In a bucket of melted ice, one
bottle of Stolichnaya vodka, Vladimir's
recorded favourite brand. Salted herrings,
still in their tin. Pickled cucumber, bought
loose and already drying. One mandatory
loaf of black bread. Like every Russian
Smiley had known, the old boy could
scarcely drink his vodka without it. Two
Marks & Spencer vodka glasses, could be
cleaner. One packet of Russian cigarettes,
unopened : if he had come, he would have
smoked the lot; he had none with him when
he died.
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Viadimir had none with him when he died, he
repeated to himself, and made a little mental
stammer of it, a knot in his handkerchief.

A clatter interrupted Smiley's reverie. In the
kitchen, Mostyn the boy had dropped a plate.
At the telephone Lauder Strickland wheeled
round. demanding quiet. But he already had
It again. What was Mostyn preparing
anyway?? Dinner? Breakfast? Seed-cake for
the funeral? And what was Mostyn? Who
was Mostyn? Smiley had shaken his damp
and trembling hand, then promptly forgotten
what he looked like except that he was so
young. And yet for some reason Mostyn was
known to him, if only as a type. Mostyn is our
grief, Smiley decided arbitrarily. Lacon, in the
middle of his prowling, came to a sudden
halt.

'‘George! You look worried. Don't be. We're

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (106 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:55]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

all in the clear on this. All of us!'

'I'm not worried, Oliver.'

'You look as though you're reproaching
yourself. | can tell!

'When agents die-' said Smiley, but left the
sentence incomplete, and anyway Lacon
couldn't wait for him. He strode off again, a
hiker with miles to go. Lacon, Strickland,
Mostyn, thought Smiley as Strickland's
Aberdonian brogue hammered on. One
Cabinet Office factotum, one Circus fixer,
one scared boy. Why not real people? Why
not Vladimir's case officer, whoever he Is?
Why not Saul Enderby, their Chief?

A couplet of Auden's rang in his mind from
the days when he was Mostyn's age : let us
honour if we can the vertical man, though we
value none but the horizontal one. Or
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something.

And why Smiley? he thought. Above all, why
me? Of all people, when as far as they're
concerned I'm deader than old Vladimir.

'Will you have tea, Mr Smiley, or something
stronger?' called Mostyn through the open
kitchen doorway. Smiley wondered whether
he was naturally so pale.

'He'll have tea only, thank you, Mostyn!'
Lacon blurted, making a sharp about-turn.
'‘After shock, tea Is a deal safer. With sugar,
right, George? Sugar replaces lost energy.
Was it gruesome, George? How perfectly
awful for you.'

No, it wasn't awful, it was the truth, thought
Smiley. He was shot and | saw him dead.
Perhaps you should do that too.

Apparently unable to leave Smiley alone,
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Lacon had come back down the room and
was peering at him with clever,
uncomprehending eyes. He was a mawkish
creature, sudden but without spring, with
youthful features cruelly aged and a raw
unhealthy rash around his neck where his
shirt had scuffed the skin. In the religious
light between dawn and morning his black
waistcoat and white collar had the glint of the
soutane.

'I've hardly said hullo,' Lacon complained, as
If it were Smiley's fault. 'George. Old friend.
My goodness.'

'Hullo, Oliver,' said Smiley.

Still Lacon remained there, gazing down at
him, his long head to one side, like a child
studying an insect. In his memory Smiley
replayed Lacon's fervid phone call of two
hours before.
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It's an emergency, George. You remember
VIiadimir? George, are you awake? You
remember the old General, George? Used to
live in Paris?

Yes, | remember the General, he had replied.
Yes, Oliver, | remember Vladimir.

We need someone from his past, George.
Someone who knew his little ways, can
iIdentify him, damp down potential scandal.
We need you, George. Now. George, wake

up.

He had been trying to. Just as he had been
trying to transfer the receiver to his better
ear, and sit upright in a bed too large for him.
He was sprawling in the cold space deserted
by his wife, because that was the side where
the telephone was.

You mean he's been shot? Smiley had
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repeated.

George, why can't you listen? Shot dead.
This evening. George, for Heaven's sake
wake up, we need you!

Lacon loped off again, plucking at his signet
ring as if it were too tight. | need you, thought
Smiley, watching him gyrate. | love you, |
hate you, | need you. Such apocalyptic
statements reminded him of Ann when she
had run out of money or love. The heart of
the sentence is the subject, he thought. It is
not the verb, least of all the object. It is the
ego, demanding its feed.

Need me what for? he thought again. To
console them? Give them absolution? What
have they done that they need my past to
redress their future?

Down the room, Lauder Strickland was
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holding up an arm in Fascist salute while he
addressed Authority.

'Yes, Chief, he's with us at this moment, sir...
| shall tell him that, sir... Indeed, sir... | shall
convey to him that message... Yes, sir...'

Why are Scots so attracted to the secret
world? Smiley wondered, not for the first time
In his career. Ships' engineers, Colonial
administrators, spies... Their heretical
Scottish history drew them to distant
churches, he decided.

'‘George! ' Strickland, suddenly much louder,
calling Smiley's name like an order. 'Sir Saul
sends you his warmest personal salutations,
George! ' He had swung round, still with his
arm up. ‘At a quieter moment he will express
his gratitude to you more fittingly.' Back to
the phone : 'Yes, Chief, Oliver Lacon Is also
with me and his opposite number at the
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Home Office Is at this instant in parley with
the Commissioner of Police regarding our
former interest in the dead man and the
preparation of the D-Notice for the press.'

Former interest, Smiley recorded. A former
Interest with his face shot off and no
cigarettes in his pocket. Yellow chalk. Smiley
studied Strickland frankly : the awful green
suit, the shoes of brushed pigskin got up as
suede leather. The only change he could
observe in him was a russet moustache not
half as military as Vladimir's when he had still
had one.

'Yes, sir, "an extinct case of purely historic
concern”, sir,' Strickland went on, into the
telephone. Extinct is right, thought Smiley.
Extinct, extinguished, put out. "That is
precisely the terminology,’ Strickland
continued. 'And Oliver Lacon proposes to
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have It included word for word Iin the D-
Notice. Am | on target there, Oliver?"

'Historical,' Lacon corrected him irritably. 'Not
historic concern. That's the last thing we
want! Historical.' He stalked across the room,
ostensibly to peer through the window at the
coming day.

'It Is still Enderby In charge, is it, Oliver?”
Smiley asked, of Lacon's back.

'Yes, yes, it is still Saul Enderby, your old
adversary, and he is doing marvels,' Lacon
retorted impatiently. Pulling at the curtain, he
unseated it from its Tunners. 'Not your style,
| grant you - why should he be? He's an
Atlantic man.' He was trying to force the
casement. '‘Not an easy thing to be under a
government like this one, | can tell you.' He
gave the handle another savage shove. A
freezing draught raced round Smiley's knees.
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‘Takes a lot of footwork. Mostyn, where's
tea? We seem to have been waiting for ever.

All our lives, thought Smiley.

Over the sound of a lorry grinding up the hill,
he heard Strickland again, interminably
talking to Saul Enderby. 'l think the point with
the press is not to play him down too far,
Chief. Dullness is all, in a case like this. Even
the private-life angle is a dangerous one,
here. What we want is absolute lack of
contemporary relevance of any sort. Oh true,
true, indeed, Chief, right -' On he droned,
sycophantic but alert.

'Oliver-' Smiley began, losing patience.
'Oliver, do you mind, just-'

But Lacon was talking, not listening : 'How's
Ann?' he asked vaguely, at the window,
stretching his forearms on the sill. "With you
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and so forth, | trust? Not roaming, Is she?
God, | hate autumn.’

'Fine, thank you. How's-' He struggled
without success to remember the name of
Lacon's wife.

'‘Abandoned me, dammit. Ran off with her
pesky riding instructor, blast her. Left me with
the children. The girls are farmed out to
noarding-schools, thank God.' Leaning over
nis hands, Lacon was staring up at the
ightening sky. 'lIs that Orion up there, stuck
Ike a golf ball between the chimney pots.' he
asked.

Which is another death, thought Smiley
sadly, his mind staying briefly with Lacon's
broken marriage. He remembered a pretty,
unworldly woman and a string of daughters
jumping ponies in the garden of their
rambling house in Ascot.
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'I'm sorry, Oliver,' he said.

'Why should you be? Not your wife. She's
mine. It's every man for himself in love.’

'‘Could you close that window, please! '
Strickland called, dialling again. 'lt's bloody
arctic down this end.’

Irritably slamming the window. Lacon strode
back into the room.

Smiley tried a second time : 'Oliver, what's
going on?' he asked. 'Why did you need
me?’

'Only one who knew him for a start.
Strickland, are you nearly done? He's like
one of those airport announcers.' he told
Smiley with a stupid grin. 'Never done.’

You could break, Oliver, thought Smiley,
noticing the estrangement of Lacon's eyes as
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he came under the light. You've had too
much, he thought in unexpected sympathy.
We both have.

From the kitchen the mysterious Mostyn
appeared with tea : an earnest,
contemporary-looking child with flared
trousers and a mane of brown hair. Seeing
nim set down the tray, Smiley finally placed
nim in the terms of his own past. Ann had
nad a lover like him once, an ordinand from
Wells Theological College. She gave him a
lift down the M4 and later claimed to have
saved him from going gueer.

'What section are you in, Mostyn?' Smiley
asked him quietly.

'‘Oddbins. sir.' He crouched, level to the table,
displaying an Asian suppleness. 'Since your
day, actually, sir. It's a sort of operational
pool. Mainly probationers waiting for
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overseas postings.'
'l see.’

'l heard you lecture at the Nursery at Sarratt,
sir. On the new entrants' course. "Agent
handling in the field." It was the best thing of
the whole two years.'

"hank you.'

But Mostyn's calf eyes stayed on him
Intently.

‘Thank you,' said Smiley again, more puzzled
than before.

'‘Milk, sir, or lemon, sir? The lemon was for
him,' Mostyn added in a low aside, as if that
were recommendation for the lemon.

Strickland had rung off and was fiddling with
the waistband of his trousers, making it
looser or tighter.
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'Yes, well, we have to temper truth, George! '
Lacon bellowed suddenly, in what seemed to
be a declaration of personal faith.
'Sometimes people are innocent but the
circumstances can make them appear guite
otherwise. There was never a golden age.
There's only a golden mean. We have to
remember that. Chalk it on our shaving
mirrors.'

In yellow, Smiley thought.

Strickland was waddling down the room
You. Mostyn. Young Nigel. You, sir"

Mostyn lifted his grave brown eyes in reply.

'‘Commit nothing to paper whatever,'
Strickland warned him, wiping the back of his
hand on his moustache as if one or the other
were wet. 'Hear me? That's an order from on
high. There was no encounter so you've no
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call to fill in the usual encounter sheet or any
of that stuff. You've nothing to do but keep
your mouth shut. Understand? You'll account
for your expenses as general petty-cash
disbursements. To me, direct. No file
reference. Understand?’

'l understand,' said Mostyn.

'And no whispered confidences to those little
tarts in Regqistry, or I'll know. Hear me? Give
us some tea.’

Something happened inside George Smiley
when he heard this conversation. Out of the
formless indirection of these dialogues, out of
the horror of the scene upon the Heath, a
single shocking truth struck him. He felt a pull
In his chest somewhere and he had the
sensation of momentary disconnection from
the room and the three haunted people he
had found In it. Encounter? Encounter
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between Mostyn and Vladimir? God in
Heaven, he thought, squaring the mad circle.
The Lord preserve, cosset and protect us.
Mostyn was Vladimir's case officer! That old
man, a General, once our glory, and they
farmed him out to this uncut boy! Then
another lurch, more violent still, as his
surprise was swept aside in an explosion of
Internal fury. He felt his lips tremble, he felt
his throat seize up In indignation, blocking his
words, and when he turned to Lacon his
spectacles seemed to mist over from the
heat :

'Oliver, | wonder if you'd mind finally telling
me what I'm doing here,' he heard himself
suggesting for the third time, hardly above a
murmur.

Reaching out an arm he removed the vodka
bottle from its bucket. Still unbidden, he
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broke the cap and poured himself a rather
large tot.

Even then, Lacon dithered, pondered,
hunted with his eyes, delayed. In Lacon's
world, direct questions were the height of
bad taste but direct answers were worse. For
a moment, caught in mid-gesture at the
centre of the room, he stood staring at
Smiley in disbelief. A car stumbled up the hill,
bringing news of the real world outside the
window. Lauder Strickland slurped his tea.
Mostyn was seating himself gingerly on a
piano-stool to which there was no piano. But
Lacon with his jerky gestures could only
scratch about for words sufficiently elliptical
to disguise his meaning.

'‘George,' he said. A shower of rain crashed
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against the window, but he ignored it.
'Where's Mostyn?' he asked.

Mostyn, no sooner settled, had flitted from
the room to cope with a nervous need. They
heard the thunder of the flush, loud as a
brass band, and the gurgle of pipes all down
the building.

Lacon raised a hand to his neck, tracing the
raw patches. Reluctantly, he began : 'Three
years ago, George - let us start there - soon
after you left the Circus - your successor
Saul Enderby - your worthy successor -
under pressure from a concerned Cabinet -
by concerned | mean newly formed - decided
on certain far-reaching changes of
Intelligence practice. I'm giving you the
background, George,' he explained,
Interrupting himself. 'I'm doing this because
you're who you are, because of old times,
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and because-' he jabbed a finger at the
window - 'because of out there.'

Strickland had unbuttoned his waistcoat and
lay dozing and replete like a first-class
passenger on a night plane. But his small
watchful eyes followed every pass that Lacon
made. The door opened and closed,
admitting Mostyn, who resumed his perch on
the piano-stool.

'Mostyn, | expect you to close your ears to
this. | am talking high, high policy. One of
these far-reaching changes, George, was the
decision to form an inter-ministerial Steering
Committee. A mixed committee' - he
composed one in the air with his hands -
'part Westminster, part Whitehall,
representing Cabinet as well as the major
Whitehall customers. Known as the Wise
Men. But placed - George - placed between
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the intelligence fraternity and Cabinet. As a
channel, as a filter, as a brake.' One hand
had remained outstretched, dealing these
metaphors like cards. "To look over the
Circus's shoulder. To exercise control,
George. Vigilance and accountability in the
Interest of a more open government. You
don't like it. | can tell by your face.’

'I'm out of it," Smiley said. 'I'm not qualified to
judge.’

Suddenly Lacon's own face took on an
appalled expression and his tone dropped to
one of near despair.

'You should hear them, George, our new
masters! You should hear the way they talk
about the Circus! I'm their dog's-body, damn
le | know, get it every day! Gibes. Suspicion.
Mistrust at every turn, even from Ministers
who should know better. As if the Circus

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (126 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:55]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

were some rogue animal outside their
comprehension. As if British Intelligence
were a sort of wholly owned subsidiary of the
Conservative Party. Not their ally at all but
some autonomous viper in their Socialist
nest. The thirties all over again. Do you
know, they're even reviving all that talk about
a British Freedom of Information Act on the
American pattern? From within the Cabinet?
Of open hearings, revelations, all for the
public sport? You'd be shocked, George.
Pained. Think of the effect such a thing
would have on morale alone. Would Mostyn
here ever have joined the Circus after that
kind of notoriety in the press and wherever?
Would you, Mostyn?"

The guestion seemed to strike Mostyn very
deep, for his grave eyes, made yet darker by
his sickly colour, became graver, and he
lifted a thumb and finger to his lip. But he did
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not speak.

'Where was |, George?' Lacon asked,
suddenly lost.

"The Wise Men,' said Smiley sympathetically.

From the sofa, Lauder Strickland threw in his
own pronouncement on that body : 'Wise, my
Aunt Fanny. Bunch of left-wing flannel
merchants. Rule our lives for us. Tell us how
to run the shop. Smack our wrists when we
don't do our sums right.’

Lacon shot Strickland a glance of rebuke but
did not contradict him.

'One of the less controversial exercises of
the Wise Men, George - one of their first
duties - conferred upon them specifically by
our masters - enshrined in a jointly drafted
charter was stocktaking. To review the
Circus's resources world-wide and set them
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beside legitimate present-day targets. Don't
ask me what constitutes a legitimate present-
day target in their sight. That is a very moot
point. However, | must not be disloyal.' He
returned to his text. 'Suffice it to say that over
a period of six months a review was
conducted, and an axe duly laid.' He broke
off, staring at Smiley. 'Are you with me,
George?' he asked in a puzzled voice.

But it was hardly possible at that moment to
tell whether Smiley was with anybody at all.
His heavy lids had almost closed, and what
remained visible of his eyes was clouded by
the thick lenses of his spectacles. He was
sitting upright but his head had fallen forward
till his plump chins rested on his chest.

Lacon hesitated a moment longer, then
continued : 'Now as a result of this axe-laying
- this stocktaking, if you prefer - on the part of
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our Wise Men - certain categories of
clandestine operation have been ruled ipso
facto out of bounds. Verboten. Right?’

Prone on his sofa, Strickland incanted the
unsayable : 'No coat-trailing. No honey-traps.
No doubles. No stimulated defections. No
émigres. No bugger all.’

'What's that?' said Smiley, as if sharply
waking from a deep sleep. But such straight
talk was not to Lacon's liking and he
overrode It.

'Let us not be simplistic please, Lauder. Let
us reach things organically. Conceptual
thinking Is essential here. So the Wise Men
composed a codex, George,' he resumed to
Smiley. 'A catalogue of proscribed practices.
Right?' But Smiley was waiting rather than
listening. 'Ranged the whole field - on the
uses and abuses of agents, on our fishing

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (130 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:55]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

rights in Commonwealth countries - or lack of
them - all sorts. Listeners, surveillance
overseas, false-flag operations - a mammoth
task, bravely tackled.' To the astonishment of
everyone but himself, Lacon locked his
fingers together, turned down the palms, and
cracked the joints in a defiant staccato.

He continued : 'Also included in their
forbidden list - and it Is a crude instrument,
George, no respecter of tradition - are such
matters as the classic use of double agents.
Obsession, our new masters were pleased to
call it in their findings. The old games of coat-
trailing - turning and playing back our
enemies' spies - in your day the very meat
and drink of counter-intelligence - today,
George, Iin the collective opinion of the Wise
Men - today they are ruled obsolete.
Uneconomic. Throw them out.’
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Another lorry thundered giddily down the hill,
or up it. They heard the bump of its wheels
on the kerb.

'‘Christ," Strickland muttered.

'Or - for example - | strike another blow at
random - the over-emphasis on exile groups.’

This time there was no lorry at all : only the
deep, accusing silence that had followed In
Its wake. Smiley sat as before, receiving not
judging, his concentration only on Lacon,
hearing hint with the sharpness of the blind.

'Exile groups, you will want to know,' Lacon
went on - 'or more properly the Circus's time-
honoured connections with them - the Wise
Men prefer to call it dependence, but | think
that a trifle strong - | took issue with them,
but was overruled - are today ruled
provocative, anti-détente, inflammatory. An
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expensive indulgence. Those who tamper
with them do so on pain of excommunication.
| mean it, George. We have got thus far. This
IS the extent of their mastery. Imagine.’

With a gesture of baring his breast for
Smiley's onslaught, Lacon opened his arms,
and remained standing, peering down at hint
as he had done before, while In the
background Strickland's Scottish echo once
again told the same truth more brutally.

‘The groups have been dustbinned, George,'
Strickland said. 'The lot of them. Orders from
on high. No contact, not even arm's length.
The late Vladimir's death-and-glory artists
Included. Special two-key archive for 'em on
the fifth floor. No officer access without
consent in writing from the Chief. Copy to the
weekly float for the Wise Men's inspection.
Troubled times, George, | tell you true,
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troubled times.'

'‘George, now steady,' Lacon warned
uneasily, catching something the others had
not heard.

'What utter nonsense,' Smiley repeated
deliberately.

His head had lifted and his eyes had turned
full on Lacon, as if emphasising the
bluntness of his contradiction. ‘Vladimir
wasn't expensive. He wasn't an indulgence
either. Least of all was he uneconomic. You
know perfectly well he loathed taking our
money. We had to force it on him or he'd
have starved. As to inflammatory - anti-
détente, whatever those words mean well,
we had to hold him in check once Iin a while
as one does with most good agents, but
when it came down to it he took our orders
like a lamb. You were a fan of his, Oliver.
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You know as well as | do what he was worth.'

The quietness of Smiley's voice did not
conceal its tautness. Nor had Lacon failed to
notice the dangerous points of colour In his
cheeks.

Sharply, Lacon turned upon the weakest
member present : ‘Mostyn, | expect you to
forget all this. Do you hear? Strickland, tell
him.'

Strickland obliged with alacrity : 'Mostyn, you
will present yourself to Housekeepers this
morning at ten-thirty precisely and sign an
Indoctrination certificate which | personally
shall compose and withess!'

'Yes, sir,' Mostyn said, after a slightly eerie
delay.

Only now did Lacon respond to Smiley's
poine 'George, | admired the man. Never his
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Group. There Is an absolute distinction here.
The man, yes. In many ways, a heroic figure,
If you will. But not the company he kepe the
fantasists, the down-at-heel princelings. Nor
the Moscow Centre infiltrators they enfolded
so warmly to their breasts. Never. The Wise
Men have a point and you can't deny it.'

Smiley had taken off his spectacles and was
polishing them on the thick end of his tie. By
the pale light now breaking through the
curtains, his plump face looked moist and
undefended.

'Vladimir was one of the best agents we ever
had,' Smiley said baldly.

'‘Because he was yours, you mean?"
Strickland sneered, behind Smiley's back.

'‘Because he was good!" Smiley snapped,
and there was a startled silence everywhere,
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while he recovered himself. "Vladimir's father
was an Estonian and a passionate
Bolshevik, Oliver,' he resumed in a calmer
voice. 'A professional man, a lawyer. Stalin
rewarded his loyalty by murdering him in the
purges. Vladimir was born Voldemar but he
even changed his name to Vladimir out of
allegiance to Moscow and the Revolution. He
still wanted to believe, despite what they had
done to his father. He joined the Red Army
and by God's grace missed being purged as
well. The war promoted him, he fought like a
lion, and when it was over, he waited for the
great Russian liberalization that he had been
dreaming of, and the freeing of his own
people. It never came. Instead, he witnessed
the ruthless repression of his homeland by
the government he had served. Scores of
thousands of his fellow Estonians went to the
camps, several of his own relatives among
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them.' Lacon opened his mouth to interrupt,
but wisely closed it. "'The lucky ones escaped
to Sweden and Germany. We're talking of a
population of a million sober, hard-working
people, cut to bits. One night, in despair, he
offered us his services. Us, the British. In
Moscow. For three years after that he spied
for us from the very heart of the capital.
Risked everything for us, every day.'

'And needless to say, our George here ran
him," Strickland growled, still somehow trying
to suggest that this very fact put Smiley out
of court. But Smiley would not be stopped. At
his feet, young Mostyn was listening in a kind
of trance.

'We even gave him a medal, if you
remember, Oliver. Not to wear or to possess,
of course. But somewhere, on a bit of
parchment that he was occasionally allowed
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to look at, there was a signature very like the
Monarch's.'

'‘George this is history,' Lacon protested
weakly. "This Is not today.'

'For three long years, Vladimir was the best
source we ever had on Soviet capabillities
and intentions - and at the height of the cold
war. He was close to their intelligence
community and reported on that too. Then
one day on a service visit to Paris, he took
his chance and jumped, and thank God he
did, because otherwise he'd have been shot
a great deal sooner.’

Lacon was suddenly quite lost. "‘What do you
mean?' he asked. 'How sooner? What are
you saying now?'

' mean that in those days the Circus was
largely run by a Moscow Centre agent,’
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Smiley replied with deadly patience. 'lt was
the sheerest luck that Bill Haydon happened
to be stationed abroad while Viadimir was
working for us. Another three months and Bill
would have blown him sky-high.'

Lacon found nothing to say at all, so
Strickland filled in for him.

'Bill Haydon this, Bill Haydon that," he
sneered. 'Just because you had that extra
iInvolvement with him-' He was going to
continue but thought better of it. ‘"Haydon's
dead, damn it," he ended sullenly, 'so's that
whole era.’

'And so is Vladimir,' saild Smiley quietly, and
once again there was a halt in the
proceedings.

'‘George,' Lacon intoned gravely, as if he had
belatedly found his place in the prayer book.
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'We are pragmatists, George. We adapt. We
are not keepers of some sacred flame. | ask
you, | commend you, to remember this!'

Quiet but resolute, Smiley had not quite
finished the old man's obituary, and he
sensed already that it was the only one he
was ever going to get.

'And when he did come out, all right, he was
a declining asset, as all ex-agents are,' he
continued.

'I'll say,' said Strickland sotto voce.

'He stayed on in Paris and threw himself
whole-heartedly into the Baltic independence
movement. All right, it was a lost cause. It so
happens that to this very day, the British
have refused de jure recognition to the
Soviet annexation of the three Baltic States -
but never mind that either. Estonia, you may
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not know, Oliver, maintains a perfectly
respectable Legation and Consulate General
In Queen's Gate. We don't mind supporting
lost causes once they're fully lost,
apparently. Not before.' He drew a sharp
breath. 'And all right, in Paris he formed a
Baltic Group, and the Group went downhill,
as émigre groups and lost causes always will
- let me go on, Oliver, I'm not often long!

'My dear fellow,' said Lacon, and blushed.
'Be as long as you like,' he said, quelling
another groan from Strickland.

'His Group split up, there were quarrels.
Vladimir was in a hurry and wanted to bring
all the factions under one hat. The factions
had their vested interests and didn't agree.
There was a pitched battle, some heads got
broken and the French threw him out. We
moved him to London with a couple of his
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lieutenants. Viadimir in his old age returned
to the Lutheran religion of his forefathers,
exchanging the Marxist Saviour for the
Christian Messiah. We're supposed to
encourage that too, | believe. Or perhaps
that is not policy any more. He has now been
murdered. Since we are talking background,
that is Vladimir's. Now why am | here?’

The ringing of the bell could not have been
more timely. Lacon was still quite pink, and
Smiley, breathing heavily, was once more
polishing his spectacles. Reverently, Mostyn
the acolyte unchained the door and admitted
a tall motor-cycle messenger dangling a
bunch of keys in his gloved hand.
Reverently, Mostyn bore the keys to
Strickland, who signed for them and made an
entry in his log. The messenger, after a long
and even doting glance at Smiley, departed,
leaving Smiley with the guilty feeling that he
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should have recognized him even under all
his paraphernalia. But Smiley had more
pressing insights to concern him. With no
reverence at all, Strickland dumped the keys
Into Lacon's open palm.

'All right, Mostyn, tell him! ' Lacon boomed
suddenly. "Tell him in your own words.'

FIVE

Mostyn sat with a quite particular stillness.
He spoke softly. To hear him, Lacon had
withdrawn to a corner, and bunched his
hands judicially under his nose. But
Strickland had sat himself bolt upright and
seemed, like Mostyn himself, to be patrolling
the boy's words for lapses.

'Vladimir telephoned the Circus at lunch-time
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today, sir," Mostyn began, leaving some
unclarity as to which 'sir' he was addressing.
'l happened to be Oddbins duty officer and
took the call.’

Strickland corrected him with unpleasant
haste : "You mean yesterday. Be precise,
can't you?'

'I'm sorry, sir. Yesterday,' said Mostyn.
'‘Well, get it right,’ Strickland warned.

To be Oddbins duty officer, Mostyn
explained, meant little more than covering
the lunch-hour gap and checking desks and
wastebins at closing time. Oddbins personnel
were too junior for night duty, so there was
just this roster for lunch-times and evenings.

And Vladimir, he repeated, came through in
the lunch-hour, using the lifeline.
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'Lifeline?' Smiley repeated in bewilderment. ‘|
don't think | quite know what you mean.'

'It's the system we have for keeping in touch
with dead agents, sir,' said Mostyn, then put
his fingers to his temple and muttered, 'Oh,
my Lord.' He started again : 'l mean agents
who have run their course but are still on the
welfare roll, sir,’ said Mostyn unhappily.

'So he rang and you took the call,’ said
Smiley kindly. 'What time was that?'

'One-fifteen exactly, sir. Oddbins is like a sort
of Fleet Street news-room, you see. There
are these twelve desks and there's the
section head's hen-coop at the end, with a
glass partition between us and him. The
lifeline's In a locked box and normally it's the
section head who keeps the key. But in the
lunch-hour he gives it to the duty dog. |
unlocked the box and heard this foreign
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voice saying "Hullo."'

'‘Get on with it, Mostyn,' Strickland growled.

'l said "Hullo" back, Mr Smiley. That's all we
do. We don't give the number. He said, "This
IS Gregory calling for Max. | have something
very urgent for him. Please get me Max
iImmediately." | asked him where he was
calling from, which iIs routine, but he just said
he had plenty of change. We have no brief to
trace incoming calls and anyway It takes too
ong. There's an electric card selector by the
Ifeline, it's got all the worknames on it. | told
nim to hold on and typed out "Gregory".
That's the next thing we do after asking
where they're calling from. Up it came on the
selector. "Gregory equals Vladimir, ex-agent,
ex-Soviet General, ex-leader of the Riga
Group.”" Then the file reference. | typed out
"Max" and found you, sir." Smiley gave a
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small nod. ' "Max equals Smiley." Then |
typed out "Riga Group" and realized you
were their last vicar, sir.'

‘Thelr vicar?' said Lacon, as if he had
detected heresy. 'Smiley their last vicarr,
Mostyn? What on earth-'

'l thought you had heard all this, Oliver,'
Smiley said, to cut him off.

'Only the essence,’ Lacon retorted. 'In a
crisis one deals only with essentials.’

In his pressed-down Scottish, without letting
Mostyn from his sight, Strickland provided
Lacon with the required explanation :
'‘Organizations such as the Group had by
tradition two case officers. The postman, who
did the nuts and bolts for them, and the vicar
who stood above the fight. Their father
figure,' he said, and nodded perfunctorily
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towards Smiley.

'And who was carded as his most recent
postman, Mostyn?' Smiley asked, ignoring
Strickland entirely.

'‘Esterhase, sir. Workname Hector.'

'‘And he didn't ask for him?' said Smiley to

Mostyn, speaking straight past Strickland yet
again.

'I'm sorry, sir?'

'Vladimir didn't ask for Hector? His postman?
He asked for me. Max. Only Max. You're
sure of that?'

'He wanted you and nobody else, sir," said
Mostyn earnestly.

'Did you make notes?"

'The lifeline Is taped automatically, sir. It's
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also linked to a speaking clock, so that we
get the exact timing as well.’

'Damn you, Mostyn, that's a confidential
matter,' Strickland snapped. 'Mr Smiley may
be a distinguished ex-member, but he's no
longer family.'

'So what did you do next, Mostyn?' Smiley
asked.

'Standing instructions gave me very little
latitude, sir,' Mostyn replied, showing once
again, like Smiley, a studied disregard for
Strickland. '‘Both "Smiley" and "Esterhase"
were wait-listed, which meant that they could
be contacted only through the fifth floor. My
section head was out to lunch and not due
back till two-fifteen.' He gave a light shrug. 'l
stalled. | told him to try again at two-thirty.'

Smiley turned to Strickland. 'l thought you
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said that all the émigre files had been
consigned to special keeping?"

'‘Correct.’

'Shouldn't there have been something on the
selector card to that effect?’

‘There should and there wasn't,’ Strickland
said.

‘That Is just the point, sir,’ Mostyn agreed,
talking only to Smiley. 'At that stage there
was no suggestion that Vladimir or his Group
was out of bounds. From the card, he looked
just like any other pensioned-off agent
raising a wind. | assumed he wanted a bit of
money, or company, or something. We get
quite a few of those. Leave him to the
section head, | thought.’

'Who shall remain nameless, Mostyn,’
Strickland said. 'Remember that.'
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It crossed Smiley's mind at this point that the
reticence in Mostyn - his air of distastefully
stepping round some dangerous secret all
the time he spoke - might have something to
do with protecting a negligent superior. But
Mostyn's next words put paid to this, for he
went out of his way to imply that his superior
was at fault.

‘The trouble was, my section head didn't get
back from lunch till three-fifteen, so that
when Vladimir rang in at two-thirty, | had to
put him off again. He was furious,’ said
Mostyn. 'Vladimir was, | mean. | asked
whether there was anything | could do in the
meantime and he said, "Find Max. Just find
me Max. Tell Max | have been in touch with
certain friends, also through friends with
neighbours." There were a couple of notes
on the card about his word code and | saw
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that "neighbour" meant Soviet Intelligence.’

A mandarin impassivity had descended over
Smiley's face. The earlier emotion was quite
gone.

'All of which you duly reported to your section
head at three-fifteen?’

'Yes, sir.'

Did you play him the tape?"

He hadn't time to hear,’ said Mostyn
mercilessly. 'He had to leave straight away
for a long weekend.'

The stubborn brevity in Mostyn was now so
strong that Strickland apparendy felt obliged
to fill the gaps.

'Yes, well, there's no question but that if
we're looking for scapegoats, George, that
section head of Mostyn's made a
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monumental fool of himself, no question at
all," Strickland declared brightly. 'He omitted
to send for Vladimir's papers - which would
not, of course, have been forthcoming. He
omitted to acquaint himself with standing
orders on the handling of émigrés. He also
appears to have succumbed to a severe
dose of weekend fever, leaving no word of
his whereabouts should he be required. God
help him on Monday morning, say |. Oh, yes.
Come, Mostyn, we're waiting, boy.'

Mostyn obediently took back the story.
'Vladimir rang for the third and last time at
three-forty-three, sir,' he said, speaking even
more slowly than before. It should have been
guarter to four, but he jJumped the gun by two
minutes. Mostyn had by then a rudimentary
brief from his section head, which he now
repeated to Smiley : 'He called it a bromide
job. | was to find out what, if anything, the old
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boy really wanted and, if all else failed, make
a rendezvous with him to cool him down. |
was to give him a drink, sir, pat him on the
back, and promise nothing except to pass on
whatever message he brought me.’

'‘And the "neighbours"?' Smiley asked. 'They
were not an issue to your section head?'

'He rather thought that was just a bit of
agent's histrionics, sir.'

'l see. Yes, | see.' Yet his eyes, In
contradiction, closed completely for a
moment. 'So how did the dialogue with
VIadimir go this third time?'

'According to Vladimir, it was to be an
Immediate meeting or nothing, sir. | tried out
the alternatives on him as instructed "Write
us a letter - is it money you want? Surely it
can wait till Monday" - but by then he was
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shouting at me down the phone. "A meeting
or nothing. Tonight or nothing. Moscow
Rules. | insist Moscow Rules. Tell this to Max-

Interrupting himself, Mostyn lifted his head
and with unblinking eyes returned Lauder
Strickland's hostile stare.

‘Tell what to Max?' said Smiley, his gaze
moving swiftly from one to the other of them.

'We were speaking French, sir. The card said
French was his preferred second language
and I'm only Grade B in Russian.’

'Irrelevant,’ Strickland snapped.
'Tell what to Max?' Smiley persisted.

Mostyn's eyes searched out a spot on the
floor a yard or two out from his own feee 'He
meane Tell Max | insist it's Moscow Rules.’
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Lacon, who had stayed uncharacteristically
guiet these last minutes, now chimed In :
‘There's an important point here, George.
The Circus were not the suitors here. He
was. The ex-agent. He was doing all the
pressing, making all the running. If he'd
accepted our suggestion, written out his
iInformation, none of this need ever have
happened. He brought it on himself entirely.
George, | insist you take the point!’

Strickland was lighting himself a fresh
cigarette.

'‘Whoever heard of Moscow Rules in the
middle of bloody Hampstead anyway?"
Strickland asked, waving out the match.

'‘Bloody Hampstead is right,’ Smiley said
quietly.

'Mostyn, wrap the story up,' Lacon
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commanded, blushing scarlet.

They had agreed a time, Mostyn resumed
woodenly, now staring at his left palm as if
he were reading his own fortune in ie 'Ten-
twenty, sir.’

They had agreed Moscow Rules, he said,
and the usual contact procedures, which
Mostyn had established earlier in the
afternoon by consulting the Oddbins
encounter index.

'And what were the contact procedures
exactly?' Smiley asked.

'A copy-book rendezvous, sir,' Mostyn
replied. 'The Sarratt training course all over
again, sir.’

Smiley felt suddenly crowded by the intimacy
of Mostyn's respectfulness. He did not wish
to be this boy's hero, or to be caressed by

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (158 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:55]



his voice, his gaze, his 'sirs'. He was not
prepared for the claustrophobic admiration of
this stranger.

‘There's a tin pavilion on Hampstead Heath,
ten minutes' walk from East Heath Road,
overlooking a games field on the south side
of the avenue, sir. The safety signal was one
new drawing-pin shoved high in the first
wood support on the left as you entered.’

'‘And the counter-signal?' Smiley asked.
But he knew the answer already.

'A yellow chalk line,' said Mostyn. 'l gather
yellow was the sort of Group trade mark from
the old days.' He had adopted a tone of
ending. 'l put up the pin and came back here
and waited. When he didn't show up, |
thought, "Well, if he's secrecy-mad I'll have
to go up to the hut again and check out his
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counter-signal, then I'll know whether he's
around and proposes to try the fallback." '

'Which was what?'

'A car pick-up near Swiss Cottage
underground at eleven-forty, sir. | was about
to go out and take a look when Mr Strickland
rang through and ordered me to sit tight until
further orders.' Smiley assumed he had
finished but this was not quite true. Seeming
to forget everyone but himself, Mostyn slowly
shook his handsome head. 'l never met him,'
he said, iIn amazement. 'He was my first
agent, | never met him, I'll never know what
he was trying to tell me,' he said. 'My first
agent, and he's dead. It's incredible. | feel
like a complete Jonah.' His head continued
shaking long after he had finished speaking.

Lacon added a brisk postscripe 'Yes, well,
Scotland Yard has a computer these days,
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George. The Heath Patrol found the body
and cordoned off the area and the moment
the name was fed into the computer a light
came up or a lot of digits or something, and
Immediately they knew he was on our special
watch list. From then on it went like
clockwork. The Commissioner phoned the
Home Office, the Home Office phoned the
Circus-'

'‘And you phoned me,' said Smiley. 'Why,
Oliver? Who suggested you bring me in on
this?"'

'‘George, does it matter?"
'Enderby?’

'If you Insist, yes, it was Saul Enderby.
George, listen to me.'
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It was Lacon's moment at last. The issue,
whatever it might be, was before them,
circumscribed If not yet actually defined.
Mostyn was forgotten. Lacon was standing
confidently over Smiley's seated figure and
had assumed the rights of an old friend.
'‘George, as things now stand, | can go to the
Wise Men and say : "l have investigated and
the Circus's hands are clean.” | can say that.
"The Circus gave no encouragement to
these people, nor to their leader. For a whole
year they have neither paid nor welfared
him!" Perfectly honestly. They don't own his
flat, his car, they don't pay his rent, educate
his bastards, send flowers to his mistress or
have any other of the old - and lamentable -
connections with him or his kind. His only link
was with the past. His case officers have left
the stage for good yourself and Esterhase,
both old 'uns, both off the books. | can say
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that with my hand on my breast. To the Wise
Men, and if necessary to my Minister
personally.’

'l don't follow you,' Smiley said with
deliberate obtuseness. 'Vladimir was our
agent. He was trying to tell us something.'

'‘Our ex-agent, George. How do we know he
was trying to tell us something? We gave him
no brief. He spoke of urgency - even of
Soviet Intelligence - so do a lot of ex-agents
when they're holding out their caps for a
subsidy!’

'‘Not Vladimir," Smiley said.

But sophistry was Lacon's element. He was
born to it, he breathed it, he could fly and
swim in it, nobody in Whitehall was better at
It.

'‘George, we cannot be held responsible for
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every ex-agent who takes an injudicious
nocturnal walk in one of London's
Increasingly dangerous open spaces! ' He
held out his hands In appeal. 'George. What
IS It to be? Choose. You choose. On the one
hand, Vladimir asked for a chat with you.
Retired buddies a chin-wag about old times -
why not? And in order to raise a bit of wind,
as any of us might, he pretended he had
something for you. Some nugget of
iInformation. Why not? They all do it. On that
basis my Minister will back us. No heads
need roll, no tantrums, Cabinet hysteria. He
will help us bury the case. Not a cover-up,
naturally. But he will use his judgement. If |
catch him in the right mood he may even
decide that there is no point in troubling the
Wise Men with it at all.’

'Amen,' Strickland echoed.
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'On the other hand,' Lacon insisted,
mustering all his persuasiveness for the Kill,
'If things were to come unstuck, George, and
the Minister got it into his head that we were
engaging his good offices in order to clean
up the traces of some unlicensed adventure
which aborted' - he was striding again,
skirting an imaginary quagmire - '‘and there
was a scandal, George, and the Circus were
proved to be currently involved - your old
service, George, one you still love, | am sure -
with a notoriously revanchist émigreé outfit -
volatile, talkative, violently anti-détente - with
all manner of anachronistic fixations - a total
hangover from the worst days of the cold war
- the very archetype of everything our
masters have told us to avoid' - he had
reached his corner again, a little outside the
circle of light - 'and there had been a death,
George - and an attempted cover-up, as they
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would no doubt call it - with all the attendant
publicity - well, it could be just one scandal
too many. The service Is a weak child still,
George, a sickly one, and in the hands of
these new people desperately delicate. At
this stage in its rebirth, it could die of the
common cold. If it does, your generation will
not be least to blame. You have a duty, as
we all do. A loyalty.'

Duty to what? Smiley wondered, with that
part of himself which sometimes seemed to
pe a spectator to the rest. Loyalty to whom?
‘There Is no loyalty without betrayal," Ann
liked to tell him in their youth when he had
ventured to protest at her infidelities.

For a time nobody spoke.

'And the weapon?' Smiley asked finally, in
the tone of someone testing a theory. ‘How
do you account for that, Oliver?'
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'What weapon? There was no weapon. He
was shot. By his own buddies most likely,
knowing their cabals. Not to mention his
appetite for other people's wives.'

'Yes, he was shot,' Smiley agreed. 'In the
face. At extremely close range. With a soft-
nosed bullet. And cursorily searched. Had his
wallet taken. That is the police diagnosis. But
our diagnosis would be different, wouldn't it,
Lauder?’

'No way,' said Strickland, glowering at him
through a cloud of cigarette smoke.

'Well mine would.’

‘Then let's hear it, George,' said Lacon
handsomely.

"The weapon used to kill Vladimir was a
standard Moscow Centre assassination
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device,' Smiley said. 'Concealed in a camera,
a briefcase, or whatever. A soft-nosed bullet
IS fired at point-blank range. To obliterate, to
punish, and to discourage others. If |
remember rightly they even had one on
display at Sarratt in the black museum next
to the bar.'

‘They still have. It's horrific,' said Mostyn.
Strickland vouchsafed Mostyn a foul glance.
'‘But George!' Lacon cried.

Smiley waited, knowing that in this mood,
Lacon could swear away Big Ben.

'These people - these emigrés - of whom this
poor chap was one - don't they come from
Russia? Haven't half of them been in touch
with Moscow Centre - with or without our
knowledge? A weapon like that - I'm not
saying you're right, of course - a weapon like
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that, in their world, could be as common as
cheese!'

Against stupidity, the gods themselves fight
In vain, thought Smiley, but Schiller had
forgotten the bureaucrats. Lacon was
addressing Strickland.

'Lauder. There Is the question of the D-
Notice to the press outstanding.' It was an
order. 'Perhaps you would have another shot
at them, see how far it's got.'

In his stockinged feet, Strickland obdiently
padded down the room and dialled a
number.

'Mostyn, perhaps you should take these
things out to the kitchen. We don't want to
leave needless traces, do we?'

With Mostyn also dismissed, Smiley and
Lacon were suddenly alone.

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (169 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

'It's a yes or no, George,' Lacon said.
'There's cleaning up to be done.
Explanations to be given to tradesmen, what
do | know? Mail. Milk. Friends. Whatever
such people have. No one knows the course
as you do. No one. The police have
promised you a head start. They will not be
dilatory but they will observe a certain
measured order about things and let routine
play its part.' With a nervous bound Lacon
approached Smiley's chair and sat
awkwardly on the arm. 'George. You were
their vicar. Very well, I'm asking you to go
and read the Offices. He wanted you,
George. Not us. You.'

From his old place at the telephone,
Strickland interrupted : "They're asking for a
signature for that D-Notice, Oliver. They'd
like it to be yours, if it's all the same to you.'
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'Why not the Chief's?' Lacon demanded
warily.

'Seem to think yours will carry a spot more
weight, | fancy.'

'‘Ask him to hold a moment,' Lacon said, and
with a windmill gesture drove a fist into his
pockee '| may give you the keys, George?
He dangled them in front of Smiley's face.
'On terms. Right?' The keys still dangled.
Smiley stared at them and perhaps he asked
'What terms?' or perhaps he just stared; he
wasn't really in a mood for conversation. His
mind was on Mostyn, and missing cigarettes;
on phone calls about neighbours; on agents
with no faces; on sleep. Lacon was counting.
He attached great merit to numbering his
paragraphs. 'One, that you are a private
citizen, Vladimir's Executor, not ours. Two,
that you are of the past, not the present, and
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conduct yourself accordingly. The sanitised
past. That you will pour oil on the waters, not
muddy them. That you will suppress your old
professional interest in him, naturally, for that
means ours. On those terms may | give you
the keys? Yes? No?'

Mostyn was standing in the kitchen doorway.
He was addressing Lacon,but his earnest
eyes veered constantly towards Smiley.

'What is it, Mostyn?' Lacon demanded. 'Be
quick!’

'l jJust remembered a note on Viadimir's card,
sir. He had a wife in Tallinn. | wondered
whether she should be informed. | just
thought I'd better mention it.’

‘The card I1s once more not accurate,' said
Smiley, returning Mostyn's gaze. 'She was
with him in Moscow when he defected, she
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was arrested and taken to a forced labour
camp. She died there.'

'Mr Smiley must do whatever he thinks fit
about such things,' Lacon said swiftly,
anxious to avoid a fresh outbreak, and
dropped the keys into Smiley's passive palm.
Suddenly everything was in movement.
Smiley was on his feet, Lacon was already
half-way down the room and Strickland was
holding out the phone to him. Mostyn had
slipped to the darkened hallway and was
unhooking Smiley's raincoat from the stand.

'What else did Vladimir say to you on the
telephone, Mostyn?' Smiley asked quietly,
dropping one arm into the sleeve.

'He said, "Tell Max that it concerns the
Sandman. Tell him | have two proofs and can
bring them with me. Then perhaps he will
see me." He said it twice. It was on the tape
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but Strickland erased it.’

'Do you know what Vladimir meant by that?
Keep your voice down.'

'No, sir.’
'Nothing on the card?’
'No, sir.’

'Do they know what he meant?' Smiley
asked, tilting his head swiftly towards
Strickland and Lacon.

'l think Strickland may. I'm not sure.’

DId VIadimir really not ask for Esterhase?”
'No, sir.’

Lacon was finishing on the phone. Strickland
took back the receiver from him and spoke
Into it himself. Seeing Smiley at the door,
Lacon bounded down the room to him.
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'‘George! Good man! Fare you well! Listen, |
want to talk to you about marriage some
time. A seminar with no holds barred. I'm
counting on you to tell me the art of It,
Georgel’

'Yes. We must get together,’ Smiley said.

Looking down, he saw that Lacon was
shaking his hand.

A bizarre postscript to this meeting
confounds its conspiratorial purpose.
Standard Circus tradecraft requires that
hidden microphones be installed in safe
houses. Agents In their strange way accept
this, even though they are not informed of it,
even though their case officers go through
motions of taking notes. For his rendezvous

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (175 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

with Vladimir, Mostyn had quite properly
switched on the system in anticipation of the
old man's arrival, and nobody, In the
subsequent panic, thought to turn it off.
Routine procedures brought the tapes to
transcriber section, who in good faith put out
several texts for the general Circus reader.
The luckless head of Oddbins got a copy, so
did the Secretariat, so did the heads of
Personnel, Operations and Finance. It was
not till a copy landed in Lauder Strickland's in-
tray that the explosion occurred and me
Innocent recipients were sworn to secrecy
under all manner of dreadful threats. The
tape Is perfect. Lacon's restless pacing Is
there, so are Strickland's sotto voce asides,
some of them obscene. Orily Mostyn's
flustered confessions in the hall escaped.

As to Mostyn himself, he played no further
part in the affair. He resigned of his own
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accord a few months later, part of the
wastage rate that gets everyone so worried
these days.

SIX

The same uncertain light that greeted Smiley
as he stepped gratefully out of the safe flat
Into the fresh air of that Hampstead morning,
greeted Ostrakova also, though the Paris
autumn was further on, and only a last few
leaves clung like old dusters to the plane
trees. Like Smiley's too, her night had not
been restful. She had risen in the dark and
dressed with care, and she had deliberated,
since the morning looked colder, whether this
was the day on which to get out her winter
boots, because the draught in the warehouse
would be cruel and affected her legs the
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most. Still undecided, she had fished them
out of the cupboard and wiped them down,
and even polished them, but she still had not
been able to make up her mind whether to
wear them or not. Which was how it always
went with her when she had one big problem
to grapple with : the small ones became
Impossible. She knew all the signs, she could
feel them coming on, but there was nothing
she could do. She would mislay her purse,
botch her book-keeping at the warehouse,
lock herself out of the fiat and have to fetch
the old fool of a concierge, Madame la
Pierre, who pecked and snuffled like a goat
In a nettle patch. She could quite easily,
when the mood was on her, after fifteen
years of taking the same route, catch the
wrong bus and finish up, furious, In a strange
neighbourhood. Pulling on the boots, finally -
muttering to herself 'old fool, cretin,’ and the

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (178 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



like - and, carrying the heavy shopping bag
that she had prepared the previous night,
she set off along her usual route, passing her
three usual shops and neglecting to enter
any of them, while she tried to work out
whether or not she was going off her head.

| am mad. | am not mad. Somebody Is trying
to kill me, somebody Is trying to protect me. |
am safe. | am in mortal danger. Back and

forth.

n the four weeks since she had received her
ittle Estonian confessor, Ostrakova had
peen aware of many changes in herself and
for most of them she was not at all
ungrateful. Whether she had fallen in love
with him was neither here nor there : his
appearance was timely, and the piracy in him
had revived her sense of opposition at a
moment when it was in danger of going out.
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He had rekindled her, and there was enough
of the alley cat in him to remind her of
Glikman and other men as well; she had
never been particularly continent. And since,
on top of this, she thought, the magician is a
man of looks, and knows women, and steps
iInto my life armed with a picture of my
oppressor and the determination, apparently,
to eliminate him - why then, it would be
positively indecent, lonely old fool that | am, if
| did not fall in love with him on the spot!

But it was his gravity which had impressed
her even more than his magic. "You must not
decorate,' he had told her, with
uncharacteristic sharpness, when for the
sake of entertainment or variety she had
allowed herself to deviate just a little from the
version she had written to the General.
'‘Merely because you yourself feel more at
ease, do not make the mistake of supposing
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that the danger is over.’

She had promised to improve herself.

‘The danger Is absolute,’ he had told her as
he left. 'It Is not yours to make greater or
make less.’

People had talked to her about danger
before, but when the magician talked about
it, she believed him.

'Danger to my daughter?' she had asked.
'‘Danger to Alexandra?"

Your daughter plays no part in this. You may
be sure she knows nothing of what is going
on.’

‘Then danger to whom?'

'‘Danger to all of us who have knowledge of
this matter,' he had replied, as she happily
conceded, in the doorway, to their one
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embrace. 'Danger most of all to you.’

And now, for the last three days - or was it
two? or was it ten? - Ostrakova swore she
had seen the danger gather round her like an
army of shadows at her own deathbed. The
danger that was absolute; that was not hers
to make greater or less. And she saw it again
this Saturday morning as she clumped along
In her polished winter boots, swinging the
heavy shopping bag at her side : the same
two men, pursuing her, the weekend
notwithstanding. Hard men. Harder than the
gingery man. Men who sit about at
headquarters listening to the interrogations.
And never speak a word. The one was
walking five metres behind her, the other was
keeping abreast of her across the street, at
this moment passing the doorway of that
vagabond Mercier the chandler, whose red-
and-green awning hung so low it was a
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danger even to someone of Ostrakova's
humble height.

She had decided, when she had first allowed
herself to notice them, that they were the
General's men. That was Monday, or was it
Friday? General Vladimir has turned out his
bodyguard for me, she thought with much
amusement, and for a dangerous morning
she plotted the friendly gestures she would
make to them in order to express her
gratitude : the smiles of complicity she would
vouchsafe to them when there was nobody
else looking; the soupe she would prepare
and take to them, to help them while away
their vigil in the doorways. Two hulking great
bodyguards, she had thought, just for one
old lady! Ostrakov had been righe that
General was a man! On the second day she
decided they were not there at all, and that
her desire to appoint such men was merely

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (183 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

an extension of her desire to be reunited with
the magician : | am looking for links to him,
she thought; just as | have not yet brought
myself to wash up the glass from which he
drank his vodka, or to puff up the cushions
where he sat and lectured me on danger.

But on the third - or was it the fifth? - day she
took a different and harsher view of her
supposed protectors. She stopped playing
the little girl. On whichever day it was,
leaving her apartment early in order to check
a particular consignment to the warehouse,
she had stepped out of the sanctuary of her
abstractions straight into the streets of
Moscow, as she had too often known them in
her years with Glikman. The lll-lit, cobbled
street was empty but for one black car
parked twenty metres from her doorway.
Most likely it had arrived that minute. She
had a notion, afterwards, of having seen it
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pull up, presumably in order to deliver the
sentries to their beat. Pull up sharply, just as
she came out. And douse its headlight.
Resolutely she had begun walking down the
pavement. 'Danger to you,' she kept
remembering; 'danger to all of us who know.'

The car was following her.

They think | am a whore, she thought vainly,
one of those old ones who work the early-
morning market.

Suddenly her one aim had been to get inside
a church. Any church. The nearest Russian
Orthodox church was twenty minutes away,
and so small that to pray in it at all was like a
séance; the very proximity of the Holy Family
offered a forgiveness by itself. But twenty
minutes was a lifetime. Non-Orthodox
churches she eschewed, as a rule, entirely -
they were a betrayal of her nationhood. That
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morning, however, with the car crawling
along behind her, she had suspended her
prejudice and ducked into the very first
church she came to, which turned out to be
not merely Catholic, but modern Catholic as
well, so that she heard the whole Mass twice
through in bad French, read by a worker-
priest who smelt of garlic and worse. But by
the time she left, the men were nowhere to
be seen and that was all that mattered - even
though when she arrived at the warehouse
she had to promise them two extra hours to
make up for the inconvenience she had
caused them by her lateness.

Then for three days nothing, or was it five?
Ostrakova had become as incapable of
noarding time as money. Three or five, they
nad gone, they had never existed. It was all
ner 'decoration’, as the magician had called
it, her stupid habit of seeing too much,
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looking too many people in the eye, inventing
too much incident. Till today again, when
they were back. Except that today was about
fifty thousand times worse, because today
was now, and the street today was as empty
as on the Last Day or the First, and the man
who was five metres behind her was drawing
closer, and the man who had been under
Mercier's outrageously dangerous awning
was crossing the street to join him.

What happened next, in such descriptions or
Imaginings as had come Ostrakova's way,
was supposed to happen in a flash. One
minute you were upright, walking down the
pavement, the next, with a flurry of lights and
a wailing of horns, you were wafted to the
operating table surrounded by surgeons in
various-coloured masks. Or you were In
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Heaven, before the Almighty, mumbling
excuses about certain lapses which you did
not really regret; and neither - if you
understood Him at all - did He. Or worst of
all, you came round, and were returned, as
walking wounded, to your apartment, and
your boring half-sister Valentina dropped
everything, with an extremely ill grace, In
order to come up from Lyons and be a non-
stop scold at your bedside.

Not one of these expectations was fulfilled.

What happened took place with the slowness
of an underwater ballet. The man who was
gaining on her drew alongside her, taking the
right, or inside position. At the same moment,
the man who had crossed the road from
Mercier's came up on the left, walking not on
the pavement, but in the gutter, incidentally
splashing her with yesterday's rain-water as
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he strode along. With her fatal habit of
looking into people's eyes Ostrakova stared
at her two unwished-for companions and saw
faces she had already recognized and knew
by heart. They had hunted Ostrakov, they
had murdered Glikman, and in her personal
view they had been murdering the entire
Russian people for centuries, whether in the
name of the Czar, or God, or Lenin. Looking
away from them, she saw the black car
which had followed her on her way to church,
neading slowly down the empty road towards
ner. Therefore she did exactly what she hac
nlanned to do all night through, what she had
ain awake picturing. In her shopping bag
she had put an old flat-iron, a bit of junk that
Ostrakov had acquired in the days when the
poor dying man had fancied he might make a
few extra francs by dealing in antigues. Her
shopping bag was of leather - green and
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brown in a patchwork - and stout. Drawing it
back, she swung it round with all her strength
at the man in the gutter - at his groin, the
hated centre of him. He swore - she could
not hear in which language - and crumpled to
his knees. Here her plan went adrift. She had
not expected a villain on either side of her,
and she needed time to recover her own
balance and get the iron swinging at the
second man. He did not allow her to do this.
Throwing his arms round both of hers, he
gathered her together like the fat sack she
was, and lifted her clean off her feet. She
saw the bag fall and heard the chime as the
flat-iron slipped from it onto a drain cover.
Still looking down, she saw boots dangling
ten centimetres from the ground, as If she
had hanged herself like her brother Niki - his
feet, exactly, turned into each other like a
simpleton's. She noticed that one of her toe-
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caps, the left, was already scratched in the
scuffle. Her assailant's arms now locked
themselves even harder across her breast
and she wondered whether her ribs would
crack before she suffocated. She felt him
draw her back, and she presumed that he
was shaping to swing her into the car, which
was now approaching at a good speed down
the road : that she was being kidnapped.
This notion terrified her. Nothing, least of all
death, was as appalling to her at that
moment as the thought that these pigs would
take her back to Russia and subject her to
the kind of slow, doctrinal prison death which
she was certain had killed Glikman. She
struggled with all her force, she managed to
bite his hand. She saw a couple of
bystanders who seemed as scared as she
was. Then she realized that the car was not
slowing down, and that the men had
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something quite different in mind : not to
kidnap her at all, but to kill her.

He threw her.

She reeled but did not fall, and as the car
swerved to knock her down, she thanked
God and all His angels that she had, after all,
decided on the winter boots, because the
front bumper hit her at the back of the shins,
and when she saw her feet again, they were
straight up in front of her face, and her bare
thighs were parted as for childbirth. She flew
for a while, then hit the road with everything
at once - with her head, her spine and her
heels - then rolled like a sausage over the
cobbles. The car had passed her but she
heard it screech to a stop and wondered
whether they were going to reverse and drive
over her again. She tried to move but felt too
sleepy. She heard voices and car doors
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slamming, she heard the engine roaring, and
fading, so that either it was going away or
she was losing her hearing.

'‘Don't touch her,' someone said.
No, don't, she thought.

'It's a lack of oxygen,' she heard herself say.
'Lift me to my feet and I'll be all right.’

Why on earth did she say that? Or did she
only think it?

'Aubergines,’ she said. 'Get the aubergines.’
She didn't know whether she was talking
about her shopping, or the female traffic
wardens for whom aubergine was the Paris
slang.

Then a pair of woman's hands put a blanket
over her, and a furious Gallic argument
started about what one did next. Did anyone

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (193 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

get the number? she wanted to ask. But she
was really too sleepy to bother, and besides
she had no oxygen - the fall had taken it out
of her body for good. She had a vision of half-
shot birds she had seen in the Russian
countryside, flapping helplessly on the
ground, waiting for the dogs to reach them.
General, she thought, did you get my second
letter? Drifting off, she willed him, begged
him to read it, and to respond to its entreaty.
General, read my second letter.

She had written it a week before in a moment
of despair. She had posted it yesterday In
another.

SEVEN

There are Victorian terraces in the region of
Paddington Station that are painted as white
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as luxury liners on the outside, and inside are
dark as tombs. Westbourne Terrace that
Saturday morning gleamed as brightly as any
of them, but the service road that led to
Vladimir's part of it was blocked at one end
by a heap of rotting mattresses, and by a
smashed boom, like a frontier post, at the
other.

‘Thank you, I'll get out here,' said Smiley
politely, and paid the cab off at the
mattresses.

He had come straight from Hampstead and
his knees ached. The Greek driver had spent
the journey lecturing him on Cyprus, and out
of courtesy he had crouched on the jump
seat In order to hear him over the din of the
engine. Vladimir, we should have done better
by you, he thought, surveying the filth on the
pavements, the poor washing trailing from
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the balconies. The Circus should have
shown more honour to its vertical man.

It concerns the Sandman, he thought. Tell
him | have two proofs and can bring them
with me.

He walked slowly, knowing that early
morning Is a better time of day to come out of
a building than go into it. A small queue had
gathered at the bus-stop. A milkman was
going his rounds, so was a newspaper boy.
A squadron of grounded sea-gulls
scavenged gracefully at the spilling dustbins.
If sea-gulls are taking to the cities, he
thought, will pigeons take to the sea?
Crossing the service road he saw a motor-
cyclist with a black official-looking side-car
parking his steed a hundred yards down the
kerb. Something in the man's posture
reminded him of the tall messenger who had
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brought the keys to the safe flat - a similar
fixity, even at that distance; a respectful
attentiveness, of an almost military kind.

Shedding chestnut trees darkened the
pillared doorway, a scarred cat eyed him
warlily. The doorbell was the topmost of thirty
but Smiley didn't press it and when he
shoved the double doors they swung open
too freely, revealing the same gloomy
corridors painted very shiny to defeat graffiti
writers, and the same linoleum staircase
which squeaked like a hospital trolley. He
remembered it all. Nothing had changed, and
now nothing ever would. There was no light
switch and the stairs grew darker the higher
he climbed. Why didn't VIadimir's murderers
steal his keys? he wondered, feeling them
nudging against his hip with every step.
Perhaps they didn't need them. Perhaps they
had their own set already. He reached a
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landing and squeezed past a luxurious
perambulator. He heard a dog howling and
the morning news in German and the
flushing of a communal lavatory. He heard a
child screaming at its mother, then a slap
and the father screaming at the child. Tell
Max it concerns the Sandman. There was a
smell of curry and cheap fat frying, and
disinfectant. There was a smell of too many
people with not much money jammed into
too little air. He remembered that too.
Nothing had changed.

If we'd treated him better, it would never
have happened, Smiley thought. The
neglected are too easily killed, he thought, in
unconscious affinity with Ostrakova. He
remembered the day they had brought him
here, Smiley the vicar, Toby Esterhase the
postman. They had driven to Heathrow to
fetch him : Toby the fixer, dyed in all the
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oceans, as he would say of himself. Toby
drove like the wind but they were almost late,
even then. The plane had landed. They
hurried to the barrier and there he was :
silvered and majestic, towering stock-still in
the temporary corridor from the arrivals bay,
while the common peasants swept past him.
He remembered their solemn embrace -
'‘Max, my old friend, it is really you?' 'lt's me,
Vladimir, they've put us together again.' He
remembered Toby spiriting them through the
large back alleys of the immigration service,
because the enraged French police had
confiscated the old boy's papers before
throwing him out. He remembered how they
had lunched at Scott's, all three of them, the
old boy too animated even to drink but
talking grandly of the future they all knew he
didn't have : 'It will be Moscow allover again,
Max. Maybe we even get a chance at the
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Sandman.' Next day they went flat-hunting,
'Just to show you a few possibilities, General,’
as Toby Esterhase had explained. It was
Christmas time and the resettlement budget
for the year was used up. Smiley appealed to
Circus Finance. He lobbied Lacon and the
Treasury for a supplementary estimate, but
In vain. 'A dose of reality will bring him down
to earth,’ Lacon had pronounced. '‘Use your
Influence with him, George. That's what
you're there for.' Their first dose of reality
was a tart's parlour in Kensington, their
second overlooked a shunting yard near
Waterloo. Westbourne Terrace was their
third, and as they squeaked up these same
stairs, Toby leading, the old man had
suddenly halted, and put back his great
mottled head, and wrinkled his nose
theatrically:

Ah! So if | get hungry | have only to stand in
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the corridor and sniff and my hunger is gone!
he had announced In his thick French. That
way | don't have to eat for a week!

By then even Vladimir had guessed they
were putting him away for good.

Smiley returned to the present. The next
landing was musical, he noticed, as he
continued his solitary ascent. Through one
door came rock music played at full blast,
through another Sibelius and the smell of
bacon. Peering out of the window he saw
two men loitering between the chestnut trees
who were not there when he had arrived. A
team would do that, he thought. A team
would post look-outs while the others went
Inside. Whose team was another question.
Moscow's? The Superintendent's? Saul
Enderby's? Farther down the road, the tall
motor-cyclist had acquired a tabloid
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newspaper and was sitting on his bike
reading It.

At Smiley's side a door opened and an old
woman in a dressing gown came out holding
a cat against her shoulder. He could smell
last night's drink on her breath even before
she spoke to him.

'‘Are you a burglar, dearie?' she asked.

'I'm afraid not," Smiley replied with a laugh.
‘Just a visitor.'

'Still, 1t's nice to be fancied, isn't it, dearie?'
she said.

'It Is Indeed,' said Smiley politely.

The last flight was steep and very narrow
and lit by real daylight from a wired skylight
on the slant. There were two doors on the
top landing, both closed, both very cramped.
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On one, a typed notice faced him : ‘MR V.
MILLER, TRANSLATIONS'. Smiley
remembered the argument about Vladimir's
alias now he was to become a Londoner and
keep his head down. ‘Miller' was no problem.
For some reason, the old boy found Miller
rather grand. ‘Miller, c'est bien,' he had
declared. 'Miller | like, Max.' But 'Mr' was
anything but good. He pressed for General,
then offered to settle for Colonel. But Smiley
In his role as vicar was on this point
unbudgeable : Mr was a lot less trouble than
a bogus rank in the wrong army, he had
ruled.

He knocked boldly, knowing that a soft knock
IS more conspicuous than a loud one. He
heard the echo, and nothing else. He heard
no footfall, no sudden freezing of a sound.
He called 'Vladimir' through the letter-box as
though he were an old friend visiting. He tried
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one Yale from the bunch and it stuck, he
tried another and it turned. He stepped inside
and closed the door, waiting for something to
hit him on the back of the head but preferring
the thought of a broken skull to having his
face shot off. He felt dizzy and realized he
was holding his breath. The same white
paint, he noticed; the same prison emptiness
exactly. The same queer hush, like a phone
box; the same mix of public smells.

This Is where we stood, Smiley remembered -
the three of us, that afternoon. Toby and
myself like tugs, nudging at the old battleship
between us. The estate agent's particulars
had said, 'penthouse’.

'Hopeless,' Toby Esterhase had announced
In his Hungarian French, always the first to
speak, as he turned to open the door and
leave. 'l mean completely awful. | mean, |
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should have come and taken a look first, |
was an idiot,' said Toby when Vladimir still
didn't budge. 'General, please accept my
apologies. This is a complete insult.’

Smiley added his own assurances. We can
do better for you than this, Vladi; much; we
just have to persist.

But the old man's eyes were on the window,
as Smiley's were now, on this dotty forest of
chimney-pots and gables and slate roofs that
flourished beyond the parapet. And suddenly
he had thumped a gloved paw on Smiley's
shoulder :

'‘Better you keep your money to shoot those
swine in Moscow, Max,' he had advised.

With tears running down his cheeks, and the
same determined smile, Vladimir had
continued to stare at the Moscow chimneys;
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and at his fading dreams of ever again living
under a Russian sky.

'On reste icl,' he had commanded finally, as If
he were drawing up a last-ditch defence.

A tiny divan bed ran along one wall, a
cooking ring stood on the sill. From the smell
of putty Smiley guessed that the old man had
kept whiteing the place himself, painting out
the damp and filling the cracks. On the table
he used for typing and eating lay an old
Remington upright and a pair of worn
dictionaries. His translating work, he thoughe
the few extra pennies that fleshed out his
pension. Pressing back his elbows as if he
were having trouble with his spine, Smiley
drew himself to his full if diminutive height
and launched himself upon the familiar death
rites for a departed spy. An Estonian Bible
lay on the pine bedside locker. He probed it
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delicately for cut cavities then dangled it
upside down for scraps of paper or
photographs. Pulling open the locker drawer
he found a bottle of patent pills for
rejuvenating the sexually jaded and three
Red Army gallantry medals mounted on a
chrome bar. So much for cover, thought
Smiley, wondering how on earth Vladimir and
his many paramours had managed on such a
tiny bed. A print of Martin Luther hung at the
bedhead. Next to it, a coloured picture called
the 'Red Roofs of Old Tallinn', which Vladimir
must have torn from something and backed
on cardboard. A second picture showed 'The
Kazari Coast', a third 'Windmills and a
Ruined Castle'. He delved behind each. The
pedside light caught his eye. He tried the
switch and when it didn't work he unplugged
It, took out the bulb and fished in the wood
base, but without result. Just a dead bulb, he
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thought. A sudden shriek from outside sent
him pulling back against the wall but when he
had collected himself he realized it was more
of those land-borne seagulls : a whole colony
had settled round the chimney-pots. He
glanced over the parapet into the street
again. The two loiterers had gone. They're
on their way up, he thoughe my head start is
over. They're not police at all, he thought;
they're assassins. The motor-bike with its
black side-car stood unattended. He closed
the window, wondering whether there was a
special Valhalla for dead spies where he and
Vladimir would meet and he could put things
right; telling himself he had lived a long life
and that this moment was as good as any
other for it to end. And not believing it for one
second.

The table drawer contained sheets of plain
paper, a stapler, a chewed pencil, some
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elastic bands and a recent quarterly
telephone bill, unpaid, for the sum of seventy-
eight pounds, which struck him as
uncharacteristically high for Vladimir's frugal
lifestyle. He opened the stapler and found
nothing. He put the phone bill in his pocket to
study later and kept searching, knowing it
was not a real search at all, that a real
search would take three men several days
before they could say with certainty they had
found whatever was to be found. If he was
looking for anything in particular, then it was
probably an address book or a diary or
something which did duty for one, even if it
was only a scrap of paper. He knew that
sometimes old spies, even the best of them,
were a little like old lovers; as age crept up
on them, they began to cheat, out of fear that
their powers were deserting them. They
pretended they had it all in the memory, but
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In secret they were hanging on to their virility,
INn secret they wrote things down, often In
some home-made code which, if they only
knew it, could be unbuttoned in hours or
minutes by anyone who knew the game.
Names and addresses of contacts, sub-
agents. Nothing was holy. Routines, times
and places of meetings, worknames, phone
numbers, even safe combinations written out
as social-security numbers and birthdays. In
his time Smiley had seen entire networks put
at risk that way because one agent no longer
dared to trust his head. He didn't believe
Vladimir would have done that, but there was
always a first time.

Tell him | have two proofs and can bring
them with me...

He was standing in what the old man would
have called his kitchen : the window-sill with
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the gas ring on it, the tiny homemade food-
store with holes drilled for ventilation. We
men who cook for ourselves are half-
creatures, he thought as he scanned the two
shelves, tugged out the saucepan and the
frying-pan, poked among the cayenne and
paprika. Anywhere else in the house - even
In bed - you can cut yourself off, read your
books, decelve yourself that solitude Is best.
But in the kitchen the signs of
Incompleteness are too strident. Half of one
black loaf. Half of one coarse sausage. Half
an onion. Half a pint of milk. Half a lemon.
Half a packet of black tea. Half a life. He
opened anything that would open, he probed
with his finger in the paprika. He found a
loose tile and prised it free, he unscrewed
the wooden handle of the frying-pan. About
to pull open the clothes cupboard, he
stopped as If listening again, but this time it
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was something he had seen that held him,
not something he had heard.

On top of the food-store lay a whole parcel of
Gauloises Caporal cigarettes, Vladimir's
favourites when he couldn't get his Russians.
Tipped, he noticed, reading the different
legends. 'Duty free.' 'Filtre.' Marked
'Exportation' and 'Made in France.’
Cellophane wrapped. He took them down. Of
the ten original packets, one already missing.
In the ashtray, three stubbed-out cigarettes
of the same brand. In the air, now that he
sniffed for it over the smell of food and putty,
a faint aroma of French cigarettes.

And no cigarettes in his pocket, he
remembered.

Holding the blue parcel in both hands, slowly
turning it, Smiley tried to understand what it
meant to him. Instinct - or better, a
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submerged perception yet to rise to the
surface - signalled to him urgently that
something about these cigarettes was wrong.
Not their appearance. Not that they were
stuffed with microfilm or high explosive or
soft-nosed bullets or any of those weary
games.

Merely the fact of their presence, here and
nowhere else, was wrong.

So new, so free of dust, one packet missing,
three smoked.

And no cigarettes in his pocket.

He worked faster now, wanting very much to
leave. The flat was too high up. It was too
empty and too full. He had a growing sense
of something being out of joint. Why didn't
they take his keys? He pulled open the
cupboard. It held clothes as well as papers
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but Vladimir possessed few of either. The
papers were mostly cyclo-styled pamphlets
In Russian and English and in what Smiley
took to be one of the Baltic languages. There
was a folder of letters from the Group's old
headquarters in Paris, and posters reading
'REMEMBER LATVIA', 'REMEMBER
ESTONIA', 'REMEMBER LITHUANIA',
presumably for display at public
demonstrations. There was a box of school
chalk, yellow, a couple of pieces missing.
And Vladimir's treasured Norfolk jacket, lying
off its hook on the floor. Fallen there,
perhaps, as Vladimir closed the cupboard
door too fast.

And Vladimir so vain? thought Smiley. So
military in his appearance? Yet dumps his
best jacket in a heap on the cupboard floor.
Or was It that a more careless hand than
Vladimir's had not replaced it on the hanger?
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Picking the jacket up, Smiley searched the
pockets, then hung it back in the cupboard
and slammed the door to see if it fell off its
NooKk.

t did.

They didn't take the keys, and they didn't
search his flat, he thought. They searched
Vladimir, but in the Superintendent's opinion
they had been disturbed.

"ell him | have two proofs and can bring
them with me.

Returning to the kitchen area he stood
before the food-store and took another
studied look at the blue parcel lying on top of
It. Then peered Iin the waste-paper basket. At
the ashtray again, memorising. Then in the
garbage bucket, just in case the missing
packet, crumpled up, was there. It wasn',

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (215 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

which for some reason pleased him.
Time to go.

But he didn't, not quite. For another quarter
of an hour, with his ear cocked for
Interruptions, Smiley delved and probed,
lifting and replacing, still on the look-out for
the loose floor-board, or the favoured recess
behind the shelves. But this time he wanted
not to find. This time, he wanted to confirm
an absence. Only when he was as satisfied
as circumstance allowed did he step quietly
onto the landing and lock the door behind
him. At the bottom of the first flight he met a
temporary postman wearing a GPO armband
emerging from another corridor. Smiley
touched his elbow.

'If you've anything at all for flat 6B, | can save
you the climb,' he said humbly.
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The postman rummaged and produced a
brown envelope. Postmark Paris, dated five
days ago, the 15th district. Smiley slipped it
Into his pocket. At the bottom of the second
flight stood a fire-door with a push-bar to
open it from the inside only. He had made a
mental note of it on his way up. He pushed,
the door yielded, he descended a vile
concrete staircase and crossed an interior
courtyard to a deserted mews, still pondering
the omission. Why didn't they search his flat?
he wondered. Moscow Centre, like any other
large bureaucracy, had its fixed procedures.
You decide to kill a man. So you station
pickets outside his house, you stake out his
route with static posts, you put in your
assassination team and you kill him. In the
classic method. Then why not search his flat
as well? - Vladimir, a bachelor, living in a
building constantly overrun with strangers? -
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why not send in the pickets the moment he Is
on his way? Because they knew he had it
with him, thought Smiley. And the body
search, which the Superintendent regarded
as SO cursory? Suppose they were not
disturbed, but had found what they were
looking for?

He hailed a taxi, telling the driver, '‘Bywater
Street In Chelsea, please, off the King's
Road.’

Go home, he thought. Have a bath, think it
through. Shave. Tell him | have two proofs
and can bring them with me.

Suddenly, leaning forward, he tapped on the
glass partition and changed his destination.
As they made the U-turn, the tall motor-
cyclist screeched to a stop behind them,
dismounted and solemnly shunted his large
black bike and side-car into the opposite
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lane. A footman, thought Smiley, watching
him. A footman, wheeling in the trolley for
tea. Like an official escon, arch-backed and
elbows spread, the motor-cyclist followed
them through the outer reaches of Camden,
then, still at a regulation distance, slowly up
the hill. The cab drew up, Smiley leaned
forward to pay his fare. As he did so, the
dark figure processed solemnly past them,
one arm lifted from the elbow Iin a mail-fist
salute.

EIGHT

He stood at the mouth of the avenue, gazing
Into the ranks of beech trees as they sank

away from him like a retreating army into the
mist. The darkness had departed reluctantly,
leaving an indoor gloom. It could have been
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dusk already : tea-time in an old country
house. The street lights either side of him
were poor candles, illuminating nothing. The
air felt warm and heavy. He had expected
police still, and a roped-off area. He had
expected journalists or curious bystanders. It
never happened, he told himself, as he
started slowly down the slope. No sooner
had | left the scene than Vladimir clambered
merrily to his feet, stick in hand, wiped off the
gruesome make-up and skipped away with
his fellow actors for a pot of beer at the
police station.

Stick in hand, he repeated to himself,
remembering something the Superintendent
had said to him. Left hand or right hand?
‘There's yellow chalk powder on his left hand
too," Mr Murgotroyd had said inside the van.
"Thumb and first two fingers.'
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He advanced and the avenue darkened
round him, the mist thickened. His footsteps
echoed tinnily ahead of him. Twenty yards
higher, brown sunlight burned like a slow
bonfire in its own smoke. But down here In
the dip the mist had collected in a cold fog,
and Vladimir was very dead after all. He saw
tyre marks where the police cars had parked.
He noticed the absence of leaves and the
unnatural cleanness of the gravel; What did
they do? he wondered. Hose the gravel
down? Sweep the leaves into yet more
plastic pillowcases?

His tiredness had given way to a new and
mysterious clarity. He continued up the
avenue wishing Vladimir good morning and
good night and not feeling a fool for doing so,
thinking intently about drawing-pins and
chalk and French cigarettes and Moscow
Rules, looking for a tin pavilion by a playing
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field. Take It In sequence, he told himself.
Take it from the beginning. Leave the
Caporals on their shelf. He reached an
Intersection of paths and crossed it, still
climbing. To his right, goal-posts appeared,
and beyond them a green pavilion of
corrugated iron, apparently empty. He
started across the field, rain-water seeping
Into his shoes. Behind the hut ran a steep
mud bank scoured with children's slides. He
climbed the bank, entered a coppice, and
kept climbing. The fog had not penetrated
the trees and by the time he reached the
brow It had cleared. There was still no one In
sight. Returning, he approached the pavilion
through the trees. It was a tin box, no more,
with one side open to the field. The only
furniture was a rough wood bench slashed
and written on with knives, the only occupant
a prone figure stretched on it, with a blanket
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pulled over his head and brown boots
protruding. For an undisciplined moment
Smiley wondered whether he too had had his
face blown off. Girders held up the roof;
earnest moral statements enlivened the
flaking green paint. '‘Punk is destructive.
Society does not need it." The assertion
caused him a moment's indecision. 'Oh, but
society does,' he wanted to reply; 'society Is
an association of minorities.' The drawing-pin
was where Mostyn said it was, at head
height exactly, in the best Sarratt tradition of
regularity, its Circus-issue brass head as
new and as unmarked as the boy who had
put it there.

Proceed to the rendezvous, It said, no
danger sighted.

Moscow Rules, thought Smiley yet again.
Moscow, where it could take a fieldman three
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days to post a letter to a safe address.
Moscow, where all minorities are punk.

Tell him | have two proofs and can bring
them with me...

Vladimir's chalked acknowledgement ran
close beside the pin, a wavering yellow worm
of a message scrawled all down the post.
Perhaps the old man was worried about rain,
thought Smiley. Perhaps he was afraid it
could wash his mark away. Or perhaps in his
emotional state he leaned too heavily on the
chalk, just as he had left his Norfolk jacket
ying on the floor. A meeting or nothing... he
nad told Mostyn... Tonight or nothing... Tell
nim | have two proofs and can bring them
with me... Nevertheless only the vigilant
would ever have noticed that mark, heavy
though it was, or the shiny drawing-pin
either, and not even the vigilant would have
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found them odd, for on Hampstead Heath
people post bills and messages to each
other ceaselessly, and not all of them are
spies. Some are children, some are tramps,
some are believers in God and organizers of
charitable walks, some have lost pets, and
some are looking for variations of love and
having to proclaim their needs from a hilltop.
And not all of them, by any means, get their
faces blown off at point-blank range by a
Moscow Centre assassination weapon.

And the purpose of this acknowledgement?
In Moscow, when Smiley from his desk in
London had had the ultimate responsibility
for Vladimir's case - in Moscow these signs
were devised for agents who might
disappear from hour to hour; they were the
oroken twigs along a path that could always
pe their last. | see no danger and am
oroceeding as instructed to the agreed
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rendezvous, read Vladimir's last - and fatally
mistaken - message to the living world.

Leaving the hut, Smiley moved a short
distance back along the route he had just
come. And as he walked, he meticulously
called to mind the Superintendent's
reconstruction of Vladimil's last journey,
drawing up his memory like an archive.

Those rubber overshoes are a Godsend, Mr
Smiley, the Superintendent had declared
piously : North British Century, diamond-
pattern soles, sir, and barely walked on -
why, you could follow him through a football
crowd if you had to!

'I'll give you the authorized version,' the
Superintendent had said, speaking fast
because they were short of time. 'Ready, Mr
Smiley?'
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Ready, Smiley had said.

The Superintendent changed his tone of
voice. Conversation was one thing, evidence
another. As he spoke, he shone his torch in
phases onto the wet gravel of the roped-off
area. A lecture with magic lantern, Smiley
had thought; at Sarratt I'd have taken notes :
'Here he is, coming down the hill now, sir.
See him there? Normal pace, nice heel and
toe movement, normal progress, everything
above board. See, Mr Smiley?"

Mr Smiley had seen.

'‘And the stick mark there, do you, In his right
hand, sir?' Smiley had seen that too, how the
rubber-ferruled walking stick had left a deep
round rip with every second footprint.
'Whereas of course he had the stick in his
left when he was shot, correct? You saw
that, too, sir, | noticed. Happen to know
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which side his bad leg was at all, sir, if he
had one?’

‘The right," Smiley had said.

'Ah. Then most likely the right was the side
he normally held the stick, as well. Down
here, please, sir, that's the way! Walking
normal still, please note,' the Superintendent
nad added, making a rare slip of grammar in
nis distraction.

~or filve more paces the regular diamond
Imprint, heel and toe, had continued
undisturbed in the beam of the
Superintendent's torch. Now, by daylight,
Smiley saw only the ghost of them. The rain,
other feet, and the tyre tracks of illicit cyclists
had caused large parts to disappear. But by
night, at the Superintendent's lantern show,
he had seen them vividly, as vividly as he
saw the plastic-covered corpse in the dip
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below them, where the trail had ended.

'‘Now,' the Superintendent had declared with
satisfaction, and halted, the cone of his
torchbeam resting on a single scuffed area of
ground.

'How old did you say he was, sir?' the
Superintendent asked.

'l didn't, but he owned to sixty-nine.’

'Plus your recent heart attack, | gather. Now,
sir. First he stops. In sharp order. Don't ask
my why, perhaps he was spoken to. My
guess is he heard something. Behind him.
Notice the way the pace shortens, notice the
nosition of the feet as he makes the half-turn,
ooks over his shoulder or whatever? Anyway
ne turns and that's why | say "behind him".
And whatever he saw or didn't see - or heard
or didn't hear - he decides to run. Off he

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (229 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

goes, look!" the Superintendent urged, with
the sudden enthusiasm of the sportsman.
'‘Wider stride, heels not hardly on the ground
at all. A new print entirely, and going for all
he's worth. You can even see where he
shoved himself off with his stick for the extra
purchase.'

Peering now by daylight, Smiley no longer
with any certainty could see, but he had seen
last night - and in his memory saw again this
morning - the sudden desperate gashes of
the ferrule thrust downward, then thrust at an
angle.

"Trouble was,' the Superintendent
commented quietly, resuming his courtroom
style, 'whatever killed him was out in front,
wasn't it? Not behind him at all."’

It was both, thought Smiley now, with the
advantage of the intervening hours. They
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drove him, he thought, trying without success
to recall the Sarratt jargon for this particular
technigue. They knew his route, and they
drove him. The frightener behind the target
drives him forward, the finger man loiters
ahead undetected till the target blunders into
him. For it was a truth known also to Moscow
Centre murder teams that even the oldest
hands will spend hours worrying about their
backs, their flanks, the cars that pass and
the cars that don't, the streets they cross and
the houses that they enter. Yet still fail, when
the moment is upon them, to recognize the
danger that greets them face to face.

'Still running,' the Superintendent said,
moving steadily nearer the body down the
hill. 'Notice how his pace gets a little longer
because of the steeper gradient now? Erratic
too, see that? Feet flying all over the shop.
Running for dear life. Literally. And the
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walking stick still in his right hand. See him
veering now, moving towards the verge?
Lost his bearings, | wouldn't wonder. Here
we go. Explain that if you can !

The torchbeam rested on a patch of
footprints close together, five or six of them,
all in a very small space at the edge of the
grass between two high trees.

'Stopped again,' the Superintendent
announced. 'Not so much a total stop
perhaps, more your stutter. Don't ask me
why. Maybe he just wrong-footed himself.
Maybe he was worried to find himself so
close to the trees. Maybe his heart got him -
If you tell me it was dicky. Then off he goes
again same as before.’

'With the stick in his left hand,’ Smiley had
said quietly.
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'‘Why? That's what | ask myself, sir, but
perhaps you people know the answer. Why?
Did he hear something again? Remember
something? Why - when you're running for
your life - why pause, do a duck-shuffie,
change hands and then run on again?
Straight into the arms of whoever shot him?
Unless of course whatever was behind him
overtook him there, came round through the
trees perhaps, made an arc as it were? Any
explanation from your side of the street, Mr
Smiley?

And with that question still ringing in Smiley's
ears they had arrived at last at the body,
floating like an embryo under its plastic film.

But Smiley, on this morning after, stopped
short of the dip. Instead, by placing his

sodden shoes as best he could upon each
spot exactly, he set about trying to imitate
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the movements the old man might have
made. And since Smiley did all this in slow
motion, and with every appearance of
concentration, under the eye of two
trousered ladies walking their Alsatians, he
was taken for an adherent of the new fad in
Chinese martial exercises, and accounted
mad accordingly.

First he put his feet side by side and pointed
them down the hill. Then he put his left foot
forward, and moved his right foot round until
the toe pointed directly towards a spinney of
young saplings. As he did so, his right
shoulder followed naturally, and his instinct
told him that this would be the likely moment
for Vladimir to transfer the stick to his left
hand. But why? As the Superintendent had
also asked, why transfer the stick at all?
Why,In this most extreme moment of his life,
why solemnly move a walking stick from the
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right hand to the left? Certainly not to defend
himself - since, as Smiley remembered, he
was right-handed. To defend himself, he
would only have seized the stick more firmly.
Or clasped it with both his hands, like a club.

Was it In order to leave his right hand free?
But free for what?

Aware this time of being observed, Smiley
peered sharply behind him and saw two
small boys in blazers who had paused to
watch this round little man in spectacles
performing strange antics with his feet. He
glowered at them in his most schoolmasterly
manner, and they moved hastily on.

To leave his right hand free for what? Smiley
repeated to himself. And why start running
again a moment later?

Vladimir turned to the right, thought Smiley,
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once again matching his action to the
thought. Vladimir turned to the right. He
faced the spinney, he put his stick In his left
hand. For a moment, according to the
Superintendent, he stood still. Then he ran
on.

Moscow Rules, Smiley thought, staring at his
own right hand. Slowly he lowered it into his
raincoat pocket. Which was empty, as
Vladimir's right-hand coat pocket was also
empty.

Had he meant to write a message perhaps?
Smiley was teasing himself with the theory
he was determined to hold at bay. To write a
message with the chalk for instance? Had he
recognized his pursuer, and wished to chalk
a hame somewhere, or a sign? But what on?
Not on these wet tree trunks for sure. Not on
the clay, the dead leaves, the gravel!
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Looking round him, Smiley became aware of
a peculiar feature of his location. Here,
almost between two trees, at the very edge
of the avenue, at the point where the fog was
approaching its thickest, he was as good as
out of sight. The avenue descended, yes,
and lifted ahead of him. But it also curved,
and from where he stood the upward line of
sight in both directions was masked by tree
trunks and a dense thicket of saplings. Along
the whole path of Vladimir's last frantic
journey - a path he knew well, remember,
nad used for similar meetings - this was the
point, Smiley realized with increasing
satisfaction, where the fleeing man was out
of sight from both ahead of him and behind
him.

And had stopped.
Had freed his right hand.
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Had put It - let us say - In his pocket.

~or his heart tablets? No. Like the yellow
chalk and the matches, they were In his left
pocket, not his right.

—or something - let us say - that was no
onger Iin the pocket when he was found
dead.

For what then?

Tell him | have two proofs and can bring
them with me... Then perhaps he will see
me... This is Gregory asking for Max. | have
something for him, please...

Proofs. Proofs too precious to post. He was
oringing something. Two somethings. Not
just In his head - in his pocket. And was

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (238 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

playing Moscow Rules. Rules that had been
drummed into the General from the very day
of his recruitment as a defector in place. By
Smiley himself, no less, as well as his case
officer on the spot. Rules that had been
Invented for his survival; and the survival of
his network. Smiley felt the excitement seize
his stomach like a nausea. Moscow Rules
decree that, if you physically carry a
message, you must also carry the means to
discard it! That, however it Iis disguised or
concealed - microdot, secret writing,
undeveloped film, anyone of the hundred
risky, finicky ways - still as an object it must
be the first and lightest thing that comes to

hand, the least conspicuous when jettisoned
|

Such as a medicine bottle full of tablets, he
thought, calming a little. Such as a box of
matches.
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One box Swan Vesta matches partly used,
overcoat left, he remembered. A smoker's
match, note well.

And In the safe flat, he thought relentlessly -
tantalizing himself, staving off the final insight
- there on the table waiting for him, one
packet of cigarettes, Vladimir's favourite
brand. And in Westbourne Terrace on the
food safe, nine packets of Gauloises
Caporal. Out of ten.

But no cigarettes in his pockets. None, as
the good Superintendent would have said,
on his person. Or not when they found him,
that is to say.

So the premise, George? Smiley asked
himself, mimicking Lacon - brandishing
Lacon's prefectorial finger accusingly in his
own intact face - the premise? The premise
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Is thus far, Oliver, that a smoker, a habitual
smoker, in a state of high nervousness, sets
off on a crucial clandestine meeting
equipped with matches but not even so
much as an empty packet of cigarettes,
though he possesses quite demonstrably a
whole stock of them. So that either the
assassins found it, and removed it - the
proof, or proofs, which Vladimir was
speaking of, or - or what? Or Vladimir
changed his stick from his right hand to his
left in time. And put his right hand in his
pocket in time. And took it out again, also in
time, at the very spot where he could not be
seen. And got rid of it, or them, according to
Moscow Rules.

Having satisfied his own insistence upon a
logical succession, George Smiley stepped
cautiously into the long grass that led to the
spinney, soaking his trousers from the knees
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down. For half an hour or more he searched,
groping in the grass and among the foliage,
retreading his tracks, cursing his own
blundering, giving up, beginning again,
answering the fatuous enquiries of passers-
by which ranged from the obscene to the
excessively attentive. There were even two
Buddhist monks from a local seminary,
complete with saffron robes and lace-up
boots and knitted woollen caps, who offered
their assistance. Smiley courteously declined
it. He found two broken kites, a quantity of
Coca-Cola tins. He found scraps of the
female body, some in colour, some In black
and white, ripped from magazines. He found
an old running shoe, black, and shreds of an
old burnt blanket. He found four beer bottles,
empty, and four empty cigarette packets so
sodden and old that after one glance he
discounted them. And in a branch, slipped
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Into the fork just where It joined its parent
trunk, the fifth packet, or better perhaps the
tenth of that was not even empty; a relatively
dry packet of Gauloises Caporal, Filtre and
Duty Free, high up. Smiley reached for it as If
It were forbidden fruit but like forbidden fruit it
stayed outside his grasp. He jumped for it
and felt his back rip : a distinct and unnerving
parting of tissue that smarted and dug at him
for days afterwards. He said 'damn' out loud
and rubbed the spot, much as Ostrakova
might have done. Two typists, on their way to
work, consoled him with their giggles. He
found a stick, poked the packet free, opened
It. Four cigarettes remained.

And behind those four cigarettes, half
concealed, and protected by its own skin of
cellophane, something he recognized but
dared not even disturb with his wet and
trembling fingers. Something he dared not
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even contemplate until he was free of this
appalling place, where giggling typists and
Buddhist monks innocently trampled the spot
where Vladimir had died.

They have one, | have the other, he thought.
| have shared the old man's legacy with his
murderers.

Braving the traffic, he followed the narrow
pavement down the hill till he came to South
End Green, where he hoped for a café that
would give him tea. Finding none open so
early, he sat on a bench across from a
cinema instead, contemplating an old marble
fountain and a pair of red telephone boxes,
one filthier than the other. A warm drizzle
was falling; a few shopkeepers had started
lowering their awnings; a delicatessen store
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was taking delivery of bread. He sat with
hunched shoulders, and the damp points of
his mackintosh collar stabbed his unshaven
cheeks whenever he turned his head. 'For
God's sake mourn!" Ann had flung at Smiley
once, Iinfuriated by his apparent composure
after yet another friend had died. 'lf you won't
grieve for the dead, how can you love the
living?' Sitting on his bench, pondering his
next step, Smiley now transmitted to her the
answer he had failed to find at the time. 'You
are wrong,' he told her distractedly. '| mourn
the dead sincerely, and Vladimir, at this
moment, deeply. It's loving the living which is
sometimes a bit of a problem.’

He tried the telephone boxes and the second
worked. By a miracle, even the S-Z directory
was intact and, more amazing still, the
Straight and Steady Minicab Service of
Islington North had paid for the privilege of
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heavy type. He dialled the number and while
it rang out he had a panic that he had
forgotten the name of the signatory on the
receipt in Vladimir's pocket. He rang off,
recovering his two pence. Lane? Lang? He
dialled again.

A female voice answered him in a bored
singsong : 'Straight-and-Stead-ee! Name-
when-and-where-to please?"

'l'd like to speak to Mr J. Lamb, please, one
of your drivers,' Smiley said politely.

'Sorr-ee, no personal calls on this lin-er,' she
sang and rang off.

He dialled a third time. It wasn't personal at
all, he said huffily, now surer of his ground.
He wanted Mr Lamb to drive for him, and
nobody but Mr Lamb would do. 'Tell him it's a
long journey. Stratford-on-Avon' - choosing a
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town at random - 'tell him | want to go to
Stratford.' Sampson, he replied, when she
Insisted on a name. Sampson with a 'p".

He returned to his bench to wait again.

To ring Lacon? For what purpose? Rush
home, open the cigarette packet, find out its
precious contents? It was the first thing
Viadimir threw away, he thoughe In the spy
trade we abandon first what we love the
most. | got the better end of the bargain after
all. An elderly couple had settled opposite
him. The man wore a stiff Homburg hat and
was playing war tunes on a tin whistle. He
wife grinned inanely at the passers-by. To
avoid her gaze, Smiley remembered the
brown envelope from Paris, and tore it open,
expecting what? A bill probably, some
hangover from the old boy's life there. Or one
of those cyclostyled battle-cries that émigres
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send each other like Christmas cards. But
this was neither a bill nor a circular but a
personal letter : an appeal, but of a very
special sort. Unsigned, no address for the
sender. In French, handwritten very fast.
Smiley read it once and he was reading it a
second time when an overpainted Ford
Cortina, driven by a boy in a polo neck
pullover, skidded to a giddy halt outside the
cinema. Returning the letter to his pocket, he
crossed the road to the car.

'Sampson with a "p"?' the boy yelled
Impertinently through the window, then
shoved open the back door from inside.
Smiley climbed in. A smell of aftershave
mingled with the stale cigarette smoke. He
held a ten-pound note In his hand and he let
it show.

'Will you please switch off the engine?’
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Smiley asked.

The boy obeyed, watching him all the time in
the mirror. He had brown Afro hair. White
hands, carefully manicured.

'I'm a private detective,' Smiley explained.
'l'm sure you get a lot of us and we're a
nuisance but | would be happy to pay for a
little bit of information. You signed a receipt
yesterday for thirteen pounds. Do you
remember who your fare was?"'

‘Tall party. Foreign. White moustache and a
limp.*

'Old?!
'Very. Walking stick and all.’

'‘Where did you pick him up? ' Smiley asked.

'Cosmo Restaurant, Praed Street, ten-thirty,
morning,’ the boy said, gabbling deliberately.
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Praed Street was five minutes' walk from
Westbourne Terrace. 'And where did you
take him, please?’

'‘Charlton.

'Charlton in south-east London?"

'Saint Somebody's Church off of Battle-of-the-
Nile Street. Ask for a pub called The
Defeated Frog.'

'Frog?’

'Frenchman.’

'Did you leave him there?'

'‘One hour walit, then back to Praed Street.'
'Did you make any other stops?"

'‘Once at a toy-shop going, once at a phone-
box coming back. Party bought a wooden
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duck on wheels.' He turned and, resting his
chin on the back of the seat, insolently held
his hands apart, indicating size. "Yellow job,’
he said. 'The phone call was local.’

'How do you know?"

'l lent him twopence, didn't I? Then he come
back and borrows himself two ten p's, for in-
case.’

asked him where he was calling from but he
just said he had plenty of change, Mostyn
nad said.

Passing the boy the ten-pound note, Smiley
reached for the door handle.

'You can tell your firm | didn't turn up,' he
said.

‘Tell 'em what | bloody like, can't I?'

Smiley climbed quickly out, just managing to
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close the door before the boy drove away at
the same frightful speed. Standing on the
pavement, he completed his second reading
of the letter, and by then he had it in his
memory for good. A woman, he thought,
trusting his first instinct. And she thinks she's
going to die. Well, so do we all, and we're
right. He was feigning lightheadedness to
himself, indifference. Each man has only a
guantum of compassion, he argued, and
mine Is used up for the day. But the letter
scared him all the same, and re-charged his
sense of urgency.

General, | do not wish to be dramatic but
some men are watching my house and | do
not think they are your friends or mine. This
morning | had an impression that they were
trying to kill me. Will you not send me your
magic friend once more?
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He had things to hide. To cache, as they
Insisted on saying at Sarratt. He took buses,
changing several times, watching his back,
dozing. The black motor-cycle with its side-
car had not reappeared; he could discern no
other surveillance. At a stationer's shop In
Baker Street he bought a large cardboard
box, some daily newspapers, some wrapping
paper and a reel of Scotch tape. He put
Vladimir's packet of cigarettes into the box,
together with Ostrakova's letter, and he
padded out the rest of the space with
newspaper. He wrapped the box and got his
fingers tangled in the Scotch tape. Scotch
tape had always defeated him. He wrote his
own name on the lid, 'To be called for.' He
paid off the cab at the Savoy Hotel, where he
consigned the box to the men's-cloakroom
attendant, together with a pound note.

'Not heavy enough for a bomb, is it, sir?' the
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attendant asked, and facetiously held the
parcel to his ear.

'l wouldn't be so sure,' said Smiley and they
shared a good laugh together.

Tell Max that it concerns the Sandman, he
thought. Vladimir, he wondered wistfully,
what was your other proof?

NINE

The low skyline was filled with cranes and
gasometers; lazy chimneys spouted ochre
smoke into the rainclouds. If it had not been
Saturday, Smiley would have used public
transport but on Saturdays he was prepared
to drive, though he lived on terms of mutual
hatred with the combustion engine. He had
crossed the river at Vauxhall Bridge.
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Greenwich lay behind him. He had entered
the flat, dismembered hinterland of the
docks. While the wiper blades shuddered,
large raindrops crept through the bodywork
of his unhappy little English car. Glum
children, sheltering in a bus-stop, said, '‘Keep
straight on, guv.' He had shaved and bathed,
but he had not slept. He had sent Vladimir's
telephone bill to Lacon, requesting a
breakdown of all traceable calls as a matter
of urgency. His mind, as he drove, was clearr,
but prey to anarchic changes of mood. He
was wearing a brown tweed overcoat, the
one he used for travelling. He navigated a
roundabout, mounted a rise, and suddenly a
fine Edwardian pub stood before him, under
the sign of a red-faced warrior. Battle-of-the-
Nile Street rose away from it towards an
Island of worn grass, and on the island stood
St Saviour's Church, built of stone and flint,
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proclaiming God's message to the crumbling
Victorian warehouses. Next Sunday's
preacher, said the poster, was a female
major in the Salvation Army, and in front of
the poster stood the lorry : a sixty-foot giant
trailer, crimson, its side windows fringed with
football pennants and a motley of foreign
registration stickers covering one door. It was
the biggest thing in sight, bigger even than
the church. Somewhere in the background
he heard a motor-bike engine slow down and
then start up again, but he didn't even bother
to look back. The familiar escort had followed
him since Chelsea; but fear, as he used to
preach at Sarratt, is always a matter of
selection.

Following the footpath, Smiley entered a
graveyard with no graves. Lines of
headstones made up the perimeter, a
climbing frame and three standard-pattern
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new houses occupied the central ground.
The first house was called Zion, the second
had no name at all, the third was called
Number Three. Each had wide windows but
Number Three had lace curtains, and when
he pushed the gate all he saw was one
shadow upstairs. He saw it stationary then
he saw it sink and vanish as if it had been
sucked into the floor, and for a second he
wondered, in a quite dreadful way, whether
he had just witnessed another murder. He
rang the bell and angel chimes exploded
iInside the house. The door was made of
rippled glass. Pressing his eye to it, he made
out brown stair carpet and what looked like a
perambulator. He rang the bell again and
neard a scream. It started low and grew
ouder and at first he thought it was a child,
then a cat, then a whistling kettle. It reached
Its zenith, held it, then suddenly stopped,
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either because someone had taken the kettle
off the boll or because it had blown its nozzle
off. He walked round to the back of the
house. It was the same as the front, except
for the drain-pipes and a vegetable patch,
and a tiny goldfish pond made of pre-cast
slab. There was no water in the pond, and
consequently no goldfish either, but in the
concrete bowl lay a yellow wooden duck on
its side. It lay with its beak open and its
staring eye turned to Heaven and two If its
wheels were still going round.

'Party bought a wooden duck on wheels,' the
minicab driver had said, turning to illustrate
with his white hands. '"Yellow job.’

The back door had a knocker. He gave a
light tap with it and tried the door handle,
which yielded. He stepped inside and closed
the door carefully behind him. He was
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standing in a scullery which led to a kitchen
and the first thing he noticed in the kitchen
was the kettle off the gas with a thin line of
steam curling from its silent whistle. And two
cups and a milk jug and a teapot on a tray.

'Mrs Craven?' he called softly. 'Stella?’

He crossed the dining-room and stood in the
nall, on the brown carpet beside the
nerambulator, and in his mind he was
making pacts with God; just no more deaths,
no more Vladimirs and | will worship You for
the rest of our respective lives.

'Stella? It's me. Max,' he said.

He pushed open the drawing-room door and
she was sitting in the corner on an easy chair
between the piano and window, watching
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him with cold determination. She was not
scared, but she looked as if she hated him.
She was wearing a long Asian dress and no
make-up. She was holding the child to her,
boy or girl he couldn't tell and couldn't
remember. She had its tousled head pressed
against her shoulder and her hand over its
mouth to stop it making a noise, and she was
watching him over the top of its head,
challenging and defying him.

'Where's Villem?' he asked.

Slowly she took her hand away and Smiley
expected the child to scream but instead it
stared at him in salute.

'His name's William,' she said quietly. 'Get
that straight, Max. That's his choice. William
Craven. British to the core. Not Estonian, not
Russian. British.' She was a beautiful
woman, black-haired and still. Seated in the
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corner holding her child, she seemed
permanently painted against the dark
background.

'l want to talk to him, Stella. I'm not asking
him to do anything. | may even be able to
help him.'

'I've heard that before, haven't I? He's out.
Gone to work where he belongs.'

Smiley digested this.

‘Then what's his lorry doing outside?' he
objected gently.

'He's gone to the depot. They sent a car for
him.'

Smiley digested this also.

‘Then who's the second cup for in the
kitchen?"
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'He's gone to the depot. They sent a car for
him.'

He went upstairs and she let him. There was
a door straight ahead of him and there were
doors to his left and right, both open, one to
the child's room, one to the main bedroom.
The door ahead of him was closed and when
he knocked there was no answer.

'Villem, it's Max,' he said. 'l have to talk to
you, please. Then I'll go and leave you In
peace, | promise.’

He repeated this word for word then went
down the steep stairs again to the drawing-
room. The child had begun crying loudly.

'Perhaps if you made that tea,' he suggested
between the child's sobs.

You're not talking to him alone, Max. I'm not
having you charm him off the tree again.'
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'l never did that. That was not my job.’

'He still thinks the world of you. That's
enough for me.’

'It's about Vladimir," Smiley said.

'l know what it's about. They've been ringing
half the night haven't they?'

'Who have?'

'"Where's Vladimir? Where's Vladi?" What
do they think William is? Jack the Ripper? He
hasn't had sound nor sight of Vladi for God
knows how long. Oh Beckie, darling, do be
quiet!" Striding across the room she found a
tin of biscuits under a heap of washing and
shoved one forcibly into the child's mouth.
'I'm not usually like this,' she said.

'Who's been asking for him?' Smiley insisted
gently.
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'‘Mikhel, who else? Remember Mikhel, our
Freedom Radio ace, Prime Minister
designate of Estonia, betting tout? Three
o'clock this morning while Beckie's cutting a
tooth, the bloody phone goes. It's Mikhel
doing his heavy-breathing act. "Where's
Viadi, Stella? Where's our Leader?" | said to
him : "You're daft, aren't you? You think it's
harder to tap the phone when people only
whisper? You're barking mad," | said to him.
"Stick to racehorses and get out of politics," |
told him.'

'Why was he so worried?' Smiley asked.

'Vladi owed him money, that's why. Fifty
qguid. Probably lost it on a horse together,
one of their many losers. He'd promised to
bring it round to Mikhel's place and have a
game of chess with him. In the middle of the
night, mark you. They're insomniacs
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apparently, as well as patriots. Our leader
hadn't shown up. Drama. "Why the hell
should William know where he is?" | ask him.
"Go to sleep." An hour later who's back on
the line? Breathing as before? Our Major
Mikhel once more, hero of the Royal
Estonian Cavalry, clicking our heels and
apologizing. He's been round to Vladi's pad,
banged on the door, rung the bell. There's
nobody at home. "Lcok, Mikhel," | said, "he's
not here, we're not hiding him in the attic, we
haven't seen him since Beckie's christening,
we haven't heard from him. Right? William's
just in from Hamburg, he needs sleep, and
I'm not waking him."

'So he rang off again,’ Smiley suggested.

'Did he hell! He's a leech. "Villem is Vladi's
favourite," he says. "What for?" | say. "The
three-thirty at Ascot? Look, go to bloody
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sleep!" "Vladimir always said to me, if ever
anything went wrong, | should go to Villem,"
he said. "So what do you want him to do?" |
said. "Drive up to town in the trailer and bang
on Vladi's door as well?" Jesus!'

She sat the child on a chair. Where she
stayed, contentedly cropping her bisculit.

There was the sound of a door slammed
violently, followed by fast footsteps coming
down the stairs.

'William's right out of it, Max,' Stella warned,
staring straight at Smiley. 'He's not political
and he's not slimy, and he's got over his dad
being a martyr. He's a big boy now and he's
going to stand on his own feet. Right? | said,
"Right?""

Smiley had moved to the far end of the room
to give himself distance from the door. Villem
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strode in purposefully, still wearing his track
suit and running shoes, about ten years
Stella's junior and somehow too slight for his
own safety. He perched himself on the sofa,
at the edge, his intense gaze switching
between his wife and Smiley as if wondering
which of them would spring first. His high
forenead looked strangely white under his
dark, swept-back hair. He had shaved, and
shaving had filled out his face, making him
even younger. His eyes, red-rimmed from
driving, were brown and passionate.

'Hullo, Villem," Smiley said.
'‘William," Stella corrected him.

Villem nodded tautly, acknowledging both
forms.
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'Hullo, Max,' said Villem. On his lap, his
hands found and held each other. '"How you
doing, Max? That's the way, huh?’

'l gather you've already heard the news
about Vladimir," Smiley said.

'News? What news, please?"

Smiley took his time. Watching him, sensing
his stress.

‘That he's disappeared,' Smiley replied quite
lightly, at last. 'l gather his friends have been
ringing you up at unsocial hours.'

'Friends?' Villem shot a dependent glance at
Stella. 'Old émigres, drink tea, play chess all
day, politics? Talk crazy dreams? Mikhel Is
not my friend, Max.'

He spoke swiftly, with impatience for this
foreign language which was such a poor
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substitute for his own. Whereas Smiley
spoke as if he had all day.

'‘But Vladi is your friend,' he objected. 'Viadi
was your father's friend before you. They
were In Paris together. Brothers-in-arms.
They came to England together.’

Countering the weight of this suggestion,
Villem's small body became a storm of
gestures. His hands parted and made furious
arcs, his brown hair lifted and fell flat again.

'Sure! Vladimir, he was my father's friend.
His good friend. Also of Beckie the
godfather, okay? But not for politics. Not any
more.' He glanced at Stella, seeking her
approval. 'Me, | am William Craven. | got
English home, English wife, English kid,
English name. Okay?'

'And an English job," Stella put in quietly,
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watching him.

'A good job! Know how much | earn, Max?
We buy house. Maybe a car, okay?"

Something in Villem's manner - his glibness
perhaps, or the energy of his protest - had
caught the attention of his wife, for now
Stella was studying him as intently as Smiley
was, and she began to hold the baby
distractedly, almost without interest.

'When did you last see him, William?' Smiley
asked.

'Who, Max? See who? | don't understand
you, please.’

‘Tell him, BIll," Stella ordered her husband,
not moving her eyes from him for a moment.

'When did you last see Vladimir?' Smiley
repeated patiently.
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'Long time, Max.'
'Weeks?'

'Sure. Weeks.'
'Months?'

'Months. Six months! Seven! At christening.
He was godfather, we make a party. But no
politics.’

Smiley's silences had begun to produce an
awkward tension. 'And not since?' he asked
at last.

'No.'
'What time did William get back yesterday?"
'Early,' she said.

'As early as ten o'clock in the morning?”

'Could have been. | wasn't here. | was
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visiting Mother.'

'Vladimir drove down here yesterday by taxi,’
he explained. still to Stella. 'l think he saw
William.'

Nobody helped him, not Smiley, not his wife.
Even the child kept still.

'On his way here Vladimir bought a toy. The
taxi waited an hour down the lane and took
him away again, back to Paddington where
he lives,' Smiley said, still being very careful
to keep the present tense.

Villem had found his voice at last : 'Vladi is of
Beckie the godfather!" he protested with
another flourish, as his English threatened to
desert him entirely. 'Stella don't like him, so
he must come here like a thief, okay? He
bring my Beckie toy, okay? Is a crime
already, Max? Is a law, an old man cannot
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bring to his godchild toys?"

Once again neither Smiley nor Stella spoke.
They were both waiting for the same
Inevitable collapse.

'Vladi is old man, Max! Who knows when he
sees his Beckie again? He is friend of family!’

'Not of this family,’' said Stella. 'Not any
more.’

'He was friend of my father! Comrade! In
Paris they fight together Bolshevism. So he
brings to Beckie a toy. Why not, please?
Why not, Max?"'

'"You said you bought the bloody thing
yourself.' said Stella. Putting a hand to her
breast, she closed a button as If to cut him
off.

Villem swung to Smiley, appealing to him :
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'Stella don't like the old man, okay? Is afraid |
make more politics with him, okay? So | don't
tell Stella. She goes to see her mother in
Staines hospital and while she is away Vladi
makes a small visit to see Beckie, say hullo,
why not?' In desperation he actually leapt to
his feet, flinging up his arms in too much
protest. 'Stella!" he cried. 'Listen to me! So
Vladi don't get home last night? Please, | am
so sorry! But it iIs not my fault, okay? Max!
That Vladi is an old man! Lonely. So maybe
he finds a woman once. Okay? So he can't
do much with her, but he still likes her
company. For this he was pretty famous, |
think! Okay? Why not?"

'‘And before yesterday?' Smiley asked, after
an age. Villem seemed not to understand, So
Smiley paced out the question again : 'You
saw Vladimir yesterday. He came by taxi and
brought a yellow wooden duck for Beckie. On
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wheels.'
'Sure.’

'Very well. But before yesterday - not
counting yesterday when did you last see
him?"

Some questions are hazard, some are
Instinct, some - like this one - are based on a
premature understanding that is more than
Instinct, but less than knowledge.

Villem wiped his lips on the back of his hand.
'Monday,' he said miserably. 'l see him
Monday. He ring me, we meet. Sure.’

Then Stella whispered, 'Oh William,' and held
the child upright against her, a little soldier,
while she peered downward at the haircord
carpet waiting for her feelings to right
themselves.
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The phone began ringing. Like an infuriated
iInfant Villem sprang at it, lifted the receiver,
slammed it back on the cradle, then threw
the whole telephone on to the floor and
kicked the receliver clear. He sat down.

Stella turned to Smiley : 'l want you to go,’
she said. 'l want you to walk out of here and
never come back. Please Max. Now.'

For a time Smiley seemed to consider this
request quite seriously. He looked at Villem
with avuncular affection; he looked at Stella.
Then he delved in his inside pocket and
pulled out a folded copy of the day's first
edition of the Evening Standard and handed
it to Stella rather than to Villem, partly
because he guessed that Villem would break
down.

'I'm afraid Vladi's disappeared for good,
William," he said in a tone of simple regret.
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'It's In the papers. He's been shot dead. The
police will want to ask you guestions. | have
to hear what happened and tell you how to
answer them.'

Then Villem said something hopeless in
Russian and Stella, moved by his tone if not
his words, put down one child and went to
comfort the other, and Smiley might not have
been in the room at all. So he sat for a while
quite alone, thinking of Vladimir's piece of
negative film - indecipherable until he turned
It to positive - nestling Iin its box in the Savoy
Hotel with the anonymous letter from Paris
that he could do nothing about. And of the
second proof, wondering what it was, and
how the old man had carried it, and
supposing it was in his wallet; but believing
also that he would never know.
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Villem sat bravely as if he were already
attending Vladimir's funeral. Stella sat at his
side with her hand on his, Beckie the child
lay on the floor and slept. Occasionally as
Villem talked, tears rolled unashamedly down
his pale cheeks.

'For the others | give nothing,' said Villem.
'For Vladi everything. | love this man.' He
began again : 'After the death of my father,
Vladi become father to me. Sometimes |
even say him : "my father". Not uncle.
Father.'

'Perhaps we could start with Monday,' Smiley
suggested. 'With the first meeting.'

Vladi had telephoned, said Villem. It was the
first time Villem had heard from him or from
anybody in the Group for months. Viadi
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telephoned Villem at the depot, out of the
blue, while Villem was consolidating his load
and checking his trans-shipment papers with
the office before leaving for Dover. That was
the arrangement, Villem said, that was how it
had been left with the Group. He was out of
it, as they all were, more or less, but if he
was ever urgently needed he could be
reached at the depot on a Monday morning,
not at home because of Stella. Viadi was
Beckie's godfather and as godfather could
ring the house any time. But not on business.
Never.

'l ask him : "Vladi! What do you want? Listen,
how are you?"

Vladimir was in a call box down the road. He
wanted a personal conversation immediately.
Against all the employers' regulations Villem

picked him up at the roundabout and
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VIadimir rode half the way to Dover with him :
'black," said Villem meaning 'illegally'. The old
boy was carrying a rush basket full of
oranges, but Villem had not been of a mood
to ask him why he should saddle himself with
pounds of oranges. At first Vladimir had
talked about Paris and Villem's father, and
the great struggles they had shared; then he
talked about a small favour Villem could do
for him. For the sake of old times a small
favour. For the sake of the Group, of which
Villem's father had once been such a hero.

'l tell him : "Vladi, this small favour is
Impossible for me. | promise Stella :
Isimpossible!"

Stella's hand left her husband's side and she
sat alone, torn between wishing to console
him for the old man's death and her hurt at
his broken promise.
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Just a small favour, Vladimir had insisted.
Small, no trouble, no risk, but very helpful to
our cause : also Villem's duty. Then Vladi
produced snaps he had taken of Beckie at
the christening. They were in a yellow Kodak
envelope, the prints on one side and the
negatives in protective cellophane on the
other and the chemist's blue docket still
stapled to the outside, all as innocent as the
day.

For a while they admired them till Vladimir
said suddenly : 'lt is for Beckie, Villem. What
we do, we do for Beckie's future.’

Hearing Villem repeat this, Stella clenched
her fists, and when she looked up again she
was resolute and somehow much older, with
Islands of tiny wrinkles at the comer of each
eye.

Villem went on with his story : 'Then Vladimir
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tell to me, "Villem. Every Monday you are
driving to Hanover and Hamburg, returning
Friday. How long you stay in Hamburg,
please?"’

To which Villem had replied as short a time
as possible, depending on how long it took
him to reload, depending on whether he
delivered to the agent or to the addressee,
depending what time of day he arrived and
how many hours he already had on his
sheet. Depending on his return load, Iif he
had one. There were more questions of this
sort, which Villem now related, many trivial -
where Villem slept on the journey, where he
ate - and Smiley knew that the old man in a
rather monstrous way was doing what he
would have done himself; he was talking
Villem into a corner, making him answer as a
prelude to making him obey. And only after
this did Vladimir explain to Villem, using all
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his military and family authority, just what he
wished Villem to do :

'He say to me : "Villem, take these oranges
to Hamburg for me. Take this basket." "What
for?" | ask him. "General, why do | take this
basket?" Then he give me fifty pounds. "For
emergencies," he tell to me. "In emergency,
here is fifty pounds." "But why do | take this
basket?" | ask him. "What emergency Is
considered here, General?"'

Then Vladimir recited to Villem his
Instructions, and they included fallbacks and
contingencies - even, If necessary, staying
an extra night on the strength of the fifty
pounds - and Smiley noticed how the old
man had insisted upon Moscow Rules,
exactly as he had with Mostyn, and how
there was too much, as there always had
been - the older he got, the more the old boy
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had tied himself up in the skeins of his own
conspiracies. Villem should lay the yellow
Kodak envelope containing Beckie's
photograph on the top of the oranges, he
should take his stroll down to the front of the
cabin - all as Villem, in the event had done,
ne said - and the envelope was the letter-
00X, and the sign that it had been filled would
pe a chalk mark 'also yellow like the
envelope, which is the tradition of our Group,
said Villem.

'‘And the safety signal?' Smiley asked. 'The
signal that says "I am not being followed?" '

'Was Hamburg newspaper from yesterday,’
Villem replied swiftly - but on this subject, he
confessed, he had had a small difference
with Vladimir, despite all the respect he owed
to him as a leader, as a General, and as his
father's friend.
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'He tell to me, "Villem, you carry that
newspaper in your pocket." But | tell to him :
"Vladi, please, look at me, | have only track
sult, no pockets." So he say, "Villem, then
carry the newspaper under your arm.""

'Bill," Stella breathed, with a sort of awe. 'Oh
Bill, you stupid bloody fool." She turned to
Smiley. 'l mean, why didn't they just put it In
the bloody post, whatever it Is, and be done
with 1t?’

Because It was a negative, and only
negatives are acceptable by Moscow Rules.
Because the General had a terror of
betrayal, Smiley thought. The old boy saw it
everywhere, in everyone around him. And if
death is the ultimate judge, he was right.

'‘And it worked?' Smiley said finally to Villem
with great gentleness. 'The hand-over
worked?'
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'Sure! It work fine,' Villem agreed heartily,
and darted Stella a defiant glance

'‘And did you have any idea, for instance,
who might have been your contact at this
meeting?'

Then with much hesitation, and after much
prompting, some of it from Stella, Villem told
that also : about the hollowed face that had
looked so desperate and had reminded him
of his father; about the warning stare which
was either real or he had imagined it
because he was so excited. How sometimes,
when he watched football on the television,
which he liked to do very much, the camera
caught someone's face or expression, and it
stuck in your memory for the rest of the
match, even If you never saw It again - and
how the face on the steamer was of this sort
exactly. He described the flicked horns of
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hair, and with his fingertips he lightly drew
deep grooves in his own unmarked cheeks.
He described the man's smallness, and even
his sexiness - Villem said he could tell. He
described his own feelings of being warned
by the man, warned to take care of a
precious thing. Villem would look the same
way himself - he told Stella with a sudden
flourish of Iimagined tragedy - If there was
another war, and fighting, and he had to give
away Beckie to a stranger to look after! And
this was the cue for more tears, and more
reconciliation, and more lamentations about
the old man's death, to which Smiley's next
guestion inevitably contributed.

'So you brought the yellow envelope back,
and yesterday when the General came down
with Beckie's duck, you handed him the
envelope,' he suggested, as mildly as he
knew how, but it was still some while before
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a plain narrative emerged.

It was Villem's habit, he said, before driving
home on Fridays, to sleep at the depot for a
few hours in the cab, then shave and drink a
cup of tea with the boys so that he arrived
home feeling steady, rather than nervous
and bad-tempered. It was a trick he had
learned from the older hands, he said : not to
rush home, you only regret it. But yesterday
was different, he said, and besides - lapsing
suddenly into monosyllabic nicknames - Stell
had taken Beck to Staines to see her mum.
So he for once came straight home, rang
Vladimir and gave him the code word which
they had agreed on in advance.

'Rang him where?' Smiley asked, softly
Interruping.
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‘At flat. He told me : "Phone me only at flat.
Never at library. Mikhel is good man, but he
IS not informed." '

And, Villem continued, within a short time -
he forgot how long -Vladimir had arrived at
the house by minicab, a thing he had never
done before, bringing the duck for Beck.
Villem handed him the yellow envelope of
snapshots and Vladimir took them to the
window and very slowly, 'like they were
sacred from a church, Max," with his back to
Villem, Vladimir held the negatives one after
the other to the light till he apparently found
the one he was looking for, and after that he
went on gazing at it for a long time.

'Just one?' Smiley asked swiftly - his mind
upon the two proofs again - 'One negative?'

'Sure.’
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'One frame, or one strip?’

Frame : Villem was certain. One small frame.
Yes, thirty-five millimetre, like his own Agfa
automatic. No, Villem had not been able to
see what it contained, whether writing or
what. He had seen Vladimir, that was all.

'Vladi was red, Max. Wild in the face, Max,
bright with his eyes. He was old man.’

'‘And on your journey,' Smiley said,
Interrupting Villem's story to ask this crucial
guestion. 'All the way home from Hamburg,
you never once thought to look?’

'Was secret, Max. Was military secret.’

Smiley glanced at Stella.

'‘He wouldn't,' she said in answer to his
unspoken guestion. 'He's too straight.’

Smiley believed her.
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Villem took up his story again. Having put the
yellow envelope in his pocket, Viadimir took
Villem into the garden and thanked him,
nolding Villem's hand in both of his, telling
nim that it was a great thing he had done, the
pest; that Villem was his father's son, a finer
soldier even than his father - the best
Estonian stock, steady, conscientious and
reliable; that with this photograph they could
repay many debts and do great damage to
the Bolsheviks; that the photograph was a
proof, a proof impossible to ignore. But of
what, he did not say - only that Max would
see It, and believe, and remember. Villem
didn't quite know why they had to go into the
garden but he supposed that the old man In
his excitement had become scared of
microphones, for he was already talking a lot
about security.
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'l take him to gate but not to taxi. He tell me |
must not come to taxi. "Villem, | am old
man," he say to me. We speak Russian.
"Next week maybe | fall dead. Who cares?
Today we have won great battle. Max will be
greatly proud of us."'

Struck by the aptness of the General's last
words to him, Villem again bounded to his
feet in fury, his brown eyes smouldering.
'Was Soviets! ' he shouted. 'Was Soviet
spies, Max, they kill Vladimir ! He know too
much!’

'So do you,' said Stella, and there was a long
and awkward silence. 'So do we all,' she
added, with a glance at Smiley.

‘That's all he said?' Smiley asked. '‘Nothing
else, about the value of what you had done,
for instance? Just that Max would believe?"
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Villem shook his head.

'‘About there being other proofs, for
Instance?"

Nothing, said Villem : no more.

'Nothing to explain how he had
communicated with Hamburg in the first
place, set up the arrangements? Whether

others of the Group were involved? Please
think.'

Villem thought, but without result.

'So who have you told this to, William, apart
from me?' Smiley asked.

'Nobody! Max, nobody!
'‘He hasn't had time,' said Stella.

'Nobody! On journey | sleep in cab, save ten
pounds a night subsistence. We buy house
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with this money! In Hamburg | tell nobody! At
depot nobody!

'Had Vladimir told anyone - anyone that you
know of, that IS?'

'From the Group nobody only Mikhel, which
was necessary, but not all, even to Mikhel. |
ask to him : "Vladimir, who knows | do this
for you?" "Only Mikhel a very little," he say.
"Mikhel lends me money, lends me
photocopier, he is my friend. But even to
friends we cannot trust. Enemies | do not
fear, Villem. But friends | fear greatly." '

Smiley spoke to Stella : 'If the police do
come here,' he said. 'lf they do, they will only
know that Vladimir drove down here
yesterday. They'll have got on to the cab
driver, as | did.’

She was watching him with her large shrewd
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eyes.
'S0?' she asked.

'So don't tell them the rest. They know all
they need. Any more could be an
embarrassment to them.’

"To them or to you?' Stella asked.

'Vladimir came here yesterday to see Beckie
and bring her a present. That's the cover
story, just as William first told it. He didn't
know you'd taken her to see your mother. He
found William here, they talked old times and
strolled in the garden. He couldn't wait too
long because of the taxi, so he left without
seeing you or his god-daughter. That's all
there was.'

'Were you here?' Stella was still watching
him.
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'If they ask about me, yes. | came here today
and gave you the bad news. The police don't
mind that Villem belonged to the Group. It's
only the present that matters to them.'

Smiley returned his attention to Villem. 'Tell
me, did you bring anything else for Viadimir?"'
he asked. 'Apart from what was in the
envelope? A present perhaps? Something
he liked and couldn't buy himself?

Villem concentrated energetically upon the
guestion before replying. 'Cigarettes! ' he
cried suddenly. 'On boat, | buy him French
cigarettes as gift. Gauloises, Max. He like
very much! "Gauloises Caporal, with filter,
Villem." Sure!'

'‘And the fifty pounds he had borrowed from
Mikhel?' Smiley asked.

'l give back. Sure.’

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (296 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

'All?' said Smiley.

'All. Cigarettes was gift. Max, | love this man.’

Stella saw him to the door and at the door he
gently took her arm and led her a few steps
Into the garden out of earshot of her
husband.

'You're out of date,' she told him. 'Whatever it
IS you're doing, sooner or later one side or
the other will have to stop. You're like the
Group.’

'‘Be quiet and listen,' said Smiley. 'Are you
listening?"’

'Yes.

'William's to speak to no one about this.
Whom does he like to talk to at the depot?’
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'The whole world.’

'‘Well, do what you can. Did anybody else
ring apart from Mikhel? A wrong-number call
even? Ring - then ring off?’

She thought, then shook her head.

'Did anyone come to the door? Salesman,
market researcher, religious evangelist.
Canvasser. Anyone? You're sure?’

As she continued staring at him her eyes
seemed to acquire real knowledge of him,
and appreciation. Then again she shook her
head, denying him the complicity he was
asking for.

'Stay away, Max. All of you. Whatever
happens, however bad it is. He's grown up.
He doesn't need a vicar any more.'

She watched him leave, perhaps to make

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (298 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

sure he really went. For a while as he drove,
the notion of Vladimir's piece of negative film
nestling in its box consumed him like hidden
money whether it was still safe, whether he
should inspect it or convert it, since it had
neen brought through the lines at the cost of
ife. But by the time he approached the river
ne had other thoughts and purposes.
Eschewing Chelsea, he joined the
northbound Saturday traffic, which consisted
mainly of young families with old cars. And
one motor-bike with a black side-car, clinging
faithfully to his tail all the way to Bloomsbury.

TEN

The Free Baltic Library was on the third floor
over a dusty antiguarian bookshop that
specialized in the Spirit. Its little windows
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sguinted into a forecourt of the British
Museum. Smiley reached the place by way
of a winding wooden staircase, passing on
his ponderous climb several aged hand-
drawn signs pulling at their drawing-pins and
a stack of brown toliletry boxes belonging to a
chemist's shop next door. Gaining the top, he
discovered himself thoroughly out of breath
and wisely paused before pressing the bell.
Waiting, he was assailed in his momentary
exhaustion by a hallucination. He had the
delusion that he kept visiting the same high
place over and over again : the safe flat in
Hampstead, Vladimir's garret in Westbourne
Terrace, and now this haunted backwater
from the fifties, once a rallying point of the so-
called Bloomsbury Irregulars. He fancied
they 'were all a single place, a single proving
ground for virtues not yet stated. The illusion
passed, and he gave three short rings, one
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long, wondering whether they had changed
the signal, doubting it; still worrying about
Villem or perhaps Stella, or perhaps just the
child. He heard a close creak of floor-boards
and guessed he was being examined
through a spyhole by someone a foot away
from him. The door swiftly opened, he
stepped into a gloomy hall as two wiry arms
hugged him in their grip. He smelt body-heat
and sweat and cigarette smoke and an
unshaven face pressed against his own - left
cheek, right cheek, as if to bestow a medal -
once more to the left for particular affection.

'‘Max,' Mikhel murmured In a voice that was
itself a requiem. 'You came. | am glad. | had
hoped but | did not dare expect. | was
waiting for you nevertheless. | waited all day
till now. He loved you, Max. You were the
best. He said so always. You were his
iInspiration. He told me. His example.’
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'I'm sorry, Mikhel,' Smiley said. 'I'm really
sorry.’

'As we all are, Max. As we all are.
Inconsolable. But we are soldiers.'

He was dapper, and hollow-backed, and trim
as the ex-major of horse he professed to be.
His brown eyes, reddened by the night
watch, had a becoming droopiness. He wore
a black blazer over his shoulders like a cloak
and black boots much polished which could
Indeed have been for riding. His grey hair
was groomed with military correctness, his
moustache thick but carefully clipped. His
face was at first glance youthful and only a
close look at the crumbling of its pale surface
Into countless tiny deltas revealed his years.
Smiley followed him to the library. It ran the
width of the house and was divided by
alcoves into vanished countries - Latvia,
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Lithuania, and not least Estonia and in each
alcove were a table and a flag and at several
tables there were chess sets laid out for play,
but nobody was playing, nobody was reading
either; nobody was there, except for one
blonde, broad woman in her forties wearing a
short skirt and ankle socks. Her yellow hair,
dark at the roots, was knotted in a severe
bun, and she lounged beside a samovar
reading a travel magazine showing birch
forests in the autumn. Drawing level with her,
Mikhel paused and seemed about to make
an introduction, but at the sight of Smiley,
her glance flared with an intense and
unmistakable anger. She looked at him, her
mouth curled in contempt, she looked away
through the rain-smeared window. Her
cheeks were shiny from weeping and there
were olive bruises under her heavy-lidded
eyes.

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (303 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

'Elvira loved him also very much,' Mikhel
observed by way of explanation when they
were out of her hearing. 'He was a brother to
her. He instructed her.'

'Elvira?’

'‘My wife, Max. After many years we are
married. | resisted. It is not always good for
our work. But | owe her this security.'

They sat down. Around them and along the
walls hung martyrs of forgotten movements.
This one already In prison, photographed
through wire. That one dead and -like
VIadimir - they had pulled back the sheet to
expose his bloodied face. A third, laughing,
wore the baggy cap of a partisan and carried
a long-barrelled rifle. From down the room
they heard a small explosion followed by a
rich Russian oath. Elvira, bride of Mikhel,
was lighting the samovar.

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (304 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

'I'm sorry,' Smiley repeated.

Enemies | do not fear, Villem, thought
Smiley. But friends | fear greatly.

They were In Mikhel's private alcove that he
called his office. An old-fashioned telephone
lay on the table beside a Remington upright
typewriter like the one in Vladimir's flat.
Somebody must once have bought lots of
them, thought Smiley. But the focus was a
high hand-carved chair with barley-twist legs
and a monarchic crest embroidered on the
back. Mikhel sat on it primly, knees and
boots together, a proxy king too small for his
throne. He had lit a cigarette, which he held
vertically from below. Above him a pall of
tobacco smoke hung exactly where Smiley
remembered It. In the waste-paper basket,
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Smiley noticed several discarded copies of
Sporting Life.

'He was a leader, Max, he was a hero,’
Mikhel declared. 'We must try to profit from
his courage and example.' He paused as if
expecting Smiley to write this down for
publication. 'In such cases it is natural to ask
oneself how one can possibly carry on. Who
IS worthy to follow him? Who has his stature,
his honour, his sense of destiny? Fortunately
our movement Is a continuing process. It is
greater than anyone individual, even than
anyone group.’

Listening to Mikhel's polished phrases,
staring at his polished boots, Smiley found
himself marvelling at the man's age. The
Russians occupied Estonia in 1940, he
recalled. To have been a cavalry officer,
Mikhel would have to be sixty if a day. He
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tried to assemble the rest of Mikhel's
turbulent biography - the long road through
foreign wars and untrusted ethnic brigades,
all the chapters of history contained in this
one little body. He wondered how old the
boots were.

‘'Tell me about his last days, Mikhel," Smiley
suggested. 'Was he active to the very end?

'‘Completely active, Max, active in all
respects. As a patriot. As a man. As a
eader.’

Her expression as contemptuous as before,
Elvira put the tea before them, two cups with
lemon, and small marzipan cakes. In motion
she was insinuating, with fluid haunches and
a sullen hint of challenge. Smiley tried to
remember her background also, but it eluded
him or perhaps he had never known it. He
was a brother to her, he thought. He
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Instructed her. But something from his own
life had long ago warned him to mistrust
explanations, particularly of love.

'‘And as a member of the Group?' Smiley
asked when she had left them. 'Also active?"

'‘Always,' said Mikhel gravely.

There was a small pause while each man
politely waited for the other to continue.

'Who do you think did it, Mikhel? Was he
betrayed?’

'Max, you know as well as | do who did it. We
are all of us at risk. All of us. The call can
come any time. Important is, we must be
ready for it. Myself | am a soldier, | am
prepared, | am ready. If | go, Elvira has her
security. That is all. For the Bolshevites we
exiles remain enemy number one.
Anathema. Where they can, they destroy us.
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Still. As once they destroyed our churches
and our villages and our schools and our
culture. And they are right, Max. They are
right to be afraid of us. Because one day we
shall defeat them.'

'‘But why did they choose this particular
moment?' Smiley objected gently after this
somewhat ritualistic pronouncement. 'They
could have killed Vladimir years ago.'

Mikhel had produced a flat tin box with two
tiny rollers on it like a mangle, and a packet
of coarse yellow cigarette-papers. Having
licked a paper, he laid it on the rollers and
poured in black tobacco. A snap, the mangle
turned, and there on the silvered surface lay
one fat, loosely packed cigarette. He was
about to help himself to it when Elvira came
over and took it. He rolled another and
returned the box to his pocket.
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'‘Unless Vladi was up to something, |
suppose,' Smiley continued after these
staged manoeuvres. 'Unless he provoked
them in some way - which he might have
done, knowing him.’

'Who can tell?' Mikhel said and blew some
more smoke carefully into the air above
them.

'Well you can Mikhel, if anyone can. Surely
he confided in you. You were his right-hand
man for twenty years or more. First Paris,
then here. Don't tell me he didn't trust you,'
sald Smiley ingenuously.

'Our leader was a secretive man, Max. This
was his strength. He had to be. It was a
military necessity.'

'‘But not towards you, surely?' Smiley
Insisted, Iin his most flattering tone. 'His Paris
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adjutant. His aide-de-camp. His confidential
secretary? Come, you do yourself an
Injustice!’

Leaning forward in his throne Mikhel placed
a small hand stricdy across his heart. His
brown voice took on an even deeper tone.

'Max. Even towards me. At the end, even
towards Mikhel. It was to shield me. To spare
me dangerous knowledge. He said to me
even : "Mikhel, it is better that you - even you
- do not know what the past has thrown up." |
Implored him. In vain. He came to me one
evening. Here. | was asleep upstairs. He
gave the special ring on the bell : "Mikhel, |
need fifty pounds." '

Elvira returned, this time with an empty
ashtray, and as she put it on the table Smiley
felt a surge of tension like the sudden
working of a drug. He experienced it driving
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sometimes, waiting for a crash that didn't
happen. And he experienced it with Ann,
watching her return from some supposedly
Innocuous engagement and knowing - simply
knowing - it was not.

'When was this?' he asked when she had left
again.

"Twelve days ago. One week last Monday.
From his manner | am able to discern
iImmediately that this is an official affair. He
has never before asked me for money.
"General," | say to him. "You are making a
conspiracy. Tell me what it is." But he shakes
his head. "Listen," I tell him, "if this is a
conspiracy, take my advice, go to Max." He
refused. "Mikhel," he tells me. "Max Is a good
man, but he does not have confidence any
more In our Group. He wishes, even, that we
end our struggle. But when | have landed the
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big fish | am hoping for, then | shall go to
Max and claim our expenses and perhaps
many things besides. But this | do
afterwards, not before. Meanwhile | cannot
conduct my business in a dirty shirt. Please
Mikhel. Lend me fifty pounds. In all my life
this iIs my most important mission. It reaches
far into our past." His words exactly. In my
wallet | had fifty pounds - fortunately | had
that day made a successful investment - |
give them to him. "General," | said. "Take all
| have. My possessions are yours. Please,"’
said Mikhel and to punctuate this gesture - or
to authenticate it - drew heavily at his yellow
cigarette.

In the grimy window above them Smiley had
glimpsed the reflection of Elvira standing half-
way down the room, listening to their
conversation. Mikhel had also seen her and
had even shot her an evil frown, but he
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seemed unwilling, and perhaps unable, to
order her away.

"That was very good of you,' Smiley said after
a suitable pause.

'Max, it was my duty. From the heart. | know
no other law.’

She despises me for not helping the old

man, thought Smiley. She was in on it, she
Knew, and now she despises me for not
nelping him in his hour of need. He was a
orother to her, he remembered. He instructed
ner.

'‘And this approach to you - this request for
operational funds,' said Smiley. 'It came out
of the blue? There'd been nothing before, to
tell you he was up to something big?’

Again Mikhel frowned, taking his time, and it
was clear that Mikhel did not care too much
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for questions.

'Some months ago, perhaps two, he received
a letter,' he said cautiously. 'Here, to this
address.’

'Did he receive so few?'

'This letter was special,’ said Mikhel, with the
same air of caution, and suddenly Smiley
realized that Mikhel was In what the Sarratt
Inquisitors called the loser's corner, because
he did not know - he could only guess - how
much or how little Smiley knew already.
Therefore Mikhel would give up his
Information jealously, hoping to read the
strength of Smiley's hand while he did so.

'Who was it from?"

Mikhel, as so often, answered a slightly
different question.
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'It was from Paris, Max, a long letter, many
pages, handwritten. Addressed to the
General personally, not Miller. To General
Vladimir, most personal. On the envelope
was written Most Personal, in French. The
letter arrived, | lock it In my desk; at eleven
o'clock he walks in as usual : "Mikhel, |
salute you." Sometimes, believe me, we
even saluted each other. | hand him the
letter, he sat' - he pointed towards Elvira's
end of the room - 'he sat down, opened it
quite carelessly, as if he had no expectation
from it, and | saw him gradually become
preoccupied. Absorbed. | would say
fascinated. Impassioned even. | spoke to
him. He didn't answer. | spoke again - you
know his ways - he ignored me totally. He
went for a walk. "l shall return," he said.’

‘Taking the letter?’
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'Of course. It was his fashion, when he had a
great matter to consider, to go for a walk.
When he returned, | noticed a deep
excitement in him. A tension. "Mikhel." You
know how he spoke. All must obey. "Mikhel.
Get out the photocopier. Put some paper in it
for me. | have a document to copy." | asked
him how many copies. One. | ask him how
many sheets. "Seven. Please stand at five
paces' distance while | operate the machine,"
he tells me. 'l cannot involve you In this
matter." '

Once again, Mikhel indicated the spot as If it
proved the absolute veracity of his story. The
black copier stood on its own table, like an

old steam-engine, with rollers, and holes for
pouring in the different chemicals. 'The
General was not mechanical, Max. | set up
the machine for him - then | stood - here - so -
calling out instructions to him across the
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room. When he had finished, he stood over
the copies while they dried, then folded them
Into his pocket.'

'‘And the original?’
"'This also he put in his pocket.’

'S0 you never read the letter?' Smiley said, In
a tone of light commiseration.

'No, Max. | am sad to tell you I did not.'

'But you saw the envelope. You had it here
to give to him when he arrived.’

'l told you, Max. It was from Paris.’
'Which district?’

The hesitation again : 'The fifteenth,' said
Mikhel. 'l believe it was the fifteenth. Where
many of our people used to be.'

'‘And the date? Can you be more precise
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about 1t? You said about two months.'

'Early September. | would say early
September. Late August Is possible. Say six
weeks ago, around.’

'The address on the envelope was also
handwritten?"

It was, Max. It was.’

'What colour was the envelope?"
‘Brown.'

'‘And the Ink?"

'l suppose blue.’

'Was it sealed?"
'Please?"

'Was the envelope sealed with sealing-wax
or adhesive tape? Or was It just gummed In
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the ordinary way?"

Mikhel shrugged, as if such details were
beneath him.

'‘But the sender had put his name on the
outside, presumably?' Smiley persisted

ightly.
f he had, Mikhel was not admitting it.

For a moment Smiley allowed his mind to
dwell upon the brown envelope cached in the
Savoy cloakroom, and the passionate plea
for help it contained. This morning | had an
Impression that they were trying to kill me.
Will you not send me your magic friend once
more? Postmark Paris, he thought. The 15th
district. After the first letter, Vladimir gave the
writer his home address, he thought. Just as
he gave his home telephone number to
Villem. After the first letter, Vladimir made
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sure he bypassed Mikhel.

A phone rang and Mikhel answered it at
once, with a brief 'Yes?' then listened.

‘Then put me five each way,' he muttered,
and rang off with magisterial dignity.

Approaching the main purpose of his visit to
Mikhel, Smiley took care to proceed with
great respect. He remembered that Mikhel -
who by the time he joined the Group in Paris
had seen the inside of half the interrogation
centres of Eastern Europe - had a way of
slowing down when he was prodded, and by
this means in his day had driven the Sarratt
iInquisitors half mad.

'‘May | ask you something, Mikhel?' Smiley
said, selecting a line that was oblique to the
main thrust of his enquiry.

'Please.’
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‘That evening when he called here to borrow
money from you, did he stay? Did you make
him tea? Play a game of chess perhaps?
Could you paint it for me a little, please, that
evening?'

'We played chess, but not with concentration.
He was preoccupied, Max.'

'Did he say any more about the big fish?"

The drooped eyes considered Smiley
soulfully.

'Please, Max?'

‘'The big fish. The operation he said he was
planning. | wondered whether he enlarged
upon it in any way.'

'Nothing. Nothing at all, Max. He was entirely
secretive.’
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'Did you have the impression it involved
another country?"

'He spoke only of having no passport. He
was wounded - Max | tell you this frankly - he
was hurt that the Circus would not trust him
with a passport. After such service, such
devotion he was hurt.’

'It was for his own good, Mikhel.’

'Max, | understand entirely. | am a younger
man, a man of the world, flexible. The
General was at times impulsive, Max. Steps
had to be taken - even by those who admired
him - to contain his energies. Please. But for
the man himself, it was incomprehensible. An
Insult.’

From behind him Smiley heard the thud of
feet as Elvira stomped contemptuously back
to her corner.
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'So who did he think should do his travelling
for him?' Smiley asked, again ignoring her.

'Villem,' said Mikhel with obvious
disapproval. 'He does not tell me in as many
words but | believe he sends Villem. That
was my impression. Villem would go.
General Vladimir spoke with much pride of
Villem's youth and honour. Also of his father.
He even made an historical reference. He
spoke of bringing in the new generation to
avenge the injustices of the old. He was very
moved.'

'Where did he send him? Did Vladi give any
hint of that?'

'He does not tell me. He tells me only,
"Villem has a passport, he's a brave boy, a
good Balt, steady, he can travel, but it is also
necessary to protect him." | do not probe,
Max. | do not pry. That is not my way. You
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know that.'

'Still you did form an impression, | suppose,’
Smiley said. 'The way one does. There are
not so many places Villem would be free to
go to, after all. Least of all on fifty pounds.
There was Villem's job too, wasn't there? Not
to mention his wife. He couldn't just step into
the blue when he felt like it.'

Mikhel made a very military gesture. Pushing
out his lips till his moustache was almost on
Its back, he tugged shrewdly at his nose with
his thumb and forefinger. 'The General also
asked me for maps,' he said finally. 'l was in
two minds whether to tell you this. You are
his vicar, Max, but you are not of our cause.
But as | trust you, | shall.’

'Maps of where?"

'Street maps.' He flicked a hand towards the
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shelves as If ordering them closer. 'City
plans. Of Danzig. Hamburg. Liibeck. Helsinki.
The northern seaboard. | asked him,
"General, sir. Let me help you," | said to him.
"Please. | am your assistant for everything. |
have a right. Vladimir. Let me help you." He
refused me. He wished to be entirely private.'

Moscow Rules, Smiley thought yet again.
Many maps and only one of them Is relevant.
And once again, he noted, towards his
trusted Paris adjutant Vladimir was taking
measures to obscure his purpose.

'‘After which he left?' he suggested.
'‘Correct.’

‘At what time?"

'It was late.’

'‘Can you say how late?’
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"Two. Three. Even four maybe. | am not
sure.’

Then Smiley felt Mikhel's gaze lift fractionally
over his shoulder and beyond it and stay
there and an instinct which he had lived by
for as long as he could remember made him
ask : 'Did Vladimir come here alone?"

'Of course, Max. Who would he bring?’

They were interrupted by a clank of crockery
as Elvira at the other end of the room went
clumsily back to her chores. Daring to glance
at Mikhel just then, Smiley saw him staring
after her with an expression he recognized
out for a split second could not place :
nopeless and affectionate at once, torn
petween dependence and disgust. Till, with
sickening empathy Smiley found himself
looking into his own face as he had glimpsed
It too often, red-eyed like Mikhel's, in Ann's
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pretty gilt mirrors in their house In Bywater
Street.

'So If he wouldn't let you help him, what did
you do?' Smiley asked with the same studied
casualness. 'Sit up and read - play chess
with Elvira?’

Mikhel's brown eyes held him a moment,
slipped away and came back to him.

'‘No, Max,' he replied with great courtesy. 'l
gave him the maps. He desired to be left
alone with them. | wished him goodnight. |
was asleep by the time he left.’

But not Elvira, apparently, Smiley thought.
Elvira stayed behind for instruction from her
proxy brother. Active as a patriot, as a man,
as a leader, Smiley rehearsed. Active in all
respects.

'So what contact have you had with him
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since?' Smiley asked and Mikhel came
suddenly to yesterday. Nothing till yesterday,
Mikhel salid.

'Yesterday afternoon he called me on the
telephone. Max, | swear to you | had not
heard him so excited for many years. Happy,
| would say ecstatic. "Mikhel! Mikhel!" Max,
that was a delighted man. He would come to
me that night. Last night. Late maybe but he
will have my fifty pounds. "General," | tell
him. "What is fifty pounds? Are you well? Are
you safe? Tell me." "Mikhel, | have been
fishing and | am happy. Stay awake," he
says to me. "l shall be with you at eleven
o'clock, soon after. | shall have the money.
Also It Is necessary | beat you at chess to
calm my nerves." | stay awake, make tea,
wait for him. And wait. Max, | am a soldier,
for myself | am not afraid. But for the General
- for that old man, Max - | was afraid. | phone
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the Circus, an emergency. They hang up on
me. Why? Max, why did you do that,
please?’

'l was not on duty,' Smiley said, now
watching Mikhel as intently as he dared. 'Tell
me, Mikhel,' he began.

'‘Max.

'‘What did you think VIadimir was going to be
doing after he rang you with the good news -
and before he came to repay you fifty
pounds?’

Mikhel did not hesitate. 'Naturally | assumed
he would be going to Max,' he said. 'He had
landed his big fish. Now he would go to Max,
claim his expenses, present him with his
great news. Naturally,' he repeated, looking a
little too straight into Smiley's eyes.

Naturally, thought Smiley; and you knew to
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the minute when he would leave his
apartment, and to the metre the route he
would take to reach the Hampstead flat.

'So he failed to appear, you rang the Circus
and we were unhelpful,’ Smiley resumed. 'I'm
sorry. So what did you do next?’

'l phone Villem. First to make sure the boy is
all right, also to ask him, where Is our
Leader? That English wife of his bawled me
out. Finally | went to his flat. | did not like to -
It was an intrusion - his private life is his own -
but | went. | rang the bell. He did not answer.
| came home. This morning at eleven o'clock
Jari rings. | had not read the early edition of
the evening papers, | am not fond of English
newspapers. Juri had read them. Viadimir
our leader was dead,’ he ended.

Elvira was at his elbow. She had two glasses
of vodka on a tray.
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'Please,' said Mikhel. Smiley took a glass,

Mikhel the other. 'To life!' said Mikhel, very
loud, and drank, as the tears started to his
eyes.

"To life,’ Smiley repeated while Elvira
watched them.

She went with him, Smiley thought. She
forced Mikhel to the old man's flat, she
dragged him to the door.

'Have you told anyone else of this, Mikhel?'
Smiley asked when she had once more left.

‘Juri | don't trust,' said Mikhel, blowing his
nose.

'Did you tell Juri about Villem?'
'Please?"

'Did you mention Villem to him? Did you
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suggest to Juri in any way that Villem might
have been involved with Vladimir?'

Mikhel had committed no such sin,
apparently.

'In this situation you should trust no one,’
Smiley said, in a more formal tone, as he
prepared to take his leave. 'Not even the
police. Those are the orders. The police must
not know that Vladimir was doing anything
operational when he died. It is important for
security. Yours as well as ours. He gave you
no message otherwise? No word for Max, for
Instance?"

Tell Max that it concerns the Sandman, he
thought.

Mikhel smiled his regrets.

'Did VIadimir mention Hector recently,
Mikhel?'
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'Hector was no good for him.’

'Did Vladimir say that?"

Please, Max. | have nothing against Hector
personally. Hector is Hector, he is not a
gentleman, but in our work we must use
many varieties of mankind. This was the
General speaking. Our leader was an old
man. "Hector," Vladimir says to me. "Hector
IS no good. Our good postman Hector is like
the City banks. When it rains, they say, the
banks take away your umbrella. Our
postman Hector Is the same." Please. This is
Vladimir speaking. Not Mikhel. "Hector Iis no
good."'

'When did he say this?"

He said It several times.'

Recently?”
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'Yes.

'How recently?’

'Maybe two months. Maybe less.'

'After he received the Paris letter, or before?
'‘After. No question.’

Mikhel escorted him to the door, a gentleman
even If Toby Esterhase was not. At her place
again beside the samovar, Elvira sat
smoking before the same photograph of
birch trees. And as he passed her, Smiley
heard a sort of hiss, made through the nose
or mouth, or both at once, as a last
statement of her contempt.

'What will you do now?' he asked of Mikhel in
the way one asks such things of the
bereaved. Out of the corner of his eye he
saw her head lift at his question and her
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fingers spread across the page.

A last thought struck him : 'And you didn't
recognize the handwriting?' Srniley started to
ask.

'What handwriting is this, Max?"'
'On the envelope from Paris?”

Suddenly he had no time to wait for an
answer; suddenly he was sick of evasion.

'‘Goodbye, Mikhel.'
'‘Go well, Max.'
Elvira's head sank again to the birch trees.

I'll never know, Smiley thought, as be made
his way quickly down tbe wooden staircase.
None of us will. Was be Mikhel the traitor
who resented the old man sharing his
woman, and thirsted for the crown that had
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been denied him for too long? Or was be
Mikhel the selfless officer and gentleman,
Mikhel the ever-loyal servant? Or was he
perhaps, like many loyal servants, both?

He thought of Mikhel's cavalry pride, as
terribly tender as any other hero's manhood.
His pride in being the General's keeper, his
pride in being his satrap. His sense of injury
at being excluded. His pride again - how It
split so many ways! But how far did it
extend? To a pride In giving nobly to each
master, for instance? Gentlemen, | have
served you both well, says the perfect double
agent in the twilight of his life. And says it
with pride, too, thought Smiley, who had
Known a number of them.

He thought of the seven-page letter from
Paris. He thought of second proofs. He
wondered who the photocopy had gone to -
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maybe Esterhase? He wondered where the
original was. So who went to Paris? he
wondered. If Villem went to Hamburg, who
was the little magician? He was bone tired.
His tiredness hit him like a sudden virus. He
felt it in the knees, the bips, his whole
subsiding body. But be kept walking, for his
mind refused to rest.

ELEVEN

To walk was just possible for Ostrakova, and
to walk was all she asked. To walk and walit
for the magician. Nothing was broken.
Though her dumpy little body, when they had
given her a bath, was shaping up to become
as blackened and patchy as a map of the
Siberian coalfields, nothing was broken. And
her poor rump, which had given her that bit
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of trouble at the warehouse, looked already
as though the assembled secret armies of
Soviet Russia had rooted her from one end
of Paris to the other : still, nothing was
broken. They had X-rayed every part of her,
they bad prodded her like questionable meat
for signs of internal bleeding. But in the end,
they had gloomily declared her to be the
victim of a miracle.

They had wanted to keep her, for all that.
They had wanted to treat her for shock,
sedate her - at least for one night! The
police, who had found six withesses with
seven conflicting accounts of what had
happened (The car was grey or was it blue?
The registration number was from Marsellles
or was It foreign?), the police had take one
long statement from her, and threatened to
come back and take another.
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would pander to her smallest whim, sons to
assist her up and down the stairs! Any
number - as many as they wished! To please
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nough her head was beating |i
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ke a war-
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were In shreds and God Himse
blushed to see the state she was in when
they found her. She gave a false address to
go with her false name; she wanted no follow-
up, no visitors. And somehow, by sheer
willpower, at the stroke of six that evening,
Ostrakova became just another pale ex-
patient, stepping cautiously and extremely
painfully down the ramp of the great black

f must have
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hospital, to rejoin the very world which that
same day had done its best to be rid of her
for good. Wearing her boots, which like
herself were battered but mysteriously
unbroken; and she was quaintly proud of the
way they had supported her.

She wore them still. Restored to the twilight
of her own apartment, seated in Ostrakov's
tattered armchair while she patiently wrestled
with his old army revolver, trying to fathom
how the devil it loaded, cocked, and fired
itself, she wore them like a uniform. 'l am an
army of one.' To stay alive : that was her one
alm, and the longer she did it, the greater
would be her victory. To stay alive until the
General came, or sent her the magician.

To escape from them, like Ostrakov? Well,
she had done that. To mock them, like
Glikman, to force them into corners where
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they had no option but to contemplate their
own obscenity? In her time, she liked to
think, she had done a little of that as well.
But to survive, as neither of her men had
done; to cling to life, against all the efforts of
that soulless, numberless universe of
brutalized functionaries; to be a thorn to
them every hour of the day, merely by
staying alive, by breathing, eating, moving,
and having her wits about her - that,
Ostrakova had decided, was an occupation
worthy of her mettle, and her faith, and of her
two loves. She had set about it immediately,
with appropriate devotion. Already she had
sent the fool concierge to shop for her :
disablility had its uses.

'l have had a small attack, Madame la Pierre'
- whether of the heart, the stomach or the
Russian secret police she did not divulge to
the old goat. 'l am advised to leave off work
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for several weeks and rest completely. | am
exhausted, madame - there are times when
one wishes only to be alone. And here, take
this, madame - not like the others, so
grasping and over-vigilant." Madame la
Plerre took the note In her fist, and looked at
just one corner of it before tucking it away at
ner waist somewhere. 'And listen, Madame,
If anyone asks for me, do me a favour and
say | am away. | shall burn no lights on the
street side. We women of sensitivity are
entitled to a little peace, you agree? But,
madame, please, remember who they are,
these visitors, and tell me - the gasman,
people from the charities - tell me everything.
| like to hear that life Is going on around me.’

The concierge concluded she was mad, no
doubt, but there was no madness to her
money, and money was what the concierge
liked best, and besides, she was mad
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herself. In a few hours, Ostrakova had
become more cunning even than in Moscow.
The concierge's husband came up - a
brigand himself, worse than the old goat -
and, encouraged by further payments, fixed
chains to her front door. Tomorrow he would
fit a peephole, also for money. The concierge
promised to receive her mail for her, and
deliver it only at certain agreed times -
exactly eleven in the morning, six in the
evening, two short rings - for money. By
forcing open the tiny ventilator in the back
lavatory, and standing on a chair, Ostrakova
could look down into the courtyard whenever
she wanted, at whoever came and went. She
had sent a note to the warehouse saying she
was indisposed. She could not move her
double bed, but with pillows and her feather
coverlet she made up the divan and
positioned it so that it pointed like a torpedo
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through the open door of the drawing-room
at the front door beyond it, and all she had to
do was lie on it with her boots aimed at the
Intruder and shoot down the line of them,
and if she didn't blow her own foot off, she
would catch him in the first moment of
surprise as he attempted to burst in on her :
she had worked it out. Her head throbbed
and caterwauled, her eyes had a way of
darkening over when she moved her head
too fast, she had a raging temperature and
sometimes she half fainted. But she had
worked it out, she had made her dispositions,
and till the General or the magician came, It
was Moscow all over again. "You're on your
own, you old fool,' she told herself aloud.
'You've nobody to rely on but yourself, so get
on with it.'

With one photograph of Glikman and one of
Ostrakov on the floor beside her, and an icon
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of the Virgin under the coverlet, Ostrakova
embarked upon her first night's vigil, praying
steadily to a host of saints, not least of them
St Joseph, that they would send her her
redeemer, the magician.

Not a single message tapped to me over the
water-pipes, she thought. Not even a guard's
Insult to wake me up.

TWELVE

And still it was the same day; there was no
end to it, no bed. For a while after leaving
Mikhel, George Smiley let his legs lead him,
not knowing where, too tired, too stirred to
trust himself to drive, yet bright enough to
watch his back, to make the vague yet
sudden turnings which catch would-be
followers off guard. Bedraggled, heavy-eyed,

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (346 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

he waited for his mind to come down, trying
to unwind, to step clear of the restless thrust
of his twenty-hour marathon. The
Embankment had him, so did a pub off
Northumberland Avenue, probably The
Sherlock Holmes, where he gave himself a
large whisky and dithered over telephoning
Stella - was she all right? Deciding there was
no point - he could hardly phone her every
night asking whether she and Villem were
alive - he walked again until he found himself
In Soho, which on Saturday nights was even
nastier than usual. Beard Lacon, he thought.
Demand protection for the family. But he had
only to imagine the scene to know the idea
was stillborn. If Vladimir was not the Circus's
responsibllity, then still less could Villem be.
And how, pray, do you attach a team of baby-
sitters to a long-distance Continental lorry
driver? His one consolation was that
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Vladimir's assassins had apparently found
what they were looking for : that they had no
other needs. Yet what about the woman in
Paris? What about the writer of the two
letters?

Go home, he thought. Twice, from phone
boxes, he made dummy calls, checking the
pavement. Once he entered a cul-de-sac
and doubled back, watching for the slurred
step, the eye that ducked his glance. He
considered taking a hotel room. Sometimes
he did that, just for a night's peace.
Sometimes his house was too much of a
dangerous place for him. He thought of the
piece of negative film : time to open the box.
Finding himself gravitating by Instinct
towards Cambridge Circus, he cut hastily
away eastward, finishing by his car again.
Confident that he was not observed, he
drove to Bayswater, well off his beaten track,
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but he still watched his mirror intently. From
a Pakistani ironmonger who sold everything,
he bought two plastic washing-up bowls and
a rectangle of commercial glass three and a
half inches by five; and from a cash-and-
carry chemist not three doors down, ten
sheets of Grade 2 resin-coated paper of the
same size, and a children's pocket torch with
a spaceman on the handle and a red filter
that slid over the lens when you pushed a
nickel button. From Bayswater, by a
painstaking route, he drove to the Savoy,
entering from the Embankment side. He was
still alone. In the men's cloakroom, the same
attendant was on duty, and he even
remembered their joke.

'I'm still waiting for it to explode,’ he said with
a smile, handing back the box. 'l thought |
heard it ticking once or twice, and all.’
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At his front door the tiny wedges he had put
up before his drive to Charlton were still In
place. In his neighbours' windows he saw
Saturday-evening candle-light and talking
heads; but in his own, the curtains were still
drawn as he had left them, and in the hall,
Ann's pretty little grandmother clock received
him in deep darkness, which he hastily
corrected.

Dead weary, he nevertheless proceeded
methodically.

First he tossed three fire-lighters into the
drawing-room grate, lit them, shovelled
smokeless coal over them and hung Ann's
Indoor clothes-line across the hearth. For an
overall he donned an old kitchen apron, tying
the cord firmly round his ample midriff for
additional protection. From under the stairs
he exhumed a pile of green black-out
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material and a pair of kitchen steps, which he
took to the basement. Having blacked out
the window, he went upstairs again,
unwrapped the box, opened it, and no, It was
not a bomb, it was a letter and a packet of
battered cigarettes with Vladimir's piece of
negative film fed into it. Taking it out, he
returned to the basement, put on the red
torch, and went to work, though Heaven
knows he possessed no photographic flair
whatever, and could perfectly well- in theory -
have had the job done for him in a fraction of
the time, through Lauder Strickland, by the
Circus's own photographic section. Or for
that matter he could have taken it to anyone
of half a dozen 'tradesmen’, as they are
known In the jargon : marked collaborators in
certain fields who are pledged, if called upon
at any time, to drop everything and, asking
no gquestions, put their skills at the service's
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disposal. One such tradesman actually lived
not a stone's throw from Sloane Square, a
gentle soul who specialized in wedding
photographs. Smiley had only to walk ten
minutes and press the man's doorbell and he
could have had his prints in half an hour. But
he didn't. He preferred instead the
Inconvenience, as well as imperfection, of
taking a contact print in the privacy of his
home, while upstairs the telephone rang and
he ignored It.

He preferred the trial and error of exposing
the negative for too long, then for too little,
under the main room light. Of using as a
measure the cumbersome kitchen timer,
which ticked and grumbled like something
from Coppélia. He preferred grunting and
cursing In irritation and sweating in the dark
and wasting at least six sheets of resin-
coated paper before the developer in the
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washing-up bowl yielded an image even half-
way passable, which he laid in the rapid fixer
for three minutes. And washed it. And
dabbed it with a clean tea-cloth, probably
ruining the cloth for good, he wouldn't know.
And took it upstairs and pegged it to the
clothes-line. And for those who like a heavy
symbol, it is a matter of history that the fire,
despite the fire-lighters, was all but out, since
the coal consisted in great measure of damp
slag, and that George Smiley had to puff at
the flames to prevent it from dying, crouching
on all fours for the task. Thus it might have
occurred to him - though it didn't, for with his
curiosity once more aroused he had put
aside his introspective mood that the action
was exactly contrary to Lacon's jangling
order to douse the flames and not to fan
them.

Next, with the print safely suspended over
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the carpet, Smiley addressed himself to a
pretty marquetry writing-desk in which Ann
kept her 'things' with embarrassing
openness. Such as a sheet of writing-paper
on which she had written the one word
'‘Darling' and not continued, perhaps
uncertain which darling to write to. Such as
nook-matches from restaurants he had never
peen to and letters in handwriting he did not
Know. From among such painful bric-a-brac
ne extracted a large Victorian magnifying
glass with a mother-of-pearl handle, which
she employed for reading clues to
crosswords never completed. Thus armed -
the sequence of these actions, because of
his fatigue, lacked the final edge of logic - he
put on a record of Mahler, which Ann had
given him, and sat himself in the leather
reading chair which was equipped with a
mahogany book-rest designed to swivel like
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a bed tray across the occupant's stomach.
Tired to death again, he unwisely allowed his
eyes to close while he listened, part to the
music, part to the occasional pat-pat of the
dripping photograph, and part to the
grudging crackle of the fire. Waking with a
start thirty minutes later, he found the print
dry and the Mahler revolving mutely on its
turntable.

He stared, one hand to his spectacles, the
other slowly rotating the magnifying glass
over the print.

The photograph showed a group, but it was
not political, nor was it a bathing party, since
nobody was wearing a swimming-suit. The
group consisted of a quartet, two men and
two women, and they were lounging on
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quilted sofas round a low table laden with
bottles and cigarettes. The women were
naked and young and pretty. The men,
scarcely better covered, were sprawled side
by side, and the girls had twined themselves
dutifully around their elected mates. The
lighting of the photograph was sallow and
unearthly, and from the little Smiley knew of
such matters he concluded that the negative
was made on fast film, for the print was also
grainy. Its texture, when he pondered It,
reminded him of the photographs one saw
too often of terrorists' hostages, except that
the four in the photograph were concerned
with each other, whereas hostages have a
way of staring down the lens as if it were a
gun barrel. Still in quest of what he would
have called operational intelligence, he
passed to the probable position of the
camera and decided it must have been high
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above the subjects. The four appeared to be
lying at the centre of a pit with the camera
looking down on them. A shadow, very black
a balustrade, or perhaps it was a window-sill,
or merely the shoulder of somebody in front -
obtruded across the lower foreground. It was
as If, despite the vantage point, only half the
lens had dared to lift its head above the
eyeline.

Here Smiley drew his first tentative
conclusion. A step - not a large one; but he
had enough large steps on his mind already.
A technical step, call it : a modest, technical
step. The photograph had every mark of
being what the trade called stolen. And
stolen moreover with a view to burning,
meaning 'blackmail’. But the blackmail of
whom? To what end?

Weighing the problem, Smiley probably fell
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asleep. The telephone was on Ann'’s little
desk, and it must have rung three or four
times before he was aware of it.

'Yes, Oliver?' said Smiley cautiously.

'‘Ah, George. | tried you earlier. You got back
all right, | trust?’

'Where from?' asked Smiley.

Lacon preferred not to answer this question.
'l felt | owed you a call, George. We parted
on a sour note. | was brusqgue. Too much on
my plate. | apologize. How are things? You
are done? Finished?"

In the background Smiley heard Lacon's
daughters squabbling about how much rent
was payable on a hotel in Park Lane. He's
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got them for the weekend, thought Smiley.

'I've had the Home Office on the line again,
George,' Lacon went on in a lower voice, not
bothering to wait for his reply. 'They've had
the pathologist's report and the body may be
released. An early cremation is
recommended. | thought perhaps if | gave
you the name of the firm that is handling
things, you might care to pass it on to those
concerned. Unattributably, of course. You
saw the press release? What did you think of
it? | thought it was apt. | thought it caught the
tone exactly.'

'I'll get a pencil,’ Smiley said and fumbled in
the drawer once more until he found a pear-
shaped plastic object with a leather thong
which Ann sometimes wore around her neck.
With difficulty he prised it open, and wrote to
Lacon's dictation : the firm, the address, the
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firm again, followed yet again by the address.

'‘Got it? Want me to repeat it? Or should you
read it back to me, make assurance double
sure?"

'l think | have It, thank you," Smiley said.
Somewhat belatedly, it dawned on him that
Lacon was drunk.

'‘Now, George, we have a date, don't forget.
A seminar on marriage with no holds barred.
| have cast you as my elder statesman here.
There's a very decent steak-house
downstairs and | shall treat you to a slap-up
dinner while you give me of your wisdom.
Have you a diary there? Let's pencill
something in.’

With dismal foreboding Smiley agreed a
date. After a lifetime of inventing cover
stories for every occasion, he still found it
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Impossible to talk his way out of a dinner
invitation.

'And you found nothing?' Lacon asked, on a
more cautious note. ‘No snags, hitches,
loose ends. It was a storm in a teacup, was
It, as we suspected?’

A lot of answers crossed Smiley's mind, but
he saw no use to any of them.

'What about the phone bill?' Smiley asked.

'Phone bill’? What phone bill’? Ah, you mean
his. Pay it and send me the receipt. No
problem. Better still, slip it in the post to
Strickland.’

'l already sent it to you,' said Smiley
patiently. 'l asked you for a breakdown of
traceable calls.’

'I'll get on to them at once,' Lacon replied
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blandly. 'Nothing else?"
'No. No, | don't think so. Nothing.'

'‘Get some sleep. You sound all in.’

'‘Good night,' said Smiley.

With Ann's magnifying glass in his plump fist
once more, Smiley went back to his
examination. The floor of the pit was
carpeted, apparencty in white; the quilted
sofas were formed in a horseshoe following
the line of the drapes that comprised the rear
perimeter. There was an upholstered door In
the background and the clothes the two men
had discarded - jackets, neckties, trousers -
were hanging from it with hospital neatness.
There was an ashtray on the table and
Smiley set to work trying to read the writing
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round the edge. After much manipulation of
the glass he came up with what the lapsed
philologist in him described as the asterisk
(or putative) form of the letters 'A-C-H-T', but
whether as a word in their own right meaning
‘eight’ or 'attention’ as well as certain other
more remote concepts - or as four letters
from a larger word, he could not tell. Nor did
he at this stage exert himself to find out,
preferring simply to store the intelligence In
the back of his mind until some other part of
the puzzle forced it into play.

Ann rang. Once again, perhaps, he had
dozed off, for his recollection ever afterwards
was that he did not hear the ring of the
phone at all, but simply her voice as he
slowly lifted the receiver to his ear : 'George,
George,' as If she had been crying for him a
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long time, and he had only now summoned
the energy or the caring to answer her.

They began their conversation as strangers,
much as they began their love-making.

'How are you?' she asked.

'Very well, thank you. How are you? What
can | do for you?'

'l meant it," Ann insisted. 'How are you? |
want to know.'

'‘And | told you | was well.’

'l rang you this morning. Why didn't you
answer?'

' was out.’

Long silence while she appeared to consider
this feeble excuse. The telephone had never
been a bother to her. It gave her no sense of
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urgency.
'‘Out working?' she asked.
'An administrative thing for Lacon.’

'He begins his administration early these
days.’

'His wife's left him,' Smiley said by way of
explanation.

NO answer.

'You used to say she would be wise to," he
went on. 'She should get out fast, you used
to say, before she became another Civil
Service geisha.’

'I've changed my mind. He needs her.’

'‘But she, | gather, does not need him," Smiley
pointed out, taking refuge in an academic
tone.
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'Silly woman,' said Ann, and another longer
silence followed, this time of Smiley's making
while he contemplated the sudden unwished-
for mountain of choice she had revealed to
him.

To be together again, as she sometimes
called It.

To forget the hurts, the list of lovers; to forget
Bill Haydon, the Circus traitor, whose
shadow still fell across her face each time he
reached for her, whose memory he carried in
him like a constant pain. Bill his friend, Bill
the flower of their generation, the jester, the
enchanter, the iconoclastic conformer; Bill
the born deceiver, whose quest for the
ultimate betrayal led him into the Russians'
bed, and Ann's. To stage yet another
honeymoon, flyaway to the South of France,
eat the meals, buy the clothes, all the let's-
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pretend that lovers play. And for how long?
How long before her smile faded and her
eyes grew dull and those mythical relations
started needing her to cure their mythical
allments in far-off places?

'Where are you?' he asked.

'Hilda's."

thought you were in Cornwall.’

Hilda was a divorced woman of some speed.
She lived In Kensington, not twenty minutes'
walk away.

'So where's Hilda?' he asked when he had
come to terms with this intelligence.

‘Out.’
'All night?’
'l expect so, knowing Hilda. Unless she
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brings him back.'

'Well then | suppose you must entertain
yourself as well as you can without her,' he
said, but as he spoke he heard her whisper,
'‘George.’

A profound and vehement fear seized hold of
Smiley's heart. He glared across the room. at
the reading chair and saw the contact
photograph still on the book-rest beside her
magnifying glass; in a single surge of
memory, he reconstructed all the things that
had hinted and whispered to him throughout
the endless day; he heard the drum-beats of
his own past, summoning him to one last
effort to externalize and resolve the conflict
he had lived by; and he wanted her nowhere
near him. Tell Max that it concerns the
Sandman. Gifted with the clarity that htinger,
tiredness and confusion can supply, Smiley
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knew for certain she must have no part in
what he had to do. He knew - he was barely
at the threshold - yet he still knew that it was
just possible, against all the odds, that he
had been given, In late age, a chance to
return to the rained-off contests of his life
and play them after all. If that was so, then
no Ann, no false peace, no tainted witness to
nis actions, should disturb his lonely quest.
He had not known his mind till then. But now
ne knew It.

'You mustn't,’ he said. 'Ann? Listen. You
mustn't come here. It has nothing to do with
choice. It's to do with practicalities. You
mustn't come here.' His own words rang
strangely to him.

‘Then come here,' she said.

He rang off. He imagined her crying, then
getting out her address book to see who
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from her First Eleven, as she called them,
might console her in his place. He poured
himself a neat whisky, the Lacon solution. He
went to the kitchen, forgot why and
wandered into his study. Soda, he thought.
Too late. Do without. | must have been mad,
he thought. I'm chasing phantoms, there is
nothing there. A senile General had a dream
and died for it. He remembered Wilde : the
fact that a man dies for a cause does not
make that cause right. A picture was
crooked. He straightened it too much, too
little, stepping back each time. Tell him it
concerns the Sandman. He returned to the
reading chair and his two prostitutes, fixing
on them through Ann's magnifying glass with
a ferocity which would have sent them
scurrying to their pimps.
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Clearly they were from the upper end of their
profession, being fresh-bodied and young
and well-groomed. They seemed also - but
perhaps it was coincidence - to be
deliberately distinguished from one another
by whoever had selected them. The girl at
the left was blonde and fine and even
classical in build, with long thighs and small
high breasts. While her companion was dark-
haired and stubby, with spreading hips and
flared features, perhaps Eurasian. The
blonde, he recorded, wore earrings Iin the
shape of anchors, which struck him as odd
because, In his limited experience of women,
earrings were what they took off first. Ann
had only to go out of the house without
wearing them for his heart to sink. Beyond
that he could think of nothing very clever to
say about either girl and so, having
swallowed another large gulp of raw Scotch,
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he transferred his attention to the men, once
more - which was where it had been, if he
would admit it, ever since he had started
looking at the photograph in the first place.
Like the girls, they were sharply differentiated
from each other, though in the men - since
they were a deal older - the differences had
the appearance of greater depth and
legibility of character. The man supporting
the blonde girl was fair and at first sight dull,
while the man supporting the dark girl was
not merely dark-complexioned but had a
Latin, even Levantine, alertness in his
features, and an infectious smile that was the
one engaging feature of the photograph. The
fair man was large and sprawling, the dark
man was small and bright enough to be his
jester : a little imp of a fellow, with a kind face
and flicked-up horns above his ears.

A sudden nervousness - Iin retrospect
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perhaps foreboding - made Smiley take the
fair man first. It was a time to feel safer with
strangers.

The man's torso was burly but not athletic,
his limbs ponderous without suggesting
strength. The fairness of his skin and hair
emphasized his obesity. His hands, one
splayed on the girl's flank, the other round
her waist, were fatty and artless. Lifting the
magnifying glass slowly over the naked
chest, Smiley reached the head. By the age
of forty, someone clever had written
ominously, a man gets the face he deserves.
Smiley doubted it. He had known poetic
souls condemned to life imprisonment behind
harsh faces, and delinquents with the
appearance of angels. Nevertheless, it was
not an asset as a face, nor had the camera
caught it at its most appealing. In terms of
character, it appeared to be divided into two
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parts : the lower, which was pulled into a grin
of crude high spirits as, open-mouthed, he
addressed something to his male
companion; the upper, which was ruled by
two small and pallid eyes round which no
mirth had gathered at all and no high spirits
either.,but which seemed to look out of their
doughy surroundings with the cold,
unblinking blandness of a child. The nose
was flat, the hair-style full and mid-European.

Greedy, Ann would have said, who was
given to passing absolute judgement on
people merely by studying their portraits In
the press. Greedy, weak, vicious. Avoid. A
pity she had not reached the same
conclusion about Haydon, he thought; or not
In time.

Smiley returned to the kitchen and rinsed his
face, then remembered that he had come to
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fetch water for his whisky. Settling again in
the reading chair, he trained the magnifying
glass on the second of the men, the jester.
The whisky was keeping him awake, but it
was also putting him to sleep. Why doesn't
she ring again? he thought. If she rings
again, I'll go to her. But in reality his mind
was on this second face, because its
familiarity disturbed him in much the way that
Its urgent complicity had disturbed Villem and
Ostrakova before him. He gazed at it and his
tiredness left him, he seemed to draw energy
from it. Some faces, as Villem had suggested
this morning, are known to us before we see
them; others we see once and remember all
our lives; others we see every day, and
never remember at all. But which was this?

A Toulouse-Lautrec face, Smiley thought,
peering In wonder - caught as the eyes slid
away to some intense and perhaps erotic
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distraction. Ann would have taken to him
Immediately; he had the dangerous edge she
liked. A Toulouse-Lautrec face, caught as a
stray shard of fair-ground light fired one
gaunt and ravelled cheek. A hewn face,
peaked and jagged, of which the brow and
nose and jaw seemed all to have succumbed
to the same eroding gales. A Toulouse-
Lautrec face, swift and attaching. A waiter's
face, never a diner's. With a waiter's anger
burning brightest behind a subservient smile.
Ann would like that side less well. Leaving
the print where it lay, Smiley clambered
slowly to his feet in order to keep himself
awake. and lumbered round the room, trying
to place it, failing, wondering whether it was
all imagining. Some people transmit, he
thought. Some people you meet them, and
they bring you their whole past as a natural
gift. Some people are intimacy itself.
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At Ann's writing-table he paused to stare at
the telephone again. Hers. Hers and
Haydon's. Hers and everybody's. Trimline,
he thought. Or was it Slimline? Five pounds
extra to the Post Office for the questionable
pleasure of its outmoded, futuristic lines. My
tart's phone, she used to call it. The little
warble for my little loves, the loud woo-hoo
for my big ones. He realized it was ringing.
Had been ringing a long while, the little
warble for the little loves. He put down his
glass, still staring at the telephone while it
trilled. She used to leave it on the floor
among her records when she was playing
music, he remembered. She used to lie with
It - there, by the fire, over there - one haunch
carelessly lifted in case it needed her. When
she went to bed. she unplugged it and took it
with her, to comfort her in the night. When
they made love, he knew he was the
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surrogate for all the men who hadn't rung.
For the First Eleven. For Bill Haydon, even
though he was dead.

It had stopped ringing.

What does she do now? Try the Second
Eleven? To be beautiful and Ann is one
thing, she had said to him not long ago; to be
beautiful and Ann's age will soon be another.
And to be ugly and mine is another again, he
thought furiously. Taking up the contact print,
he resumed, with fresh intensity, his
contemplations.

Shadows, he thought. Smudges of light and
dark, ahead of us, behind us, as we lurch
along our ways. Imp's horns, devil's horns,
our shadows so much larger than ourselves.
Who is he? Who was he? | met him. |
refused to. And if | refused to, how do | know
him? He was a supplicant of some kind, a
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man with something to sell - Intelligence,
then? Dreams? Wakefully now, he stretched
out on the sofa - anything rather than go
upstairs to bed - and, with the print before
him, began plodding through the long
galleries of his professional memory, holding
the lamp to the half-forgotten portraits of
charlatans, gold-makers, fabricators, pedlars,
middlemen, hoods, rogues and occasionally
heroes who made up the supporting cast of
his multitudinous acquaintance; looking for
the one hallowed face that, like a secret
sharer, seemed to have swum out of the little
contact photograph to board his faltering
consciousness. The lamp's beam flitted,
hesitated, returned. | was deceived by the
darkness, he thought. | met him in the light.
He saw a ghastly, neon-lit hotel bedroom -
Muzak and tartan wallpaper, and the little
stranger perched smiling in a corner, calling
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him Max. A little ambassador - but
representing what cause, what country? He
recalled an overcoat with velvet tabs and
hard little hands, jerking out their own dance.
He recalled the passionate, laughing eyes,
the crisp mouth opening and closing swiftly,
out he heard no words. He felt a sense of
0ss - of missing the target - of some other,
ooming shadow being present while they
spoke.

Maybe, he thought. Everything is maybe.
Maybe Vladimir was shot by a jealous
husband after all, he thought, as the front
doorbell screamed at him like a vulture, two
rngs.

She's forgotten her key as usual, he thought.
He was in the hall before he knew it,
fumbling with the lock. Her key would do no
good, he realized; like Ostrakova, he had
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chained the door. He fished at the chain,
calling 'Ann. Hang on!" and feeling nothing in
his fingers. He slammed a bolt along its
runner and heard the whole house tingle to
the echo. 'Just coming!' he shouted. "Walit!
Don't gol’

He heaved the door wide open, swaying on
the threshold, offering his plump face as a
sacrifice to the midnight air, to the
shimmering black leather figure, crash
helmet under his arm, standing before him
like death's sentinel.

'l didn't mean to alarm you, sir, I'm sure,’ the
stranger said. Clutching the doorway, Smiley
could only stare at his intruder. He was tall
and close cropped, and his eyes reflected
unrequited loyalty.
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'Ferguson, sir. You remember me, Sir,
—erguson? | used to manage the transport
nool for Mr Esterhase's lamplighters.'

His black motor-cycle with its side-car was
parked on the kerb behind him, its lovingly
nolished surfaces glinting under the street
amp.

'l thought lamplighter section had been
disbanded,' Smiley said, still staring at him.

'So they have, sir. Scattered to the four
winds, | regret to say. The camaraderies, the
spirit, gone for ever.'

'So who employs you?'

'‘Well, no one, sir. Not officially, as you might
say. But still on the side of the angels, all the
same.’

'l didn't know we had any angels.’
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'No, well that's true, sir. All men are fallible, |
do say. Specially these days.' He was
holding a brown envelope for Smiley to take.
'From certain friends of yours, sir, put it that
way. | understand it relates to a telephone
account you were enquiring about. We get a
good response from the Post Office
generally, | will say. Good night, sir. Sorry to
bother you. Time you had some shut-eye,
Isn't it? Good men are scarce, | always say.'

'‘Good night,' said Smiley.

But still his visitor lingered, like someone
asking for a tip. 'You did remember me
really, didn't you, sir? It was just a lapse,
wasn't it?’

'Of course.'

There were stars, he noticed as he closed
the door. Clear stars swollen by the dew.
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Shivering, he took out one of Ann's many
photograph albums and opened it at the
centre. It was her habit, when she liked a
shap, to wedge the negative behind it.
Selecting a picture of the two of them Iin Cap
Ferrat - Ann in a bathing-dress, Smiley
prudently covered - he removed the negative
and put Vladimir's behind it. He tidied up his
chemicals and equipment and slipped the
print into the tenth volume of his 1961 Oxford
English Dictionary, under Y for Yesterday.
He opened Ferguson's envelope, glanced
wearily at the contents, registered a couple
of entries and the word 'Hamburg', and
tossed the whole lot into a drawer of the
desk. Tomorrow, he thought; tomorrow Is
another riddle. He climbed into bed, never
sure, as usual, which side to sleep on. He
closed his eyes and at once the questions
bombarded him, as he knew they would, In
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crazy uncoordinated salvoes.

Why didn't Vladimir ask for Hector? he
wondered for the hundredth time. Why did
the old man liken Esterhase, alias Hector, to
the City banks who took your umbrella away
when it rained?

Tell Max it concerns the Sandman.

To ring her? To throw on his clothes and
hurry round there, to be received as her
secret lover, creeping away with the dawn?
Too late. She was already suited.

Suddenly, he wanted her dreadfully. He
could not bear the spaces round him that did
not contain her, he longed for her laughing
trembling body as she cried to him, calling
him her only true, her best lover, she wanted
none other, ever. '"Women are lawless,
George,' she had told him once, when they
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lay In rare peace. 'So what am 1?' he had
asked, and she said, 'My law.' 'So what was
Haydon?' he had asked. And she laughed
and said, '‘My anarchy.’

He saw the little photograph again, printed,
like the little stranger himself, in his sinking
memory. A small man, with a big shadow. He
remembered Villem's description of the little
figure on the Hamburg ferry, the horns of
flicked-up hair, the grooved face, the warning
eyes. General, he thought chaotically, will
you not send me your magic friend once
more”?

Maybe. Everything is maybe.

Hamburg, he thought, and got quickly out of
bed and put on his dressing gown. Back at
Ann's desk, he set to work seriously to study
the breakdown of Vladimir's telephone
account, rendered in the copperplate script
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of a post-office clerk. Taking a sheet of
paper, he began jottting down dates and
notes.

Fact : In early September, Vladimir receives
the Paris letter, and removes it from Mikhel's

grasp.

Fact : at about the same date. Vladimir
makes a rare and costly trunk-call to
Hamburg, operator-dialled, presumably so
that he can later claim the cost.

Fact : three days after that again, the eighth,
Vladimir accepts a reverse-charge call from
Hamburg, at a cost of two pounds eighty,
origin, duration and time all given, and the
origin is the same number that Vladimir had
called three days before.

Hamburg, Smiley thought again, his mind
flitting once more to the imp in the

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (387 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

photograph. The reversed telephone traffic
had continued intermittently till three days
ago; nine calls, totalling twenty-one pounds,
and all of them from Hamburg to Viadimir.
But who was calling him? From Hamburg?
Who?

Then suddenly he remembered.

The looming figure in the hotel room, the
Imp's vast shadow, was Vladimir himself. He
saw them standing side by side, both in black
coats, the giant and the midget. The vile
hotel with Muzak and tartan wallpaper was
near Heathrow Airport, where the two men,
so ill-matched, had flown in for a conference
at the very moment of Smiley's life when his
professional identity was crashing round his
ears. Max, we need you. Max, give us the
chance.

Picking up the telephone, Smiley dialled the

file:///D|/EBooks/Le%20Carre/LE%20CARRE,%20John%20-%20Smiley's%20People%20v1inew.htm (388 of 973) [18.01.2003 20:23:56]



Smiley's People by John le Carré

number in Hamburg, and heard a man's
voice the other end : the one word 'Yes',
spoken softly in German, followed by a
silence.

'l should like to speak to Herr Dieter
Fassbender,’ Smiley said, selecting a name
at random. German was Smiley's second
language, and sometimes his first.

'We have no Fassbender,' said the same
voice coolly after a moment's pause, as If the
speaker had consulted something in the
meantime. Smiley could hear faint music in
the background.

'This is Leber,’ Smiley persisted. 'l want to
speak to Herr Fassbender urgently. I'm his
partner.’

There was yet another delay.

'‘Not possible,’ said the man's voice flatly
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after another pause - and rang off.

Not a private house, thought Smiley, hastily
jotting down his impressions - the speaker
nad too many choices. Not an office, for what
Kind of office plays soft background music
and Is open at midnight on a Saturday? A
hotel? Possibly, but a hotel, if it was of any
size, would have put him through to
reception, and displayed a modicum of
civility. A restaurant? Too furtive, too
guarded - and surely they would have
announced themselves as they picked up the
phone?

Don't force the pieces, he warned himself.
Store them away. Patience. But how to be
patient when he had so little time?

Returning to bed, he opened a copy of
Cobbett's Rural Rides and tried to read it
while he loosely pondered, among other
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weighty matters, his sense of civitas and how
much, or how little, he owed to Oliver Lacon :
Your duty, George.' Yet who could seriously
be Lacon's man? he asked himself. Who
could regard Lacon's fragile arguments as
Caesar's due?

'Emigrés in, émigrés out. Two legs good, two
legs bad,' he muttered aloud.

All his professional life, it seemed to Smiley,
he had listened to similar verbal antics
signhalling supposedly great changes in
Whitehall doctrine; signalling restraint, self-
denial, always another reason for doing
nothing. He had watched Whitehall's skirts
go up, and come down again, her belts being
tightened, loosened, tightened. He had been
the witness, or victim - or even reluctant
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prophet - of such spurious cults as lateralism,
parallelism, separatism, operational
devolution, and now, if he remembered
Lacon's most recent meanderings correctly,
of integration. Each new fashion had been
hailed as a panacea : 'Now we shall
vanqguish, now the machine will work!" Each
had gone out with a whimper, leaving behind
It the familiar English muddle, of which, more
and more, in retrospect, he saw himself as a
lifelong moderator. He had forborne, hoping
others would forbear, and they had not. He
had toiled in back rooms while shallower
men held the stage. They held it still. Even
five years ago he would never have admitted
to such sentiments. But today, peering
calmly into his own heart, Smiley knew that
he was unled, and perhaps unleadable; that
the only restraints upon him were those of
his own reason, and his own humanity. As
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with his marriage, so with his sense of public
setvice. | invested my life in institutions - he
thought without rancour - and all | am left
with is myself.

And with Karla, he thought; with my black
Graill.

He could not help himself : his restless mind
would not leave him alone. Staring ahead of
him into the gloom, he imagined he saw
Karla standing before him, breaking and
reforming In the shifting specks of dark. He
saw the brown, attendant eyes appraising
him, as once they had appraised him from
the darkness of the interrogation cell in Delhi
jail a hundred years before : eyes that at first
glance were sensitive and seemed to signal
companionship; then like molten glass slowly
hardened till they were brittle and unyielding.
He saw himself stepping onto the dust-driven
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runway of Delhi airport, and wincing as the
Indian heat leapt up at him from the tarmac :
Smiley alias Barraclough, or Standfast, or
whatever name he had fished from the bag
that week - he forgot. A Smiley of the Sixties,
anyway, Smiley the commercial traveller,
they called him, charged by the Circus to
qguarter the globe, offering resettlement terms
to Moscow Centre officers who were thinking
of jumping ship. Centre was holding one of
Its periodical purges at the time, and the
woods were thick with Russian field officers
scared of going home. A Smiley who was
Ann's husband and Bill Haydon's colleague,
whose last illusions were still intact. A Smiley
close to inner crisis all the same, for it was
the year Ann lost her heart to a ballet dancer
. Haydon's turn was yet to come.

Still in the darkness of Ann's bedroom, be
relived the rattling, honking jeep-ride to the
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jail, the laughing children hanging to the
tailboard; he saw the ox-carts and the eternal
Indian crowds. the shanties on the brown
river bank. He caught the smells of dung and
ever-smouldering fires - fires to cook and
fires to cleanse; fires to remove the dead. He
saw the iron gateway of the old prison engulf
him, and the perfectly pressed British
uniforms of the warders as they waded knee-
deep through the prisoners :

"his way, your honour, sir! Please be good
enough to follow us, your excellency!

One European prisoner, calling himself
Gerstmann.

One grey-haired little man with brown eyes
and a red calico tunic, resembling the sole
survivor of an extinguished priesthood.

With his wrists manacled: 'Please undo
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them, officer, and bring him some cigarettes,’
Srniley had said.

One prisoner, identified by London as a
Moscow Centre agent, and now awaiting
deportation to Russia. One little Cold War
Infantryman, as he appeared, who knew -
knew for certain - that to be repatriated to
Moscow was to f