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PENGUIN MODERN CLASSICS

THE SPY WHO CAME IN FROM THE COLD

‘I’ve read The Spy Who Came in from the Cold once every five years since I was fifteen. I only started to understand it the third time’ Malcolm Gladwell

‘The premier spy novelist of his time. Perhaps of all time’ Time 

‘One of those writers who will be read a century from now’ Robert Harris

‘The great master of the spy story … the constant flow of emotion lifts him not only above all modern suspense novelists, but above most novelists now practising’ Financial Times

‘The master’ Henning Mankell, Daily Telegraph

‘Our greatest living master of espionage fiction … Le Carré is one of our great writers of moral ambiguity, a tireless explorer of that darkly contradictory no-man’s land’ Tim Rutten, Los Angeles Times

‘Le Carré is not just today’s gold standard, but the best there ever was’ The Huffington Post

‘No other contemporary novelist has more durably enjoyed the twin badges of being both well-read and well-regarded’ Scott Turow

‘Le Carré is one of the best novelists – of any kind – we have’ Vanity Fair

‘He can communicate emotion, from sweating fear to despairing love, with terse and compassionate conviction. Above all, he can tell a tale’ Susan Hill, Sunday Times

‘A masterly understanding of moral complexity … the signature clarity of his prose is matched only by the distinctive murkiness of what it describes’ Guardian

‘Brilliant, morally outraged works that mine rich veins of post-Cold War venality’ Seattle Times

‘Le Carré recorded the club banter – suave, heartless, knifeedged – of educated Englishmen drawn to espionage. He created the cryptic jargon of trade craft – lamplighters, scalphunters, babysitters, joes, mothers, burn boxes – some of which got taken up by actual spies … For le Carré, spying has always been devoted to fiction-making – the creation of false identities, elaborate mirages, lies both preposterous and subtle, many of them sustained for years’ David Denby, New Yorker




Introduction

New readers are advised that this Introduction makes details of the plot explicit.

‘What do you think spies are: priests, saints and martyrs? They’re a squalid procession of vain fools, traitors, too, yes; pansies,
         sadists and drunkards, people who play cowboys and Indians to brighten their rotten lives.’ The person responsible for this bitter rant is Alec Leamas, the deadpan fifty-something protagonist of John le Carré’s 1963 novel, The Spy Who Came In from The Cold. We will refer to it as The Spy from now on, for brevity’s sake, but it’s worth starting any current assessment of the novel with something of a thought-experiment.
         The Spy is set in the early 1960s, before the assassination of John F. Kennedy, before the real advent of Hippies, the Pill, the Vietnam
         War, the ‘Swinging Sixties’ and all the familiar counter-cultural baggage that goes with it. Its tone, if anything, is dourly
         1950s, its colours grey, its weather depressing. It’s worth remembering that rationing in Britain finally ended in 1954;
         that the Second World War was a fresh memory (Leamas is a veteran); indeed, that anyone in their seventies would be a survivor
         of the 1914–18 war, the Great War. The action of the novel takes place half a century ago. It belongs to an entirely different world from the one we know today.


And yet, and perhaps this is the first remarkable comment to make about The Spy, its cynicism is resolutely de nos jours. One forgets just how unsparing the book is, how the picture it paints of human motivations, human duplicities, human frailty
         seems presciently aware of all that we have learned and unlearned in the intervening decades. The world was, on the surface,
         a more innocent, more straightforward place in the early 1960s: there were good guys and bad guys and they were easy to spot.
         One of the shock effects of reading The Spy when it was published must have been the near-nihilism of its message. It is unremittingly dark – or almost so – and this
         fact, I believe, lies at the root of its greatness.


The Spy is the story, to put it very simply, of a complicated act of deadly triple-bluff perpetrated by the British Secret Service
         against its enemies in the German Democratic Republic, as Communist East Germany was then known. At its centre is Alec Leamas,
         sent, he believes, on a clever undercover mission of revenge, but in fact the unwitting tool of even cleverer British brains
         with other motives. So much so relatively straightforward, but one of the sheer pleasures of the grade-1 espionage novel is
         in unravelling its multifarious complexities, and le Carré handles the unspooling web of narrative and motive with exemplary
         poise.


The second remarkable aspect of The Spy is the skill with which it is constructed and written. The Spy was le Carré’s third novel (after the highly creditable Call for the Dead and A Murder of Quality), but there is a clear sense in The Spy of a writer hitting his stride with resolute confidence. Unusually for a spy novel, le Carré’s narrative point of view is omniscient – a dangerous choice, because with authorial omniscience you cannot have your cake and eat it. If you are saying
         to the reader that you can enter the thoughts of any character and can comment on the action or events in your own voice,
         then any deliberate withholding of information counts as a black mark. The narrative house-of-cards begins to collapse; the
         reader’s trust in the author’s control dissipates immediately. Technically, on a purely writerly analysis, le Carré seems
         to me to be operating at the highest levels. There is never a sense that we are being overly manipulated – the choice of those
         characters whose inner thoughts he shares with us seems entirely apt – we never feel we are being narratively duped. Also,
         for a relatively short novel, a tremendous amount is included. The ellipsis between chapter two and three is a model of how
         a simple change of point of view can eliminate pages and pages of laborious exposition. Leamas’s staged three months in prison
         covers three pages – and yet we emerge from them with a complete sense of what he must have gone through: the tedium, the
         loss of self-respect, the numbing brutalisation. The old adage of pouring a quart into a pint pot was never more successfully
         demonstrated. On a line-by-line level, furthermore, the prose is limpidly succinct and evocative. For example: ‘A girl performed
         a striptease, a young, drab girl with a dark bruise on her thigh. She had that pitiful, spindly nakedness which is embarrassing
         because it is not erotic; because it is artless and undesiring.’ Or: ‘The airport reminded Leamas of the war […] Everywhere
         that air of conspiracy which generates amongst people who have been up since dawn – of superiority almost, derived from the
         common experience of having seen the night disappear and the morning come.’


There is a real confidence exhibited here, a sense that the author knows absolutely what he is talking about. Of course, we
         are now aware that John le Carré (a.k.a. David Cornwell) was highly familiar with the secret world of espionage and counter-espionage, but again, in 1963, this assuredness would have come across like a blast of keen cold air. The spy novel was being reshaped
         with The Spy – it was a paradigm shift in the genre – it would never be the same again and, indeed, its wider influence in literary fiction
         was manifold. However, as with a lot of artistic revolutions, this realization comes with the benefit of hindsight.


I must have first read The Spy in the early ’70s, I suppose, and have read it three or four times since. And I think what I relish about it – and this is
         maybe how le Carré transformed the genre – is the implicit respect that he gives the reader. The Spy is a very exciting read, but it’s also highly complicated. There is a lot of challenging subtext, a lot is implicit, a lot
         seems initially confusing. In other words, it’s very sophisticated and one of the appeals of sophistication in art is the understanding
         that such precision, such tastes, such values, such understatements are shared. Le Carré’s novel says, as it were, I know
         this appears unduly complex and obfuscated, but you, the reader, are an intelligent person: you will follow this – you will
         understand what is going on; I don’t need to spell it out or join the dots. The sheer aesthetic pleasure of reading is massively
         enhanced, thereby.


But I don’t think this fully explains why I have re-read the novel over the years. Novels you re-read have a different role
         in your personal pantheon than novels you simply admire or revere. There is something troubling about The Spy that draws you back again and again. Partly it is the sense that you may have missed something – that you haven’t fully unravelled the intricacies and nuances of the book. One of the aspects
         of the novel that always bothered me was the end. Leamas, to put it in vague terms – not to give the story away – finally
         realizes how he has been used by his own side, how he has been fooled, manipulated and misinformed to bring about a conclusion
         that was the opposite of the one he thought he was colluding in. He is offered the chance to flee, to escape and climb over
         the Wall with the young girl he sort-of loves, back to West Berlin. He and the girl are driven to a ‘safe’ area of the Wall
         in a car provided for him by a double agent. Operationally and procedurally this seemed to me a huge error. My feeling was
         that an agent of Leamas’s vast experience and worldliness would surely be aware that such a means of escape was riven with
         jeopardy. Yet he goes along with it and pays the price.


What had I missed? Reading the book again, I now think I understand – but it does require close attention. Leamas, betrayed,
         hoodwinked, terminally fatigued, is in a state of existential despair at the end of the novel. The opportunity to escape means
         nothing to him – but it does mean everything to him that the girl he is with, Liz Gold, innocent, unwittingly drawn into the Circus’s plotting, should escape. Leamas knows unequivocally at the end of the book that he is going to be betrayed again
         (there is a crucial, easily missed, detail about a car leaving when it is not meant to), but he tries all the same to thwart
         that betrayal. If only he can get Liz back to the West – that is all that matters to him – he’s indifferent to his own fate.
         So he tries to get Liz over the Wall. My reading of the last page of the book is that the British Secret Service (who have
         used Liz as brutally and pitilessly as they have used their trusted agent Leamas) always intended that Leamas should escape – should come in from the cold – and that
         Liz should die on the Wall. She knows too much: free in the West, she would be too much of a liability. A disaster, in espionage
         terms. She is duly shot as she tries to climb over – but Leamas still has the opportunity to make it to freedom. George Smiley,
         off-screen mastermind of this devilish brew of bluff and counter-bluff, is waiting for him. Leamas hears Smiley shout: ‘The
         girl, where’s the girl?’ But what Smiley wants to know is not whether the girl is safe but whether the girl is dead. That is the key implication (or so I read it) – that she’s never coming over and was never meant to. Leamas suddenly understands
         this – it is the final betrayal he suffers – and he climbs back down to the East and meets his death.


Two factors hinge on this bleak interpretation, both requiring that the reader remember clues planted early in the novel.
         First, the very last sentence of the book must seem baffling to the vast majority of readers: ‘As he fell, Leamas saw a small
         car smashed between great lorries, and the children waving cheerfully through the window.’ This sentence recalls a moment of reflection
         some 140 pages earlier in the novel. Leamas sees it as a kind of epiphany, a revelation, that occurred while he was on an
         earlier mission and was driving too fast on an autobahn and almost collided with a small car with four children in the back.
         The near accident traumatizes him and the comment is made that ‘men condemned to death are subject to sudden moments of elation;
         as if, like moths in the fire, their destruction were coincidental with attainment.’ In the very last sentence of the novel
         le Carré directs us back to these few paragraphs in order to provide the necessary full catharsis.


Second, the concept of a ‘spy who comes in from the cold’ seems to be fairly easily understandable – namely that the years
         of a spy’s double life are over, that there is an end to the unceasing watchfulness, the interminable daily duplicity: he
         (or she) can come home. Le Carré uses the phrase in this sense in the novel but also supplies us with another reading of it
         very early on in the narrative, putting the words in the mouth of ‘Control’, the head of the Secret Service, as he briefs
         Leamas on his mission. ‘ “We have to live without sympathy,” ’ Control muses. Then adds: ‘ “That’s impossible, of course. We
         act it to one another, all this hardness; but we aren’t like that really. I mean … one can’t be out in the cold all the
         time; one has to come in from the cold … d’you see what I mean?” ’


So, ‘coming in from the cold’ also means displaying a fundamental human empathy, of living with sympathy for others. It means
         the very opposite of being ‘hard’. The paradox at the end of this superb, tough, highly sophisticated novel is that Leamas,
         in refusing to come in from the cold as a spy, does in fact come in from the cold as a person. His destruction is coincidental with his
         attainment. In his deliberate orchestration of his death he shows that he is a human being.


William Boyd, 2010





[image: Penguin walking logo]


1

Checkpoint

The American handed Leamas another cup of coffee and said, ‘Why don’t you go back and sleep? We can ring you if he shows up.’

Leamas said nothing, just stared through the window of the checkpoint, along the empty street.

‘You can’t wait for ever, sir. Maybe he’ll come some other time. We can have the polizei contact the Agency: you can be back
         here in twenty minutes.’


‘No,’ said Leamas, ‘it’s nearly dark now.’

‘But you can’t wait for ever; he’s nine hours over schedule.’

‘If you want to go, go. You’ve been very good,’ Leamas added. ‘I’ll tell Kramer you’ve been damn good.’

‘But how long will you wait?’

‘Until he comes.’ Leamas walked to the observation window and stood between the two motionless policemen. Their binoculars
         were trained on the Eastern checkpoint.


‘He’s waiting for the dark,’ Leamas muttered. ‘I know he is.’

‘This morning you said he’d come across with the workmen.’

Leamas turned on him.

‘Agents aren’t aeroplanes. They don’t have schedules. He’s blown, he’s on the run, he’s frightened. Mundt’s after him, now, at this moment. He’s only got one chance. Let him choose
         his time.’


The younger man hesitated, wanting to go and not finding the moment.

A bell rang inside the hut. They waited, suddenly alert. A policeman said in German, ‘Black Opel Rekord, Federal registration.’

‘He can’t see that far in the dusk, he’s guessing,’ the American whispered and then he added: ‘How did Mundt know?’

‘Shut up,’ said Leamas from the window. One of the policemen left the hut and walked to the sandbag emplacement two feet short
         of the white demarcation which lay across the road like the base line of a tennis court. The other waited until his companion
         was crouched behind the telescope in the emplacement, then put down his binoculars, took his black helmet from the peg by
         the door and carefully adjusted it on his head. Somewhere high above the checkpoint the arclights sprang to life, casting
         theatrical beams on to the road in front of them.


The policeman began his commentary. Leamas knew it by heart.

‘Car halts at the first control. Only one occupant, a woman. Escorted to the Vopo hut for document check.’ They waited in
         silence.


‘What’s he saying?’ said the American. Leamas didn’t reply. Picking up a spare pair of binoculars, he gazed fixedly towards
         the East German controls.


‘Document check completed. Admitted to the second control.’

‘Mr Leamas, is this your man?’ the American persisted. ‘I ought to ring the Agency.’

‘Wait.’

‘Where’s the car now? What’s it doing?’

‘Currency check, Customs,’ Leamas snapped.

Leamas watched the car. There were two Vopos at the driver’s door, one doing the talking, the other standing off, waiting.
         A third was sauntering round the car. He stopped at the boot, then walked back to the driver. He wanted the key. He opened
         the boot, looked inside, closed it, returned the key and walked thirty yards up the road to where, midway between the two
         opposing checkpoints, a solitary East German sentry was standing, a squat silhouette in boots and baggy trousers. The two
         stood together talking, self-conscious in the glare of the arclight.


With a perfunctory gesture they waved the car on. It reached the two sentries in the middle of the road and stopped again.
         They walked round the car, stood off and talked again; finally, almost unwillingly, they let it continue across the line to
         the Western sector.


‘It is a man you’re waiting for, Mr Leamas?’ asked the American.

‘Yes, it’s a man.’

Pushing up the collar of his jacket, Leamas stepped outside into the icy October wind. He remembered the crowd then. It was
         something you forgot inside the hut, this group of puzzled faces. The people changed but the expressions were the same. It
         was like the helpless crowd that gathers round in a traffic accident, no one knowing how it happened, whether you should move
         the body. Smoke or dust rose through the beam of the arclamps, a constant shifting pall between the margins of light.


Leamas walked over to the car, and said to the woman, ‘Where is he?’

‘They came for him and he ran. He took the bicycle. They can’t have known about me.’

‘Where did he go?’

‘We had a room near Brandenburg, over a pub. He kept a few things there, money, papers. I think he’ll have gone there. Then
         he’ll come over.’


‘Tonight?’

‘He said he would come tonight. The others have all been caught – Paul, Viereck, Ländser, Salomon. He hasn’t got long.’

Leamas stared at her for a moment in silence.

‘Ländser too?’

‘Last night.’

A policeman was standing at Leamas’ side.

‘You’ll have to move away from here,’ he said. ‘It’s forbidden to obstruct the crossing point.’

Leamas half turned.

‘Go to hell,’ he snapped. The German stiffened, but the woman said:

‘Get in. We’ll drive down to the corner.’

He got in beside her and they moved slowly down the road to a side turning.

‘I didn’t know you had a car,’ he said.

‘It’s my husband’s,’ she replied indifferently. ‘Karl never told you I was married, did he?’ Leamas was silent. ‘My husband
         and I work for an optical firm. They let us over to do business. Karl only told you my maiden name. He didn’t want me to be
         mixed up with … you.’


Leamas took a key from his pocket.

‘You’ll want somewhere to stay,’ he said. His voice sounded flat. ‘There’s an apartment in the Albrecht-Dürer-Strasse, next
         to the Museum. Number 28A. You’ll find everything you want. I’ll telephone you when he comes.’


‘I’ll stay here with you.’

‘I’m not staying here. Go to the flat. I’ll ring you. There’s no point in waiting here now.’

‘But he’s coming to this crossing point.’

Leamas looked at her in surprise.

‘He told you that?’

‘Yes. He knows one of the Vopos there, the son of his landlord. It may help. That’s why he chose this route.’

‘And he told you that?’


‘He trusts me. He told me everything.’

‘Christ.’

He gave her the key and went back to the checkpoint hut, out of the cold. The policemen were muttering to each other as he
         entered; the larger one ostentatiously turned his back.


‘I’m sorry,’ said Leamas. ‘I’m sorry I bawled you out.’ He opened a tattered briefcase and rummaged in it until he found what
         he was looking for: a half-bottle of whisky. With a nod the elder man accepted it, half filled each coffee mug and topped
         them up with black coffee.


‘Where’s the American gone?’ asked Leamas.

‘Who?’

‘The CIA boy. The one who was with me.’

‘Bed time,’ said the elder man and they all laughed.

Leamas put down his mug and said:

‘What are your rules for shooting to protect a man coming over? A man on the run.’

‘We can only give covering fire if the Vopos shoot into our sector.’

‘That means you can’t shoot until a man’s over the boundary?’

The older man said, ‘We can’t give covering fire, Mr …’

‘Thomas,’ Leamas replied, ‘Thomas.’ They shook hands, the two policemen pronouncing their own names as they did so.

‘We can’t give covering fire. That’s the truth. They tell us there’d be war if we did.’

‘It’s nonsense,’ said the younger policeman, emboldened by the whisky. ‘If the Allies weren’t here the Wall would be gone
         by now.’


‘So would Berlin,’ muttered the elder man.

‘I’ve got a man coming over tonight,’ said Leamas abruptly.

‘Here? At this crossing point?’

‘It’s worth a lot to get him out. Mundt’s men are looking for him.’

‘There are still places where you can climb,’ said the younger policeman.

‘He’s not that kind. He’ll bluff his way through; he’s got papers, if the papers are still good. He’s got a bicycle.’

There was only one light in the checkpoint, a reading lamp with a green shade, but the glow of the arclights, like artificial
         moonlight, filled the cabin. Darkness had fallen, and with it silence. They spoke as if they were afraid of being overheard.
         Leamas went to the window and waited. In front of him the road and to either side the Wall, a dirty, ugly thing of breeze
         blocks and strands of barbed wire, lit with cheap yellow light, like the backdrop for a concentration camp. East and west of the Wall lay the unrestored part of Berlin, a half-world of ruin, drawn in two dimensions, crags of war.


That damned woman, thought Leamas, and that fool Karl who’d lied about her. Lied by omission, as they all do, agents the world
         over. You teach them to cheat, to cover their tracks, and they cheat you as well. He’d only produced her once, after that
         dinner in the Schürzstrasse last year. Karl had just had his big scoop and Control had wanted to meet him. Control always
         came in on success. They’d had dinner together – Leamas, Control and Karl. Karl loved that kind of thing. He turned up looking
         like a Sunday School boy, scrubbed and shining, doffing his hat and all respectful. Control had shaken his hand for five minutes
         and said: ‘I want you to know how pleased we are, Karl, damn pleased.’ Leamas had watched and thought, that’ll cost us another
         couple of hundred a year. When they’d finished dinner Control pumped their hands again, nodded significantly and implying
         that he had to go off and risk his life somewhere else, got back into his chauffeur-driven car. Then Karl had laughed, and
         Leamas had laughed with him, and they’d finished the champagne, still laughing about Control. Afterwards they’d gone to the
         ‘Alter Fass’; Karl had insisted on it and there Elvira was waiting for them, a forty-year-old blonde, tough as nails.


‘This is my best-kept secret, Alec,’ Karl had said, and Leamas was furious. Afterwards they’d had a row.

‘How much does she know? Who is she? How did you meet her?’ Karl sulked and refused to say. After that things went badly.
         Leamas tried to alter the routine, change the meeting places and the catch words, but Karl didn’t like it. He knew what lay
         behind it and he didn’t like it.


‘If you don’t trust her it’s too late anyway,’ he’d said, and Leamas took the hint and shut up. But he went carefully after that, told Karl much less, used more of the hocus-pocus of espionage
         technique. And there she was, out there in her car, knowing everything, the whole network, the safe house, everything; and
         Leamas swore, not for the first time, never to trust an agent again.


He went to the telephone and dialled the number of his flat. Frau Martha answered.

‘We’ve got guests at the Dürer-Strasse,’ said Leamas, ‘a man and a woman.’

‘Married?’ asked Martha.

‘Near enough,’ said Leamas, and she laughed that frightful laugh. As he put down the receiver one of the policemen turned
         to him.


‘Herr Thomas! Quick!’ Leamas stepped to the observation window.

‘A man, Herr Thomas,’ the younger policeman whispered, ‘with a bicycle.’ Leamas picked up the binoculars.

It was Karl, the figure was unmistakable even at that distance, shrouded in an old Wehrmacht macintosh, pushing his bicycle.
         He’s made it, thought Leamas, he must have made it, he’s through the document check, only currency and Customs to go. Leamas
         watched Karl lean his bicycle against the railing, walk casually to the Customs hut. Don’t overdo it, he thought. At last
         Karl came out, waved cheerfully to the man on the barrier, and the red and white pole swung slowly upwards. He was through,
         he was coming towards them, he had made it. Only the Vopo in the middle of the road, the line and safety.


At that moment Karl seemed to hear some sound, sense danger; he glanced over his shoulder, began to pedal furiously, bending low over the handlebars. There was still the lonely sentry on the bridge, and he had turned and was watching
         Karl. Then, totally unexpected, the searchlights went on, white and brilliant, catching Karl and holding him in their beam
         like a rabbit in the headlights of a car. There came the see-saw wail of a siren, the sound of orders wildly shouted. In front
         of Leamas the two policemen dropped to their knees, peering through the sandbagged slits, deftly flicking the rapid load on
         their automatic rifles.


The East German sentry fired, quite carefully, away from them, into his own sector. The first shot seemed to thrust Karl forward,
         the second to pull him back. Somehow he was still moving, still on the bicycle, passing the sentry, and the sentry was still
         shooting at him. Then he sagged, rolled to the ground, and they heard quite clearly the clatter of the bike as it fell. Leamas
         hoped to God he was dead.
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2

The Circus

He watched the Tempelhof runway sink beneath him.

Leamas was not a reflective man and not a particularly philosophical one. He knew he was written off – it was a fact of life
         which he would henceforth live with, as a man must live with cancer or imprisonment. He knew there was no kind of preparation
         which could have bridged the gap between then and now. He met failure as one day he would probably meet death, with cynical
         resentment and the courage of a solitary. He’d lasted longer than most; now he was beaten. It is said a dog lives as long
         as its teeth; metaphorically, Leamas’ teeth had been drawn; and it was Mundt who had drawn them.


Ten years ago he could have taken the other path – there were desk jobs in that anonymous government building in Cambridge
         Circus which Leamas could have taken and kept till he was God knows how old; but Leamas wasn’t made that way. You might as
         well have asked a jockey to become a totalisator clerk as expect Leamas to abandon operational life for the tendentious theorising
         and clandestine self-interest of Whitehall. He had stayed on in Berlin, conscious that Personnel had marked his file for review
         at the end of every year – stubborn, wilful, contemptuous of instruction, telling himself that something would turn up. Intelligence work has one moral law – it is justified by results. Even the sophistry
         of Whitehall paid court to that law, and Leamas got results. Until Mundt came.


It was odd how soon Leamas had realised that Mundt was the writing on the wall.

Hans-Dieter Mundt, born forty-two years ago in Leipzig. Leamas knew his dossier, knew the photograph on the inside of the
         cover; the blank, hard face beneath the flaxen hair; knew by heart the story of Mundt’s rise to power as second man in the
         Abteilung and effective head of operations. Mundt was hated even within his own department. Leamas knew that from the evidence
         of defectors, and from Riemeck, who as a member of the SED Praesidium sat on security committees with Mundt, and dreaded him.
         Rightly as it turned out, for Mundt had killed him.


Until 1959 Mundt had been a minor functionary of the Abteilung, operating in London under the cover of the East German Steel
         Mission. He returned to Germany in a hurry after murdering two of his own agents to save his skin and was not heard of for
         more than a year. Quite suddenly he reappeared at the Abteilung’s headquarters in Leipzig as head of the Ways and Means Department,
         responsible for allocating currency, equipment and personnel for special tasks. At the end of that year came the big struggle
         for power within the Abteilung. The number and influence of Soviet liaison officers were drastically reduced, several of the
         old guard were dismissed on ideological grounds and three men emerged: Fiedler as head of counter-intelligence, Jahn took
         over from Mundt as head of facilities, and Mundt himself got the plum – deputy director of operations – at the age of forty-one. Then the new style began. The first agent Leamas lost was a girl. She was only a small link in the network; she
         was used for courier jobs. They shot her dead in the street as she left a West Berlin cinema. The police never found the murderer
         and Leamas was at first inclined to write the incident off as unconnected with her work. A month later a railway porter in
         Dresden, a discarded agent from Peter Guillam’s network, was found dead and mutilated beside a railway track. Leamas knew
         it wasn’t coincidence any longer. Soon after that two members of another network under Leamas’ control were arrested and summarily
         sentenced to death. So it went on: remorseless and unnerving.


And now they had Karl, and Leamas was leaving Berlin as he had come – without a single agent worth a farthing. Mundt had won.

Leamas was a short man with close, iron-grey hair, and the physique of a swimmer. He was very strong. This strength was discernible
         in his back and shoulders, in his neck, and in the stubby formation of his hands and fingers.


He had a utilitarian approach to clothes, as he did to most other things, and even the spectacles he occasionally wore had
         steel rims. Most of his suits were of artificial fibre, none of them had waistcoats. He favoured shirts of the American kind
         with buttons on the points of the collars, and suede shoes with rubber soles.


He had an attractive face, muscular, and a stubborn line to his thin mouth. His eyes were brown and small; Irish, some said.
         It was hard to place Leamas. If he were to walk into a London club the porter would certainly not mistake him for a member;
         in a Berlin night club they usually gave him the best table. He looked like a man who could make trouble, a man who looked after his money, a man who was not quite a gentleman.


The air hostess thought he was interesting. She guessed he was North Country, which he might have been, and rich, which he
         was not. She put his age at fifty, which was about right. She guessed he was single, which was half true. Somewhere long ago
         there had been a divorce; somewhere there were children, now in their teens, who received their allowance from a rather odd
         private bank in the City.


‘If you want another whisky,’ said the air hostess, ‘you’d better hurry. We shall be at London airport in twenty minutes.’

‘No more.’ He didn’t look at her; he was looking out of the window at the grey-green fields of Kent.

Fawley met him at the airport and drove him to London.

‘Control’s pretty cross about Karl,’ he said, looking sideways at Leamas. Leamas nodded.

‘How did it happen?’ asked Fawley.

‘He was shot. Mundt got him.’

‘Dead?’

‘I should think so, by now. He’d better be. He nearly made it. He should never have hurried, they couldn’t have been sure.
         The Abteilung got to the checkpoint just after he’d been let through. They started the siren and a Vopo shot him twenty yards
         short of the line. He moved on the ground for a moment, then lay still.’


‘Poor bastard.’

‘Precisely,’ said Leamas.

Fawley didn’t like Leamas, and if Leamas knew he didn’t care. Fawley was a man who belonged to clubs and wore representative ties, pontificated on the skills of sportsmen and assumed a service rank in office correspondence. He thought
         Leamas suspect, and Leamas thought him a fool.


‘What section are you in?’ asked Leamas.

‘Personnel.’

‘Like it?’

‘Fascinating.’

‘Where do I go now? On ice?’

‘Better let Control tell you, old boy.’

‘Do you know?’

‘Of course.’

‘Then why the hell don’t you tell me?’

‘Sorry, old man,’ Fawley replied, and Leamas suddenly very nearly lost his temper. Then he reflected that Fawley was probably
         lying anyway.


‘Well, tell me one thing, do you mind? Have I got to look for a bloody flat in London?’

Fawley scratched at his ear. ‘I don’t think so, old man, no.’

‘No? Thank God for that.’

They parked near Cambridge Circus, at a parking meter, and went together into the hall.

‘You haven’t got a pass, have you? You’d better fill in a slip, old man.’

‘Since when have we had passes? McCall knows me as well as his own mother.’

‘Just a new routine. Circus is growing, you know.’

Leamas said nothing, nodded at McCall and got into the lift without a pass.

Control shook his hand rather carefully, like a doctor feeling the bones.

‘You must be awfully tired,’ he said apologetically, ‘do sit down.’ That same dreary voice, the donnish bray.

Leamas sat down in a chair facing an olive green electric fire with a bowl of water balanced on the top of it.

‘Do you find it cold?’ Control asked. He was stooping over the fire rubbing his hands together. He wore a cardigan under his
         black jacket, a shabby brown one. Leamas remembered Control’s wife, a stupid little woman called Mandy who seemed to think
         her husband was in the Coal Board. He supposed she had knitted it.


‘It’s so dry, that’s the trouble,’ Control continued. ‘Beat the cold and you parch the atmosphere. Just as dangerous.’ He
         went to the desk and pressed a button. ‘We’ll try and get some coffee,’ he said, ‘Ginnie’s on leave, that’s the trouble. They’ve
         given me some new girl. It really is too bad.’


He was shorter than Leamas remembered him: otherwise, just the same. The same affected detachment, the same donnish conceits;
         the same horror of draughts; courteous according to a formula miles removed from Leamas’ experience. The same milk-and-water
         smile, the same elaborate diffidence, the same apologetic adherence to a code
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