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				Red Square, Christmas Eve, December 1985
			

			In the same hour that a sergeant in the Moscow
				police threw a tarpaulin over the naked body of a boy below the Kremlin Wall, a missile pulled
				by a diesel train a thousand miles away jumped its rails approaching a bend and killed everyone
				on board. Faced with such a disaster, the local soviet took the only decision it could.

			Military bulldozers began gouging a 200-yard
				trench in the dirt.

			In the weeks that followed, any evidence that the
				track had not been properly fixed was buried, along with twisted rails, the wreckage and the
				bodies it had contained. Fresh track was laid along the edge of a lake and fixed properly this
				time. The accident simply ceased to exist.

			In Moscow, the truth was harder to hide.

			It was six in the morning, not yet dawn, and the
				old man using the short cut behind Lenin’s Tomb was old enough to remember when
				Resurrection Gate still guarded the entrance to Red Square; back in the days before Stalin had
				it demolished to make it easier for tanks to parade.

			The old man was unkempt, shaggy-haired.
				He’d been born to peasants and fought beside Trotsky in his teens. He would be happy to
				resign his seat on the politburo if only the USSR had someone to replace him.

			That fool Andropov, dead after fifteen months.
				Chernenko didn’t even last that long. Now Gorbachev, practically a child …

			How
				could he possibly step down?

			The man only realized something was wrong when a
				torch momentarily blinded him. It was lowered quickly, lighting trampled snow. The sergeant was
				apologetic, abjectly so. ‘Comrade Minister. Sorry, Comrade Minister … I didn’t
				realize it was you.’

			‘What’s happened?’

			‘A car crashed into a bollard.’

			‘What kind?’

			‘Sir?’

			‘A Zil, a Volga, a Pobeda?’

			‘A Volga, sir. A new one.’

			The old man frowned. The waiting list for a Volga
				was so long it could be resold instantly for double the original price. Even in a country where
				vodka was often the only way to keep out the cold, crashing a new one would be more than
				unfortunate.

			He watched the sergeant shift nervously from foot
				to foot.

			How long would it take him to realize the
				obvious? There would be tyre tracks in the snow if he was telling the truth. He didn’t
				blame the man. He’d obviously been ordered to lie.

			‘Tell them I insisted on seeing for
				myself.’

			‘Yes, Comrade Minister. Thank you, Comrade
				Minister.’

			They should have been around when Stalin was
				alive. Then they’d know what real fear was. Ahead, lit by uplights on the Kremlin Wall, a
				major of the militsiya, Moscow’s police, stood bareheaded before a politburo
				member the old man had never liked. The man’s preening idiot of a son was on the far
				side.

			‘Vedenin,’ the old man said.

			‘Comrade Minister? You’ll catch
				cold.’

			That was Ilyich Vedenin for you, the old man
				thought sourly. Always willing to state the obvious. At their feet, falling snow turned a
				tarpaulin white.

			‘Well, aren’t you going to show me?’

			Vedenin’s son yanked back the cover to
				reveal a boy of twelve or thirteen, apparently asleep. He was naked, his head and any body hair
				shaved clean. His mouth was very slightly open and his genitals looked tiny. The jelly of his
				eyes was milky white and he stared so blindly that for a second the old man looked away.

			The little finger of the boy’s right hand
				was missing. The cut was clean, no blood on the snow beneath. Kneeling, the old man touched the
				boy’s chest and then his face, almost gently. The flesh was hard as ice.

			‘Strange,’ he muttered.

			‘What is, sir?’

			‘He can’t have been here long enough
				to freeze.’

			The old man was readying himself to stand when he
				paused and covered his action by tapping for a second time the white marble of the frozen
				boy’s chest, pretending to listen to its dull thud. Then he checked that he’d seen
				what he thought he’d seen.

			Almost entirely hidden in the boy’s
				mutilated hand was a tiny wax angel.

			That was unnerving enough. What was more
				unnerving still was that the angel had the boy’s face. Glancing up, to make sure he
				wasn’t being watched, the old man palmed the angel and pocketed it.

			There was a message in the whiteness of the
				wax.

			As there was in the frozen state of the body
				placed so carefully in front of the Supreme Soviet’s centre of power. The old man had to
				admit he was slightly shocked that the dead boy and the figurine should come together. Not least
				because the latter could only have come from someone he knew to be dead.
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				New Year’s Eve, December 1985
			

			The British embassy on Maurice Thorez Embankment
				was across the river from the Kremlin. As the ambassador was fond of reminding people, the sight
				of the flag on its roof once so upset Stalin that he demanded the building back. When the
				British refused, Stalin had curtains put up to hide the view. Anglo-Soviet relations were better
				these days.

			But not by much.

			The last man to arrive at that night’s
				party was a major in British Army intelligence, recently seconded to Moscow at short notice and
				with the kind of ill-defined job that annoyed Sir Edward intently. The ambassador liked people
				who knew their place. He also liked to know what that place was. It might have reassured him to
				know the major wasn’t a whole lot happier.

			The place, the people, the party … none of
				them fitted Tom Fox’s idea of a perfect New Year’s Eve.

			He’d arrived five days earlier to discover
				that barely anyone at the embassy knew he was coming and those who did seemed bemused by the
				fact. Only Sir Edward had been unsurprised, and he’d been disapproving without bothering
				to say why.

			Tom managed fifteen minutes before heading for
				the nearest balcony and an emergency cigarette. Standing in a chill wind, with snow splattering
				on to his dinner jacket, he looked resignedly at the icy flatness of the Moskva River and
				wondered how soon he could head back to his flat.

			He’d been in the Soviet Union less than a week.

			It was already too long.

			If Caro were here, she’d say go and make
				friends. She’d know what to say and who to say it to. His wife’s talent for
				socializing had rubbed off for a while; until things soured between them and he’d stopped
				bothering. When the balcony door creaked, he refused to look as a figure came to stand beside
				him, leaning against the cold balustrade.

			‘Got a cigarette?’

			He passed his packet across without comment.

			‘I’ll need a lighter.’

			Tom put his Bic on the balustrade where it
				wobbled in the wind until the girl closed her fingers around it. As it flared, and she put up a
				hand to shield the flame, he noticed a jade ring on her engagement finger and a graze on her
				wrist.

			‘These are foul.’

			He nodded.

			With the tiny stub of tobacco only half gone, she
				flicked her papirosa over the edge and they watched the wind whisk it away, darkness taking it
				long before it hit the snow below. ‘It’s bloody cold out here,’ she said.

			Tom nodded.

			‘You don’t say much, do
				you?’

			Shaking his head, he kept his gaze on the red
				brick of the Kremlin Wall, which was lit from below. He’d been told how many kilos the red
				star on top of Spasskaya Tower weighed, how much power it took to make it glow. Like most of
				what he’d been told in the past week, he’d forgotten. He had a sense though, as the
				balcony door shut, that he’d remember the girl. If only because she’d been wearing
				black jeans and a dinner jacket of her own.

			Then he blinked, and the moment was gone, and he
				forced himself back inside, heading for the floppy-haired young military attaché whose job it was to help him settle in. Gold
				cufflinks, signet ring, a dinner jacket he looked as if he’d been born to … Tom
				sighed; he should give the boy a chance.

			‘Do the Soviets usually attend these
				things?’ Tom asked.

			‘The Russkies? We always extend an
				invitation. Mostly they turn us down. Prior engagement. You know the kind of thing. This year
				…’

			‘What’s different about
				it?’

			‘They accepted. Well, a few of them
				did.’

			‘No, I mean, what’s different about
				this year?’

			‘Who knows with them?’

			‘It’s my job to know.’

			‘Is it now?’ The young man looked
				interested. ‘We were wondering what you did. “Visiting analyst” sounds a bit
				American. You know, cubicle offices and fountains in the foyer. Some of us thought you must be a
				treasury spy.’

			‘You don’t approve of efficiency
				drives?’

			‘Only if they improve
				efficiency.’

			‘Believe me,’ Tom said,
				‘I’m not a treasury spy.’

			The young man excused himself, pleading
				necessity. Tom watched him head through a crowd of uniforms, dresses and dinner jackets towards
				the loos, wondering if he’d return, and if he did, how to politely ask his name for a
				third time, and maybe even remember it.

			‘You all right?’ the man asked, when
				he got back.

			‘This isn’t really my
				thing.’

			‘Nor mine. But it comes with the
				territory.’ He caught the eye of a black woman in a long white dress, who swerved around a
				Russian colonel, nodded apologetically to the group she’d been about to join and strode
				towards them.

			‘Impressive, isn’t she?’

			Tom wondered whether he’d say that about
				any other woman there.

			‘First at Oxford. Good school too.’ As she reached
				them, he said, ‘This is Mary Batten. She knows things.’

			‘Tom,’ said Tom. ‘Tom
				Fox.’

			‘I know,’ Mary said. ‘I
				approved your flight. How’s the flat?’

			‘Bug-ridden, most probably.’

			For a second she looked surprised, then laughed
				loudly enough to make a young Russian in a flashily cut velvet jacket glance across. He held
				Tom’s gaze and nodded politely.

			‘Who’s that?’ Tom asked.

			‘See the thickset man smoking cigars by the
				window? That’s Ilyich Vedenin. Newly made minister. He’s the highest-ranking Soviet
				in this room. Vladimir’s his son.’

			‘And the man he’s talking
				to?’

			‘A general,’ said a voice behind Tom.
				‘Recently recalled from Afghanistan …’ They turned to find Sir Edward
				Masterton, the ambassador, looking every bit as languid as Tom remembered from their
				introductory meeting. ‘It might be best,’ Sir Edward said, ‘if the three of
				you mingled. We have slightly more shows than expected. We did ring round, didn’t
				we?’

			‘Yes, sir.’ Mary Batten nodded.

			‘So what happened?’

			‘Everyone came.’

			‘Typical. I’d love to know why
				Vedenin accepted.’

			‘I’ll find out,’ Tom said.

			Sir Edward raised his eyebrows. ‘And how
				will you do that?’

			‘I’ll ask him, sir.’

			Minister Vedenin shook the hand offered and
				glanced at the crowd over Tom’s shoulder. For a moment Tom thought he was looking for
				someone more interesting, then he realized the real reason.

			‘Your son’s over there.’

			They looked towards an alcove where the young
				Russian was deep in conversation with the girl who’d begged the cigarette earlier. As they
				watched, the girl stopped glowering and almost smiled. The minister sighed.

			‘He’s a good-looking boy,’ Tom
				said.

			‘And knows it, unfortunately. You have
				children?’

			Tom hesitated. ‘A boy,’ he said
				finally. ‘With his mother for Christmas.’

			‘Who is not here?’ Opening a silver
				case, Vedenin offered Tom a cigar. ‘These things happen … Life is invariably more
				complicated than one wants. Especially family life. Of course, in my position, the whole of the
				USSR is my family.’

			‘That must make for a headache.’

			‘You have good Russian. For a
				foreigner.’

			‘I have terrible Russian.’

			The minister shrugged. ‘I was being
				polite.’

			The man smelled of cigars and brandy, and a faint
				whiff of what could be cologne or schnapps. If it was schnapps, it came from a hip flask. He
				looked like the kind of man who might carry a hip flask for when his hosts kept insisting on
				offering champagne long after everyone stopped tasting it.

			‘You went to Sir Edward’s
				school?’

			The Russian watched in amusement as Tom half
				choked on his champagne.

			‘I doubt they’d have let me through
				the door …’

			‘Ah, you’re …’ Vedenin
				smiled. ‘Salt of the earth? That’s a Rolling Stones track, isn’t it? From
					Beggars Banquet. My son has the album.’

			‘Should you admit that?’

			‘Times they are changing. That’s
				Dylan.’

			‘He has that album too?’

			‘I do. Vladimir bought it for me in America
				…’

			The
				man looked over to where his son now stood talking to an Indian woman. ‘I was born in
				1923,’ he said. ‘Two-thirds of Soviet boys born that year didn’t survive the
				war. My hope is Vladimir never has to go through the same.’

			Together, Tom and the Russian examined the
				crowd.

			Two hundred and fifty guests filled a ballroom
				that probably looked just as it had back in the days when the embassy was a rich sugar
				merchant’s mansion. All those uniforms, all that braid, all those dinner jackets. Caro
				would have been entirely at home.

			‘Would it be rude,’ Tom said,
				‘to ask why you’re here?’

			‘I was invited.’

			The two men stared at each other and Tom wondered
				whether Vedenin dyed his hair or if he wore a wig, or if his hair really was that dark and wiry.
				The man lacked his son’s good looks, and as a young man would have had an earthiness
				missing from the boy.

			‘My wife was an ice skater. Famously
				beautiful. She died young.’

			‘How did you know what I was
				thinking?’

			The minister smiled. ‘You looked at me, you
				looked at him, you looked momentarily puzzled. It wasn’t hard to follow.’

			‘I’ll remember that.’

			‘I’ll remember you knew I was looking
				for the boy.’ Vedenin hesitated. ‘She’s young, that English girl you keep
				staring at. Pretty, admittedly. But young. You know whose stepdaughter she is, of
				course?’

			‘I take it you do?’

			‘What do you find so
				interesting?’

			
				The dinner jacket, the shaved sides to her head, the irrationality of my anger at the graze
					on her wrist …
			

			‘It’s hard to say.’

			‘You mean you won’t. “A riddle wrapped in a
				mystery inside an enigma.” You know who said that?’

			‘Churchill. About Russia.’

			The minister smiled. ‘What are you doing in
				Moscow?’

			‘I’ve been exiled.’

			‘Really?’ Vedenin looked
				intrigued.

			‘Well. Someone thought it would be useful
				if I was out of the way.’

			The Russian laughed. ‘Your queen offered
				Ivan the Terrible refuge once. Did you know that? He wanted to marry her. She refused but said
				if he ever got into trouble at home he could come to live in England. So you see, the ties
				between our countries are historic and strong. If a little fractious, in the way of all
				families. Especially those where the members haven’t been talking for a while. And that,
				to answer your question, is why I’m here. Now, if you’ll excuse me …’
				The minister swept the ballroom with a sharp gaze, looking for more than his son this time.

			A Soviet colonel in dress uniform nodded and slid
				across to a general, who glanced at Vedenin and nodded in turn. The man the minister
				didn’t look at, the one not in uniform, the one who’d been watching Vedenin’s
				son earlier, didn’t catch anybody’s eye. He still managed to disengage himself from
				an elderly Indian diplomat though. And he reached the door ahead of his principal. He was the
				one who’d checked for the exits, windows and light switches earlier. The one Tom Fox
				recognized as a younger version of himself. The one he’d have worried about, if worrying
				about these things was still in his job description.

			With the Soviets gone, the party relaxed.

			Someone turned the lights down and the music up
				and a woman began chivvying couples on to the dance floor. Most were embarrassed but well aware there were still two hours to
				midnight. Abba gave way to Rod Stewart. Rod Stewart to Hot Chocolate … Not really
				Tom’s kind of music. He was thinking about going back to the balcony when he saw the
				ambassador lean in to the woman and mutter something. There was a manicured look about her as if
				she’d wandered in from Chelsea, and now found herself living in a Georgian rectory
				somewhere in Wiltshire and regretted the move.

			She frowned but headed for Tom all the same.

			‘It’s always hard,’ she said,
				‘when you first arrive. If you don’t know anyone. We’re a friendly bunch
				really. Edward says your family will be joining you later.’

			‘Possibly.’

			Her smile faltered.

			‘My wife’s having Christmas with her
				parents and Charlie’s back at school on the seventh. I might try to get back for half-term
				if I can.’

			‘Charlie’s your son?’

			Tom nodded.

			‘Anna,’ she said, putting out her
				hand.

			‘Lady Masterton?’

			‘I prefer Anna.’

			Her grip was as strong as her gaze was unfocused.
				‘I couldn’t help noticing you glancing at my daughter earlier.’

			‘Her dinner jacket is an interesting
				touch.’

			Anna Masterton winced. ‘She’s cross
				with me.’

			‘You in particular?’

			‘Everyone really. It’s a difficult
				age.’

			‘Seventeen?’

			Anna Masterton didn’t know whether to be
				amused or appalled. ‘Is that what she told you? She’s sixteen next month.’

			‘What’s she furious about?’

			‘Lizzie went to Westminster for sixth form and Alex wanted
				to go too. Lizzie’s her friend. My husband wouldn’t let her. So now it’s a
				battle. An East German girl she met at the pool was having a party tonight. Edward said she had
				to come to this. Now he wants to drive out to Borodino, stay a few nights and walk the
				battlefield. Alex says he can’t make her. You can grin, but it’s bloody
				tiring.’

			She spoke with the fierce intensity of the
				quietly drunk.

			‘I’m sure it is,’ Tom
				agreed.

			Anna Masterton shook her head, quite at what Tom
				wasn’t sure, and forced a smile more appropriate to an ambassador’s wife at an
				official function. ‘You’re a Russia expert, Edward says.’

			‘I wouldn’t go that far.’

			‘But you did lots of preparation for your
				visit here?’

			‘I rewatched Andrei
				Rublev.’

			She looked at him quizzically. ‘Isn’t
				that the strange black-and-white film with naked peasants in a forest setting fire to
				everything?’

			‘Tarkovsky. 1966. It opens with a pagan
				festival.’

			‘I thought Russia was Christian by
				then?’

			‘Double faith,’ said Tom.
				‘It’s called dvoeverie. Think of it as dual nationality for the unseen
				kingdoms.’

			‘This is your area?’

			‘That, and recognizing patterns in things.
				I’m here to write a report for the Foreign Office on religion in Russia.’

			‘Isn’t that rather
				academic?’

			‘If faith can move mountains, why
				shouldn’t it bring down a government?’

			She looked round, realized her Soviet guests
				really had gone and lifted another glass of champagne from the tray of a passing waiter.

			‘Do we want to bring their government
				down?’

			‘Your husband’s more likely to know that than
				me.’

			It wasn’t the real reason he was here, of
				course. He was here to keep him out of trouble. How much trouble he was in was being decided
				back in London. Meanwhile, to give his bosses a break, he was here.

			Having made enough small talk to give him a
				headache, Tom pleaded the need for air and another cigarette. Skirting the dance floor entailed
				endless ‘excuse me’s as he made his way round the edge of the chocolate-box
				ballroom, with its white panels and gilding. As he went, he wondered what Caro was doing, then
				wished he hadn’t.

			It would be teatime back home. She’d be on
				the sofa between her parents most likely, a fire already blazing in the hearth. The
				black-and-white portable wouldn’t be turned on until later. And even then it would have
				the sound down so no one had to pay it any attention until the chimes. Charlie would be getting
				ready for bed.

			A brief protest at not being allowed up, then
				sleep and, with luck, no dreams.

			A year from now …? His boy would still be
				in bed come New Year’s Eve. Probably still protesting, but not fiercely enough to make a
				difference. And Caro? Whoever’s bed she climbed into, Tom doubted it would be his. So why
				not give her what she wanted? It would be best for the boy. That was what she kept telling him.
					Charlie needs to know where he stands. ‘Bitch,’ Tom muttered.

			‘Hey, that’s rude.’

			It was the girl who’d begged a
				cigarette.

			Tom blinked, ‘I’m sorry?’

			‘I said that’s really
				rude.’

			‘I wasn’t talking about you,
				obviously.’

			‘Obviously …’ She did
				a passable imitation of Tom’s irritation.

			‘People are watching,’ he said.

			‘You think I care?’

			‘No, I think that’s what you
				want.’

			Her hair was wilder than before, her dinner
				jacket too tight to button. She’d folded up both sleeves since he last looked. Close to,
				he could see she was younger than he’d imagined. Her gaze found Sir Edward in the crowd
				and she smirked. ‘I’m going to tell my stepfather about you.’

			Tom grabbed her as she turned.

			The bones in her damaged wrist felt frighteningly
				fragile. Out of the corner of his eye, Tom saw the black woman he’d talked to earlier
				heading towards him and let the girl’s wrist drop. Her mother wasn’t the only one
				drunk around here.

			‘Roll your sleeves down,’ he said,
				stepping back. ‘Or roll them up, let your parents see and have the damn argument.
				You’re obviously desperate for a fight.’

			‘He’s not my parent.’

			‘Whatever.’

			Beneath her cuffs, not quite visible and not
				quite hidden, raw welts crossed both wrists. A blunt knife would do it.

			‘What’s it got to do with you
				anyway?’

			‘Nothing.’

			‘Exactly.’

			‘Wrist to elbow,’ he said.
				‘Wrist to elbow. If you’re serious.’
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				Sadovaya Samotechnaya
			

			Shrugging himself into his Belstaff, Tom left
				the party through high gates between wrought-iron railings mostly hidden by frosted trees. He
				made a point of nodding to the militsiya sergeant stamping his feet on the pavement
				outside. Brown coat, peaked cap, cheap boots, Makarov in a brown-leather holster.

			Same poor sod as earlier.

			Taking the metro would cost five kopeks, and the
				stations had such elegance they put London to shame, but Tom wanted to walk and if the little
				Russian assigned as Tom’s KGB shadow had to walk too, that was his bad luck.

			From his pocket, Tom pulled a rabbit-fur cap
				bought that afternoon. It was second-hand and split along one edge. Cramming it on to his head,
				he lit a Russian cigarette and checked his reflection in a car window, flattering himself that
				he was safely anonymous, as drably dressed as those around him.

			Just north of the Bolshoi and south of the
				Boulevard Ring that ran round inner Moscow, what Tom thought was a scraped-together mound of
				snow on the steps of a church shivered, and he stepped back as the mound shook itself from white
				to black, recently fallen flakes scattering to reveal an old woman.

			A red scarf was tight around her head. She looked
				for a moment puzzled at where she found herself and then shrugged and examined the man in front of her with bright eyes.
				‘American,’ she announced.

			Tom shook his head.

			‘Ah, he speaks Russian. Well, perhaps he
				knows the odd word.’ She looked beyond Tom to the crossroads, which was empty except for
				Tom’s shadow a hundred paces away, pretending to tie his shoe. Early twenties, skinny and
				rat-faced, he was putting in time as a pavement artist on his way to a nice warm desk from which
				he could order others to trawl around in the cold. Tom waved and received a scowl in reply.

			He’d expected Soviet tradecraft to be
				better.

			‘Here.’ The old woman offered Tom
				what looked like a sliver of ivory.

			It was an angel carved from wax. Squat and
				moon-faced, unnervingly ugly, with a bent wing.

			Distractedly, Tom dug into his pocket for change.
				He shook his head when she pushed the figure at him. ‘Sell it again,’ he
				suggested.

			‘That would be bad luck.’

			Her accent was hard. She might be southern, to
				judge from her leathery face and the sharpness of her cheekbones. Georgian? Azerbaijani?
				Tom’s Russian was too rusty for him to place her. He was pleased enough to understand the
				words.

			‘So,’ she said, ‘what’s
				your name?’

			‘Why?’ Tom demanded.

			‘I was being polite.’

			Despite himself, Tom grinned.

			‘See. That’s better. Can you spare
				one of those?’ She nodded at the burned-out papirosa in his fingers. And taking one for
				himself, Tom gave her the packet. As he was leaving, she called after him.

			‘If not American?’

			‘English …’

			‘Covent Garden. The Royal Ballet.
				Sadler’s Wells.’

			Hard walking on slippery pavements brought him
				to the Garden Ring and the Sadovaya Samotechnaya block for foreigners that stood in its shadow.
				As he approached, a black cat hurried between ruts in the snow, dodged round the KGB man
				guarding its entrance and mewed for the gate to be opened.

			‘He lives here?’ Tom asked the guard,
				who did his best not to be shocked that Tom spoke his language.

			‘I’m not sure he has
				papers.’

			Tom laughed.

			The man couldn’t help glancing beyond Tom
				to his shadow, who was now pretending to admire a bronze statue of a Soviet youth in gym shorts
				holding the hand of a girl in a summer dress. When the boy felt he’d admired the statue
				for as long as was believable, he knelt and tied his shoelace for the fifth time that
				evening.

			Tom could lose him easily.

			But the Committee for State Security would assign
				someone better. Then, when Tom really needed to shake free – if he ever really needed to
				shake free – it would be harder.

			‘Where’s a good place to
				drink?’

			‘Everywhere is closed.’

			‘It’s New Year’s
				Eve.’

			‘In Moscow, bars close at
				eleven.’

			‘Tovarishch. Comrade
					… Don’t be ridiculous. It’s New Year’s Eve. There must be a bar
				open somewhere in this city.’

			The KGB man sighed.

			Lights still shone in at least half the flats
				overlooking the bleak street, but its cafes and shops were firmly shut. He’d just decided he must have overshot the address
				he’d been given – along with a warning about foreigners not necessarily being
				welcome, New Year’s Eve or not – when a man shouted from a concrete walkway above,
				and a familiar noise brought Tom up short.

			He knew the sound of a door being kicked
				open.

			He’d heard enough of that in Northern
				Ireland. Usually, though, the kick came from outside. This time … Tom heard the door slam
				into a wall and saw a man’s body tumble down the concrete stairs to land in a sprawl.

			Behind him stamped a broad-shouldered man in his
				twenties, his torso bare except for a stained singlet. What Tom noticed, though, was his leg. It
				was missing, its replacement constructed from the leaf spring of a vehicle. Having dragged his
				victim to his feet, the man hurled him into a bank of snow and finally noticed Tom watching.

			‘What are you looking at?’

			‘You,’ Tom said.

			The man considered that.

			‘Do I look like I play Abba?’ he
				asked furiously. ‘I mean, really? The Beatles, if you must. The Stones, back when they
				were good. New York Dolls. The Cramps. The Ramones. But Abba?’

			‘Always hated them,’ Tom said.

			‘You lost?’

			‘Who isn’t? No. I’m looking for
				a bar.’

			The man jerked his head towards the stairs down
				which the drunk had been thrown. ‘There are worse ones than mine. Not many, mind you
				…’

			‘I’m not that choosy.’

			The upstairs bar had a long length of battered
				zinc against which a dozen men leaned. Another four formed a queue behind a fifth, who stood in
				front of a computer monitor with a filthy screen.
				The fifth man was battering a keyboard as he tried to twist the shapes that rained from above.
				When he mistimed a move, falling blocks built up and his screen filled. Cursing, he stepped
				aside for the man behind to take his place.

			‘Tetris,’ the bar owner said sourly.
				‘Worse than heroin.’

			‘Where did the computer come
				from?’

			‘The army.’

			‘Do they know it’s gone?’

			‘They’ve probably replaced
				it.’

			The man who’d just lost his game yelled a
				food order.

			Instead of answering, the one-legged man took
				himself behind the zinc and vanished through a curtained gap in a wall of records. Mostly
				albums, although a row of 45s sat high up. He returned with a bowl of red cabbage, which he
				thrust at the loser with a shrug that suggested personally he wouldn’t eat it. Then he
				headed for a battered turntable on a shelf attached to the record wall.

			‘Any requests?’

			There was silence from the room.

			‘Yeah,’ Tom said.
				‘“Sympathy for the Devil”.’

			The barman stared at him.

			‘Could have been written about any of
				us,’ said Tom. ‘Apart from the bits about wealth and taste.’

			Straight after came ‘Stray Cat
				Blues’.

			‘To Behemoth,’ said the one-legged
				bar owner. ‘Sadly absent.’

			Then the man put away Beggars Banquet,
				pulled out David Johansen and played ‘Frenchette’ twice before lowering the
				needle on to a badly scratched 45 of The Damned’s ‘New Rose’. In
				between, he served flasks of vodka and iced bottles of Zhigulevskoe lager to a slowly dwindling
				crowd that finally comprised only a hard core of drinkers and those too drunk to find the
				door.

			There were no seats in his bar, no tables.

			His customers were restless and cheaply dressed
				and stank of the vinegary cabbage ferried endlessly from the kitchen. Sweat, vodka and cigarette
				smoke soured the room. Anyone who believes vodka doesn’t smell hasn’t sweated it
				out. After a flask and a half, Tom finally cracked and asked for a bowl of whatever everyone was
				eating.

			The bar owner shouted and a whey-faced teenager
				came in from the kitchen. She scowled at the owner, looked over at Tom and her eyes flicked
				towards the papirosa he was lighting. Tom realized it wasn’t the cigarette that attracted
				her.

			It was the flame …

			The cabbage she dumped at his elbow was sweet and
				sour and tasted of raisins. Its welcome warmth reminded him of hunger. Of being cold and fed up,
				cold, fed up, wet and hungry. Without thinking, he went to the window and stared down at his KGB
				shadow. The man was stamping his feet in a doorway, his donkey jacket wrapped as tightly round
				him as it would go. Cold nights in dark doorways.

			Worse nights in the wastes of a Belfast
				multi-storey.

			The wind blowing through him, whistling between
				his ribs, while he pissed in a milk carton and shat in a supermarket bag, waiting for a man who
				didn’t show and men who wanted to kill him, who did.

			There’d been women over there. When the
				nights were darkest, they’d put warmth in his bed. Only one of them had realized it
				wasn’t the sex he needed. She’d cradled his head as he cried through a long December
				night, and never referred to it again. That was ten years ago. Her man came out of prison
				eventually. Around the time her son went in.

			‘Who is he?’ the bar owner asked.

			‘KGB. My shadow.’

			‘You American?’

			‘English.’

			The bar owner looked doubtful.

			‘Promise you,’ Tom said.
				‘English.’

			The man brought Tom another beer and a fresh
				flask of vodka, waving the payment away. ‘What brings someone like you to a bar like
				this?’

			‘I like this bar.’

			‘So do I. I own it. That doesn’t
				answer my question.’

			‘I was at a party …’ Tom
				hesitated. ‘I left.’

			‘You didn’t like the other
				guests?’

			‘I wanted to punch them.’

			The man smiled sympathetically.

			‘Ivan Petrovich Dennisov,’ he said,
				putting out his hand.

			‘Tovarishch.’

			‘You call me Dennisov.’

			‘Tom Fox,’ Tom said. ‘Major Tom
				Fox.’

			Dennisov grinned. ‘David Bowie.
				“Space Oddity”. Also “Ashes to Ashes”, “Scary Monsters (and Super
				Creeps)”.’ He put a fresh flask of vodka in front of Tom, helped himself to a
				glassful and raised it in salute.

			‘Major Tom.’

			Tom looked at him.

			‘You have to say “Ground
				Control”.’

			A copy of that day’s Pravda had
				been dumped on the zinc and Tom read it, as much to keep his Russian sharp as for any
				information it might contain. Victories in Afghanistan, a new dam beyond the Urals, advances in
				Soviet computing. The police in the Yakut autonomous republic were investigating a spate of
				horrific murders with all diligence. An arrest was imminently expected.

			A famous dissident had been rehabilitated. A poet
				had been unbanned. An amnesty granted state-wide in
				five categories for politicals jailed before 1953.

			‘Things are getting better?’ Tom
				suggested.

			‘They could hardly get worse.’

			Later, as dawn threatened, while the teenager
				clattered around her tiny kitchen, the man came out from behind his bar with a mop to rid the
				floor of spilt beer. Seeing Tom glance at his leg, he said suspiciously, ‘You sure
				you’re not American?’

			‘Quite sure. I have friends who’d be
				impressed by that.’

			‘Friends who crashed
				helicopters?’

			‘Who tripped wires on mines. Met bombs
				beside the road. Bombs in bins.’

			‘You never met bombs in bins?’

			‘No,’ said Tom. ‘I just got
				shot.’

			‘Me too,’ the man said. ‘But by
				a missile. An American one. Three friends died instantly. One man lived. One died
				later.’

			‘What happened next?’

			‘Me? Airlifted to Kabul. My countrymen?
				They went in with gunships and lost another Mi-24 reducing some shithole to rubble. Now …
				It’s time you went home.’

			What home? Tom wanted to ask. The man
				was right though. Looking around, Tom realized the room was empty; he was the last.
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				Wax Angel, 6 January 1986
			

			She’d danced once. Danced the greatest
				roles by the greatest composers in front of the greatest men in the Soviet Union. In Moscow at
				the Bolshoi. In Leningrad at the Kirov. She’d looked after the young ones on the beautiful
				and perfect and disastrous tour where everyone danced wonderfully at the Palais Garnier in
				Paris, and the orchestra were at their finest, and Nureyev defected to the enemy, and the tour
				and everyone else’s careers fell apart around him.

			Her body was old and battered now.

			Not as old as her face made her look. Not as old
				as those who swept past her on the street with families and flats and places to go imagined. But
				older than she liked and battered certainly. She hurt from sleeping in doorways and the crypts
				of those few churches still open at night. It was nothing to the pain of training though: the
				blood-soaked points to her ballet shoes, the agony in her groin where she stretched and split
				and twisted her body in a way no man had dared.

			They had doctors at the Bolshoi.

			She could remember the relief morphine brought
				when her injuries threatened to prevent her going on stage. The strong hands of the physios
				kneading the knots from her locked muscles. She’d lived on champagne, caviar and the
				admiration of her lovers, male and female. No prison had been more luxurious.

			It was a different kind of hard on the
				street.

			No
				fun in summer and worse in winter. A new pair of boots would have made all the difference but
				who would give new boots to an old parasite like her? There’d been the year she wanted to
				hang herself but didn’t have a rope. When she eventually found a rope, she decided to cut
				her wrists instead. Broken glass wasn’t good enough. It had to be a knife. When she found
				one and still didn’t kill herself, she decided she must want to live after all.

			The old woman begging on the steps of the Church
				of Our Saviour always told the police she bought the candles she carved from an Uzbek in the
				market near the motorway. She couldn’t say where the Uzbek got the candles. That
				wasn’t her business and you never knew with Uzbeks …

			It was only new recruits who questioned her.

			Bumpkins in uniform.

			There was no crime in Moscow. At least, very
				little.

			That was the official version. No crime, and what
				crime there was was the fault of gypsies and Jews. Occasionally a good Russian got drunk and
				killed his wife in a temper, and wept in remorse come morning. Mostly he simply turned himself
				in. Every imperfect society had recidivists, of course. And the Soviet Union was not yet
				perfect. It would be in time but until then the militsiya were here to help keep it
				honest. She didn’t really buy her candles at the market by the motorway. How would she get
				up there with her poor legs and how could she afford the sort of prices an Uzbek would ask? She
				was given the candles by a priest she’d known when he was a boy. He probably rationalized
				the candles as Christian charity. She knew it as guilt for something forgotten by everyone
				except them.

			She didn’t carve wax angels either.

			At least, not as far as the militsiya
				were concerned.

			If, after explaining where the candles came from,
				the old woman was asked why she carved angels, she
				was careful to correct the questioner. Angels were religious, and although freedom of religion
				was enshrined in Soviet law, belief itself could lead to complications. In her view, belief in
				anything led to complications, but she kept that thought to herself. She carved the Spirit of
				Moscow. Wouldn’t her questioner agree the spirit of a city as great as Moscow deserved
				wings?

			They didn’t believe her.

			They weren’t required to believe her.

			She was simply required to tell the lie.

			She denied that she carved angels so often that
				Wax Angel became what they called her among themselves, and how she started to think of herself.
				It wasn’t as if anyone remembered her real name anyway.

			The militsiya left her alone, mostly. In
				return she told them things now and then. For all she knew, everyone in Moscow told them things.
				The secret was to tell them as little as possible and very definitely nothing they needed to
				know.
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				Telephone
			

			Tom Fox woke a week into the New Year to the
				sound of a telephone. He was grateful for its ring. He’d been in the Bogside on a dark and
				unwelcoming street, with light in pools from the few street lamps not yet broken and republican
				songs echoing from a pub on the corner. Before that he’d been on the hills near the
				border, with a cottage in flames behind him. In the Bogside, he’d been plastering an
				upstairs wall. Plastering was his cover but this was for himself. He was skimming a false wall
				beside a fireplace. Behind it was the L96A1 he’d used to kill the man in the cottage.

			For all he knew, the rifle was still there.

			It took Tom a moment to recognize his flat, to
				shake away one world and acknowledge another. The telephone was on a table by the front door and
				he went there naked, freed by waking alone and not bothered by the sight of himself in a mirror
				in the tiny hall. ‘Fox …’

			‘Is my stepdaughter with you?’ The
				voice was imperious.

			‘What?’ Shutting his eyes, Tom
				squeezed away the last of his nightmare and focused on the receiver in his hand.

			‘This is Edward Masterton. Is my
				stepdaughter with you?’

			‘Of course not … Sir, this is an open
				line.’

			‘I know it’s an open line.
				There’s a car on its way and I want you here now. Apparently you’re the last known
				person to talk to her. I want to know what she
				said. I want to know if she told you where she was going.’

			‘She’s vanished?’

			‘Obviously she’s vanished.’

			Alert now, and shivering in the chill hallway,
				Tom said, ‘Did she leave a note?’

			‘What makes you ask that?’

			‘Isn’t that what teenagers do? Leave
				notes.’

			‘Here, Fox. Now.’

			The line went dead, followed a moment later by a
				second click and then silence. Tom put down his receiver, picked it up again and listened to the
				lazy tone. Whichever KGB clerk had the job of transcribing his calls would pass that up the line
				the moment he realized the significance of what had just been said. Tom imagined that the Soviet
				Committee for State Security operated like every other intelligence agency he’d ever come
				across. Rule One was cover your back.

			The ambassador’s response shocked him,
				though. Either Sir Edward believed the Soviets already knew, or he was too angry to worry.

			When Tom’s phone rang again, it was to say
				a car was waiting. Leaving Sad Sam, he stepped over the stray cat that spent its days guarding
				the gate, passed the bored KGB man in his little box and opened the rear door of a blue embassy
				Jaguar. In the back, on the shiny leather seat, sat Sir Edward’s head of security. First
				glance would have told you he was an ex-serviceman. Second glance might have suggested he needed
				to exercise his body less and his mind more. A flint-like sharpness suggested that second glance
				would be wrong.

			‘Morning,’ Tom said.

			The ex-serviceman stared at him.

			‘Here to make sure I don’t
				abscond?’

			‘Something like that.’

			The
				man nodded at the driver’s mirror and the V12 purred into life. As the Jaguar turned
				south, a sleek Volga fell into place behind it.

			‘Subtle,’ Tom said.

			‘There’s a hierarchy. Sir Edward
				merits a Volga. I merit a new Moskvitch. You merit an old one. That’s also how you tell
				the services apart. The KGB drive Volgas, the police Moskvitches.’

			‘I had a Volga the other night.’

			‘You must have got that wrong.’

			Tom shook his head. ‘I don’t get
				things like that wrong.’

			The man looked at him. A long considered stare
				until Tom glanced away. He had no wish to get into a pissing contest with an ex-paratrooper.
				Unless he wanted to go home, of course. Because that’s where the Second Secretary could
				send him. ‘Do you know where she is?’ the man asked finally.

			‘Why the hell would I –’

			‘Do you know where she is?’

			‘No,’ Tom said. ‘I have no idea
				where she is.’

			The man sat back and considered his next question
				carefully. When he spoke, his voice was less clipped and there was a trace of an accent.
				Something northern, Yorkshire maybe. ‘Any idea why Sir Edward thinks you might?’

			‘Because he’s clutching at
				straws?’

			‘There has to be more to it than
				that.’

			Tom shrugged. ‘What happens now?’

			‘You see Sir Edward.’

			‘Have we told the Soviets?’

			‘Sir Edward’s rather hoping
				she’ll come back on her own.’

			‘Does London know?’

			‘Fox. You don’t seem particularly
				concerned.’

			‘For the kid? Of course I’m
				concerned.’

			‘For yourself. When I left, Sir Edward was
				raging. Apparently you gave his stepdaughter a lesson in how to commit suicide.’

			Tom inhaled sharply. ‘Oh, bloody
				hell.’

			The car trailing them stopped outside, as if the
				embassy’s high gates and wrought-iron railings were enough to make its engine fail. In a
				way they were. Inside was Great Britain. Outside, Soviet Russia.

			‘He’s in his office,’ a woman
				at the reception desk told the head of security, who nodded and headed for the stairs. Across
				the hallway, two guards were watching, but casually. They knew something was going on. They
				didn’t know what. Ex-soldiers, possibly still serving. One caught Tom’s eye and
				shrugged.

			Sir Edward’s office was as big as Tom
				remembered.

			The desk was impressively huge and largely empty.
				There was the obligatory Annigoni portrait of the Queen as a young woman on the wall behind it.
				On a side table sat a photograph of Sir Edward with the PM. Before the door had even shut, the
				woman at Sir Edward’s side strode over and slapped Tom so hard his head jerked
				sideways.

			‘Anna!’ Sir Edward
				protested.

			‘How could you?’ she shouted.
				‘How could you be so stupid? What kind of monster says Wrist to elbow if you’re
					serious?’

			‘Did you know?’ Tom asked. ‘Did
				you know what your daughter was doing?’

			For a moment Anna Masterton’s face was
				hollow as a mask and, as the anger went out of her, Tom knew that she had.

			‘What’s this about?’ Sir Edward
				demanded.

			‘Your stepdaughter had dragged something
				sharp across her wrists. Not for the first time
				from the look of it. I told her to roll her sleeves up or roll them down. Have the fight or
				…’

			‘Not?’ Sir Edward asked.

			‘Was there a fight to have, sir?’

			‘With Alex there’s always a fight to
				have.’

			‘What did her note say?’ Tom
				asked.

			‘There wasn’t one,’ Sir Edward
				said crossly. ‘We went up to her room when we got back from Borodino to see if she was
				still sulking and half her things were gone. She’ll be back,’ he added.
				‘We’ve barely been out here six months. She’s spent most of those at school.
				Not to mention half this holiday moping upstairs. Where’s the wretched child going to go?
				Anna just needs to ring round Alex’s friends …’ Running his hand through
				silvering hair, Sir Edward looked at the pen on his desk and then at files piled in his in
				tray.

			Lady Masterton caught the glance and her face
				tightened. Now was when Tom should leave. If he was wise, he’d simply ask permission to
				go, but a question needed answering. ‘Where was the party?’

			Husband and wife turned, as if they’d
				forgotten he was there.

			‘The one she wasn’t allowed to go
				to.’

			‘Who told you about that?’ Sir Edward
				demanded.

			Catching Lady Masterton’s eye, Tom lied.
				‘Your stepdaughter, when we were talking on New Year’s Eve. She seemed upset about
				it. Actually, she seemed upset about everything.’

			‘So you taught her how to cut her
				wrists?’

			‘I wanted to shock her into thinking about
				what she was doing, sir.’ Tom hesitated. ‘Before she did something really stupid and
				it was too late.’

			‘I don’t see what it had to do with
				you.’

			‘Nothing, sir. It had nothing to do with
				me.’

			‘Quite so.’ Sir Edward sat back as if he’d won a
				debating point.

			‘I’ll ring round,’ Lady
				Masterton said. ‘Although I doubt she’s with anyone we know. One of the mothers
				would have called me by now. Whether Alex wanted her to or not. And yes,’ she added,
				before her husband had done more than draw breath, ‘I’ll sound everyone out as
				discreetly as possible.’

			Tom watched her go.

			‘Fox, I have reports to check.’

			‘Yes, sir.’

			‘Wait outside. I’ll call for you if I
				need you.’

			Lady Masterton looked surprised when Tom joined
				her.

			‘Important papers,’ Tom said.

			Taking a Country Life from a side table,
				he buried himself in the ads at the back. He could buy a two-bedroom mews house in Cheyne Walk,
				Chelsea for £98,000. The same sum would secure a small island in a Scottish loch with a
				shooting lodge ripe for conversion. If he didn’t like that, there was a cottage in
				Hampshire with a hundred yards of its own bank and fishing rights. He’d be fifteen miles
				from Caro’s parents if he bought that.

			Good for seeing Charlie.

			Mind you, being able to afford any of them was
				only slightly more likely than finding money for the castle in northern Spain, 200 hectares, a
				vineyard and its own stables. Offers around £500,000.

			When Tom closed the magazine, he realized that
				Anna was still making calls. She was explaining that Alex had had a sleepover while they were
				away and like an idiot she’d forgotten where. She didn’t suppose … Anna
				Masterton was a convincing liar, at least to anyone not looking for the panic in her voice.
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				Kisses for Mayakovsky
			

			A stark black-and-white sticker on the
				girl’s bedroom door announced Parental Advisory: Explicit Lyrics. A smiling sun
				below it declared Atomkraft? Nei Takk. Inside, posters were plastered so thickly they
				overlapped. A huge fishing net hung from her ceiling. It had been spray-painted black and
				silver. A poster of a vaguely familiar movie star claimed pride of place on the biggest
				wall.

			His collar was up, a slash of light lit his
				eyes.

			‘Bela Lugosi,’ Anna Masterton
				said.

			A flyer for Killing Joke, The Pale Fountains and
				Heist at the Hammersmith Palais rested under the glass sheet that topped her bedside
				cabinet.

			Anna sighed. ‘We didn’t let her
				go.’

			Of course you didn’t, Tom
				thought.

			‘And that?’ he asked.

			A postcard of a wolf peering through wire with
				fir trees behind.

			‘She got it from an East German girl at the
				swimming pool. The one having the party. We’re caged, you see. It’s free
				…’

			Turning it over, Tom found a cartoon from
					Krokodil, Moscow’s satirical magazine, pasted to the back. It showed a Soviet
				tank exhibiting a bad case of brewer’s droop. The card was made in Leningrad, not East
				Germany; Tom wondered if Anna realized that.

			‘You don’t mind Edward asking you to
				help with this?’

			That
				wasn’t the question she wanted to ask.

			Even upset, Anna Masterton was far too polite to
				put the question she really wanted answered. Why the hell would my husband suggest I show
					you round my daughter’s bedroom?

			‘I’ve done a certain amount of
				investigative work,’ Tom said carefully. ‘While seconded to Intelligence. Sir Edward
				thought I might find something to indicate where this party was held.’

			Anna nodded doubtfully.

			Yanking back a black curtain, Tom found himself
				staring towards Vodootvodny Canal, with Gorky Park to the right. A purple-haired gonk smirking
				at the recently revealed view was the first babyish thing he’d seen.

			Alex’s books sat in a row against the
				skirting board.

			Mostly Stephen King or Virginia Andrews, with a
				battered copy of Lace defiantly on top. It had been read so often page 292 fell out.
				Tom didn’t need to look to know it was the goldfish scene. ‘Lizzie’s,’
				Lady Masterton said. ‘So, I can’t bin it.’

			‘Whose?’

			‘The girl who went to
				Westminster.’

			A black vinyl box revealed a Russian-language
				Linguaphone course: a row of well-used cassettes and a tatty paperback full of instructions on
				how to order a coffee, ask the way to the library, or tell someone you needed a lavatory and
				could they point you in the right direction please …

			‘She’s fluent in Russian?’

			‘Better than me, but that’s not
				saying much.’

			‘“To speak another language is to
				have a second soul.”’

			‘I’m not sure I find that idea
				reassuring.’

			The only large-format book was a stained copy of
					When the Wind Blows, with an elderly and ordinary-looking cartoon couple on the front. Flicking through, Tom discovered it took them
				forty-eight pages to die of radiation sickness.

			‘Edward hates that book,’ Anna
				said.

			‘That’s why Alex owns it?’

			‘No. She really likes it. It makes her
				cry.’

			An advertisement for The Company of
					Wolves torn from Cosmopolitan had Sellotape scars to say it had been up somewhere
				before. Beside it, a poster for Legend showed Tim Curry painted red and wearing
				horns.

			‘What are we looking for?’ Anna
				asked.

			‘A photograph of the East German girl would
				be good. A note of where the party was being held would be better. Do you know if your daughter
				kept a diary?’

			‘Not that I’m aware.’

			On the bedside cabinet was a tiny cardboard box;
				Tom opened it without asking, feeling Lady Masterton bridle slightly.

			‘What should be in here?’ Tom
				asked.

			‘A jade ring from Lizzie. It’s
				ghastly. And not jade, obviously. Luckily it’s too big and keeps falling off, even when we
				tied cotton round the back. Alex must have decided to wear it after all.’

			Tom wondered if maybe her friendship with Lizzie
				wasn’t over. Or perhaps Alex had another reason for taking the ring. The only photograph
				on display was a Polaroid of a busty teenager in a tight pink top and purple ra-ra skirt, her
				hair teased to the point of bullying.

			‘Lizzie?’ Tom asked, and Anna
				nodded.

			‘And that?’ He pointed to a
				television and keypad.

			‘Alex’s computer.’

			‘Her computer?’

			‘It works like a fancy typewriter. Alex
				expressed interest and Edward thought …’ Anna shrugged. ‘Who knows what he thought? Perhaps that anything was better than
				hiding up here sulking.’

			‘Lady Masterton … would you mind if I
				did the rest alone?’

			She did mind. She minded very much. Forcing a
				smile, she said, ‘It’s Anna. And that’s fine. There are things I should do.
				I’ll tell Edward you’re still up here.’

			The silent precision with which Anna Masterton
				shut the door almost shamed Tom into calling her back.

			Stripping back Alex’s duvet, Tom checked
				the bottom sheet, then stripped that back too and examined her mattress. Then he stood the
				mattress against the wall and examined the bed’s base. It had its original stitching; its
				springs moved as they should. The mattress ditto. Recently stained from an unexpected period but
				otherwise original. Nothing hidden inside. No evidence of anything ever having been hidden
				inside.

			Remaking Alex’s bed, Tom sat on it and
				emptied her bedside cabinet.

			The drawer at the top held two kohl pencils,
				sharpened down to stubs, three tampons, a metal comb, nail clippers, black nail varnish, purple
				nail varnish and pearl … A handful of British change had been pushed into one corner.

			The only letter was from Lizzie.

			She complained about Alex not writing.

			At the back, behind the nail varnishes, Tom found
				an empty packet of Rothmans with a disposable lighter inside. The shelves below held old copies
				of Smash Hits, Jackie and NME. The NMEs were recent. The
					Smash Hits stretched back to 1983, which meant Alex had brought them with her. The
					Jackies were even earlier.

			No hidden letters or photographs fell out when he
				riffled their pages.

			Behind the stack of Smash Hits he found condoms, the
				Durex packet unopened and still in its cellophane. The lack of a price sticker suggested it had
				come from a slot machine. Tom put the packet back where he had found it, and replaced
				Alex’s magazines. So she liked pop music, smoked in secret and had, at the very least,
				considered sex. Nothing to suggest she wasn’t like most kids her age.

			Except this was a girl who’d been
				feather-bedded and wrapped in cotton wool. Boarding school from God knows what age, holidays
				undoubtedly spent with her family. No street smarts at all. Tom knew what he’d been doing
				at fifteen. He knew what easy prey he’d have found a girl like Alex.

			Nothing was taped to the cabinet’s rear.
				Nothing but eye shadow, mascara, blusher and moisturizer occupied the dressing table. A bottle
				of Babe by Fabergé stood on its glass surface, unopened.

			A Walkman balanced against it.

			First and Last and Always,
					Love, Power, Corruption & Lies, Hyæna.

			The cassettes inside the boxes matched their
				titles.

			Nothing was taped to the underside of any of the
				drawers, nothing hidden in the dead space below the lowest. Bare hangers showed where clothes
				had been taken. The last thing Tom did was drag a chair to Alex’s wardrobe and step up so
				that he could check the top. It was dusty, but nothing like as dusty as it should have been.

			In the space below the detachable top were
				Alex’s secrets.

			Some of them anyway.

			A new edition of Yevtushenko and a
					Complete Andrei Voznesensky, both collections of poetry in the original Russian.
					Kisses for Mayakovsky was English, by Alison Fell. Loved obsessively from the look of
				it. The book had been published only the year before and was already falling to pieces. Inside,
					Tom found a postcard of the wedding-cake
				monstrosity that was Moscow University:

			
				
					You will hear thunder & remember me & think: She wanted storms …
				

				
					Dxxxxx
				

			

			‘Dxxxxx’? Five kisses?

			Immediately, Tom wondered if D was the East
				German girl and all of this was more complicated than Sir Edward and Anna were prepared to
				admit. Perhaps Alex’s old school friend’s sulk was about more than her lack of
				letters. How careful need he be in how he asked about that?

			
				By the way, do you know if your daughter is a lesbian?
			

			
				Oh, you’re right. Of course. It’s probably just a phase she’s going
					through.
			

			Beside the books sat three Soviet pin badges and
				a gothic cross on a chain. Tom wasn’t sure if the last was cheap or expensive. His wife
				would know. Caro was good at things like that. Two computer disks sat underneath.

			Amsoft WordProcessor,
					LocoScript.

			Tom had decided this was his lot when he saw a
				cassette box at the back. It was empty, the insert homemade. A photocopied Soviet Star coloured
				in with fluorescent highlighter. For Alex said the spine.

			He wondered if she’d taken the tape, then
				had a better idea.

			Putting the chair back where it belonged, he
				flipped open her Walkman and found a C60 ferrous-oxide tape, American made, no writing either
				side. Hitting play, he heard drumming so precise it had to be a machine, followed by a few bars
				of intro from an electric guitar and then a voice dark enough to come from deep inside a
				cave.

			A second track followed, then a third.

			It
				was the third Tom recognized. The words of ‘Comfortably Numb’, familiar and
				frighteningly true. But this version was darker and stranger and altogether more anguished than
				any he’d heard. The hissing of the tape told him that Alex had played it half to death.
				Looking round her room, Tom read what he saw.

			The purple-haired gonk on the window ledge, the
				photograph of her friend, the copy of When the Wind Blows said fragments of an earlier
				Alex remained. But they were fragments. The sense of a newer, more complex, more adult Alex was
				overpowering. Tom ran through the options.

			She’d run away. She’d been enticed
				away. She didn’t want to come back. She wanted to come back and couldn’t …

			There was no her to come back.
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				Meeting Anna on the Street
			

			Tom was heading down the steps from the embassy
				on to Maurice Thorez Embankment when he spotted Anna Masterton standing by a low wall, staring
				at the frozen river. She was huddled in a sheepskin coat, and carried leather gloves in one
				hand. Her surprise at seeing him was so overdone he wondered how long she’d been
				waiting.

			‘Find anything useful?’ she
				asked.

			‘Not yet.’

			Her smile faded at his answer. ‘Edward says
				you served in Ulster.’

			Tom nodded, face carefully neutral. ‘Both
				sides of the border.’

			‘Do I ask what you were doing?’

			‘Best not. I have to ask. Might Alex have
				gone home?’

			‘Home?’

			‘To the UK. To her father?’

			Anna looked as if she’d just been slapped.
				‘He’s dead,’ she said flatly. ‘And this is her home, for now. For better
				or worse.’

			‘I’m sorry. An accident?’

			‘Cancer, prostate. Alex took it badly.
				Well, you would.’ Anna tried to smile. ‘Do you have time for a coffee?’

			Tom pretended to glance at his watch. No one
				senior would read the report he’d been sent to Moscow to write. At least, no more than the
				necessary skim through to confirm he’d
				written the bloody thing. ‘The Resilience of Religion in Soviet Russia’.

			Maybe he was misjudging his bosses. Maybe he was
				meant to find a magic lever to bring the whole Soviet state to its knees.

			Personally, he doubted it.

			
				You are required to present yourself at the Palace of Westminster on 14 February at 3.45
					p.m. Please use the Cromwell Green entrance … You may, if you wish, make a written
					submission in advance of the hearing.
			

			He didn’t wish. He didn’t wish at
				all.

			Tom was in Moscow to keep him out of the clutches
				of a parliamentary select committee on Northern Ireland, who’d whine at his absence and
				note their displeasure and move on to safer matters. Much safer. Safer for everyone.

			‘I should probably get back to work,’
				he said.

			‘You have a deadline?’

			‘Oh yes.’ He did too. Although he
				couldn’t remember what it was.

			‘I’d better let you go
				then.’

			‘Anna …’

			She turned back.

			‘What did you really want to
				ask?’

			‘Oh God, look, between us … All
				right? Alex was keen on an American boy at the university here. Nineteen, so a bit old for her.
				They met at the swimming pool. I’ve been trying to leave David messages but they’re
				not getting through.’

			‘That’s where Alex is?’

			‘That’s what I’d
				decided.’ Anna bit her lip. ‘Hope against hope, really. Anyway, after I left you up
				there, I cracked.’

			‘You’re driving out there?’

			‘Dear God, no. Edward would want to come. I
				called the American ambassador’s wife. We get on well enough. The thing is, our embassy keeps a list of British exchange students at
				Moscow University. We’re their post office. They come in now and then to check on mail
				from home. The Americans run the same system.’

			‘So you got a message to him that
				way?’

			‘He doesn’t exist. At least,
				there’s no David Wright.’

			‘Your daughter told you about this
				boy?’

			‘I lied about Alex not having a
				diary.’ Anna Masterton coloured slightly. ‘He must have given her a false
				name.’

			‘Or she suspected you were reading it and
				used a false one.’

			That thought obviously hadn’t occurred to
				her.

			‘Where’s her diary now?’ Tom
				asked.

			‘Gone … Along with half her
				clothes.’

			‘Boy trouble is good,’ said Tom.
				‘Certainly better than your other options.’ Anna looked so sick he regretted his
				words immediately.

			‘Ask your husband what Alex said in her
				note.’

			‘There wasn’t …’ Anna
				stopped. Her face hardened, and Tom was glad not to have her as an enemy. She’d make a bad
				enemy. ‘Bastard,’ she said. ‘That’s why he’s so bloody calm,
				isn’t it? She didn’t simply vanish. She left a note.’

			Tom imagined so. There usually was.

			Her glance was sharp. ‘How long have you
				known?’

			Since your husband looked shifty when I
					asked, would be tactless even for him. So Tom shrugged and said it was just a hunch. He
				doubted she believed him.

			‘Do you have a photograph I could
				borrow?’

			‘Of Alex? Probably. Why?’

			‘I’ll go out to the university first
				thing tomorrow.’
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				Hunting for David
			

			The storm was already in him when Tom opened his
				eyes. It didn’t need some passing slight or cruel memory to birth it. The damn thing was
				there and waiting as he rolled out of bed, took a second to balance and knew he was going to do
				what he’d told Anna Masterton he’d do.

			Hunt down David Wright or whatever the little
				shit was really called.

			‘Foreigners will come to Moscow, walk
				around, and find no skyscrapers …’ As the Great Patriotic War came to a close,
				Stalin fretted that Moscow was not sufficiently grand for the capital of a victorious world
				power. His response was to order the construction of the Seven Sisters, huge tower blocks known
				locally as Stalinskie Vysotki.

			The Kotelnicheskaya Embankment Building, built as
				elite flats but re-designated as kommunalka, communal apartments, was the third
				highest. The Hotel Ukraina, until recently the world’s tallest hotel, was the second
				highest. Top of the list was Moscow State University at Lenin Hills.

			The tallest building in Europe, it was unmissable
				and owed its position on Moscow’s south-west edge in equal parts to Stalin’s
				paranoia and historical common sense. He didn’t trust the intelligentsia, and Russian
				history recorded numerous student riots against tsarist policy when the university was in the
				centre.

			What Tom’s Guide to Moscow
				didn’t mention was that Europe’s
				tallest building had been built by slaves from the gulags, several thousand of them, housed in
				the later stages on the twenty-fourth and twenty-fifth floors to reduce the chance of escape and
				avoid transportation costs.

			Putting the guide away, and hoping he looked
				suitably academic in a scruffy tweed jacket with elbow patches, Tom tucked a fat hardback under
				his arm, swung a tatty briefcase he’d scrounged from a man in the embassy comms room and
				headed not for the main tower, which housed the lecture theatres, but for the furthest of the
				four wings flanking the tower.

			Like the others, it housed students.

			A deshurnaya at a desk looked up and Tom
				nodded sharply.

			She might have stared after him but she
				didn’t call him back as he strode towards the stairs. He’d already decided not to
				use the lifts. If they were anything like the lift at Sadovaya Samotechnaya, he stood a good
				chance of getting stuck between floors.

			A group of Russian boys heading down parted to
				let him through without noticing. They smelled of damp coats and bad aftershave. Their scarves
				were home-knitted, their boots stained to the ankle by yesterday’s snow. The strip
				lighting did nothing for their complexions, their clothes or their expressions.

			The student cafeteria on the third floor stank of
				disinfectant and was spartan even by Soviet standards. Formica tables and moulded orange chairs
				filled an expanse of plastic tiles. The view over the Moskva was striking, though.

			So striking that Tom stopped to admire the ice
				before heading for the counter, where he ordered a
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