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Introduction

I was leaving for the library one morning, the manuscript of my aunt Jane Moneypenny’s 1964 diaries almost ready for the publisher, when a letter arrived. It was typed on official Cambridge University Department of History writing paper, and was short and brutal:

Dear Dr Westbrook

We have recently received several official communications from government sources, to the effect that you are guilty of contravening the Official Secrets Act with the proposed publication of The Moneypenny Diaries, on which you are named as editor. Further, that you intend to release additional volumes. After some considerable intervention from this Department, they have decided not to prosecute. However, since you did not inform us of your intention to publish – which, under section C2, subsection 4, you are bound by the terms of your contract to do – we have no option but to withdraw your junior lectureship forthwith. You have therefore been struck from the staff register of this department.

Yours sincerely

By the time I got to the familiar signature at the end, I was shaking. I felt both humiliated and furious. I wanted to hide away in a burrow for a decade, but also to catch the next train up to Cambridge to bang on my former boss’s door and tell him exactly what I thought of his cowardly kowtowing to the secret forces of authority, his downright bloody rudeness. Instead, I took a deep breath and made a vow to myself that I would not be beaten. My aunt’s diaries would be published. I would brave any threats to see that they were.

It was a fateful moment when Jane Moneypenny’s diaries were delivered to my rooms in Cambridge on 10 October 2000, wrapped in scarlet tissue paper and locked in a large metal chest. It kick-started a chain of events that have overturned my life, slamming shut familiar doors while opening up new worlds.

One of my first feelings, on opening that Pandora’s box and reading the confessional letter that accompanied the diaries, was of betrayal. I thought I knew my aunt as well as I knew anyone. It turns out I hardly knew her at all. Throughout all those birthdays and Christmases, those long summer holidays when I would travel by train and boat to her small island hideaway in the Outer Hebrides, the time we spent together travelling through East Africa, I had no clue. Throughout weeks and months and years of talking, when I confided everything to her and thought she did to me, she never told me that she worked for British intelligence.

I wish I had known. I wish she had lifted the veil of secrecy for a moment. She might have sat me down and said, ‘This is who I am really; this is what I want to tell you.’ Her diaries tell the story of her hidden life, but I would have loved to have heard it all from her.

She started writing a diary when she was a child, growing up semi-wild in Kenya in the early 1940s. Her father, Hugh Moneypenny, had been called back to England to join the war effort. One of his last acts before disappearing, apparently killed in action, was to send Jane the first soft red leather journal and urge her to commit her thoughts and observations to paper. For the next fifty years – until shortly before her death on 10 October 1990 – she obeyed him.

It was not a strict diary; she did not write every day, nor record much of the routine stuff of life. She chose what she found interesting, and used the pages as a confidante – much as most women would use a friend or sister. She concealed the growing pile of identical journals in a safe built into the bathroom wall, covered by a cabinet, retrieving them only when she was alone, behind a bolted and chained door.

I must have glanced in that mirror a thousand times, never once guessing the cache it concealed.

She came into the secret world by chance, but once there she was hooked, drawn in by the excitement and sense of being at the centre of events that most people can only read about. She loved the feeling of close community between her colleagues, particularly her fellow secretaries, whose centre of gravity was the Powder Vine, the first-floor ladies’ cloakroom. It was in the Powder Vine that office romances were discussed, and rumour and scandal dissected; where the safe return of a missing agent was celebrated and grief permitted to flow when someone didn’t come back. But it wasn’t just of that she wrote.

Even secretaries and administrative staff at the Secret Intelligence Service – the Office, or the Firm, as those on the inside refer to it, or MI6 as it is also known – are required to sign the Official Secrets Act the day they join. They are then sent on a training course, to give them a grounding in the basic skills of an intelligence operative: shadowing, evading surveillance, cryptology and secret signals. Jane Moneypenny excelled at them all. And recorded her experiences in her diary.

She described the tension and barely suppressed frenzy of the eighth-floor Communications room where she was working as a junior cipher clerk in 1956, when the Suez situation turned into a Crisis. She found herself spending fourteen straight days at the shoulder of the then deputy chief of the Service, Admiral Sir Miles Messervy.

Two weeks later she was summoned to his office’. He informed her that he had been appointed the next chief of the service, and offered her the job of his personal secretary. As the guardian at his gate, Miss Moneypenny was privy to most of the secret machinations of state: she saw all the papers that passed his desk; she was present at meetings with ministers and spymasters from England and afar; she typed his letters, decoded the ‘Top Secret – Eyes Only’ incoming signals, and encoded those that M sent to his agents posted around the world.

Although I did not want to believe that my aunt would lie to me, her diaries were so potentially explosive that I needed to be absolutely sure they were genuine. I hired a document expert in the East End, and took him one volume to examine. It was clear, even to me, that some entries were hurried, some written at a more leisurely pace. I was fascinated as the old gentleman in white cotton gloves was able to decipher fear or anger, contentment or distraction. When she was tired, her loops were exaggerated; if she was uncertain, they disappeared. Without studying the content, he showed me a large chunk of entries which, he said, had been copied into the journal at the same time. I glanced at the section he was talking about; all referred to a trip abroad when she had presumably left her journal at home.

‘As far as I can determine, by the ink and natural wear of the paper, this journal was written some time in the mid-1960s,’ he pronounced. ‘It was written by one person, almost certainly female, not under duress and over a period of time.’ It was enough to satisfy me that the journals were authentic. But other obstacles soon presented themselves.

During the last year, I have been forced to make major changes in my life; I have lost my job, and have had to move out of my house, abandon my students, and, for the present at least, wave goodbye to the prescribed and secure life of academia. All as a result of the diaries. It is not my aunt’s fault: she never asked me to follow this path. But, as an historian and her only living relative, once I read what she had written I felt compelled to dig deeper.

Jane Moneypenny would have understood that. She too had committed herself to discovering the truth: about what had happened to her father – my grandfather.

In October 1940 her mother, Irene, received the telegram that every wartime relative dreads: Commander Hugh Moneypenny had been reported missing in action. He was later presumed dead, and a death certificate was issued. Despite an active campaign of letter bombardment and banging on ministry doors by his widow, the details of his disappearance were never released. Jane and her sister, Helena, had a secret dream that he had not died and would someday walk back into their lives with a smile on his face and great adventures to relate. As the years passed, however, their hope faded. In time they stopped talking about it. But Jane had not forgotten.

When she came to London and started working for SIS in 1953, she made a private pledge: to do everything in her power to find out what had happened to him. She searched through files, and dredged the fading memories of old colleagues and acquaintances. It was not until 1962 that she came upon the first hints that he had not died in action.

My aunt could find no written records of her father’s last mission, but, as she confided to her diary, her hope was reignited by some evidence that suggested that he had been taken captive by the Germans and locked away under an assumed name. His death – like so many aspects of her life – had not been what it first appeared to be.

The same is true of Harold Adrian Russell ‘Kim’ Philby, the man dubbed ‘the greatest traitor of his generation’. This volume of my aunt’s diaries describes the time when she became entangled with this master deceiver.

By the time of his flight to Moscow in January 1963, Philby had been married three times and had five children. During the war, he had worked for the Special Operations Executive, from where he joined MI6, rapidly climbing the ranks to become head of the Soviet Section, and tipped as a future chief. Throughout all this, for twenty-seven years he had been reporting to the KGB. For him, every day had been a deception; every action or utterance was preceded by a check, a furtive glance from side to side. It took its toll: he drank increasingly heavily; he had sweating, screaming nightmares. But, until the day he was finally unmasked as a Soviet agent, he never let slip his true allegiance.

Forty-two years later, I can see the parallels between my aunt’s life and Philby’s. As I study her diaries and spend more time with the inhabitants of their secret world, so I find myself increasingly estranged from my own circle, the people I thought were my friends. By choosing to reveal my aunt’s life – at least an edited version of it – I have been drawn into her world, and taken on new secrets of my own.

Kate Westbrook
Kenya, 2006


1963

January – July

Six years ago I read my aunt’s diaries for the first time. I initially found them almost impenetrable, filled with acronyms for places and people I did not know. But gradually, as I have read them again and again, her world has come alive for me. Her friends and colleagues have risen off the page to enter my life.

During that first reading I kept a piece of paper beside me at all times, and whenever she mentioned a new person I made a note of who they were, along with some of their key characteristics, which I would add to when I learned more. It seems strange now that I ever thought of them as strangers:

•    M. Pipe-smoking ex-admiral and Chief of SIS. Brilliant strategist, respected by all. Loved and hated by JM (Jane Moneypenny) in equal measure. Bald patch on back of head. Favourite tipple: cheap Algerian wine.

•    Bill Tanner. M’s Chief of Staff (CoS). In practice, number two at SIS and responsible for keeping the ‘War Book’, a daily account of the workings of the Office, so that, in the event of both of their deaths, the whole story would be available to their successors. Devoted to JM, whose office adjoined his. Best friend of James Bond.

•    007. James Bond, legendary seducer and agent, with a licence to kill. Head of the 00 section. Drives a custom-converted Bentley; fond of expensive wines and fine food (half an avocado for pudding). Habitually smokes seventy bespoke Morlands cigarettes per day. Reported missing in action in December 1962, after blowing up the fortress hideaway of his old adversary Ernst Stavro Blofeld. Ongoing flirtation with JM.

•    CS. Dr John ‘Bookie’ Booker, Chief of Soviet Section – the largest and most important foreign section of SIS. Tall and thin, with one arm and a patch on his left eye. Adored by his secretary, Pamela. Gambler???

•    CME. Chief of the Middle East department – Alexander ‘Dingle’ Delavigne: old-school SIS, polished, aristocratic, charming. Speaks six languages. Dresses immaculately, plays piano – show tunes – smokes Turkish cheroots. Married to Margaret. Secretary: Janet d’Auvergne, queen of the Powder Vine and close friend of JM.

•    ‘Bobby’ Prenderghast. Chief of Southern Africa Section until 1962, when it emerged that he had been recruited as a Soviet agent after falling into a KGB-laid ‘honey trap’ while on holiday in the Greek islands ten years earlier, and had been supplying the Soviets with information ever since.

•    Dorothy Fields. Broad-beamed chief research officer and mole-hunter. One of only three women intelligence officers. Drives a Citroën 2CV; wears hats at all times.

The complete list covered two pages. The vast majority of names belonged to colleagues of my aunt’s. It seemed that she saw few people outside the Office apart from her immediate family: her sister, Helena Moneypenny, and Lionel Westbrook (my mother and father), and her great aunt Frieda Greenfield. Jane Moneypenny’s parents had both died when she was young; her father, Commander Hugh Moneypenny, a renowned sportsman, had worked as a naval attaché in the colonial government in Nairobi before the war. Her mother, Dr Irene Moneypenny, was involved in developing rural health initiatives in Kenya when she was killed in the Mau Mau uprising on 26 March 1953.

One notable exception was Richard Hamilton, whom she referred to in her diaries as R, and of whom she wrote with increasing regularity – and fondness – from the time of their first meeting, in Barcelona in 1961. By the middle of 1962, however, their relationship had faltered in an atmosphere of distrust. Neither, it transpired, had been entirely honest about what it was they did for a living. But it wasn’t until December 1962 that he made the extraordinary revelation that he was not, as he’d maintained, an architect, but in fact an agent of the British domestic Security Service, M15. She learned of this in dramatic circumstances: Boris, a pale-eyed KGB officer, had broken into my aunt’s flat and, after a struggle, tied her to her bed and threatened to kill her if she did not reveal office secrets. R arrived unannounced and leaped on Boris, who shot R in the chest, before he, in turn, was shot by my aunt.

These were just some of the individuals on a list which grew ever longer as I read the forty volumes my aunt had written over a period spanning half a century. It became covered with more notes, scribbles and scrawls about their backgrounds and behaviour, until I realised that it was no longer just a cast of characters, but a list of suspects.

Friday, 18th January

This afternoon, M called me in and, without warning, swivelled his chair to face the clock and dictated James’s obituary, which he ordered me to send directly to The Times: ‘A senior officer of the Ministry of Defence, Commander James Bond, CMG, RNVR, is missing, believed killed, while on an official mission to Japan,’ he dictated. ‘It grieves me to have to report that hopes of his survival must now be abandoned. It therefore falls to my lot, as the Head of the Department he served so well, to give some account of this officer and of his outstanding services to his country …’

He showed no emotion as he recounted, fluently, the sparse details of the life of the man we both knew so well. As I turned to leave, my hands were shaking and for a ghastly second I lost control. ‘Sir,’ I blurted out, ‘you can’t do this. You’re burying him alive. We have to search more. If you’ll give me leave, I’ll go myself. He can’t have just been blown into dust.’

I can’t believe I said it. As my mouth snapped shut, I felt the colour drain from my face. It was all I could do to stop crumpling to the floor. ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ I said. ‘I forgot myself. Please forgive me.’ Without looking at him, I turned and rushed towards the door. My hand was on the handle, when he called, ‘Jane.’ He had never before used my first name. ‘I know you were fond of 007, but I’m afraid there is no hope. Tanaka’s1 been over there twice and 006 spent a week out there, talked to everyone and found no sign of him. We have that woman’s – Kissy Suzuki, I believe her name is – first-hand testimony of watching the castle explode. There is absolutely no point in your going. I expressly forbid it. Believe me, he would have given his life willingly if he took Blofeld with him. We will miss him, but he left the world a safer place. Now, we’re going to have to start thinking about a memorial service, and I would like you to be in charge of drafting a suitable response to the letters of sympathy.’

The brief window of humanity left and his voice regained its usual authority: ‘Miss Moneypenny, please circulate a memo to the effect that 006 has assumed charge of the 00 section, with immediate effect.’ I suppose I should be grateful that I escaped without further admonishment.

Sunday, 20th January

I am going out of my mind with worry about R. When I dropped by the hospital on Friday, he was sitting up and joking that the nurses’ bedside manners left quite a lot to be desired. Though whether he desired them or not, I never found out. Early on Saturday morning, I got a call from the matron asking me to come in urgently. He’d started fibrillating in the night. His heart stopped briefly, but they managed to revive him. He’s still unconscious and there’s a small chance his brain was damaged. I cannot allow that possibility.

The doctors said they had no idea why it happened. He’d been making excellent progress; this was totally unexpected. I stayed at the hospital all weekend, holding his hand and listening for each breath, worried that the next might not follow the last. I prayed, for the first time in years, and begged forgiveness. R would not be hovering on the knife-edge of death if it wasn’t for me. He would not have come through my door a month ago and Boris would not have shot him. It’s all my fault and I don’t know how I can make it better. He must recover.

Monday, 21st January

R has regained consciousness, thank God. I went to see him after work and he was sitting, propped up against the pillows. He was a little groggy and could barely talk. He smiled when he saw me and squeezed my hand. I sat with him until they asked me to go, and as I bent down to kiss him goodbye, he whispered into my ear, ‘I dreamt of Boris. Please be careful.’ I stood up and in his eyes I thought I saw a shadow of fear. I hope it is just the after-effects of the drugs.

Thursday, 24th January

I arrived early this morning to find the red light on outside M’s door. When he buzzed me in, I found Bill [Tanner, M’s Chief of Staff] and Dingle [Chief of Middle East (CME)] hidden in a cloud of pipe smoke and the Old Man in a state of high dudgeon. ‘Any new signals from Beirut, Miss Moneypenny?’ When I replied in the affirmative, he sent me out to decode them ‘all sails open’, which I took to mean ‘soonest’.

I found a growing pile, all from our Beirut station head. I got out the Triple X and set immediately to work deciphering them. It was only when I had finished and read over the plain text that I began to grasp what was happening. Agent 279 failed to turn up to a dinner party at the house of one of the Foreign Office chaps last night. He appears to have disappeared into thin air.

It was immediately clear why everyone was in such a state: 279 is the numerical designation of Kim Philby, former Head of Sov. Section here and chief liaison officer in Washington until ’51, when he was forced to resign under a cloud of suspicion surrounding his friendship with Guy Burgess. I know X2 spent years trying to confirm his guilt, but nothing stuck – except Philby’s implacable denial that he had ever worked for the Russians. He’s an old friend of Dingle’s and has been stringing for us in Beirut for the last three years or so – though on a short leash and under, I suspect, some degree of surveillance. I have deciphered a number of his reports and M has always insisted on seeing a copy of each of them; I don’t think he has ever quite trusted Philby’s innocence. Could he be the Third Man we’ve all been so afraid of?

Dingle went to see him out there before Christmas and again a couple of weeks ago. On his return, he spent the whole day in with M, delivering his report in person. When he came out, there was a perceptible frown in place of his usual mask of patrician sang-froid and his shoulders were slumped beneath the immaculately tailored suit. Since then, the Old Man’s been in a black mood. He’s had Philby’s file on his desk constantly and there have been a series of huddles with Dingle and various other section heads. I hadn’t before seen the connection, but now Philby’s disappeared it’s flashing loud and clear. From the signals that keep arriving, describing his wife’s surprise and consternation, the lack of any clue as to where he might have gone and the steps being taken to gag the press out there and over here from reporting it, I would guess that the questions being asked are: did he go of his own accord or was he snatched, and is he heading to where we fear he might be?

It was nine o’clock when M buzzed through from his office, ordering me to go home. He sounded weary, but would brook no objections. I hope he doesn’t overdo it. This situation, if it plays out how one fears it might and we fail to contain it, could prove to be his downfall. He tried to resign over Prenderghast, but this is potentially far more explosive. M can be a miserable old so-and-so sometimes, but we need him. He carries the nation’s safety in his arms. I know I sleep more easily because of him.

Friday, 25th January

M stayed at the office last night. I ran into Bill getting coffee at Franco’s this morning. He looked spruce as usual, but the tired crumple at the corners of his eyes gave him away. He sat down at the tiny table at the back to drink it, beckoning me to join him. When I asked what time he had made it home, he looked at his watch and said, ‘About an hour ago. Time enough for a quick shower and change of shirt and back here for breakfast with the Old Man.’ I asked how he was. ‘He’s a tough old gull, used to weathering the night on deck in a storm, but this is hitting him hard, especially coming on top of James. It’s what he always feared. He came on board here just as Philby was off to Beirut – never worked with him before, of course. We didn’t start using Philby at once, but there were certain friends of his here who maintained he’d been dealt an unfair hand and lobbied for us to put him back on the books. Then, when Dingle went out there in ’60, he activated Philby. Against his instincts, M gave the green light. Suspect he saw it as a way to smoke him out, once and for all.

‘Now, of course, he’s kicking himself – and Dingle, for that matter. It’s not so much what Philby has given away in the last couple of years, as the appalling cost of what he may have told them over the last thirty – and what he still has to tell.’

Bill ran his hands through his hair and rubbed his eyes and I thought again how much older he looks than his years. For a slight man with narrow shoulders, he carries above his weight of responsibility. The Firm is everything to him – he has no wife, no children and no space in his life for anything except work.

‘Of course, there’s a chance he might have just gone walkabout like his old man3 used to, or fallen into a wadi in a drunken stupor, but my best guess is that he’s going to wash up in Moscow with Burgess and Maclean before too long. A pretty triumvirate.’ He gave a bitter laugh. 'The last bloody thing we need – the press would have a field-day. First Bobby Prenderghast and now Kim Philby. No wonder the Old Man’s in a state.’

The Office had a feeling of static electricity about it today, as if anything you might touch would pack a mighty shock. There was perhaps more movement than usual, more Registry girls scurrying along the corridors and up and down stairs, carrying signals and files from one section to another, and even they seemed to sense the undercurrent of unease that has percolated the building. Most people stayed late this evening – in M’s parlance, there can be no rats on this ship. We just have to batten down the hatches and hope the news doesn’t leak out. I couldn’t help but think about the events of last year – what Bill called the ‘sieve’ effect. Too much leaked out and some of it after Prenderghast had been caught. I know Dorothy and Bill think there’s another mole in here somewhere – but who and where?

By ten, when he sent me home again, M was still closeted in his office with Bill, Bookie,4 Dingle and Dorothy. I hope he takes some time off over the weekend. Even the captain needs to sleep.

I had planned to stop by the hospital to see R on my way home, but by the time I left, visiting hours were long since over. They let me speak to him, however, and I was relieved to hear him sounding cheerful again. He’s still croaking a little, but definitely in full possession of his faculties, chafing at the concerns of the doctors that keep him there. He claimed to have got the crossword down to under ten minutes and said he felt like going to Quaglino’s for dinner.

I laughed. I’m torn, in many ways. Before R made his dramatic re-entry into my life, I had thought our relationship was over. When he revealed that he was one of us, my first thought was of relief, my second, of betrayal. While he’s been in hospital, especially these last few days, I’ve put all consideration of our relationship to the back of my mind; all I want is for him to recover. Until I know he has, I can’t concentrate on the other.

Saturday, 9th February

I went to see R at the hospital to find that he had been moved to an end room. There was a man sitting outside his door with a perceptible bulge under his jacket, who demanded I show identification and searched me before allowing me in to see him. When I asked R what it was all about, he tried to shrug it off. ‘Probably nothing. GCHQ thought they picked up my name in a signal from Moscow. The powers that be decided to give me a bit of protection, just in case.’

I wasn’t fooled by his show of unconcern. I tried to ask more, but he insisted that he knew nothing. When I left, however, he looked serious for a moment and urged me to take care. ‘I’ll look left and right before crossing the road, I promise,’ I assured him.

Monday, 11th February

The nightmare has not ended. I went to see Bill as soon as I got in and asked him whether he knew why R had bodyguards on his door. He ushered me into his office and sat me down. ‘I was contacted by my opposite number at the end of last week,’ he said. ‘Seems they have an idea that your friend’s relapse wasn’t entirely natural.’

‘He was attacked in some way?’

‘We don’t know, but we certainly can’t rule it out, particularly in light of some traffic that was recently intercepted, in which his name was clearly spelled out. The KGB are going to be after him. That contretemps with Boris at the end of last year will not be forgotten quickly.’

‘Is he in serious danger?’ I asked.

‘To be honest, we don’t know. He’s been given round-the-clock guards just in case and extra security in place on the entrances and exits. He should be all right in hospital. We don’t yet know what will happen when he’s well enough to leave.’

Neither of us raised the obvious next question; am I at risk, too? I was the one who shot Boris, after all.

Friday, 22nd February

Boris stalks my nights. He’s there when I wake in the dark, small hours, a moving image of past horrors unspooling in front of my open eyes. I can see his pale, hairless hands strapping mine to the bed-head, smell the scent of fresh sweat and musky aftershave, feel the sting of his slaps on my cheeks. Each night, again the click of the light-switch, running for the door, his hand grabbing my ankle, pulling me down, R bursting in, two shots, the heat of a just-fired gun in my hand. Blood on the carpet. I wish I could expunge the memory from my subconscious. It’s been nine weeks now since it all happened and Boris is safely locked up behind bars. It’s time to stick pins in a Russian doll and move on.

I miss James. He would have laughed and told me to put my chin up and stop skittering at ghosts. Without him, the Office seems drained of colour. Yes, he spent most of last year in an uncharacteristically depressed state, but I never doubted that he was going to snap out of it, saunter through the door one day with the twinkle back in his eyes, perch on my desk and suggest an early afternoon at the Ritz. It’s not that I would have said yes – or that he would have thought for a minute that I would – but I wish he was around to ask me.

I think we all miss him, his levity and ability to draw the best from any given situation. M gets increasingly terse, the lines on Bill’s face are burrowing deeper into his premature frown and Dingle just cracks more jokes in what appears to be a desperate charade to hide the blame he has undoubtedly laid upon himself. Philby has not yet resurfaced. His wife reported to Beirut station receiving letters and telegrams postmarked from around the region, but that signifies little. Anyone could have posted them for him. Standard evasion practice.

This evening, M surprised me. He called me in to see him, then said, ‘Miss Moneypenny, I know this has not been an easy time. I don’t want you to think I don’t notice or appreciate the extra hours you’ve been putting in. I wanted to tell you that I hereby grant your request for a week’s leave, effective immediately. It will not be counted against your holiday allowance.’

‘But, sir, I haven’t requested …’ I protested.

‘No buts. You deserve it. There is only one condition: you are not to get into trouble. Anywhere within a thousand-mile radius of Japan is strictly off limits.’

‘Of course, sir. Thank you, sir.’

Bill was waiting when I got out of the office. He looked grave. ‘It’s a little more complicated,’ he said. ‘Hamilton has insisted on checking himself out of hospital. The doctors say he’s well enough to go, but his people are not sure that he’s in the clear, from a security point of view. However, he’s refusing to have a bodyguard. He says he wants to go away for a while and that the only person he’s prepared to go with is you. I had his section chief on the phone for twenty minutes this morning asking me to persuade the Old Man to let you go. He wasn’t keen on the idea. To be honest, nor was I. They were very persuasive, but it was only after your man Hamilton telephoned and insisted on talking to M himself that you were given the green light. Apparently he satisfied the Old Man that he would take very good care of you.

In the face of that determination, who was I to refuse? So tomorrow evening, R, Rafiki5 and I are catching the sleeper train to Scotland. Our final destination is a secret. My stomach is knotted with nerves which, I suspect, have more to do with spending time with R than with any real or imagined danger we may be in.

Sunday, 3rd March

The strangeness of being alone together evaporated once we’d got on to the train and R had satisfied himself that we weren’t being followed. We were a little jittery for the first few days, jumping at any creak or bang, but we soon let go of our fears.

He had rented a beautiful little crofter’s cottage on a bay on the north-east coast of North Uist, a remote island in the Outer Hebrides. Uneven whitewashed walls, thatched roof and the combination of a low ceiling and a huge, peat-burning fire made it as cosy as a caterpillar’s cocoon. From our cottage, we could see for miles around and Rafi would have alerted us to a stranger’s presence. Through the whole week, we hardly saw a soul.

The island is a heavenly, heavenly place. I feel like a different person – cleansed inside and out by the bitter winds that whipped sand into our faces and threatened to blow us off the sides of hills by day and lulled me into an untroubled sleep at night. I love the unfettered power of the elements at their most extreme. There was a tiny islet at the mouth of the bay – which at low tide could be reached on foot across the sands – but apart from that, nothing but the ocean between us and America. A liberating thought. It is only when I go somewhere like Uist, where life seems to be battened down, concentrated on surviving the winter, that I realise how divorced we are from nature in the big cities. It’s not immediately obvious, but I had a strong sense of Africa there. R laughed when I told him this, as we were fighting our way against the wind along a wide beach of the purest white sand. ‘Funnily enough, I had a hunch you’d think that. It’s obviously these pesky mosquitoes everywhere – and as for the sunstroke …’

For the first few days, we avoided the big issues. He made no demands on me and I offered nothing in return. We just laughed and talked and revelled in the beauty of our surroundings. It was on the third evening, after a delicious dinner of fresh mussels, scavenged from the beach, that he gave me a glass of wine and beckoned me to the fire.

‘Jane, I’m truly sorry,’ he began. ‘Please forgive me, and please believe that I never wanted to deceive you. As time went on, I was too afraid to tell you that I knew what it was you did. My work has destroyed every relationship I’ve had and I couldn’t bear for it to consume this one too.’

‘Did you know from the start?’ I asked.

He shook his head. ‘No. I promise. I was on holiday. At first, I was just relieved by your reluctance to discuss your work, as it gave me an excuse to bury mine. Then, as my feelings for you grew, I found myself wanting to know more. Every time I tried to ask, you evaded the question, until one day it dawned on me that perhaps you too had something to hide? I tried to telephone you at the Foreign Office and when they said they’d never heard of you, the penny dropped.’

‘Why didn’t you just ask me?’

He gave a sad smile. ‘Force of habit, I suppose. Eventually, I had a drink with a chap I know from your outfit and he confirmed it. By then, however, things had begun to implode and it was too late to start afresh. I wish I’d tried.’

‘Instead, you ran away.’

He poured me some more wine. ‘Yes, I suppose so. Then I came back and …’

‘…took my bullet.’ I laughed and felt myself leaning forward to embrace him, and suddenly everything was all right.

We stayed in front of the fire through the night, talking, unpicking and restitching our relationship. So maybe he isn’t the architect I thought I’d fallen in love with, but does that mean he’s a spy I couldn’t love? Once I’d got over that hurdle and stopped thinking purely in terms of truth and lies, I felt myself soaring again. After all, I hadn’t been entirely straight with him either.

Over the next days, our conversation continued unabated and unfettered. We slept separately, but it felt as if we were coming ever closer together. It was an extraordinary relief, for me, to be able to talk freely outside the Office, without having to filter out careless remarks. The only subject we shirked was the future. Time enough for that. All R said was that he wasn’t prepared to live in fear of Boris or any other faceless bogeyman.

One night, after a fierce game of Scrabble, we sat up late listening to the wind howl around the chimney and talked about Pa. Since R had told me that a man using his code name, Hugh Sterling, was on the catalogue of prisoners at Colditz at the end of the war, the thought of it has haunted me – images from books and films, of POWs starved and half-crazy. R offered his help in any way he can in my search for the truth about Pa. I will start looking for Colditz survivors. The half-knowing has become worse than not knowing.

Friday, 29th March

Still no sign of Philby. Bill came by my office this morning and sat me down again, before telling me that Boris had escaped custody and is thought to be on his way back to Moscow. I closed my eyes and felt myself begin to shake. Just as I’ve managed to lock him out of my nightmares, he reappears in my life, at large and presumably even less fond of me than I am of him. What does that mean for R? More bodyguards? A return to hiding? Suddenly, Moscow doesn’t feel so many miles away.

‘How did he get out?’

Bill replied that he was having trouble getting the exact details, but he suspects that the Russians made a deal with Five to ensure a blind eye was turned to their plans to spirit him out of the country. ‘They must have wanted him very badly – and were prepared to make the arrangement a sweet one. What did they get in return – that’s what I want to know? We’re bloody furious about it. It’s not that Boris has given us anything, but while we had him, he was a potential embarrassment to the Sovs. Now he’s gone, the egg’s on our faces,’ Bill said.

‘Was it anything to do with R? Does he know?’ I asked.

Bill shook his head. ‘If it was, they’re not telling. Penny, I don’t want you to fret. As long as you stay out of his backyard, you should have no cause for unease. There’s no way he could ever get back into the country.’ I could sense that he was concerned, though, and so was I. I hope R will be safe.

Then, this afternoon, an extraordinary report passed my desk. It came in letter form, plain text, from an irregular agent based in Vladivostok. The source, who I understand is a woman on the auxiliary service staff at the KGB headquarters there, claims that the KGB have a man in their custody who they are treating with extreme secrecy and caution. The source saw a zapiska – a file – that had been sent over from Moscow headquarters, marked SOVERSHENNO SEKRETNO, ‘Top Secret’. The name on the front was ‘James Bond, British Secret Agent’.

M was still at Blades, so I took the report straight to Bill. He looked at it and frowned, then picked up the phone. He came into my office a few minutes later. ‘Don’t get your hopes up,’ he said. ‘Bookie’s checking it out, but he doesn’t set much store by this source. Says it’s stretching the odds too far. He’s convinced that the two events are unrelated. Just because the Russians have 007’s file knocking about, doesn’t mean that they’ve got him. We’ll do all we can to find out, of course. Please make sure M gets the report.’

Saturday, 11th May

I can’t believe that more than two months have passed since we came back from Uist, and since I last wrote in these pages. It’s madness – I feel guilty when I write and also when I don’t. The Scylla and Charybdis of the secret diarist. It’s almost a relief that R has been called away, though I do miss him. I always look forward to our weekends together, the laughter and companionship and underlying frisson of what might be. I feel wonderfully at ease with him, more so than with any man before. I know he wants our relationship to progress, but he’s being very patient with me, giving me every reason to trust him, which I’m beginning to do.

The run-up to the Prenderghast trial has put us all under pressure, especially M. We don’t know whether Prenderghast will testify and if he does, to whose benefit it will be. Throughout his interrogation, he has flatly refuted any idea that he had an accomplice within the Office. He belongs in jail, I know, but I can’t help but feel some sympathy for his plight. When They are determined to catch you and have found an appropriate hook, it is hard to resist.

Dingle arrived back from another trip to Beirut on Thursday. He’s now convinced that Philby is in Redland, probably Moscow, Janet told me this evening. He spent much of his time out there with Mrs Philby, who still won’t admit to herself her husband’s true colours. She appears to be genuinely confused as to his present whereabouts and the reason for his disappearance. She clings to the idea that he was taken against his will.

Dingle brought back a copy of a letter from Philby that had been hand-delivered to their apartment. Against her husband’s strictest instructions, Mrs P had kept it and, worse still, shown it to our side. I made a copy of it for M. It was three pages long and type-written and had originally included $2,000 in bills, with which Philby directed his wife to buy a return aeroplane ticket for herself to London and one-way tickets for the children. (Children? How could a man like this have children?) These tickets, however, were for show only. At the same time he instructed her to destroy them and choose a flight to Prague. When the date was set, she should write it in white chalk on the white wall in the alley beside their apartment, or, if she was having problems, mark the left-hand side of
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