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Praise

‘Every generation bears the ineluctable stamp of the strategic historical experiences to which it has been exposed. The history of Soviet youth, and indeed of Soviet society, has been a unique tale of turmoil in a turbulent age.’

Merle Fainsod, ‘The Komsomols: A Study of Youth Under Dictatorship’, American Political Science Review, 1951

‘It was an idea. This kind of resonance [could not be] achieved through organisation, nor through propaganda. Only an idea has the power to disseminate itself so broadly.’ 

Ludwig Mies van der Rohe, third and final director of the Bauhaus

‘In the hands of the person who uses it with feeling and imagination, the camera becomes very much more than the means of earning a living, it becomes a vital factor in recording and influencing the life of the people and in promoting human understanding.’

Edith Tudor-Hart, from the essay ‘Photography as a profession’, written for the magazine Housewife, 1945

‘It is rarely the risky operation that brings most danger … The real risks can be assessed in advance and precaution taken to obviate them. It is the almost meaningless incident that often puts us in mortal hazard.’

Kim Philby, My Silent War, 1968




Dedication

In memory of John Philby, 1943–2009
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All history is fiction



   
Author’s note

There have been countless books written about the double agent Kim Philby, often with conflicting views on the hows and the whys and, indeed, the whos. Far fewer have been written about Edith Tudor-Hart, the woman who recruited him, referred to in British intelligence files as ‘the foreign woman’. 

What follows is not meant as a comprehensive retelling of a highly contentious period, but a work of fiction based on the facts as I have variously found them, reimagining the lives of two people from starkly different backgrounds whose very existences transformed one another’s, and changed the course of history. 

While much of this story is true, Edith and Kim is a novel. In pulling together strands of the principal characters’ lives, I have chosen to exclude certain family members and friends on both sides, either because it didn’t feel fair or right to include them, or simply because they didn’t serve the version of events as I have reconstructed it. Some characters in the story are entirely invented. 

For suggestions of books I have leaned on and drawn from in my research, or simply been inspired by, please see the reading list at the end of this novel.

NOTE: The Secret Intelligence Service files used within are faithfully reproduced – including some inconsistencies, not least the interchangeable use of the names Litzi and Lizzy, and the conflicting dates on which Edith is believed to have joined the Communist cause. I have duplicated irregularities in punctuation, various spellings of names – for example Suschitzky and Suschitsky, Adele and Adela – and typographical errors. Where names have been redacted, this has been done in line with the documents found at the National Archives in Kew. In places, I have also removed sections of text where the names or events referenced are not part of the story I am telling. Where this happens, I have indicated so in the text. 

Kim’s letters are partly fictional, adapted from those he wrote to the family in London between 1964 and 1988. Some sections are lifted verbatim; additional paragraphs I have invented based on his interviews, his autobiography, anecdotes, family folklore, and my imagination.




 

 

Dear Edith, 

I’ve just received copies of various articles about yours truly, in the British press, sent via my children. The Observer pictures were a bit more flattering than the ones in the Daily Mail; thankfully I am much too old to worry about my looks. Much mention of Cambridge. It rather leads me to wonder what bothers them more: what I did, or the fact of who I was. The Third Man, apparently – poor buggers can’t even count. 

Old Guy is also getting rather a time of it on account of his taste in men, it seems to me. Hypocritical bastards. You should hear the stories he tells about his days at Eton …! 

It’s all rather strange, reading about oneself in the papers. For a moment, I find myself taking umbrage at something that is said, and which I know to be a total fiction, but then I am reminded that what others think of us is none of our business, and should be of little interest. It is not, after all, what they think of us so much as a reflection of what they think of themselves; of what they loathe and envy in others. 

It was A.A. Milne who said it best: ‘Every human being is a mystery and nobody knows the truth about anybody else.’ 

Yours, 

Kim



   
Prologue

London, June 1934

The journey from Marble Arch to Regent’s Park takes longer than it should. 

Despite the morning sun, the woman wears a dark turtleneck and long skirt, a beret pulled down over bobbed hair. She moves quickly, sticking to the shadows. The man, a few years her junior, keeps pace, his hands pushed deep into the pockets of his overcoat, the bit of his pipe clenched between his teeth. 

There is a portentous quality to the silence as they turn into Hyde Park, the scuffling of horse-hooves closing in from behind causing him to clench his fists until the sound passes, the morning riders kicking up dust as they skirt the perimeter. 

A bead of sweat forms on his forehead as they turn left, away from the grass, and cross Park Lane. The streets that slice through Mayfair are blessedly shaded as they continue their walk for an hour or so, along New Bond Street and Shaftesbury Avenue, the woman’s eyes focused ahead but alert to every sound as the city comes to life: peals of laughter from a young couple bursting out from a doorway, the clatter of a rag-and-bone man fading into the echoes of a thousand muted voices, layered over one another across the city’s streets. 

Somewhere near Aldwych she hails a taxi, the man ducking in beside her, a ripple of electricity passing between them, along with unspoken questions, as his hand accidentally brushes hers. 

London skids past on the other side of the glass, the two passengers facing away from one another, their attention fixed on the scenes playing out on their respective sides of the street as they head back the way they came: children skipping behind impatient parents; lovers walking arm-in-arm, locked in their own private world, faces tipped upwards like buttercups in the morning rays. A doorman outside the Ritz adjusts his cufflinks as they roll back along Piccadilly, stifling a yawn, his eyes flicking up, suddenly aware that he is being watched. 

The couple inside the motor-car sit in silence until, after a while, the woman leans forward and asks the driver to stop. The response to her distinct Austrian lilt is an immediate slowing of wheels. She steps out and the man follows her, their footsteps weaving an invisible web. A while later still, she holds her arm out again, flagging down another passing cab; this time her companion pauses, raising his hand to his pipe, opening his mouth as if to speak. 

But the words fall away as he steps in behind her, one of them the spider, the other the fly.

By the time they reach Maida Vale tube station more than two hours have passed.

The sound of their own footsteps follows as they take the stairs to the platform. It is cooler down here, below ground. The man bristles with nervous energy as the train approaches; a rat scuttles across the tracks and disappears into the black. The woman boards first, her companion stepping in behind, his thoughts turning briefly to his mother and father far from home, somewhere on the other side of the world. 

Home. The word comes to her as they stand side by side in the carriage, and she lets it roll a moment in her mind, her thoughts tilting this way and that, unable to find a flat surface on which to land.

‘I do beg your pardon.’ The passenger seems to appear from nowhere, catching her eye momentarily as he squeezes past, touching the brim of his hat. Without warning, as the doors start to close, the woman takes her companion’s hand and pulls him out of the carriage, leading him across the empty concourse to the opposite platform where another train hurtles towards them, the sound of the brakes escalating into a scream.

It is only once they are on the path cutting through Regent’s Park, some four hours after they set off, that the man finally speaks. 

‘He is expecting us?’ 

The woman says nothing in reply, only slowing slightly, allowing her charge to move ahead as they catch sight of a figure on the bench: short, stocky frame, boxer’s ears partly obscured beneath a hat. 

Alert to their footsteps, the man looks up. 

Instinctively the younger man, out of breath from all the walking, takes the pipe from his lips, turning briefly towards his chaperone. But she has already gone. 
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The fact of who I was

One of Edith Suschitzky’s most formative memories is her father’s first arrest, though she wasn’t there. It isn’t possible, some would say, to recall an event one hasn’t witnessed. But Edith Suschitzky lived with that day, on a loop, either regaled to her as a medal of defiance over family lunches, or whispered into her ear at night as she fell asleep, as a warning: Never let them break you. They will never let you be free. When you grow up with a story, the way she has grown up with this one, it becomes partly your own.

The story of that day in 1920, not long after her twelfth birthday, at the bookshop at Favoritenstrasse 57, refracts in Edith’s memory, parts of it growing more or less vivid with every retelling. On some days, she focuses on the smell of diesel and yeast carried on the air from the bakers along the street as the shop door creaks open, her father looking up from the counter, his eyes instantly hardening. On others, she pictures the officer’s shadow obliterating the doorway, homes in on the shine of his boot as he makes his way unhurriedly through the store, his fingers running over the spines.

Both Edith and her brother Wolf – now eight years old – have already headed to school. The fog had risen thick that morning, blanketing the city’s streets, obscuring Wilhelm Suschitzky’s view as he made his way past the brickworks and the row of shops that led to Brüder Suschitzky: the first Socialist bookshop in Vienna’s tenth district of over 120,000 people. These were the exact words he had used to his wife, Adele, the day he and his brother Philipp had first pulled back the doors in the autumn of 1901.

Already, those days felt like another lifetime. Post-war, the world had changed. Life had changed – though not as much as it would, not least for a business which extolled the virtues of enlightenment in one of city’s largest working-class districts, first simply as a bookshop and then, for the past eight years, also as a publisher.

Wilhelm paused that morning, as he did every morning before opening up, to take in the shop and its evidence of a life’s work: the original sign, BUCHHANDLUNG ANTIQUARIAT, now hanging alongside a second sign advertising Anzengruber-Verlag publishers. 

From the moment the men had first opened the doors to Brüder Suschitzky almost two decades earlier – long before either of them could have envisaged what fate had in store – it was more than just a business. This was a manifesto for the world the Suschitzky brothers had wanted for the children they were yet to have. A middle-class family choosing to live amidst the poverty and the oppression of the working classes, dirt steeped in a growing sense of despair, the Suschitzky brothers – and their books – were consciously paraded as a bastion of hope. 

It was this hope, Wilhelm would tell his daughter, soberly, as he stroked her hair at night, that the officials were trying to shut down when they came and seized the tomes and leaflets, novels and texts, from workers’ poetry to tracts on the women’s movement, pedagogical reform and sexual emancipation. That first time – the officers storming through their shop, trampling not just the carpet but the very fabric of their lives – was the ultimate act of aggression. And yet, Wilhelm would recall, repeating the events of that day as one might a lullaby, seeing those men there in their perfectly pressed clothes, their well-fed bellies moving self-righteously through the world he and his brother had created, he hadn’t cowered. Rather, Edith’s father had felt himself stand taller. A self-proclaimed pacifist, he hadn’t lashed out. He had refused to fight in a way against which they could have immediately retaliated. 

But he never stopped fighting in the years that followed, as the harassment escalated along with the confiscation of books, the court trials worsening as Austria’s democratic government fell. Wilhelm Suschitzky fought quietly – he fought with his mind, he would tell Edith, proudly. And he never stopped fighting. Right up until the moment he held a gun to his own head. 

When she was ten years old, Edith Suschitzky had pursued an argument with her father over supper as he condemned the attempted coup d’état by the newly formed KPÖ, the Communist Party of Austria, claiming that violence was not the answer, that it undermined the efforts that men like him had been making for years. (Men, she noted.) It wasn’t simply that she disagreed, she replied – more horrifying was the fact that someone she loved so dearly could think so strangely. A man who had seen with his own eyes the bodies floating in the Danube.

‘Books and ideas alone aren’t enough,’ she had chastised Wilhelm in no uncertain terms. ‘You can’t feed a dying man with thoughts.’ 

‘Your voice,’ he had snorted, marvelling at her passion. ‘It teeters at the edge of some terrible catastrophe. You are just a child, you cannot understand.’ 

But she did understand, innately, and with a received wisdom gathered over the weekends spent in Grundlsee; she felt it, vibrating through the words of the scholars at the camp organised by Eugenie Schwarzwald, sorrow hovering over the brushstrokes of the artists she met there, resonating through the semi-quavers and crotchets of composer Arnold Schoenberg as he taught. She understood in a way that, once acknowledged, was impossible for her to ignore. 

Change requires action.

‘Father, for an atheist,’ she replied, ‘you do love to preach.’

‘Preach on, St John.’

This is as much as the boy hears before the men’s voices lower again so that Kim cannot decipher the rest of the conversation, beyond the odd snatched words: Hashemites and Gertrude Bell. 

Not that it is of much interest anyway. The child’s eavesdropping is little more than a way to pass the time until his father’s attention is – if only briefly – his again.

Looking about him, Kim strains his eyes to adjust to the brightness of the sun, which burns as hot as tar, its harsh glare stretching across the sky and the endless dust beneath their feet, bouncing off the stone of the building’s archway, where they now stand.

He has not long since stepped off the plane from London, and the Trans Jordan heat prickles at his skin – though he won’t show his discomfort. Despite his weariness, and his thirst, and the increasing need for shade, he works hard to hold himself straight as his father talks to the other man, to whom the child has not been introduced. 

‘You know you shouldn’t be listening.’ 

The voice startles him. When he turns, he is greeted by a plump young woman with blonde curls and an amused, precocious smile. 

‘I wasn’t,’ the boy replies, his cheeks colouring, the words And you should not creep up on people sticking to the back of his throat.

‘That’s my father, talking to yours. Your name’s Kim, isn’t it?’

Kim turns away from her, slightly, regarding the heavy black beard and white robes, his father’s appearance growing more swarthy and unkempt with every moment that has passed since he was sent to the Emir Abdullah as chief British representative, two years earlier, following a short spell in Baghdad where – so the boy has gleaned – he made no secret of being in favour of a republic rather than a monarchy. 

‘Yes, St John is my father,’ Kim says, pulling himself upright.

Something about this woman – the haughty voice and knowing eyes – makes him uncomfortable; and yet he finds himself keen to impress her, working hard to disguise the stutter that occasionally peppers his speech.

‘Kim is a nickname, actually. After the character in my father’s favourite novel—’

‘Kim, the boy with two separate sides to his head … You look surprised – did you imagine I wouldn’t have read Kipling?’ 

When the boy doesn’t reply, she continues. ‘My father says your father is a very difficult man. He says he is firmly against the policy of the British government.’

‘Well, perhaps that’s because your father lacks the imagination, or the vocabulary, to truly understand a man such as mine.’

She laughs. ‘I like your spirit. My father also says St John is pugnacious. Do you know what that means?’

‘Do you?’

‘Yes. Although English isn’t my first language.’

‘What is?’ 

‘Russian.’

Kim regards her, his eyes narrowing. ‘Say something to me in Russian, then.’

‘What would you like me to say?’

‘I don’t know. Introduce yourself.’

‘Добрый день, меня зовут Флора Соломон – приятно познакомиться, наглое дитя.’

‘What did you say?’

‘Learn Russian and then you’ll find out.’

‘My father speaks ten languages,’ Kim replies.

‘And what about you?’

He shrugs. ‘I spoke Hindi before I even spoke English. I was born in India – I nearly died when I was a boy. My ayah found a cobra in the bath; if my father hadn’t come along and shot at it, I would be dead.’

‘How very shocking.’

Kim struggles to hold himself upright, feeling the woman consider him, an amused look on her face. 

‘I have a son,’ she says. ‘He’s only two years old. How old are you, Kim?’

‘Eleven.’

‘Small for your age, aren’t you?’

‘Not really.’

‘My son is Peter; we live in London. You do, too, don’t you?’

‘18 Acol Road, Hampstead. My father lives here, and I stay in England with my mother and three sisters.’

‘Well, in that case, young Kim, perhaps our paths will cross again.’ The woman smiles, turning away from him. 

‘Hey, what’s your name? You never said.’

The woman looks back at him briefly, her expression becoming serious. ‘I did tell you – it’s Flora Solomon – you just weren’t listening.’

Listening a moment, her ear pressed against the wood, Edith Suschitzky turns and glances briefly over her shoulder before pushing open the door and stepping inside. 

It is January 1926, six years after Wilhelm Suschitzky’s first arrest and the same year that Adolf Hitler publishes the second volume of his autobiographical manifesto, Mein Kampf, in which he sets out his ambition to create a union between his birth country and Germany by any means possible. 

Edith is not yet eighteen, though the men who wish to sleep with her and then discard her would say she could be taken for so much older. When she speaks, her words are urgent and melodic, demanding a response. 

On the cusp of adulthood and tall for a girl, she knows how to hold herself – but she is also used to ducking and she does so now, pushing through the doorway into the darkened room where she is met with a sea of faces in profile, all fixed on a man at the front of the room. The smell inside is of smoke and hope and youthful indignation, the space cramped and energetic, the number of attendees seeming to swell with each week that passes. Usually she would smile at this thought but this evening she is distracted as she leans back against the wall, the man’s voice floating in and out of range. 

‘To speak of democracy when working people are starving, exhausted, unable to clothe their children because of the bourgeois capitalist machine that seeks to keep them captive, is contemptuous. The state exists for the purpose of the oppression of one class by another.’ 

Running a finger over her coat, she feels a damp spot where the boy, Helmut, had clung to her and wept. 

The speaker continues more intensely, the energy of the crowd turning febrile. 

‘There is only one response to such a threat, and that is to demolish it. The Red Army didn’t claim victory by asking for it nicely. There was only one difference between the Bolsheviks and the Mensheviks, one reason why we prevailed – the simple reason that Bolsheviks are prepared to fight. We fought and we won. But, comrades, the revolution doesn’t end with victory. Victory is only the beginning.’

There is no applause, the speech giving way to galvanised conversation, Litzi at the centre gathering leaflets. 

‘I know you, don’t I?’ 

The voice belongs to a man: shorter than Edith, and stocky. His blue eyes remind her of the lakes in Sweden years before – a summer of physical recuperation for the children whose schools were commandeered. Children who, once the wounded piled in, spent their days digging vegetable patches, collecting smoking material for the soldiers maimed in the war to end all wars, which of course ended none. 

‘I don’t think so. Perhaps you’ve seen me here,’ she says.

He continues to stare. ‘This isn’t your first meeting?’

‘No.’ 

‘What did you think of the speaker?’

‘I think he would have been more convincing if he hadn’t gone barefoot.’ Her dark eyes move to a pair of shoes discarded in the corner. ‘There is enough to be angry about without cheap tricks to demonstrate solidarity.’ 

‘What’s your name?’

She pauses. There is something familiar about the man’s face, or perhaps they have been staring at one another too long. 

‘Edith!’ Litzi moves through the crowd towards her, thick waves of hair bouncing off her shoulders, as if struggling to keep up. ‘You made it!’

Edith smiles, squeezing her friend’s hand. ‘I’m sorry I was late. There was a problem at kindergarten. The boy I told you about – there was no one to pick him up.’ 

Litzi frowns, reassuringly, before turning to their companion. ‘I don’t believe we have met.’

Edith takes the long route home, stopping to listen to the strains of an accordion, tossing the last of her Schillings into the beggar’s cap, and slipping a leaflet underneath: 

Einheitsfront Aktion: Gegen faschistische reaktion. United front against Fascist reaction.

‘Where have you been?’ Wilhelm asks, his tone reprimanding, in the doorway of the apartment. 

‘Helmut, the boy whose mother has TB … no one came for him. I had to wait.’ Only a partial lie.

‘You are a good girl, Edith. You have a good heart. Rudolf Serkin is waiting for you.’

In the living room he sits, long limbs wedged awkwardly under the piano, fingers spread wide on his knees, practising a silent arpeggio. The room is warm compared to the night air, a dim lamp perched on top of the piano illuminating the blush on Rudolf’s cheeks as he watches her, his eyes bugging behind thick glasses as she takes off her coat. 

Edith closes the door behind her. ‘I lost track of time. I do apologise, Rudolf.’

‘It’s not so late,’ he says, resting his thick fingers above the keys. 

‘Play something for me while I warm my hands,’ she replies, slowly pulling off her gloves, enjoying his discomfort.

Rudolf shifts on the stool, his whole body preparing to yield. And then it does, the raw pain of his notes fracturing the silence. 

When he stops, tears run down her cheeks.

‘Have I upset you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘You have been practising?’

‘As much as I can, between work and—’ 

‘Then not enough,’ he says. ‘Only after five hours am I sufficiently warmed up to start playing.’

‘But Rudolf, you are a professional—’

‘Because I practise. Because I have dedicated myself. It is one thing to want something – in order to have it you have to make it happen, Edith. No one else can do it for you.’

Enough time has passed since their first interaction that Edith would be forgiven for doing a double-take when she feels him fall into step beside her as she makes her way along Petzvalgasse, the early-morning air thick with the scent of industry and unemployment. But when she looks up and finds him there, regarding her with the same intensity that he had at the meeting, everyone and everything else falls away so that it is just them: two hearts throbbing amidst cobbles and brick.

Years later, it will be said that the first thing you notice about Arnold Deutsch is his eyes. He looks at you as if nothing more important in life, or more interesting than you and talking to you, exists at that moment. 

‘How did you know where I live?’ 

‘I remembered where I’ve seen you. Your father owns the bookshop Brüder Suschitzky.’

‘I’m on my way to work,’ Edith replies.

‘Ah, yes, you mustn’t keep the infants waiting … It is commendable, truly, to have made it through Lili Roubiczek’s methods, at your age: living in the school during the week, theoretical training in the evenings, the study of psychology, architecture and the natural sciences. How long were you there, three months? And you were what – sixteen, seventeen years old?’

‘Am I supposed to be impressed, or frightened?’ 

‘I don’t believe you are easily frightened, Edith Suschitzky. To make the journey to London alone to train under Maria Montessori, you must be brave. And you must have done well to have been chosen …’

‘You know they say talking to yourself is the first sign of madness?’

The man smiles. ‘I’ll come and meet you when you have finished work.’

‘I don’t know when—’

‘I’ll find you.’

Inside, the nursery is cold. When they forget their hunger, the children play, their heavy coats too small or too big, or sometimes with no coat at all. 

Helmut doesn’t play. When the others are outside, Edith pulls out the scraps of food she had taken from breakfast and watches him chew, the movements of his mouth slow and deliberate.

‘It will be OK,’ Edith tells him, but it won’t. 

The hours pass slowly, but Edith’s mind moves quickly, keeping her warm. Before leaving, she stops in front of the window. In the reflection of the glass she watches herself pull fingers through bobbed hair that looks dark in one light, pale in another, before turning away. 

Her eyes search for him as she takes her usual route back towards Favoriten, but he is nowhere to be seen until suddenly he is there, moving alongside her. 

They walk in silence a while, the wind tapping at their shoulders. 

‘Your father is an impressive man.’

Edith pictures Wilhelm behind the small wooden counter, his eyes fixed on the pages of a book – drinking in another man’s plight, his own personal tipple. 

Her stomach rumbles, and the man pulls out an apple bun from the bag he is carrying. Edith pauses then takes it, considering something before taking a bite, her hunger intensifying with every mouthful. 

‘If it’s information on my father that you want, then it would be easier to go to him directly.’

‘We both know that if I were after Wilhelm Suschitzky, I would not need to go via his daughter. Your parents are free-thinkers. Wilhelm is a loyal advocate of the SDAP. I respect his values, to a point. But his beliefs do not go far enough.’ 

Edith turns, watching his lips move as he speaks. 

‘The problem with Social Democratic parties is that they refuse to acknowledge the reality of the state – i.e. with the proletariat positioned as the ruling class, which is fundamentally at odds with the possibility of reformism. The philistine illusions about the “peaceful development of
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Secret Intelligence Service file on Edith Suschitzky

EDITH TUDOR-HART

1. Personal particulars and general background

Edith TUDOR-HART née SUSCHITZKY, an Austrian Jewess, was born in Vienna on 24th August 1908. Her family were politically Social Democrats and her father was a publisher/bookseller by profession. She is known to have a brother, Wolfgang SUSCHITZKY, and a cousin, Carla, both of whom are now married.

TUDOR-HART first came to the United Kingdom as a student-governess in 1925. During the course of the next few years she made the acquaintance of Alexander TUDOR-HART, then a medical student at St. Thomas’s Hospital, and was living with him at the end of 1930. Although under notice of deportation in early December 1930, Edith apparently visited Vienna for Christmas that year with Alexander, returning to the United Kingdom, whence she was deported in January 1931. Following her deportation, the reason for which was her undesirable political (Communist) activities, she returned to Vienna. 

Alexander TUDOR-HART paid another visit to Vienna to see Edith in early April 1931, Edith maintaining contact with him by letter between then and August 1933, when he returned to Vienna to marry her. Prior to this date, Alexander TUDOR-HART‘s life appears to have been complicated by one Allison MacBETH, a woman doctor who had been divorced by her husband on account of the birth to her in 1927 of a son, of whom Alexander was the father. TUDOR-HART was living with MacBETH in 1929 and also appears to have had some kind of relations with her during Edith’s absence from 1931 to 1933. Edith’s letters from this period show that there were certain legal complications and obstructions to her (Edith’s) marriage to TUDOR-HART at this time.

During her two-year exile in Vienna, Edith took up photography professionally, and, on her return to the United Kingdom shortly after her marriage to TUDOR-HART in August 1933, she set herself up in the same line of business in London. 

Her marriage to TUDOR-HART appears to have been somewhat uneven. They were reported to be living apart as early as April 1935. Between late December 1936 and November 1938, Alexander served in the International Brigade in Spain. Two letters from Edith to Spain in January and June 1937 suggest that they may have been reconciled at the time. In early 1940, however, TUDOR-HART had left for another woman, with whom he co-habited until October 1944, when Edith’s divorce from him was made absolute. Alexander and Edith are reported to have met each other at irregular, but sometimes frequent intervals, until at least 1946. 

Edith TUDOR-HART’s photography business seems to have been a paying proposition; it certainly prospered between 1935 and 1939, enabling her to run a studio in Duke Street, W.1. She now appears to make a fairly comfortable living from it, specialising in child photography, and running a studio in her flat in N.W.8. She is also prepared to visit houses in the greater London area to take photographs to order, and occasionally has her work published in such magazines as Picture Post.

She has the following relations in the United Kingdom:–

a) Alexander TUDOR-HART, her former husband; a doctor now in practice at 32 Park Road, Colliers Wood, S.W.19; an active Communist. 

b) Tommy TUDOR-HART, her son by Alexander, born in 1936. He appears to be backward (if not mentally deficient) and is presently boarded at the Rudolf Steiner School in Aberdeen. 

c) Wolfgang SUSCHITZKY (now known as Wolfgang DONAT, a naturalised British subject) her brother, a professional photographer and film camera man of 28 Willifield Way, N.W.11; an active Communist.

d) [SECTION REMOVED]

e) [SECTION REMOVED]

f) Adela SUSCHITZKY, mother, aged 72, now living in the Cricklewood area. 

Edith TUDOR-HART is at present sharing her ground-floor flat at 12 Grove End Gardens with Christina DISHINGTON, a 35-year-old British subject who worked at the Warsaw Polish Embassy in 1947 and 1948. She is currently associated with the British/Polish Friendship Society. 

2. Character of Edith TUDOR-HART

From such evidence as is on record (letters, observations, etc.) she would appear to be a rather a typical emotional, introspective and somewhat intellectual Viennese Jewess. She has for a long time had what possibly amounts to a morbid interest in psychology and psychiatry, and in 1942 was constantly taking her small son to clinics and specialists for psychiatric treatment. She is currently in touch with the Council for Mental Health. This interest probably stems in part from the condition of her son, now aged about fifteen, who appears to be mentally backward. She is apparently devoted to him. 

A recent source report (October 1951 [REDACTED]) has described Edith as a “sick woman, highly neurotic and suffering from a persecution mania”. She is said to be obsessed with the idea that the authorities are taking steps against her. However, she appears to be quite self-possessed from her telephone conversations, which do not reveal this alleged condition though it is perhaps worth recalling that [REDACTED] reported as long ago as 1946 that she was sensitive to the possibility of police investigation. 

3. Security record

According to her 1951 Communist Party registration card, Edith TUDOR-HART joined the party in 1927, probably during her first visit to this country. It is in any case clear that between 1925 and 1930 she became attracted to Communism in the United Kingdom, since the reason for her deportation in January 1931 was that in the October of 1930 she had taken a prominent part in a Communist demonstration in London and had been seen to be on friendly terms with a number of leading (but unspecified) Communists. For some time prior to her deportation she had been living at Alexander TUDOR-HART’s house in Westbourne Gardens, W.2, an address shared at this time by several other Austrian Communists and Rosa SHAR, who later married Percy GLADING. At the time of Edith’s expulsion, Maurice DOBB wrote to Alexander (whom he clearly knew well) expressing his fury at the decision to deport her.

It is perhaps significant that in February 1931, after her deportation to Austria, Edith wrote asking Alexander to obtain from Communist Party headquarters in London a certificate to the effect that she, Edith SUSCHITZKY, worked in the Party as “E. WHITE and was deported for that reason”. She asked for the certificate to be sent by registered post and sealed, so that the English police should not come across it. The certificate was apparently to enable her to regularise her position with the Party in Vienna.

In mid-1931, she wrote to Alexander in London that she had been appointed the official photographer for Austria to the Moscow “Press Cliché”. There is no implication that this involved a visit to Moscow, though she may have gone there. She obtained this appointment through the good offices of one Herr EBEL, the manager of TASS in Vienna at that time. EBEL seems to have loaned her a first-class camera for her work, which carried a salary. In her letter she asked Alexander to “press Rosa” (presumably SHAR) to obtain from INGULOV (then the TASS correspondent in London) as a matter of urgency a letter of recommendation to EBEL in Vienna. The significance of these connections with TASS are worth considering in the light of a report [REDACTED] in February 1947, which stated that TUDOR-HART had recently admitted having worked for the Russian intelligence service in Austria and Italy during 1932 and 1933. The exact nature of this work is not known, but it is alleged that she was responsible to a Russian colonel and used her photographic studio in Vienna for cover purposes. She was also arrested for these activities by the Austrian authorities, but released after spending several weeks in prison, for lack of evidence. These activities might also explain a panicky letter she wrote to Alexander on the 14th April 1931, which began “the camera is found”, though its temporary loss made her feel “sick inside in spite of its recovery later”. Edith’s associate in these R.I.S. operations of 1932/33 is said to have been Arpad HAAS, a Hungarian Communist of long standing with an espionage record. 

There is little of security significance on record about TUDOR-HART from her return to the United Kingdom as a British subject in August/September 1933 and August 1935. 

[SECTION REMOVED]

From the investigation of Percy GLADING in February 1938 a number of receipts came to light which it is known that GLADING had wished destroyed. The receipts were for a Leica camera and other photographic equipment purchased by Edith in January 1937. GLADING used a Leica camera for his espionage work. The conclusion that he deliberately used Edith, an established professional photographer, to procure his equipment for him is almost irresistible. In this connection it is worth recalling Edith’s association with Rosa SHAR, later Mrs. GLADING, in 1930 and 1931.

From 1938 onwards reports were received which indicated that Edith TUDOR-HART was becoming active in Austrian Communist refugee circles in London. The head of this group, with whom she is said to have become increasingly intimate over the next eight years, was Engelbert BRODA, a well-known Austrian scientist and atomic physicist of Communist leanings, now in the Soviet Zone of Austria. In March 1941, TUDOR-HART was reported to be a member (the accountant) of the Central Committee of the Austrian Communist Party in Great Britain. She was in touch with a number of prominent Austrians, some of whom were interned at this time, and was living in the flat of Bruce BINFORD-HOLE — a legal advisor to the Austrian Centre and the Czech Refugee Trust Fund. 

Intercepted telephone calls of August and September 1944 showed that Edith was in touch with Bob STEWART and Jimmy SHIELDS at Communist Party Headquarters for reasons which are not clear. Information from the same source disclosed in August 1945 that she was also known, at least in a professional capacity, to Nancy BERGER and Joan MAIZELS, two members of the so-called BERGER group of the Communist Party, which was during 1945 engaged in a so far unidentified form of undercover activity. 

From 1945 she was said to have gathered an interesting circle of intellectuals around her and to have organised discussion groups. The circle, which contained such persons as D.N. PRITT, Lizzy FEAVRE, Arthur WYNN, and prominent Austrian Communists in the United Kingdom, flourished throughout 1945 and up to mid-1946, when it appears to have declined. In recent years the reports received about TUDOR-HART’s activities have mainly concerned her contacts with various British and alien Communists resident in the United Kingdom, including some members of her 1945/46 circle. Her activities, however, do not appear to have been of much significance, though it is clear that she has continued to hold Communist views, while she is known to hold a 1951 Party registration card. The latter is completed in the name of an alias — Betty GREY — possibly to protect her professional standing. 

Finally, it is perhaps worth mentioning a number of largely inconsequential connections between TUDOR-HART and the Soviet Embassy in London. In July 1937 her name mentioned was non-committally in connection with a lecture. Two years later her back statement showed a payment to Walter NUKI, a dentist occasionally used by members of the Soviet embassy. [REDACTED] in 1945 she had been in touch with Dr SKOLNIKOFF, another dentist whose services are periodically in demand by the Soviet Embassy officials. SKOLNIKOFF’S wife, however, was reported to have been a photographer, which may explain the contact. According to the telephone check recently instituted on TUDOR-HART, she is in touch with Miriam RISNER, wife of Mark RISNER, Communist tailor whose clients include Harry POLLITT and ZARUBIN, the Soviet Ambassador. The same check has indicated that TUDOR-HART probably knows Saine LOEFFLER, one of Jurgen KUCZYNSKI’s sisters. 

4. Connection with the PHILBYs

Edith TUDOR-HART was first reported to be in touch with Lizzy FEAVRE in the United Kingdom in September 1945, when Lizzy was described as a member of the TUDOR-HART circle. They may, however, conceivably have been known to each other before that date, having both previously lived in Vienna. Certainly both were in Vienna together between 1931 and 1933. 

From the reports received [REDACTED]in 1945 and 1946, Lizzy FEAVRE and Georg HONIGMANN (with whom FEAVRE was then living) were members of the TUDOR-HART circle, and together with other Austrian and British intellectuals used to meet regularly for political discussion.

At the end of August 1951, [REDACTED] TUDOR-HART expressed anxiety lest her flat be raided by the police. She said that she had therefore been going through some old photographic negatives, selecting for destruction those which might harm her were they found by the police. Amongst the latter, she had selected those of D.N. PRITT, Paul ROBESON and PHILBY. TUDOR-HART mentioned [REDACTED] that Philby was “an ace man in M.I.5” and described his family background. [REDACTED] certain that TUDOR-HART had not been in touch with PHILBY during [REDACTED] association with her, and assumed that the PHILBY’s photograph must date from the 1930s.

[REDACTED] further stated that TUDOR-HART after 1946, has been accustomed to sending food parcels to Lizzy HONIGMANN in Berlin, but ceased doing so at Lizzy’s request some time ago. [REDACTED] thought that the reason for this may have been Lizzy’s fear that the Russians might take exception to this kind of connection with the West.

5. Conclusions

a) There is no form of evidence, beyond her own admissions to [REDACTED], of Edith TUDOR-HART’s work for the Russian Intelligence Service, either in Austria or in the United Kingdom. The diversity and character of her contacts in this country, however, only serve to raise her above the mask of unimportant rank-and-file alien Communists and to set her into a special category. Exactly what her work in the United Kingdom for the Communist cause has amounted to is difficult to assess, but there is a possibility that she has been a Russian intelligence service contact, possibly a talent-spotter, or a cut-out and means of communication between the British Communist Party and Austrian Communist Party in exile during the war years. At all events, she has been a convinced Communist in touch with top-ranking Communists and known Russian spies for the past twenty-five years. 

b) The parallels between her marriage to Alexander TUDOR-HART and Lizzy FRIEDMANN’s to PHILBY is worth some consideration. In both cases the husband, a British national, went to Vienna to marry a woman with a known Communist, and possibly R.I.S. or Comintern, background. These marriages were contracted at the time of political turmoil in Austria, when the R.I.S. and Comintern might well have sought such means to protect their agents.

c) Edith TUDOR-HART clearly knows PHILBY. There is no direct evidence that they have ever met, unless it can be assumed from her having a photograph of him. Kim PHILBY and Edith TUDOR-HART were clearly in Vienna at the same time for several months during the latter half of 1933. It is also clear that Edith had post-1940 information about PHILBY since she was able to describe him (albeit somewhat inaccurately) as an ace man in M.I.5. This information may, of course, have come from Lizzy. It is also worth speculating whether Alexander knew PHILBY either in London or Cambridge in the period 1930/34. TUDOR-HART himself took his B.A. at King’s College, Cambridge in 1926, but is believed to have returned there for postgraduate medical study some time in the 1930s.
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