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TO WY WFE LA S

Pr ol ogue

For years | had wondered what the |ast day would be like. In January
1976 after two decades in the top echelons of the British Security
Service, M5, it was tine to rejoin the real world

| energed for the final tine from Euston Road tube station. The w nter
sun shone brightly as | nade ny way down CGower Street toward Trafal gar
Square. Fifty yards on | turned into the unmarked entrance to an
anonynous office bl ock. Tucked between an art college and a hospita
stood the unlikely headquarters of British Counterespionage.

| showed my pass to the policeman standing discreetly in the reception
al cove and took one of the specially programmed lifts which carry
senior officers to the sixth-floor inner sanctum | wal ked silently
down the corridor to my roomnext to the Director-General's suite.

The offices were quiet. Far below | could hear the runble of tube
trains carrying commuters to the West End. | unl ocked my door. In front
of me stood the essential tools of the intelligence officer's trade - a
desk, two tel ephones, one scranbled for outside calls, and to one side
a large green netal safe with an oversized conbi nation | ock on the

front. | hung up ny coat and began nmechanically to arrange ny affairs.
Havi ng seen too many retired officers at cocktail parties loitering for
scraps of news and gossip, | wanted to nmake a clean break. | was

deternmined to nake a new life for nyself breeding horses out in
Australia.



| turned the dials on the | ock and swung open the heavy safe door. In
front was a mass of Registry files stanped Top Secret, and behi nd t hem
a neat stack of small conbination boxes. Files: over the years | had
drawn t housands. Now these were the | ast Routine agent reports
circulated routinely to me, the latest reports of the Conputer WrKking
Party, the | atest analyses of Provisional |IRA strength. Files always
need answers. | had none to give. The Russian diplomat's file had been
sent to me by a younger officer. Did | recognize hin Not really. It
was a doubl e-agent case which had been running off and on for years.
Did | have any ideas? Not really. Wen you join the Service each case
| ooks different. When you |l eave they all seemthe sane. | carefully
initialed off the files and arranged for ny secretary to take themto
the Registry.

After lunch | set to work on the conbination boxes, pulling them out
fromthe back of the safe one by one. The first contained technica
details of microphones and radio receivers - remmants of ny tine in the
1950s as M5's first scientific officer. |I arranged for the contents to
be sent over to the Technical Departnent. An hour | ater the head of the
Depart nent cane over to thank me. He was very nuch the nodern
government scientist: neat, cautious, and constantly in search of

noney.

"They were just odd things |I kept," | said. "I don't suppose you'l
have nuch use for them It's all satellites now, isn't it?"

"Ch no," he replied. "I"Il enjoy reading them" He [ooked a little
enbarrassed. He and | had never really got on. W canme fromdifferent
worlds. | was a glue, sticks, and rubber-band inproviser fromthe war;

he was a defense contractor. W shook hands and | went back to sorting
out ny safe.

The renmai ni ng boxes hel d papers gathered after | joined the
Count er espi onage Departnment in 1964, when the search for spies in
British Intelligence was at its nobst intense. The handwitten notes and
typed ai des-nmenoire were packed with the universal currency of spying -
lists of suspects and details of accusations, betrayals, and verdicts.
Here, in the endl ess paper chase which began so clearly but ended in
nystery, lay the threads of ny career

Eventually my secretary cane in and handed me two bl ue books. "Your
diaries," she said, and together we shredded theminto the burn bag
besi de ny desk until it was time for the final ritual

| wal ked along to the Establishnents Ofice. The duty officer handed ne
a file containing a list of my current secret indoctrinations. | began
to sign off the snmall chits. Access to Signals Intelligence and
Satellite Intelligence went first. Then |I worked through the mass of
case indoctrinations | held. The acquisition of secrets is such a
personal thing; the loss of themis painfully bureaucratic. Each stroke
of the pen shut the door a little farther. Wthin half an hour the
secret world which had sustained ne for years was cl osed off forever.

Toward dark | took a taxi over to M5's old headquarters at Leconfield
House in Mayfair. The organization was in the process of noving to new
offices at the top of Curzon Street, but the staff bar, the Pig and Eye



Cl ub, where ny farewell party was due to be held, still remained in
Leconfiel d House.

| went into the old building. Here, in the teak-inlaid corridors and
corniced offices, Philby, Burgess, Mclean, and Blunt were hunted down.
And here too we had fought M5's npost secret war over suspicions of an
undi scovered nole at the heart of the Service. Qur suspect was the
former Director-Ceneral of M5, Sir Roger Hollis, but we had never been
able to prove it. Hollis's friends had bitterly resented the accusation
and for ten long years both sides had feuded |ike nedi eval theol ogi ans,
driven by instinct, passion, and prejudice.

One by one in the 1970s the protagonists had retired, until finally the
nove to new offices signaled the end of the war. But wal king the
corridors of Leconfield House |I could still feel the physical sense of
treachery, of pursuit, and the scent of the kill

My party was a quiet affair. People said nice things. The Director-
CGeneral, Sir Mchael Hanley, nmade a pretty speech, and | received the
customary cards with their handwitten farewel|l nessages. Lord
Cannorris, the great M5 agent runner, wote that ny departure was
sad, sad, irreplaceable loss.” He nmeant to the office. But the rea
| oss was mi ne.

a

That night | slept in the flat on the top floor of the Gower Street

of fi ces, woken occasionally by the noise of trains arriving at Euston
Station. Early the next morning | dressed, picked up ny briefcase,
enpty for the first tine, and wal ked down to the front door. | said
goodbye to the policeman and stepped outside onto the street. My career
was over. A sad, sad, irreplaceable |oss.

-1 -

It all began in 1949, on the kind of spring day that rem nds you of
winter. The rain drummed against the tin roof of the prefabricated

| aboratory at Great Baddow in Essex, where | was working as a Navy
scientist attached to the Marconi Conpany. An oscill oscope throbbed in
front of nme |ike a headache. Scattered across the trestle table was a
mass of scribbled calculations. It was not easy designing a radar
system able to pick out a submarine periscope fromamd the endl ess
rolling wave clutter; | had been trying for years. The tel ephone rang.
It was nmy father, Maurice Wight, the Marconi Engi neer in Chief.

"Freddi e Brundrett wants to see us," he said.

That was nothing new. Brundrett had been Chief of the Royal Naval
Scientific Service and was now Chief Scientist of the Mnistry of

Def ense; he had been taking a personal interest of late in the progress
of the project. A decision was needed soon over whether to fund
production of a prototype system It would be expensive. Postwar

def ense research was an endl ess battle against financial attrition, and
| prepared nyself for another ill-tenpered skirmnsh

| wel comed the chance of talking to Brundrett direct. He was an old
famly friend; both nmy father and I had worked for himin Admiralty



Research during the war. Perhaps, | thought, there m ght be the chance
of a new job.

The foll owing day we drove down to London in a steady drizzle and
parked the car close to Brundrett's office in Storey's Gate. Witehal

| ooked gray and tired; the col onnades and statues seened ill suited to
a rapidly changing world. Clement Attlee was still promsing "teeth and
spectacl es,” but the winter had been hard and people grew restless
under rationing. The euphoria of victory in 1945 had | ong since given
way to sullen resentnent.

We introduced ourselves to the neat secretary in Brundrett's outer
of fice. The annex hunmed in that subdued Whitehall way. W were not the

first to arrive. | greeted a few famliar faces, scientists fromthe
various Services' l|aboratories. It seened a |large turnout for a routine
nmeeting, | thought. Two men | had never net detached thensel ves from

t he huddl e.

"You must be the Wights," said the shorter of the two abruptly. He
spoke with a clipped mlitary accent. "My nane is Col onel Ml col m
Cunming fromthe War Office, and this is ny coll eague Hugh Wnterborn."
Anot her stranger cane over. "And this is John Henry, one of our friends
fromthe Foreign Ofice." Cunm ng enployed the curious code Whitehal
uses to distinguish its secret servants. \Watever the neeting was
about, | thought, it was unlikely to concern anti submari ne warfare, not
with a contingent fromM5 and M6 present. Brundrett appeared at the
door of his office and invited us in

His office, like his reputation, was vast. G ant sash wi ndows and hi gh
ceilings completely dwarfed his desk. He showed us to the conference
tabl e, which had been carefully lined with ink blotters and decanters

Brundrett was a small, energetic man, one of that select band, along
wi t h Li ndemann, Tizard, and Cockcroft, responsible for gearing Britain
for the technical and scientific denands of fighting World War 1. As

Assistant Director of Scientific Research for the Admralty, and | ater
Deputy Director of the Royal Naval Scientific Service, he had been

| argely responsible for recruiting scientists into government service
during the war. He was not especially gifted as a scientist, but he
understood the vital role scientists could play. H's policy was to
promot e youth wherever possible and because the Service chiefs trusted
him he was able to get the resources necessary to enable themto
performat their best.

As a weary and dimnished Britain girded herself to fight a new war in
the late 1940s - the Cold War - Brundrett was the obvious choice to
advi se on how best to gal vani ze the scientific comunity once again. He
was appoi nted Deputy Scientific Adviser to the Mnister of Defense and
succeeded Sir John Cockcroft as Scientific Adviser and Chairman of the
Def ense Research Policy Conmittee in 1954.

"Centl enen," began Brundrett when we were seated. "It is quite clear to
all of us, | think, that we are now in the mdst of war and have been
since events in Berlin |last year."

Brundrett nade it clear that the Russian bl ockade of Berlin and the
Western airlift which followed had made a profound inpact on defense
t hi nki ng.



"This war is going to be fought with spies, not soldiers, at least in
the short term" he went on, "and | have been di scussing where we stand
with Sir Percy Sillitoe, the Director-General of the Security Service.
To be frank," he concluded, "the situation is not good."

Brundrett crisply described the problem It had becone virtually

i mpossible to run agents successfully behind the Iron Curtain, and
there was a serious lack of intelligence about the intentions of the
Sovi et Union and her allies. Technical and scientific initiatives were
needed to fill the gap

"I have discussed the matter in outline with some of you here, Col one
Cunming fromthe Security Service and Peter Dixon representing M6, and
| have formed this conmittee to assess the options and initiate work at
once. | have al so suggested to Sir Percy that he obtain the services of
a young scientist to help on the research side. | intend to submit the
nane of Peter Wight, whom sone of you nay know. He is currently
attached to the Services El ectronics Research Laboratory and he will go
over on a part-tine basis until we find out how nuch work needs doing."

Brundrett | ooked across at me. "You'll do that for us, won't you,
Pet er ?"

Before | could reply he turned to ny father. "W' || obviously need help
fromMarconi, G M, so | have co-opted you onto this conmrittee as
wel | ." (Father was always known in the Navy by the nanme that Marcon

was known by in the old days. )

It was typical Brundrett, issuing invitations as if they were orders
and bendi ng the Witehall machine thoroughly out of shape to get his
way .

For the rest of the afternoon we di scussed ideas. The M5 and M6
contingents were conspicuously silent and | assunmed it was the natura
reti cence of the secret servant in the presence of outsiders. Each
scientist gave an extenpore synopsis of any research in his laboratory
whi ch m ght possibly have an intelligence application. Coviously a
full-scale technical review of intelligence services requirenments would
take time, but it was clear that they urgently needed new techni ques of
eavesdroppi ng which did not require entry to prem ses. Soviet security
was so tight that the possibility of gaining entry, other than through
party walls or when an enbassy was being rebuilt, was renote. By
teatime we had twenty suggestions of possible areas of fruitfu
research.

Brundrett instructed me to draw up a paper assessing them and the
nmeeti ng broke up.

As | was leaving, a man fromthe Post O fice Technical Departnment, John
Tayl or, who had tal ked at sone | ength during the neeting about post

of fice work on listening devices, introduced hinself. "W'Ill be working
together on this," he said, as we exchanged tel ephone nunbers. "I'll be
in touch next week."

On the drive back to Great Baddow, Father and | discussed the neeting
excitedly. It had been so gloriously unpredictable, in the way that



Wi tehal |l often was during the war and had so sel dom been since. | was
thrilled at the opportunity to escape from anti submari ne work; he
because it continued the thread of secret intelligence which had run
through the fanmily for four and a half decades.

-2 -

My father joined the Marconi Conpany fromuniversity in 1912, and began
work as an engi neer on an i nproved net hod of detecting radio signals.
Together with Captain H J. Round, he succeeded in devel oping a vacuum
recei ver whi ch nade the interception of |ong-range comunications

possi ble for the first tine.

Two days before Wrld War | began, he was working with these receivers
in the old Marconi Laboratory at Hall Street, Chel nmsford, when he
reali zed he was picking up German naval signals. He took the first
batch to the Marconi works nanager, Andrew G ay, who was a persona
friend of Captain Reggie Hall, the head of the Naval Intelligence
Depart ment .

Hall was the dominant figure in British Intelligence during Wrld War |
and was responsible for attacking German ci phers fromthe fanous

Admi ralty Room 40. He arranged for my father to travel up to Liverpoo
Street Station on the footplate of a specially chartered | oconotive.
After studying the material he insisted Marconi release ny father to
build intercept and direction-finding stations for the Navy.

The central problemfacing Naval Intelligence at the outbreak of Wrld
War | was how to detect the German Hi gh Seas Fleet putting to sea in
time to enable the British Fleet, based at Scapa Flow, to intercept
them Naval Intelligence knew that when the German Fl eet was qui escent
she lay at the eastern end of the Kiel Canal. Hall believed it m ght be
possi ble to detect the Gernan Conmander-in-Chief's wirel ess

comuni cations on board his flagship as they passed through the Kiel
Canal into the North Sea.

My father set to work to design sufficiently sensitive equi pnent and
eventual |y devel oped "aperiodic" direction-finding. This enabl ed the
bearing of the wanted signal to be accurately identified anong the nass
of other interfering signals. It took several years to becone
operational but eventually becanme an inportant weapon in the war

agai nst the U boats. Even today all direction-finding equipnent is
"aperiodic."

In 1915, before the systemwas fully operational, ny father suggested
to Hall that the best solution was to locate a direction finder in
Christiania (now Gslo). Norway at this tinme was neutral, but the
British Enmbassy could not be used for fear of alerting the Germans, so
Hal| asked ny father if he was prepared to go and run the station
clandestinely for M6. Wthin days he was on his way to Norway, posing
as a conmercial traveler trading in agricultural medicines. He set up
in a smll hotel in a side street in Christiania and rented an attic
room hi gh enough to rig direction-finding wireless wthout being
conspi cuous.



The M6 station in the Enbassy supplied himw th conmmuni cati ons and
spare parts, but it was dangerous work. Hi s radi o equi pment was bound
to give himaway eventually. He was not part of the diplomtic staff
and woul d be denied if discovered. At best he faced internment for the
rest of the war, at worst he risked the attentions of Gernan
Intelligence.

The operation ran successfully for six nmonths, giving the Navy

i nval uabl e early warning of German Fleet intentions. Then one norning
he cane down to breakfast at his usual table. He | ooked casually across
the street to see a new poster being pasted onto the wall opposite. It
was his photograph with an offer of a reward for information |leading to
his arrest.

He had worked out his escape route with M6 before the operati on began
He quickly finished his breakfast, returned to his room carefully
packed his wireless equiprment in its case and pushed it under the bed.
He gathered up his travel documents, passport, and Naval identity card,
| eaving a substantial quantity of cash in the hope that it m ght
encourage the hotelier to forget about him

Rat her than taking the road toward the Swedi sh coast which the

Nor wegi an authorities would assune to be his nost |ikely escape route,
he set off to the southwest. Ten miles down the coast he sat down on a
rock by the roadside. Sonetine later, a British Naval |ieutenant wal ked
up to himand asked hi mwho he was. Father identified hinmself and he
was taken to a launch and ferried out to a waiting British destroyer.

Years |later, when | was coming up for retirement, | tried to find the
details of this operation in the M6 files. | arranged with Sir Muurice
A dfield, the then Chief of M6, to spend the day in their Registry

| ooking for the papers. But | could find nothing; the M6 weeders had
routinely destroyed all the records years before.

| was born in 1916 at nmy grandnother's house in Chesterfield, where ny
not her had gone to stay while nmy father was in Norway for M6. There
was a Zeppelin raid on nearby Sheffield that night, and | arrived very
prematurely. There were no hospital beds avail abl e because of the
pressure of the war, but my nother kept ne alive with an inprovised

i ncubat or of glass chemical jars and hot-water bottles.

After World War | ny father rejoined the Marconi Conpany. He becane a
protege of Marconi hinself and was made Head of Research. W noved to a
| arge house by the sea near Frinton. But this lasted only a few nonths,
when we noved to a house on the outskirts of Chel msford. The house
often resenbl ed a di sused wireless factory. Radios in various states of
disrepair and tin boxes filled with circuitry were hidden in every
corner. My father was an intense, enotional, rather quick-tenpered nman
- nore of an artist than an engineer. As early as | can renenber he
used to take ne out into the garden or onto the open fields above the
Essex beaches to teach ne the nysteries of wireless. He spent hours
expl ai ni ng val ves and crystals and showed ne how to delicately turn the
dials of a set so that the random static suddenly becane a cl ear

signal. He taught nme how to make my own experinents and | can stil
renenber his pride when | denonstrated ny crude skills to visiting
guests like Sir Arthur Eddington and J. J. Thonson.



M 6 had cl ose connections with the Marconi Conpany after World War |
and ny father retained his contact with them Marconi had a | arge

mari ne division responsible for fitting and manning wireless in ships.
It provided perfect cover for M6, who would arrange with nmy father to
have one of their officers placed as a wireless operator on a ship
visiting an area in which they had an interest.

Admiral Hall was a visitor to the house; he and ny father would

di sappear into the greenhouse together for hours at a time to discuss
in private sone new devel opnent. My father al so knew Captain Mansfield
Cunming, the first Chief of M6. He admired Cunming greatly, for both
his courage and his technical ability. He knew Captain Vernon Kell, the
founder of M5, nmuch less well, but did not like him As with Oxford
and Canbridge, people are usually disposed either to M5 or to M6, and
ny father very definitely |eaned in favor of MG6.

The Marconi Conpany during the 1920s was one of the npbst exciting
places in the world for a scientist to work. Marconi, known to everyone
by his initials, "GM," was a superb picker of nmen, and had the
courage to invest in his visions. H's greatest success was to create
the first shortwave radi o beam system and he can justly claimto have
| aid the foundati ons of mnmobdern comruni cations. As with so many British
achi evenents, it was done agai nst the opposition of the British
CGovernnment and the top scientists of the day.

Before World War | Britain decided that a | ong-wave radi o system shoul d
be built to replace the cable systemas the principal means of

comuni cation with the Enpire. The decision was held in abeyance during
the war. But Marconi believed it was possible to project short

wavel ength transm ssions over vast di stances using beans. The use of
shortwave beans prom sed a greater volunme of traffic at nuch higher
speeds. Despite the advances in wireless made during the war, Marconi's
vi sion was derided as "amateur science" by a Royal Conmi ssion in 1922,
One nmenber even concluded that radio was "a finished art."”

Marconi issued a challenge. He offered to build, free of charge, any
link across the world - provided the government woul d suspend | ong-wave
devel opnent until the beam system had passed its trials, and provided
they woul d adopt it if the trials were successful. The gover nnent
agreed and specified the toughest contract they could devise. They
asked for a link fromGinsby to Sydney, Australia, and demanded t hat

it operate 250 words a minute over a twelve-hour period during the
trials without using nmore than twenty kilowatts of power. Finally they
demanded that the circuit be operational within twelve nonths.

These were awesone specifications. Radio was still in its infancy and
little was known about generating power at stable frequencies. The
project woul d have been inpossible wthout the commtnment of the

Mar coni technical team consisting of ny father, Captain HJ Round, and

C S Franklin. Marconi had a special talent for finding brilliant
scientists who were largely self-taught. He found Franklin, for
instance, trinmng arc lanps in an Ipswich factory for a few shillings

a week. Wthin a few years he rose to becone the outstanding technica
man in the company.

The proposed Ginsby-to-Sydney |ink astonished the rest of the radio
conmuni cations industry. My father often described in later years



wal ki ng down Broadway with David Sarnoff, the then head of RCA, when
the project was at its height.

"Has Marconi gone mad?" asked Sarnoff. "This project will finish him
It'"1l never work."

Father replied: "G M and Franklin think it will."

"Well, you can kick ny ass all the way down Broadway if it does," said
Sar nof f .

Three nonths later the circuit was operational, on contract time. It
wor ked twel ve hours a day for seven days at 350 words a minute and was,
in m view, one of the great technical achievenents of this century. My
father's only regret was that he never took the opportunity to kick
Sarnoffs ass all the way down Broadway!

My youth was spent living through this great excitement. | suffered
constantly through ill-health. | devel oped rickets and wore |leg irons
until practically into ny teens. But there were conpensations. Nearly
every day when ny father was at home he collected me from school and
drove me to his laboratory. | would spend hours watching himand his
assistants as the great race from Ginsby to Sydney unfol ded. It taught
nme a | esson which stayed with me for life - that on the big issues the
experts are very rarely right.

The 1930s opened hopefully for the Wight fanmily. W scarcely noticed
the growi ng worl dwi de financial crisis. | had joined Bishop's Stortford
Coll ege, a snall but hardily independent school, where | began to shine
academcally and finally threw off the ill-health which had dogged ne
since birth. | returned home for the sumer holidays of 1931 havi ng
passed ny school certificate with credits in all subjects. The
following terml was due to join the University Goup, with every
expectation of a good scholarship to Ox<ford or Canbridge.

A week later ny world disintegrated. One evening ny father canme hone
and broke the news that he and Franklin had both been sacked. It was
days before he could even try to explain, and years before |I understood
what had happened.

In the late 1920s Marconi had nmerged with the Cable Conpanies in the
belief that only by cooperation with themcould wireless gain the

i nvest nent necessary to ensure its energence as the principal nethod of
wor | dwi de communi cations. But as the slunp devel oped, wreless posed
nore and nore of a threat to the cable interests. They were domi nant in
t he new conpany and sl ashing cuts were made in wreless research and
the installations of new systens. Marconi, old and sick, had retired to
Italy, but not even an intervention from himcould secure a change of
heart in the new managenent. Franklin, ny father, and many others were
sacked. For the next decade |ong-di stance wirel ess conmunication
stagnated and we as a fanily passed into years of great hardship

Wthin a few nonths ny father slipped into the abyss of al coholism He
could no longer afford to keep both his sons at school, and as | was

ol der and al ready had ny school certificate | was the one to | eave. The
trauma of those events brought back my ill health and | was afflicted
with a chronic stamrer which rendered ne at tinmes virtually speechl ess.



In the course of that short summer holiday | changed from a school boy
with a secure future to a man with no future at all

The decision to renpve nme from school and its effect on ny health
consuned ny father with guilt. He drove hinself to further drinking
excesses. My not her coped as best she could, but bereft of status and
i ncome she gradual |y becane isolated until the only visitors were the
nurses called to restrain ny father after a dangerously prol onged bout
with the Scotch bottle.

Years | ater, when | began to search out for M5 the well-born
Engl i shnen who had becone addicted to Communismin the 1930s, this
period of ny Iife cane to fascinate ne. They had enjoyed to the ful
the privileged background and education denied to ne, while ny famly
had suffered at the capricious hand of capitalism | experienced at
first hand the effects of slunp and depression, yet it was they who

turned to espionage. | becane the hunter, and they the hunted.

In one sense the explanation was sinple. It was 1932. | had no
qualifications. | was fifteen, | needed a job, and | had little tine
for political philosophy. | advertised in the personal columms of THE

TIMES for any work. The first reply was froma worman naned Margar et
Lei gh, who ran a small farmcalled "Achnadarroch" at Pl ockton near

West er Ross, Scotland. | becane her farnmhand. There was no pay, just
board and | odgings. But amid the rolling hills and endl ess skies of
Scotl and, | gradually recovered fromwhat had gone before, and in tinme

di scovered the greatest love of nmy life - agriculture.

Mar garet Leigh was an idealist. She wanted to run her farmas a
training ground for boys from London sluns so that they could obtain
enpl oyment as farm managers. In the event, the idea never took off, and
she decided instead to wite a novel about |ife on Achnadarroch; she
wote while | tended the farm And at night, when | had finished the
chores, she nade ne read al oud what she had witten until slowy ny
stutter was mastered. The book was eventual |y published and becane a
great success under the title H GHLAND HOVESPUN

In spring 1935 we were evicted from Achnadarroch by a | andl ord greedy
for nore rent than we could afford to pay. We noved to another, cheaper
farmin Cornwall and our life went on much as before. My anbition at
this time was to become an agricultural scientist researching into food
production techniques. But with nmy truncated fornmal education | could
not hope to qualify for a scholarship. There were no grants in the
1930s. Eventually, with a little help from Margaret, sone astute pig
dealing of my own, and a useful famly connection with the Master of

St. Peter's College, Oxford, | was able to rai se enough noney to get a
pl ace at the School of Rural Econony. A year after | reached Oxford |
married my wife, Lois. It was 1938. War was in the air. Like nost young
people we felt we nmight not have too | ong together

By the time | went up to Oxford ny father had begun to repair the
damage of the previous six years of alcoholism At ny nother's

i nstigation he had begun to work again at the Marconi Conpany as a
consultant. And partly, | think, he was jolted by the realization that
war was once nore immnent. Anxious to help as he had in 1915, he
approached Sir Frederick Brundrett in the Naval Scientific Service.
Brundrett told himfrankly that his reputation for al coholismnmade a



seni or position inpossible. Instead Brundrett offered hima post as an
ordinary scientific officer for a trial period. |I always adnired ny
father trenendously for this. He sacrificed half what he was earning
fromthe Marconi Conpany as a consultant to conme and work at an
experinmental bench with scientists who were twenty years younger than
he was. He nmamde no i ssue of having once been the Marconi head of
research. In a sense | think he was anxious to atone for the past; but
he al so genuinely believed that war was conming and that everyone had a
duty to contribute.

Hi s |l ong experience scanning the ether ensured that his career soon
flourished again. He was given charge of technical devel opnents of the
Y intercepts - the tactical intercepts of German Conmuni cations - and
| ater he became Chief Scientist at the Admiralty Signals Establishment.
Once again he was back in the G eat Gane, and he redi scovered his
yout h. By 1943 he was responsible for drawing up the signal plans for
D-Day. It was a mmssive task. But after every working day he sat into
the small hours with his wireless, listening to the chatter of Mrse,

| oggi ng and analyzing it ready for the next day. | often think he was
at his happi est hunched over those sets, headphones cl anped around his
head, trying to make sense of the nysterious el ectronic universe

At the outbreak of war the School of Rural Econony closed and ny tutor
Scott Watson, becanme Chief Scientist at the Mnistry of Agriculture,
taking nost of the staff with himto begin the vital task of preparing
the country's food supplies | was now the only menber of the famly not
in sone way involved in the war effort. My brother had joined the
Services El ectronics Research Laboratory and nmy sister was an intercept
operator for the Wens. (She later worked closely with R V. Jones on
SIG@ NT, and nmarried Robert Sutton, the head of SERL.) | wote to
Brundrett in the hope that there m ght be a space for ne somewhere in
the Admiralty. To nmy surprise | received a telegraminviting ne to his
of fice.

Brundrett had known ne for years. He was a keen farnmer who successfully
bred Friesian cattle and was much interested in my experiences at
Achnadarroch. He asked nme what | thought | could do in the Admralty
and | explained that years spent watching nmy father at work had gi ven
nme as good a grounding in electronics as | could have got at

university. Wthin ten m nutes he had arranged for me to start at the
Admiralty Research Laboratory the foll owi ng week.

My section at the Admiralty Research Laboratory (ARL) was run superbly
by Stephen Butterworth, who for sone unknown reason was al ways call ed
Sam He was a tall, gaunt man with a curly nop of dark hair. He snpked
a pipe continuously, worked |ike a madnan, and gat hered around him a
team of extraordinarily talented young scientists, including Massey,
@unn, Wgglesworth, Bates, and Crick. | felt terribly insecure when |
arrived at ARL because of my lack of qualifications. Every night | sat
up at the kitchen table in our small flat in Hanpton Wck | earning
advanced physics from textbooks as German bombs dropped all around. But
Butterworth was a constant source of encouragenent. His one failing was
his greatest strength: he did the job silently, leaving self-publicity
to others. At the end of the war the reward for his genius and his
qui et industry was a paltry OBE



The Admiralty Research Laboratory's contribution to wi nning the war has
been nuch underval ued. One of the nobst pressing problens facing Britain
at the outbreak of war was the threat of magnetic mines. ARL began work
on devel opi ng degaussi ng systens to neutralize our ships' magnetic
fields and thus protect them Wthout a really effective system our
ability to fight on in 1940 woul d have been seriously in question

At Dunkirk, for instance, thousands of mines littered the shall ow
waters of f the coast. Hitler was convinced that these would prevent any
mass evacuation of British forces. Butterworth knew that the Gernan

m nes worked North Pole downward only, and suggested we magneti ze our
shi ps South Pol e downward so that the ships repelled the mnes. The
Adm ralty enbarked on a nassive program of reversing the magneti sm of
all the ships going to Dunkirk. The result was that not a single ship
was | ost to mnes.

In the turmoil of war, there was little choice but to give young people
their head. Soon after Dunkirk | and another young ARL scientist, Ray
Cossage, were given the job of degaussing the battleship PRI NCE OF
WALES. She lay in dry dock in Rosyth and for her next voyage was
scheduled to carry Wnston Churchill to the Atlantic Conference with
Roosevelt. She had been built in Belfast in a yard which had |left her
magnetic field running around her rather than fromend to end. The

ori ginal degaussing had been a failure and she was consi dered highly
unsafe in her present form

CGossage and | worked out an inprovised system of flashing out the

at hwar t shi ps nmagneti zation by winding a giant coil |engthw se around
the ship. We then energized this by connecting it up to a subnarine
battery. The whol e operation took days to arrange and invol ved the
whol e crew of the ship. As we watched fromthe dry dock in Rosyth
hundreds of men worked in unison to our comrands, though we were both
barely in our md-twenties.

Science in wartinme is often a case of inprovising with the naterials to
hand, solving a problem as best you can at the tine, rather than

pl anning ten or fifteen years ahead, when it may be too late. The war
shaped ny | ater approach to technical intelligence. It taught nme the
val ue of inprovisation and showed nme, too, just how effective
operations can be when the men of action listen to young nen with a
belief in practical, inventive science. Sadly, by the end of the war
this attitude had all but disappeared; the dead hand of conmittees
began to squeeze the Iife out of Engl and.

From 1942 onward | worked on the first anti-m dget-submarine detection
systems. They were used successfully to protect the harbors during the
torch landings in North Africa and later in Northwest Europe. This work
got ne involved in the operation to sink the prize German battl eship
TIRPITZ. She lay in Altenfjord and posed an ever-present danger to
British shipping. An operation to sink her, using mdget submarines,
was planned. W knew that the Gernmans were protecting Altenfjord with
submarine detectors consisting of rows of coils on the seabed which

pi cked up the magnetic flux of a passing craft. These were sinmlar to
those | had devel oped at ARL, so | was asked to cone up with ideas for
degaussi ng our X-Craft mdget submarines to enable themto pass into
the fjord undetected.



The technical problens of degaussing a submarine are far nore conpl ex
than those of a ship, but eventually |I found that an el ectro-nagnet

pl aced al ong the length of the subnarine and energi zed with the right
amount of current would neutralize the | oops of the submarine detectors
on the seabed. | also calculated that if the X-Craft went in during a
magnetic storm this would i ncrease the chances of nondetection by a
factor of between 10 and 100. | traveled up to the Magnetic Cbservatory
at Eskdal enuir and found that they had a good chance of predicting a
storm of sufficient size, so | put nmy findings up to the Navy.

In 1944 the degaussed British X-Craft went in under cover of a nagnetic
storm Wth great bravery, the crews nmanaged to pl ace charges agai nst
TIRPI TZ and cripple her. Three VCs were won that day. But the bravery
woul d have counted for nothing without the technical backup of ARL.

By the end of the war the course of ny life had changed irrevocably.

Al t hough agriculture remained nmy first love, | was clearly destined not
to return to it. | sat instead for the postwar Scientific Cvil Service
conpetition chaired by C P Snow. It was designed to sort out the best
scientists anong the hundreds recruited during the warti ne expansion. |
passed out joint top with 290 marks out of 300. Butterworth

congratul ated ne warmly. All those nights sitting up with the textbooks
had finally paid off, though the credit was |argely his.

My father returned to the Marconi Conpany as Engineer in Chief in 1946,
and | began work as a Principal Scientific Oficer at the Services

El ectroni cs Research Laboratory that sane year. For the next four years
we wor ked cl osely al ongsi de each other, the trials of the 1930s an
unspoken bond between us, until that tel ephone call fromSir Frederick
Brundrett in 1949 brought M5 into ny life.

- 3 -

A few days after that first meeting in Brundrett's office in 1949, |
received a tel ephone call from John Taylor inviting me down to London
He suggested St. Janes's Park and we net on the bridge in front of
Bucki ngham Pal ace. It struck me as an odd way to conduct the business
of national security, strolling anong the pelicans and the ducks,
pausi ng occasionally to ponder our reflections in the pool

Taylor was a snall nman with a pencil nustache and a gray, sharpish
face. He had been one of Montgonmery's conmnunications officers during
the North African canpaign, and although now a Post O fice technician
he retained his abrupt military bearing. He ran the technical research
such as it was, for M5 and M6 fromhis |aboratory inside the Speci al
I nvestigations Unit of the Post Ofice at Dollis Hill. Taylor made
certain | knew he was in charge. He told ne bluntly that, apart from
one brief visit to M5 headquarters at Leconfield House to neet Col one
Cumming, | would have to deal through himas an intermediary. Tayl or

di scouraged di scussi on about "the office"; he nerely explained that |
woul d be given the title of "external scientific adviser"” and that |
woul d be unpaid for nmy duties. For several years we continued to neet
in St. Janmes's Park about once a nonth to talk over the witten reports
on technical matters which | filed to C W Wight, the secretary of



Brundrett's commttee. (Wight |ater becane Deputy Secretary at the
M nistry of Defense.)

Tayl or and | divided up the technical work. The Post O fice pressed
ahead with research into infrared detection. | began using the
resources of the Services El ectronics Research Laboratory to devel op
new m crophones and | ook into ways of getting sound reflections from
office furniture. I was already famliar with the technical principles
of resonance from ny antisubmarine work. Wen sound waves inpact with a
taut surface such as a window or a filing cabinet, thousands of
harnmoni cs are created. The knack is to detect the point at which there
is mninumdistortion so that the sound waves can be picked up as
intelligible speech.

One day in 1951 | received a tel ephone call from Tayl or. He sounded
distinctly agitated.
"We've been beaten to it,"
af t ernoon?"

he said breathlessly. "Can we neet this

I met himlater that day on a park bench opposite the Foreign Ofice.
He described how one of the diplomats in our Enbassy in Mdscow had been
listening to the WHF receiver in his office which he used to nonitor
Russian mlitary aircraft traffic. Suddenly he heard the British Air
Attache com ng over his receiver loud and clear. Realizing the. Attache
was bei ng bugged in some way, he pronptly reported the natter. Tayl or
and | discussed what type of microphone m ght be involved and he
arranged for a Diplomatic Wrel ess Service engi neer naned Don Bailey to
investigate. | briefed Bailey before he left for Mdscow on how best to
detect the device. For the first tine | began to realize just how
bereft British Intelligence was of technical expertise. They did not
even possess the correct instruments, and | had to |l end Bailey nmy own.
A thorough search was nmade of the Enmbassy but nothing was ever found.
The Russi ans had clearly been warned and turned the device off.

From questioning Bailey on his return it was clear to me that this was
not a normal radio mcrophone, as there were strong radi o signals which
were plain carriers present when the device was operating. | specul at ed
that the Russians, |ike us, were experimenting with some kind of
resonance device. Wthin six months | was proved right. Tayl or sunmoned
me down to St. James's Park for another urgent neeting.

He told nme that the U S. State Department sweepers had been routinely
"sanitizing" the American Anbassador's office in Mdscow in preparation
for a visit by the U S. Secretary of State. They used a standard
tunabl e signal generator to generate what is known as the "how round
effect,'' simlar to the noise nade when a radio station talks to
someone on the tel ephone while his hone radio or television is sw tched
on. The "how round" detected a snall device |lodged in the G eat Sea

of the United States on the wall behind the Arbassador's desk.

The howl frequency was 1800 MH, and the Anericans had assuned that the
operating frequency for the device nust be the sane. But tests showed
that the device was unstable and insensitive when operating at this
frequency. In desperation the Americans turned to the British for help
in solving the riddle of how "the Thing," as it was called, worked.



Brundrett arranged for ne to have a new, secure |laboratory in a field
at Great Baddow, and the Thing was solemly brought up by Tayl or and
two Americans. The device was wrapped in cotton wool inside a smal
wooden box that |ooked as if it had once held chess pieces. It was
about eight inches long, with an aerial on top which fed into a cavity.
Inside the cavity was a netal nmushroomwith a flat top which could be
adjusted to give it a variable capacity. Behind the mushroomwas a thin
gossamner di aphragm to receive the speech, which appeared to have been
pi erced. The Anmericans sheepi shly explained that one of their
scientists had accidentally put his finger through it.

The crisis could not have come at a worse tinme for nme. The

ant i subnari ne-detection system was approaching its crucial trials and
demanded | ong hours of attention. But every night and each weekend

made ny way across the fields at the back of the Marconi building to ny
deserted Ni ssen hut. | worked flat out for ten weeks to solve the

nmystery.

First | had to repair the diaphragm The Thing bore the hall marks of a
pi ece of equi pnment which the Russians had rushed into service,
presumably to ensure it was installed before the Secretary of State's
visit. They clearly had sone kind of nmicroscopic jig to install the

di aphragm because each tinme | used tweezers the thin filmtore.
Eventual ly, through trial and error, | nanaged to | ay the di aphragm on
first and clamp it on afterward. It wasn't perfect, but it worked.

Next | neasured the Iength of the aerial to try to gauge the way it
resonated. It did appear that 1800 MH was the correct frequency. But
when | set the device up and nade noises at it with an audio-signa
generator, it was just as the Americans had described - inpossible to
tune effectively. But after four weekends | realized that we had al
been t hi nki ng about the Thing upside down. W had all assumed that the
netal plate needed to be opened right out to increase resonance, when
in fact the closer the plate was to the nushroomthe greater the
sensitivity. | tightened the plate right up and tuned the radiating
signal down to 800 negacycles. The Thing began to enmit a high-pitched
tone. | rang ny father up in a state of great excitenent.

“l've got the Thing working!"
"I know," he said, "and the how is breaking nmy eardruns!"

| arranged to denonstrate the Thing to Taylor, and he traveled up with
Col onel Cummi ng, Hugh Wnterborn and the two Anerican sweepers. M
father cane along too, bringing another self-taught Marconi scientist
named R J Kenp, who was now their Head of Research. | had installed the
device against the far wall of the hut and rigged up another nmonitor in
an adj oi ning roomso that the sounds of the audio generator could be
heard as if operationally.

| tuned the dials to 800 and began to explain the nystery. The

Aneri cans | ooked aghast at the sinmplicity of it all. Cunm ng and
Wnterborn were snmug. This was just after the calanmty of the Burgess
and Maclean affair. The defection to the Soviet Union of these two wel
born Foreign O fice diplomats in 1951 caused outrage in the USA, and
any small way in which British superiority could be denpnstrated was, |
soon realized, of crucial inportance to them Kenp was very flattering



rightly judging that it would only be a matter of tine before Marcon
got a contract to devel op one thensel ves.

"How soon can we use one?'" asked Cunmmi ng.

Kenp and | explained that it would probably take at |east a year to
produce equi pnent which would work reliably.

"I should think we can provide the prenises, Malcolm" said Kenp to
Cunmi ng, "and probably one man to work under Peter. That m ght get you
the prototype, but after that you'll have to get funding."

"Well, it's quite inmpossible for us to pay, as you know," replied
Cunming. "The Treasury will never agree to expand the secret vote."

Kenp rai sed his eyebrows. This was obviously an argunent Cummi ng had
depl oyed many tinmes before in order to get facilities for nothing.

"But surely," | ventured, "if the government are serious about
devel oping things technically for M5 and M6 they will have to
al | ocate noney on an open vote."
"They're nost reluctant to do that,"
"As you know, we don't really exist."

replied Gumi ng, shaking his head.

He | ooked at ne as if a sudden thought had occurred to him

"Now, perhaps if you were to approach the Admiralty on our behalf to
ask for assistance on their open vote..."

This was ny initiation into the bizarre nethod of handling Intelligence
Services finance. It was a probl emwhich was to plague nme until well
into the 1960s. Instead of having resources adequate for their

technical requirenents, the Intelligence Services were forced to spend
nost of the postwar period begging fromthe increasingly rel uctant
Armed Services. In ny view, it was this nore than any other factor
which contributed to the amateurismof British Intelligence in the

i medi at e postwar era.

But, as bidden, | set out to persuade the Admiralty to carry the

devel opnent costs of the new m crophone. | nmade an urgent appoi nt ment
to see Brundrett's successor as Chief of the Naval Scientific Service,
Sir WIliam Cook. | knew Cook quite well. He was a wiry, redhaired nan
wi th piercing blue eyes and a penchant for grandi ose schenes. He was a
brilliant organizer and positively bubbled with ideas. | had first
dealt with himafter the war when he asked ne to work under himon a
prototype Blue Streak project, which was eventually cancell ed when Sir
Ben Lockspeiser, then Chief Scientist at the Mnistry of Supply, had a
crisis of conscience. Ironically, Cook hinself cane to share a
suspi ci on about nucl ear weapons, though nore for practical and
political reasons than noral ones. He felt that Britain was being hasty
in the production of the A-Bonb, and feared that as nobdern rocketry
devel oped, the Navy would inevitably |lose out. He realized too,
suspect, that our obsession with the bonmb was faintly ludicrous in the
face of growi ng American and Russian superiority. This, incidentally,
was a view which was quite widely held by scientists working at a | ower
level in the Services in the 1950s.



| explained to Cook that the new m crophone m ght have as yet

unf oreseeabl e intelligence advantages, from which the Navy woul d

obvi ously benefit if they agreed to fund the project. He smiled at this
transparent justification but by the end of the neeting agreed to
provide six Navy scientists fromhis staff and to finance a purpose-
built |aboratory at Marconi to house the work.

Wthin eighteen nonths we were ready to denonstrate the first

prototype, which was given the code name SATYR Kenp and | presented
ourselves at the front door of M5 headquarters at Leconfield House.
Hugh Wnterborn met us and took us up to a spartan office on the fifth
floor and introduced a tall, hunched man wearing a pin striped suit and
a | opsided snile.

"My name is Roger Hollis," he said, standing up from behind his desk
and shaking ny hand stiffly. "I amafraid the Director-General cannot
be with us today for this denonstration, so | amstanding in as his
deputy. "

Hollis did not encourage small talk. H's enpty desk betrayed a man who

believed in the swift dispatch of business. | showed himthe equi prent

wi thout delay. It conprised a suitcase filled with radi o equipnent for

operating SATYR, and two aerials disguised as ordinary unbrellas which

folded out to nake a receiver and transmitter dish. W set SATYR up in

an M5 flat on South Audley Street with the unbrellas in Hollis

of fice. The test worked perfectly. W heard everything fromtest speech
to the turn of the key in the door

"Wonderful, Peter,” Hollis kept on saying, as we listened to the test.
"It's black magic."

Cunming tittered in the background.

| realized then that M5 officers, cocooned throughout the war in their

hernetic buildings, had rarely experienced the thrill of a technica
advance. After the test was over, Hollis stood behind his desk and nade
a formal little speech about what a fine day this was for the Service

and how this was just what Brundrett had in mnd when he fornmed his
working party. It was all rather condescending, as if the servants had
found the lost dianond tiara in the rose garden.

SATYR did indeed prove to be a great success. The Anericans pronptly
ordered twel ve sets and rather cheekily copied the drawi ngs and nade
twenty nore. Throughout the 1950s, until it was superseded by new

equi pment, SATYR was used by the British, Anericans, Canadi ans, and
Australians as one of the best nmethods of obtaining covert coverage.
But nmore inportant to nme, the devel opment of SATYR established ny
credentials as a scientist with M5. Fromthen on | was consulted on a
regul ar basi s about an increasing nunber of their technical problens.

| still dealt exclusively with Cumming but | began to learn a little
about the structure of his Departnent - A Branch. He controlled four
sections. Al provided resources for M5, ranging fromm crophones to
| ockpi cks. A2 was the technical department, which contained personne
i ke Hugh Wnterborn who used the resources of Al. A3 was police
liaison with the Special Branch and A4 was the grow ng enpire of



Wat chers, responsible for tailing foreign diplonats and others around
the streets of London.

Cunmi ng had one fundanmental flaw when it cane to technical natters. He
felt A Branch should run science, rather than the other way around.
Consequently the Service as a whol e was deni ed | ong-over due
noder ni zati on. As long as we were di scussing specific technica
requirements, our relationship was fruitful. But sooner or |ater we
woul d nmove into an area in which | could not advise M5 unless he or
Wnterborn took ne fully into his confidence. For instance, Wnterborn
often asked if | had any ideas on tel ephone interception. | explained
that it was inmpossible to work on the problemunless |I knew what
current techni ques were enpl oyed.

"Well, of course, now we are comng onto an area which is highly
classified and | rather feel we should steer away fromit," Cumm ng
woul d say, slapping the table nervously, much to Wnterborn's
irritation.

The sane thing happened with the Watchers. The main problemfacing M5
during the 1950s was how to detect and follow the increasingly |arge
nunber of Russians through the streets of London without giving

t hemsel ves away.

"Have you any ideas, Peter?" asked Cutmming, as if | might have a
solution in nmy top pocket. | suggested that at the very least | would
need to see at first hand the scale of the watching operation. Cumm ng
said he woul d see what he could arrange, but | heard nothing nore.

But, despite the difficulties, it was clear that M5 found nme useful

By 1954 | was spending two full days a week at Leconfield House. After
one | engthy session, Cunming invited me to lunch at his club. W wal ked
toget her across St. Janes's Park and nade our way down Pall Mall to the
In and Qut Club, Cunmings swinging the unbrella he habitually carried.

As we sat down at our table |I realized that, even though | had been
dealing with Cunming for five years, this was the first time we had
ever socialized. He was a short man, not overly endowed with
intellectual skills but intensely loyal to MS. Like the policenmen in
John Buchan novel s, he seenmed as likely to be chasing the hero as the
villain. He had been a Rifle Brigade Oficer and belonged to the |ong
mlitary tradition inside M5 which stretched back to the founder
Vernon Kell. He was related to the first Chief of M6, Captain
Mansfield Cumring, a fact which he nade sure | knew al nbst as soon as |
had met him He had al so been responsible for recruiting the present
Director-Ceneral of M5, Sir Dick Goldsnith Wite. They had taken a
party of boys on a canping holiday together in the 1930s. Wite was not
happy as a school teacher and Cunm ng persuaded himto apply to M5.
VWite proved a brilliant, intuitive intelligence officer and soon far
outstripped his nmentor, but the debt he owed Cunmm ng served the latter
well in the 1950s.

Cunming was wealthy in his own right. He owned a large estate in
Sussex. In the country he played the squire, while in town he becane
the spy. It appealed to the boy scout in him In fact nost of his
career had been spent doing M5's books and ot her routine

admi ni stration and he had coexi sted uneasily with the gifted university



elite who were drafted into Intelligence during the war. But Cumm ng
di d have one astonishing talent. He maintained a | egendary nunber of
contacts. These were not just clubland cronies, of which he had many.
He maintained themin all kinds of bizarre places. If the office wanted
a one-| egged washerworman who spoke Chi nese, Cunming could provide her
When the A Branch directorship becanme vacant, Cunmi ng was the obvious
man to fill it.

Cunming ordered quails' eggs and asked a little about ny life history.
He listened in an uninterested way over lunch until finally he ordered
two brandies and turned to the purpose of his hospitality.

"I wanted to ask you, Peter, about how you felt things were going in
the Service, technically speaking?"

| had half anticipated his approach and decided it was tine to speak ny
m nd.

"You won't get anywhere,” | told himflatly, "until you appoint a
probl em sol ving scientist and bring himfully into the picture.™

| paused while brandy was served.

"You've got to let himhave access to case officers, and he has to help
pl an and anal yze operations as they happen."

Cunmi ng cupped his glass and gently rolled its contents.
"Yes," he agreed, "we had rather cone to that concl usion ourselves, but
it's very difficult to find the right person. Jones [*] has been nmaking
a play for the job, but if we let himin, he'll be wanting to run the
pl ace next day."

| agreed.

For a while | had been indicating to Wnterborn that | would be
interested in joining the Service full-time if a suitable vacancy
ar ose.

"l suppose Hugh has told you that | aminterested in joining?" | asked.

"Well, that's just the problem Peter," he replied. "W have a no-
poachi ng agreenent with Wiitehall. W sinply can't recruit you from

there, even if you volunteer."
Cunmming drained his glass with a flick of the wist.

"OfF course,"” he went on, "if you were to | eave the Navy, things m ght
be different."

It was typical Cunming, he wanted me to nake the first nove. | raised
the problemof nmy Admiralty pension. | would |ose all fourteen

[*] R V. Jones worked closely with Churchill on scientific intelligence
during the war. His contributions were brilliant but he was w dely

distrusted in Wiitehall for his independence. Like so many others he



was never allowed to nake the inpact in peacetine that he had made in
war .

years of it if |I left, and unlike Curming | had no private incone to
fall back on. Cumm ng tapped the side of his brandy glass gently and
assuned an expression of surprise that | should even raise the subject.

"I amsure you're well aware that this would be a trenmendous
opportunity for you, Peter," he said.

He paused and returned to one of his favorite thenes.

"W're not Civil Service, and you have to be prepared to trust us.
There is always the secret vote. | don't think we could nake any
written undertakings, but I amsure when the tine cones we will be able
to arrange sonething. We don't like to see our chaps suffer, you know. "

After lunch we energed fromthe rich [eather and brandy of the In and
Qut Cub to the watery brightness of Piccadilly.

"Do let me know if you decide to | eave the Admiralty, won't you,
Peter," said Cunming, "and I'Ill take sone soundi ngs anong the
Directors.”

We shook hands and he strode off toward Leconfield House, his unbrella
tucked under his arm

Cunmi ng' s approach was fortuitous. The antisubnarine project was com ng
to an end. The Admiralty were anxious to nove me to new work in
Portsnouth which | was not keen to do. The Marconi Conpany, neanwhil e,
had a contract to develop the Blue Streak project in conjunction wth
English Electric. Eric Eastwood, deputy head of the Marconi |aboratory,
offered ne the job of engineering the Blue Streak gui dance system
Wthin a nonth | had resigned fromthe Admralty and joined the Marcon
Conpany as a Senior Principal Scientist.

| found mssile research utterly denoralizing. Partly it was because
was hoping | would soon be joining M5. But | was not alone in
realizing that the mssile systemwas unlikely ever to be built. It was
a folly, a monunent to British self-delusion. In any case this kind of
science was ultimtely negative. Wiy spend a |ife devel oping a weapon
you hope and pray will never be used?

| tel ephoned Cutmming and told him | had left the Admralty and waited
for his next nove. Finally, after six nonths, | received another
invitation to lunch. Hospitality was noticeably |ess generous than the
[ast tinme and Cumming came straight to the point.

"I have discussed your proposal with the Board and we would like to
have you. But we will be in difficulties with Wiitehall if we take you
on as a scientist. W have never had one before. It might conplicate
matters. What we suggest is that you cone and join us as an ordinary
officer, and we'll see what you make of it."

| made it clear to Cunming that | was not very happy with his proposal
The only difference, so far as | could see, was that he woul d be paying



nme at the Principal Scientist (or Odinary Oficer) level, rather than
at my current Senior Scientist level - a difference of five hundred
pounds a year. There was also an issue of principle which ny father had
rai sed when | discussed the matter with him

"Don't go unless they appoint you as a scientist,” he told ne. "If you
conprom se on that, you'll never be able to operate as a scientist.
You'll end up being a routine case officer before you know it."

Cunmi ng was surprised by ny refusal but made no further attenpt to
persuade nme. He soon left, claimng a pressing appoi ntnent at
Leconfi el d House.

A month later | was in ny |aboratory at Great Baddow when | received a
sunmons to Kemp's office. Cumming and Wnterborn were sitting there,
W nt erborn grinning broadly.

"Well, Peter," said Kenp, "it looks as if | amfinally losing you.
Mal col mwants to take you on as M5's first scientist.”

Wnterborn [ater told me that Cunmming had gone to see Kenp to ask what
he woul d have to pay to get ne, to which Kenp, famliar with the
extraordi nary |l engths to which Cunming would go to save a few pounds of
government noney, had replied: "The sane rate | would join for - a fair
wage! "

"Of course, there will be a Board," Cunming told ne, "but it's just a
formality."

| shook hands with everyone and went back to ny lab to prepare for a
new [ ife in the shadows.

-4 -

Four days later | went to Leconfield House for ny selection Board. The
frosted-glass partition in the alcove slid back and a pair of eyes
scrutinized me carefully. Although | was a famliar face, |I still had
no pass. | waited patiently while the policenman tel ephoned Cunm ng's
office to arrange for ny escort.

"In to see the DG today, then, sir?" he said as he pushed the lift

bell. The iron gates slid back with a heavy crash. It was an ol d-
fashioned lift, operated by a | ever on a brass box. It clanked and
wheezed up the building. | counted the floors crawling past until we

got to the fifth, where the M5 senior nanagenent had their offices.

Alittle way down the corridor we turned into a |arge rectangul ar room
whi ch housed the DG s secretariat. It |ooked just |ike any other

Wi tehall office - secretaries who had seen better days, tweeds, and
clacking typewiters. Only the conbinati on safes opposite the w ndow
gave the place away. In the niddle of the far wall of the roomwas the
door to the Director-Ceneral's office. The length of the outer office
was deliberately designed to foil any intruder. It gave the DGtinme to
operate the automatic |ock on his door before anyone coul d burst



t hrough. When the green |ight above his door flashed, a secretary
acconpani ed ne across the vast expanse and showed ne in.

The DG s office was bright and airy. Antique wal nut furniture and

| eat her - backed chairs made it feel nore |ike Bond Street than
Wiitehall. Portraits of the three previous Director-Cenerals stared
austerely across the roomfromone wall. On the other side the full
Board of M5 Directors sat behind the polished conference table.
recogni zed Cunming and Hollis, but the rest were unknown to ne.

The Director-General, Sir Dick Goldsnmith Wiite, invited me to sit down.
I had nmet himbefore on one of the many visits to Cunm ng's office, but
| could not pretend to know himwell. Ironically, he had al so been at

Bi shop's Stortford Coll ege, where he had held the record for the nile
but it was well before ny tine. He was tall with | ean, healthy features
and a sharp eye. There was sonething of David N ven about him the sane
perfect English nanners, easy charm and inmmacul ate dress sense.

I ndeed, compared with his Board, he was positively raffish.

Wien we were seated he opened the interview on a formal note

"I hear you wish to join us, M. Wight. Perhaps you could explain your
reasons. "

| began by expl ai ning sone of the things | had already done for the
Service. | stressed, as | had done earlier to Cumming, that it was

i npossible for ne to do nore unless | was brought inside, and fully
trust ed.

"I think I speak for all ny Directors,” he replied, "when | assure you
that we would not contenplate bringing in a scientist wthout providing
himwi th the access necessary to do the job. You will be fully

i ndoctrinated. "

Cunmi ng nodded.

"However," White went on, "I think |I should nmake it clear that the
Security Service is not like other Whitehall departnents with which you
may be familiar. |f you join us, you will never be eligible for
promotion. "

He explained that entry to the Service was generally at an ol der age
than to the Civil Service, and followed a set career pattern involving
general officer training in a wide variety of M5 branches. Few of
these ordinary officers made the next step to the limted nunber of
Senior O ficer posts (later Assistant Director), and fewer still had
any realistic chance of aspiring to one of the six Directorships. By
entering at the Senior Oficer's grade to do a highly specialized job,
| effectively precluded any chance of a Directorship. | told the Board
frankly that, since | was by nature a | one furrower rather than one of
life's bosses, this did not worry ne at all

We tal ked briefly about integration with Whitehall, which was sonething
| felt needed urgent attention in the technical field, and after twenty
m nutes the questions began to dry up. Finally Dick Wite sunmred up



"My view, M Wight, is that | amnot sure we need an aninmal |ike you
in the Security Service." He paused to deliver his punch line: "But if
you are prepared to give it a try, so are we."

The stiffness nelted away. The ot her Board nenbers got up from behind
the table and we chatted for a few nmnutes. As | was | eaving, Dick
White beckoned ne over to his desk at the far end of the room

"Peter, | amgoing to start you off in A2 with Hugh Wnterborn, and
obviously Malcolmw || be responsible for tasking, but | have told him
| anticipate that you will be spending nost of your tinme on D Branch
matters - the Soviet problem™

He drummed his fingers lightly on his desk diary and gazed out of the
wi ndow in the direction of the Russian Enbassy conpl ex in Kensington
"We're not winning that battle yet by any neans.”
shut and wi shed me | uck

He snapped the diary

After lunch | made ny way back along the fifth floor for the routine
interview with the Personnel Director, John Marriott. During the war
Marriott had served as Secretary to the Double Cross Comrittee, the
body responsible for M5's outstanding warti ne success - the

recrui tnent of dozens of double agents inside Nazi intelligence. After
the war he served with Security Intelligence Mddle East (SIME) before
returning to Leconfield House. He was a trusted bureaucrat.

"Just wanted to have a chat - a few personal details, that sort of
thing," he said, giving nme a distinctive Masonic handshake. | realized
then why ny father, who was al so a Mason, had obliquely raised joining
t he brotherhood when | first discussed with himworking for M5 full-
time.

"Need to nake sure you're not a Conmunist, you understand."

He said it as if such a thing were inpossible in M5. In the weeks
before Cutmming's final approach | was aware that a retired policenan
attached to the DG s secretariat had nade a routine inquiry about ne at
t he Marconi Conpany. But apart fromthis interview | was not subject to
any other vetting. Indeed, although this was the period when M5 were

| ayi ng down strict vetting progranms throughout Witehall, it was not
until the m d-1960s that any systematic vetting was brought into M5 at
all.

Marriott's desk was enpty, and | assunmed the interview was bei ng taped
for inclusion in ny Record of Service. Marriott took the session
seriously enough, but asked only a few questions.

"Expect you were pretty left-w ng when you were young?"

"MIdly. | taught in the Wrkers' Educational Association in the
thirties."

"Fairly Conmuni st, was it?"

"Not in Cornwall," | replied.



"Voted Labor in 1945, did you?"

"I thought nost people in the services did."

"Pretty middl e-of-the-road now, though?"

| told himl abhorred Nazi smand Communi sm He seened pl eased at the
 engt hy speech | made. W noved onto ny personal |ife. He danced around
the subject until finally he asked:

"Ever been queer, by any chance?"

"Never inny life."

He studied nme closely.

"Have you ever been approached by anyone to do cl andesti ne work?"

"Only by you."

He tried to laugh, but it was clearly a line he had heard a thousand

ti mes before. He unlocked his desk drawer and gave ne a formto fill in
with details of next of kin. | was vetted. No wonder it was so easy for

Phi | by, Burgess, Macl ean, and Bl unt.

Before formally joining A2 as the Scientific Oficer, | underwent two
days' training together with a young officer joining M5 from
university. The training programwas the responsibility of a tough, no-
nonsense of fi cer named John Cuckney. W got on well. Cuckney could be
downri ght rude, but | soon realized that he was just tired of knocking
i nto shape young M5 recruits of generally poor caliber. He was
altogether different fromthe average M5 officer. He refused to submt
to the nonotony of the dark pinstripe, preferring bolder styles.
Cuckney was his own nan and had broad horizons beyond the office. It
was no surprise to me when he left M5 to pursue a successful career in
busi ness, first with Victoria Investnents, and later with the Crown
Land Agents and as Chairnan of the Port of London Authority. Today, Sir
John Cuckney is Chairman of Westland Helicopters.

Cuckney began our training with a routine |lecture on the | egal status
of MS.

"I't hasn't got one," he told us bluntly. "The Security Service cannot
have the normal status of a Witehall Departnent because its work very
often involves transgressing propriety or the law. "

Cuckney described various situations, such as entering premnises without
a warrant, or invading an individual's privacy, where the dil enma m ght
arise. He made it clear that M5 operated on the basis of the 11th
Conmmandnent - "Thou shall not get caught” - and that in the event of
apprehension there was very little that the office could do to protect
its staff. He described the way liaison with the police was handl ed.
They were prepared to help M5 if sonething went wong, particularly if
the right person was approached. But there were very definite tensions
bet ween the two organizations.

"Special Branch would like to be us, and we don't want to be them"



Cuckney handed us the current M5 internal directory and expl ai ned how
the Service was organi zed. There were six Directorates: A Branch
handl ed resources; B Branch was the Personnel Departnent; C Branch
controll ed protective security and vetting throughout all governnent
installations; D Branch was Counterespi onage; E Branch ran British
Intelligence, in the still lengthy Ilist of colonies and was responsible
for the counterinsurgency campaigns in Mal aya and Kenya; and finally F
Branch was the domestic surveillance enmpire, which principally neant
keepi ng tabs on the Comuni st Party of Great Britain, and especially
its links in the trade uni on novenent.

Cuckney talked a little about the sister Service, M6, or SIS (Secret
Intelligence Service), as it was nore popularly known in Witehall. He
gave us the standard M6 directory and di scussed the very few
departments there with which M5 nmaintai ned regular liaison. In
practice this anbunted to M6's Counterintelligence Section, and a
smal | Research Section dealing with Conmunist Affairs, although this
latter was wound up not long after | joined M5. Cuckney was studiously
nonconmittal in his comments, and it was only later, when | began to
cultivate my own liaison with M6's technical people, that | realized
the depth of antipathy between the two Services.

At the end of two days we were photographed and i ssued with our M5
passes. Then Cuckney introduced a retired Special Branch policenan from
C Branch, who gave us a | ecture on docunent security. W were told on
no account to renove files fromthe office, to always ensure our desk
was cleared of all papers and our doors |ocked before going out, even
if only for ten mnutes. | was also issued with ny conbi nation safe
nunber and told that a duplicate number was kept in the Director-
Ceneral 's safe, so that the managenent could obtain any file at any
time of the day or night froman officer's safe. It was all sensible
stuff, but | could not help contrasting it with the inadequacy of the
vetting.

After the first week Cuckney showed me into an office which was enmpty
apart froma tape recorder on the desk. He took a series of |large tape
reels froma cupboard.

"Here," he said, "you mght as well get it fromthe horse's mouth!"

The subject of the tape was printed on the spool. "A Short Hi story of
the British Security Service," by Guy Liddell, Deputy Director-Cenera
1946-1951. Liddell was a towering figure in the story of M5. He joined
in 1927, fromthe Special Branch, where he al nbst single-handedly ran a
Sovi et count erespi onage program He controlled M5 counterespi onage

t hroughout the war with determination and el an, and was the outstandi ng
candidate for the Director-Ceneral's chair in 1946. But Attlee

appointed a policeman, Sir Percy Sillitoe, instead, alnpst certainly as
a snub to M5, which he suspected of engineering the Zinoviev letter in
1924. Liddell soldiered on under Sillitoe, barely able to contain his

bitterness, only to fall foul of the Burgess/Macl ean scandal in 1951

He had been friendly with Burgess for many years, and when Burgess
went, so too did whatever chances Liddell still had for the top job. He
retired soon after, heartbroken, to the Atom c Energy Conm ssion



| carefully threaded the tape and pl aced the headphones on. A soft,
cultivated voice began to describe part of the secret history of
Britain. M5 was forned under Captain Vernon Kell in 1909, the War
Ofice finally realizing that the inpending European conflict required
at least a nodicum of counterintelligence. M5 soon proved its

useful ness by rounding up alnost all Gernman spies operating in Britain
soon after the outbreak of war. Liddell spoke warmy of Kell, who he
felt had built a prestigious organization frominauspici ous begi nnings
through the force of his personality. M5 budgets were strictly Iimted
in the years after World War |, and M6 furiously | obbied to swallow up
its conpetitor. But Kell fought cannily to retain control of M5 and
gradual |y extended its influence.

The zenith of its post-Wrld War | prestige cane with the successfu
ARCCS raid in 1927. The Soviet Trade Del egation, based at their offices
at 49 Moorgate along with the All Russia Cooperative Society Limted
(ARCOS), was raided by police acting under the instructions of M5, and
a vast quantity of espionage activity was uncovered. The ARCCS raid
justified the widespread belief inside M5 that the newy established
Soviet State was the principal eneny, and that all possible resources
shoul d be deployed to fight her. This view was further confirned by a
successi on of other spy cases in the 1930s, culmnating in a najor
Soviet attenmpt, in 1938, to penetrate the Wolw ch Arsenal using a

vet eran Comuni st engi neer enpl oyed there, nanmed Percy dading. M5's
brilliant agent runner Maxwell Knight succeeded in planting a female
agent who betrayed the plot.

By 1939 Kell had | ost his touch. He was ol d. Liddell offered generous

excuses for M5's failure to prepare for Wrld War 1. Wen Churchil
became Prine Mnister, determ ned to shake Whitehall until it
submitted, it was only a matter of tine before Kell went. But although
Liddell lanented the [ oss of Kell, he heartily wel coned the incom ng

Director-General, Sir David Petrie. Petrie oversaw the recruitment of a
vast influx of gifted intellectuals, and under his supervision (and
Liddell's, though this went unstated) the faned Double Cross System
enmerged. Every Gernman spy landing in Britain was either captured or
turned to feed disinformation back to the Gernman H gh Command. The
operation was an outstandi ng success and was a major factor in
deceiving the Germans over the location of the D Day |andings. Liddel
had a sinple verdict on M5 during the war. He called it "the finest
[iaison of unlike minds in the history of intelligence."

But Liddell's account ended soon after the war. And in truth his

| ecture made poor history. Case after case, incident after incident was
accurately recorded, but the theme of continuous M5 success was

m sl eadi ng. He knew full well the inadequacies of the postwar period,
the roots of which, in fact, lay in the 1930s. There was no nention of
Bur gess and Macl ean, or what they neant, and no nmention either of the
vast program of noderni zati on which both he and Dick Wite knew in the
| ate 1940s was | ong overdue.

In nmany ways Liddell was a tragic figure. Gfted, universally popul ar
in the Service, he could justly claimto have been a principa
architect of our wartine intelligence nastery. Yet he had been undone
by his unwi se friendships. As | listened to the tape it was as if he
were talking to hinmself in a darkened room searching history for the
justification of a thwarted career.



| also played a lecture by Dick Wiite on the Russian Intelligence
Service. It had obviously been recorded at one of the sem nars held for
i ncom ng junior officers, because | could hear the audience |aughing at
his jokes. Dick Wiite's delivery was nuch nore in the style of the
Oxbridge don. He had a wonderful |ight touch, peppering his talk with
puns, epigrams, and allusions to Russian literature. Dick Wite was
well qualified in Soviet affairs, having been Director of the old
count er espi onage B Di vi si on before beconi ng Director-Ceneral

He tal ked ani matedly about the Russian obsession with secrecy, and how
the nodern KGB had its roots in the Tsar's Secret Police. He was
perceptive in his analysis of the historical inmportance of the K& to

t he Bol shevik Party. The Russian Intelligence Service was the guarantor
of Party control in a vast and often hostile country. He spoke, too,
about why the British and Russian Intelligence Services were inevitably
the main adversaries in the gane of spies. Secrecy and intelligence
went far back in both their histories, and both services, he believed,
shared a caution and patience which reflected their nationa

characters. He contrasted this, much to the anusenment of his audience,
with the zeal ous and often overhasty activities of "our Anerican
cousins."

But Dick White, for all the el egance of his delivery, was essentially
an orthodox nan. He believed in the fashionable idea of "containing"
the Soviet Union, and that M5 had a vital role to play in neutralizing
Soviet assets in the UK He tal ked a good deal about what notivated a
Communi st, and referred to docunents found in the ARCOS raid which
showed the seriousness with which the Russian Intelligence Service
approached the overthrow of the British Governnent. He set great store
on the new vetting initiatives currently under way in Witehall as the
best neans of defeating Russian Intelligence Service penetration of
gover nnent .

He believed that M5 was in the mdst of great reforns, which in a
sense, under his guidance, it was. The cl earest inpression he gave was
of an intense pride in the Service. This enotion renmained strong with
hi m t hroughout his career, even after he had left M5 to join M6. He
was above all a team player, and he believed very much in preserving
the noral e of the organizations he ran. This nade hima popul ar and
humane man to work for, even if he always renmained a slightly distant,
ascetic figure.

Toward the end of my training | began to tour the building, often
escorted by Cuckney or Wnterborn. The whole place was | udicrously
overcrowded, with officers crammed in four to a room | had the |uxury
of my own office - nmore like a broom cupboard - next to Hugh Wnterborn
on the fifth floor. The space problemwas a | egacy of the |ongstanding
anti pathy between M5 and M6. At the end of the war, plans had been
drawn up to create a joint Headquarters of Intelligence to house both
Services. A site for new prem ses was even acquired in the Horseferry
Road. But for years a working party of both Services bickered about the
preci se division of office space, and M5 nuttered darkly about being
unable to trust M6 because of Kim Philby. The situation renained
unresol ved until the 1960s when M6 were finally banished across the
Thanes to their own building, Century House.



In a sense, the indecision over office space was indicative of the |ack
of clear thinking in Witehall about the relative roles of M5 and M 6.
It was not until well into the 1970s that M5 finally persuaded the
Treasury to fund a nove to permanent, purpose-built headquarters at
Curzon House. Until then the constant overspill problemwas dealt with
by a succession of short-termleases on buildings. Firstly there was
Cork Street, which in the 1950s housed the booning empire of C Branch
Then in the 1960s Count erespi onage operated froman office building in
Mar | borough Street, and we all had to pick our way through the peep
shows, flower stalls, and rotting vegetables of Soho Market to get to
our Top Secret files. It nay have been appropriate, but it was hardly
practical .

M5 in the 1950s seened to be covered with a thick filmof dust dating
fromthe wartine years. The whol e organi zati on was rather |ike Di ckens
M ss Havi sham W)oed by the intellectual elite during the war, she had
been jilted by themin 1945. They had gone off to new pursuits in the
outside world, leaving M5 trapped in her darkened roons, alone with
nmenori es of what m ght have been, and only rarely com ng into contact
with the rest of Witehall

The at nosphere reni nded ne of a m nor public school. The Directors were
treated with that mixture of reverence and sycophancy reserved by
school boys for their school nasters, and section heads were their
prefects. But the DG and DDG were the only peopl e addressed as "Sir,"
and first names were normally used. Wthin the atnosphere of M5
flowered exotic and extravagant personalities, nmen and wormen so drawn
to the Great Gane of intelligence that they rose above the pettiness of
it all, and nade a career there endlessly fascinating.

On the face of it, life was a m xture of the quaint and the archaic.
Every year the Ofice virtually closed to attend the Lord's Test Match,
where M5 had an unofficial patch in the Lord' s Tavern. And every
norni ng seni or officers, alnbst wthout exception, spent the first half
hour of the day on THE TI MES crossword. The scranbl ed tel ephones, which
normal Iy humred with the nmost highly classified secrets in the Western
world, relayed a series of bizarre, coded questions fromoffice to

of fice.

"My left runmp is giving nme trouble,” meaning "I can't nake head or tai
of seven down in the bottomleft-hand corner,"” or "My right breast is
vacant," neaning "What the hell is twelve across in the m ddle?"

Courtney Young, who ran the Soviet Counterespionage Section (Dl) in the
1950s, was the undisputed Security Service crossword king. He al ways

clainmed that it was too easy to do the crossword with a pencil. He
claimed to do it in his head instead. For a year | watched himdo this,
until finally | could resist the tenptation no Ionger. | challenged

hi m whereupon he i Mmedi ately wote in each answer without hesitation
Every night for a week I had to stand drinks for a gleeful Courtney in
the [ ocal pub.

The nerve center of M5 was the Registry. It spread across the whole
ground fl oor of Leconfield House. The Registry had been noved to

Wor mwood Scrubs Prison during Wrld War 1l to ensure the files would be
safe if their London home were bonmbed. It was an unwi se nove. Wthin
the year the prison was bormbed and nany files were destroyed or danaged
by fire. Those that could be saved were stored in noisture-resistant



pol yt hene bags. In the 1960s, when we began to study the history of
recruitnments in the 1930s, | often examined prewar files. It was a
difficult process, prizing apart the charred pages with tweezers and
wooden spat ul as.

After the disaster at Wormwod Scrubs M5 put a | ot of thought into
designing an effective Registry. Brigadier Harker, who, as Sir David
Petrie's wartinme Deputy, was the ideal admnistrative foil, recruited
an expert in business systens, Harold Potter, to reorganize the

Regi stry. Potter was an excellent choice. He had a neat, nethodica
mnd and the will to inpose order even in the chaos of wartine.

In 1955 Potter was approaching retirenent, but he took great delight in
showi ng me around. The Registry was based in a central hall, which
housed the main file index and the files thenselves. The roons | eadi ng
off fromthe central concourse held the other specialist card indexes.
Duplicate copies of all files and i ndexes were routinely nade on
mcrofilm and stored in a specially protected M5 warehouse in

Chel tenhamto prevent the catastrophe of Wrmwod Scrubs occurring
again. Potter's office, tucked in one corner of the Registry, was a
paragon of neatness.

"Make sure you return your files pronptly, won't you, Peter? | don't
want to have to start chasing you |like | do sone of these buggers!”

He could have been a kindly, small-town librarian. Sadly for Potter,
becane one of the worst abusers of the Registry, routinely holding

scores of files at a time, though never, | suspect, as bad as MIlicent
Bagot, the | egendary old spinster in F Branch who kept tabs on the
I nternational Conmunist Party for decades. | have al ways assumned

MIllicent to have been the nodel for John Ie Carry's ubiquitous Connie.
She was slightly touched, but with an extraordinary nmenory for facts
and files. Potter and his successors in the Registry despaired of
Mllicent. "I only hope we get the files back when she retires," he
would nmutter to hinself after a particularly heavy file request fromF
Br anch.

The Registry always fascinated ne. Just being there filled nme with
anticipation, an irresistible feeling that inside the nass of dry paper
were warmtrails waiting to be foll owed. Potter explained to nme the
correct systemfor signing on and off a file to show that it had been
received and dealt with. He had designed the filing systemso that each
file read chronologically, with papers and attachnments on the right,
and the index and m nutes placed on the |left for quick access.

The whol e system depended on accurate and disciplined classification
When an officer wished to file sonething, it had to be approved by one
of Potter's staff. Very often file requests were rejected as being too
general i zed. Wien an officer wished to draw a file he filled in a
request form These trace requests were always recorded, and if a trace
was requested on an individual nore than once, a file was automatically
opened on him There were three basic categories in the Registry. The
first category was Personal Files, or PFs, which were buff-colored
files arranged in al phabetical order. There were about two million PFs
when | joined the Service in 1955. That figure remained fairly static
and began to rise dramatically only in the late 1960s and early 1970s
with the onset of student and industrial mlitancy. Then there were



subject files, or organizational files, such as for the Comrunist Party
of Great Britain, Subject files very often ran into several volunes and
were el aborately cross-referenced with the PFs. The final main category
was the duck-egg-blue List File. This generally conprised nateri al

gat hered during a particular case which could not easily be placed
within either of the two previous categories. There were al so Y-Boxes.
These were a means of separating particularly sensitive files from
general access. For instance, all suspected spies were Y-Boxed, as were
nost defectors. An officer could obtain the material froma Y-Box only
by obtaining indoctrination into its contents fromthe controlling

of ficer or sonetinmes fromthe Director-General hinself.

"The integrity of the file is vital," Potter told ne, and warned me
that under no circunstances could papers be renmoved froma file w thout
the witten consent of a senior officer. The sanctity of files was
somet hing which, quite rightly, was drumed into every officer fromthe
very beginning of his service.

Files were | ocated by using the card i ndexes. Potter had devised a
system of nechanically searching these i ndexes. Each card was
classified with a series of punched holes to identify the category of
files to which it bel onged. To search a category of files, for instance
to find a Russian intelligence officer using several aliases, an

of ficer drew a master card corresponding to that category. Long needl es
were placed through the holes in the naster card to | ocate any other
cards which fitted the sanme constellation. These could then be searched
by hand. It was ol d-fashioned, but it worked, and it nmeant that M5
resi sted the change to conputerization long after it should have
happened.

The concourse of the Registry was always busy with trolleys
transporting files fromthe Registry shelves to special lifts. The
trolleys ran on tracks so that files could be shifted at great speed up
to the case officers working on the floors above - F Branch on the
first floor, E Branch on the second, D on the third and fourth, and A
Branch on the fifth. The Regi stry enpl oyed enornous nunbers of girls to
maintain efficient delivery of files within the building, as well as

t he massive task of sorting, checking, and filing the i ncom ng
material. In Kell's day the Registry Queens, as they were known, were
recruited either fromthe aristocracy or fromthe famlies of M5
officers. Kell had a sinple belief that this was the best vetting of
all. The debutantes were often very pretty, as well as wealthy, which
accounts for the |arge nunber of office marriages, to the point where
it becane sonething of a joke that the average career expectancy of a
Regi stry Queen was nine nonths - the tine it took her to get pregnant.

By the early 1970s the staffing of the Registry had becone a ngjor
problem for M5. There were nore than three hundred girls enpl oyed and
with the surge of file collection at that time the pressure for nore
recruits was never-endi ng. Openly advertising was consi dered

i npossible. Yet it was beconming very difficult to recruit this nunber
of girls, let alone vet themproperly. In at |east one case, the
Conmuni st Party managed to infiltrate a girl into the Registry, but she
was soon di scovered and quietly sacked. This problem rather than

di ssatisfaction with the increasingly antiquated filing systemitself,
finally pushed M5, belatedly, into accepting a conputerized Registry.



Underneath the Registry were the Dungeons. They were actually a
collection of storeroons and workshops run by Leslie Jagger, who worked
under Hugh Wnterborn in A2. Jagger was one of Cunmming's famed
contacts. He was a huge, broad-shoul dered fornmer Sergeant Myjor who had
served with Cunming in the Rifle Brigade. Jagger always wore a bl ack
undertaker's suit.

Jagger was the M5 odd-job technical nman, and nmust have felt slightly
appr ehensi ve when | joined, but he never showed it and we soon becane
good friends. Jagger had an extraordinary array of skills, of which the
nost inpressive was his | ockpicking. Early on in training | attended
one of the regular classes he ran for M5 and M6 in his | ockpicking
wor kshop. The cellar room was domi nated by a vast array of keys,
literally thousands of them nunbered and hung in rows on each wall.
Jagger explained that as M5 acquired or nmade secret inprints of keys
of offices, hotels, or private houses, each one was carefully indexed
and nunbered. Over, the years they had devel oped access in this way to
premi ses all over Britain

"You never know, when you m ght need a key again," explained Jagger as
| stared in astonishment at his collection.

"The first rule if you are entering prenmises is only pick the lock as
the last resort," said Jagger, beginning his lecture. "It's virtually

i mpossible to pick a lock without scratching it - and that'll al nost
certainly give the game away to the trained intelligence officer. He'l
know t he prem ses have been entered. Wat you have to do is get hold of
the key - either by measuring the lock or taking an inprint of the
key. "

Jagger denonstrated how to attack various |ocks. Burmah | ocks, used for
di anond safes, were by far the nost difficult. The pins nove

hori zontally through the lock and it is inpossible to pick. The Chubb
on the other hand, although billed as being unpi ckabl e, was fair gane
for Jagger.

"This is the one you'll have to deal with nost often.”

He picked up a denponstration Yal e nmechani sm nounted on a board and
expl ai ned that the Yale consisted of a series of pins sitting in
various positions inside the barrel of the |l ock. The bites in the Yale
key acted on the pins to push themup and allow the key to be turned in
the barrel. Jagger produced a snmall piece of wire with a hook on one
end. He inserted it into the keyhol e and began to stroke the inside of
the lock in a steady, rhythm cal action

"You just stroke the first pin until" - Jagger's wist tensed and
suddenly relaxed - "it goes a notch, and then you know you've got one
up into line."

H s big hands noved Iike a concert violinist's with a bow, tensing as
each pin pushed up in turn

"You keep the pressure on until you've got all the pins up..." He
turned the piece of wire and the Yale sprang open. "Then you're
i nside... Course, what you do inside is your business."



We all | aughed.

Leslie was al ways nost nysterious about the source of his expert

know edge on | ockpicking, but for years | carried a piece of wire and
stroking tool that he nade for ne.

"Make sure you carry your police pass,” he told ne when he first gave
it to me, pointing out that | was, technically, breaking the |aw by
goi ng about equi pped for burglary.

"Coul dn't be thought of as common or garden burglars, could we?"

He | aughed heartily and strode back to the Dungeons.

- 5 -
A few days after the | ockpicking class | went on ny first operation

"The Third Man business is brewi ng up again,"” said Hugh W nterborn.
"M6 are interrogating one of their officers - chap naned Phil by. They
want us to provide the nicrophone.™”

| had met Kim Philby briefly on ny first visit to Leconfield House in
1949. | was in Cumming's office discussing the work for Brundrett when
Phi | by popped his head around the door. He inmediately apol ogi zed for
di st urbi ng us.

"No, cone in, Kim" said Cuimming in his usual gushing way. "There's
someone you ought to meet."

Cunmi ng expl ained that | had just been appointed the Externa
Scientific Adviser. Philby shook ny hand warmy. He had a lined face,
but still |ooked yout hful

"Ah, yes," he said, "that's Brundrett's conmittee. The Americans are
very keen on that, | gather."

| took to Philby immediately. He had charmand style, and we both
shared the same affliction - a chronic stutter. He had just been

appoi nted M6 Head of Station in Washi ngton, and was sayi ng goodbye to
his friends in M5 and getting various briefings fromthembefore his
departure. Philby had devel oped close links with M5 during the war,
one of the few M6 officers to take the trouble. At the tine the visit
seened typical of Philby's industriousness. Only later did the rea
reason becone clear. Philby quizzed nme on ny thinking about science. |
explained that the Intelligence Services had to start treating the
Russi ans as a scientist would treat the subject - as a phenonenon to be
studi ed by neans of experinments.

"The nore you experinent, the nore you |learn, even if things go wong,"
| said.

"But what about resources?" asked Phil by.



| argued that the war had shown scientists could help solve
intelligence problens wthout necessarily needing a huge anount of new
apparatus. Some was needed, certainly, but nore inportant was to use
the materials already available in nodified ways.

"Take Operational Research," | said, referring to the first

anti submari ne-research programin the Navy during the war. "That nmade a
trenmendous difference, but all we scientists did was to use the gear
the Navy had nore efficiently.”

Phi | by seened skeptical, but said that he would bear ny thoughts in
m nd when he reviewed Anerican thinking on the subject on his arrival
i n Washi ngt on.

“I'"l'l look you up when | get back," he said. "See how you've got on."
He smiled graciously and was gone.

Two years later, Burgess and Macl ean defected. It was a while before
Cunmi ng mentioned the subject, but by 1954 | had gathered enough

sni ppets fromhimand Wnterborn to realize that Phil by was considered
the prime suspect for the Third Man who had tipped off the two
defectors. In 1955 he was sacked by a reluctant M6, even though he
adm tted nothing. On Septenber 23, 1955, three weeks after | formally
joined M5, the | ong-awaited Wite Paper on the Burgess and Macl ean
affair was finally rel eased. The press savaged it. Philby's nane was
wel | known in Fleet Street by this tine, and it was obviously only a
matter of tinme before it was debated publicly.

In Cctober, M5 and M6 were informed that the question of the Third
Man was likely to be raised in the House of Commbns when it reconvened
after the recess, and that the Foreign Secretary would have to make a
statenment about Philby's situation. M6 was ordered to wite a review
of the case, and called in Philby for another interrogation. They, in
turn, asked M5's A2 section to provide recording facilities for the

i nterrogation.

Wnterborn and | took a taxi to the M6 safe house near Sl oane Square
where Phil by was due to neet his interrogators. The room M 6 had chosen
was sparsely furnished - just a patterned sofa and chairs surrounding a
smal |l table. Along one wall was an ancient sideboard with a tel ephone
on top.

As it was inportant to get as high a quality of recording as possible,
we decided to use a high-quality BBC nicrophone. Speech froma

t el ephone m crophone is not very good unless it is high level. W
lifted a floorboard al ongside the fireplace on the side on which Phil by
woul d sit and inserted the nicrophone beneath it. W arranged an
anplifier to feed the m crophone signal to a tel ephone pair wth which
the Post Ofice had arranged to feed the signal back to Leconfield
House.

The Transcription Center was hidden behind an unnarked door at the
other end of the corridor fromthe M5 staff canteen and only sel ected
officers were all owed access. Next to the door were a bell and a neta
grille. Hugh Wnterborn identified hinself and the automatic | ock
clattered open. Directly opposite the entry door was a door givVving
entrance to a |arge square roomin which all the recording was done by



Post O fice enpl oyees. Wien the material was recorded, the Post Ofice
could hand it over to the M5 transcribers, but it was illegal to |let
M5 monitor the live Post Ofice lines (although on occasion they were
noni tored, particularly by Wnterborn or ne, if there was sonething
causing difficulties or very inportant). The tel ephone intercepts were
recorded on dictaphone cylinders and the m crophone circuits were
recorded on acetate granophone di sks. This roomwas M5's Tower of
Babel . The recordi ngs were handed over to wonen who transcribed themin
smal |l roons running along a central corridor

The Departnent was run by Evelyn Gist, a form dabl e woman who had been
with M5 alnost fromthe begi nning. She had a fanatic devotion to

Vernon Kell, and still tal ked darkly of the damage Churchill had done
to the Service by sacking himin 1940. In her eyes, the path of
Intelligence had been downhill ever since.

Hugh W nterborn arranged for the link to be relayed into a closed room
at the far end. W sat down and waited for the interrogation to start.

In fact, to call it an interrogation would be a travesty. It was an in-
house M6 interview Philby entered and was greeted in a friendly way
by three former coll eagues who knew himwell. They took himgently over

fam liar ground. First his Comuni st past, then his M6 career and his
friendship with Guy Burgess. Philby stuttered and stamered, and
protested his innocence. But listening to the disenbodi ed voices, the
lies seemed so cl ear. Whenever Philby floundered, one or another of his
guestioners guided himto an acceptabl e answer.

"Well, | suppose such and such could be an expl anation."

Phil by would gratefully agree and the interview would nmove on. Wen the
pattern becanme clear, Wnterborn fetched Cumm ng, who strode into the
office with a face like thunder. He listened for a few nonents,

sl apping his thigh. "The buggers are going to clear him" he nuttered.
Cunming pronptly sent a minute to Gaham Mtchell, the Head of M5
Count er espi onage, giving an uncharacteristically blunt assessnent of
the M6 whitewash. But it did no good. Days later, Macnillan got up in
t he House of Commons and cleared him | realized for the first tine
that | had joined the Looking-d ass world, where sinple but unpal atabl e
truths were wi shed away. It was a pattern which was to be repeated tine
and time again over the next twenty years.

The Phil by interview gave me ny first experience of the M5
surveillance enpire. The seventh floor was, in fact, only one part of a
network of facilities. The nobst inportant outstation was the
headquarters of the Post O fice Special |nvestigations Unit near St
Paul's. M5 had a suite of roons on the first floor run by Mjor

Denman, an ol d-fashioned mlitary buffer with a fine sense of hunor.
Denman handl ed the physical interception of mail and installation of

t el ephone taps on the authority of Post O fice warrants. He al so housed
and ran the | aboratory for M5 technical research into ways of
detecting and sending secret witing. Each major sorting office and
exchange in the country had a Special Investigations Unit Room under
the control of Denman, to place taps and intercept nmail. Later we noved
the |l aboratories up to the Post O fice Laboratory at Martl esham
Suffol k. Then, if a letter which had been opened in St. Paul's needed
further attention, it was sent by nmotorcycle courier up to Suffolk.



Denman's main office was lined with trestle tables running the I ength
of the room Each table carried mail addressed to different
destinations: London letters on one side, Europe on another, and behind
the Iron Curtain on a third. Around twenty Post Ofice technicians

wor ked at these tabl es opening pieces of mail. They wore rubber gl oves
so as not to leave fingerprints, and each man had a strong | anp and a
steam ng kettle beside him The traditional split-banboo techni que was
sonetines used. It was ancient, but still one of the nost effective.
The split banboo is inserted into the corner of the envel ope, which is
hel d up against a strong light. By turning the banboo inside the

envel ope, the letter can be rolled up around the slit and gently pulled
out

Where a letter had an ordinary typed address it was sonetinmes torn open
and a new envel ope typed in its place. But to the end of nmy career we
were never able to covertly open a letter which had been seal ed at each
edge with Sellotape. In those cases, M5 took a decision as to whether
to open the letter and destroy it, or send it on in an obviously opened
state. Pedal -operated nicrofilnng caneras copi ed the opened nail and
prints were then routinely sent by the case officer in charge of the
interception to the Registry for filing

Denman' s proudest nmenento was a franed |etter which hung on the far
wal | . It was addressed to a prom nent Communi st Party menber whose mai l
was regularly intercepted. Wen the letter was opened the Post Ofice
techni ci ans were amused to di scover that it was addressed to M5 and
contai ned a typewitten nmessage, which read: "To M5, if you steamthis
open you are dirty buggers." Denman classified it as "obscene post,"
whi ch nmeant that legally he had no duty to send it on to the cover

addr ess.

In fact, Denman was very particul ar about warrants. He was prepared to
install a tap or intercept an address without a warrant only on the
strict understanding that one was obtained as soon as possible. M5
were, however, allowed to request a formof letter check without a
warrant. We could record everything on an envel ope, such as its origin
and destination and the date it was sent, as long as we did not
actually open it. Denman, |ike everyone in the Post Ofice who knew of
the activity, was terrified in case the Post Ofice role in tel ephone
and mail intercepts was discovered. They were not so worried about
overseas mail, because that could be held up for days at a time without
arousi ng suspi cion. But they were al ways anxi ous to get domestic mail
on its way to the receiver as soon as possible.

Responsibility for warrants lay with the Deputy Director-General of
M5. If an officer wanted a tap or an interception, he had to wite out
a short case for the DDG who then approached the Home O fice Deputy
Secretary responsible for M5. The Deputy Secretary would advise as to
whet her the application presented any problem Once a nonth the Hone
Secretary vetted all applications. Like the Post Ofice, the Home
Ofice was always highly sensitive on the issue of interceptions, and
they were always strictly controll ed.

As well as St. Paul's, there was also Dollis Hill, the rather ugly
Victorian building in North London where the Post Ofice had its
research headquarters in the 1950s. John Taylor ran his smal
experinmental |aboratory for M5 and M6 in the basenent behind a door



mar ked "Post O fice Special Investigations Unit Research.” The roons
were dark and overcrowded, and thoroughly unsuitable for the work that
was being attenpted inside.

Wien | joined M5, Taylor's |laboratory was overrun with work for the
Berlin Tunnel QOperation. A joint M6/CIA team had tunnel ed under the
Russi an sector of Berlin in February 1955, and placed taps on the
central communications of the Soviet MIitary Command. The actua

el ectrical taps were done by Post O fice personnel. Both the Cl A and

M 6 were reeling under the sheer volume of material being gathered from
the Tunnel. So nmuch raw intelligence was flowi ng out fromthe East that
it was literally swanping the resources available to transcribe and
analyze it. M6 had a special transcription center set up in Earl's
Court, but they were still transcribing material seven years |ater when
t hey discovered that George Bl ake had betrayed the Tunnel to the

Russi ans fromthe outset. There were technical problens too, which
Tayl or was desperately trying to resolve, the principal one being the

i ngress of noisture into the circuits.

Taylor's | aboratory was al so busy working on a new nodification to SF
(Special Facilities), called CABMAN. It was designed to activate a

t el ephone w thout even entering the prem ses by radiating the tel ephone
with a powerful radio beam It worked, but only over short distances.

They were also in the early stages of devel oping a device called a MOP
A MOP made a cable do two jobs at once - transmit captured sound and
receive power. It was inits early stages, but it promised to
revolutionize M6 activity by renoving the extra | eads which were
always likely to betray a covert m crophoning operation. | spent a | ot
of time innmy first years in M5 ensuring the correct specifications
for MOP, and it was eventually successfully manufactured at the M6
factory at Boreham Whod.

Soon after the Philby interview | began to | ook into ways of inproving
and noderni zing the seventh floor. The nethod of processing a tap
followed a set pattern. A case officer responsible for a tap or

m crophone provi ded the Transcription Departnent with a witten brief
detailing the sort of intelligence he thought night be obtained from
the interception. The transcription staff then scanned the conversation
for passages which corresponded to the brief. Wien | first joined, the
taps were normally transferred onto acetate, rather than tape. The
acetates were scanned by "dabbing" into the disc at various points to
sanpl e the conversation. If anything of relevance was found, the
transcribers placed a chalk mark on the appropriate place and worked
fromthe chalk marks. It was an inefficient and ti nme-consum ng
operation but nore efficient than standard tape-recordi ng methods.

Most of these transcribers had been recruited in Kell's day fromthe

em gre communities who fled to Britain at the end of Wrld War |. They
had turned the seventh floor into a tiny piece of Tsarist Russia. Mst
of them were menbers of the old Russian aristocracy, White Russians who
talked with certainty of returning to the | ands which had been
expropriated after the Revolution. To themthe KGB was not the KGB, it
was the ol d Bol shevi k Cheka. Most were fiercely religious, and sone
even installed icons in their roons. They were famed throughout the
office for their tenpers. They considered thenselves artists and
behaved |i ke prinma donnas. Hardened case officers seeking clarification



of a transcription approached the seventh floor with trepidation in
case their request caused offense. The difficult atnosphere was

i nevitable. For years these wonen had |istened, day after day, hour
after hour, to the indecipherable mutterings and | abyrinthine
conspiraci es of Russian diplomats. Spending a lifetime | ooking for
fragments of intelligence anbng the thousands of hours of worthless
conversation (known in the trade as "cabbages and ki ngs") would be
enough to turn any nind.

The first thing | did was to institute hearing tests on the wonen, nany

of whom were becomng too old for the job. | encouraged those with
failing hearing to handle material with a high sound quality, such as
the tel ephone intercepts. | gave the corrupted m crophone transcription

to younger officers, of whom undoubtedly the best was Anne O r-Ew ng,
who later joined ne as a junior officer in the Counterespi onage
Department. M crophone transcription is difficult because you usually
have only one microphone source for a multichannel conversation. |
decided to design a piece of equipnment to ease this problem | went out
to an el ectronics exhibition at O ynpia and bought a tape machi ne which
provi ded two heads. The second head gave a constant nunber of
mlliseconds (or nore) delay on the sound as it went through, naking it
much fuller-bodied. In effect it sinulated stereo sound, and nmade even
the worst tapes nuch easier to understand. | installed the equi pment on
the seventh floor, and it nade me a friend for life in Ms. Gist.

It was nmy first small victory for science. But beneath the seventh
floor the great M5 antique show oom sl unbered on, undi sturbed.

The Departnent which required nost urgent attention, and yet resisted
noderni zation with the greatest determ nation, was A4. Since the war
t he Wat chers had been out nunbered and out maneuvered by the increasing
nunbers of Soviet and Soviet satellite diplomats on the streets of
London. My first priority was to nake a full review of the way the
Wat chers operated

| made arrangenments to visit one of the M5 observation posts in an M5
house opposite one of the nain gates of the Russian Enbassy in
Kensi ngt on Park Gardens. The observati on post was in an upstairs
bedroom Two Watchers sat on either side of the wi ndow. A canera and
tel ephoto lens on a tripod stood permanently trained down onto the
street below. Both nen were in shirt-sleeves, binoculars hanging around
their necks. They looked tired. It was the end of their shift; the
ashtrays were full to overflow ng, and the table standing between them
was scattered with coffee cups.

As each Russian di pl onat came out of the gates of Kensington Park
Gardens one or the other of the men scrutinized himthrough binocul ars.
As soon as he had been accurately identified, the observation post

radi oed his name back to Watcher headquarters in the formof an

enci phered five-figure nunber. Al the nunbers of people |eaving

Kensi ngton Park Gardens were called out on the radio. Each car or

Wat cher was tagged with certain nunbers to follow. Wen one of his
nunbers cane up he would follow the person involved wi thout replying to
t he broadcast. The person being followed did not know if he was a
target or not. The radio crackled intermttently as one of the nobile
Wat cher units parked in the streets nearby was ordered to pick up the



di pl omat as he nade his way out of sight of the observation post toward
t he West End.

The Watchers who manned these static posts had done the job for years.
They devel oped extraordi nary nenories for faces, instantly recognizing
KGB of ficers who had been out of Britain for years. To assist themin
identification the post had three bound vol unes containing the
phot ogr aphs and identities of every single Russian intelligence officer
known to have visited the UK Those currently resident in the Enbassy
were flagged in plastic holders for easy reference. If an unknown face
was noted entering or |leaving the prenises, it was photographed and
handed over to M5's Research Section, and the endl ess process of
identification would begin fromscratch. It was nunmbing work, requiring
pati ence and dedication. But none was nore vital. |If the Registry is

M 5's central nervous system the Watchers are its fingertips. They
nmust be constantly outstretched, feeling out the contours of the
eneny's formations.

The bound vol unes of Russian intelligence officer identifications were
t he product of decades of careful intelligence gathering fromevery
possi bl e source - visa photos, defectors, double agents, or whatever.
The faces stared nordantly fromthe pages. They were nostly KGB or NKVD
strong-arm men, interspersed with the occasional cultured, European-

| ooking resident or uniforned mlitary attache. It soon struck ne that

t he observation posts were relying nostly on photographs available from
t he Russi ans' diplonmatic passports. These were always sent to M5 but
were often of poor quality, or deliberately out of date, and nade
identification difficult to determni ne

| suggested that the Watchers expand their selection of action stills.
These are often much easier to recognize than nmug shots. This was
graphically illustrated in the Kl aus Fuchs case. Wen Fuchs had
confessed in 1949 to passing details about atonic weapons, he began to
cooperate. M5 tried to obtain details of his co-conspirators and
showed hi m a passport photograph of Harry Greenglass, a fellow atom
spy. Fuchs genuinely failed to recognize himuntil he was provided with
a series of action stills.

For many years M5 had realized that if Watchers operated from
Leconfi el d House they could be followed fromthe buil ding and
identified by Russian countersurveillance teanms. They were housed in an
unmar ked four-story Georgi an house in an elegant terrace in Regent's
Park. The central control roomwas dom nated by a vast street nmap of
London on one wall which was used to nonitor the progress of

operations. In the mddle of the roomwas the radi o consol e which

mai nt ai ned conmuni cations with all observation posts and nobil e Wt cher
t eans.

On one floor Jim Skardon, the Head of the WAtchers, had his office.
Skardon was a dapper, pipe-snoking forner policeman. He had originally
been a wartine M5 interrogator, and in the imedi ate postwar period
had been the chief interrogator in a nunber of inportant cases,
particularly that of Kl aus Fuchs. Skardon had a hi gh opinion of his own
abilities, but he was an i mrensely popular man to work for. There was
somet hing of the manner of a trade union shop steward about him He
felt that the Watchers did arduous and difficult work, and needed
protection fromexploitation by hungry case officers back at Leconfield



House. In a sense this was true. There were around a hundred Watchers
when | joined the Service, but the denand for their services was
unquenchabl e in every part of M5's activity. But | soon cane to fee

t hat Skardon was not facing up to the nodern reality of watching on the
streets of London. It was quite clear that the Russians, in particular
operated very extensive countersurveillance to prevent their agents
from bei ng fol l owed. Having wat ched the systemfor a few weeks

doubted that the Watchers, using their current techni ques, had any
realistic chance of follow ng anyone w t hout speedy detection

When | first raised the question with Skardon of extensively renbpdeling
the Watchers, he dism ssed it out of hand. M5 sections were |ike

fi efdons, and Skardon took it as an affront to his conpetence and
authority. Eventually he agreed to allow Hugh Wnterborn and nme to
nount an operation to test the effectiveness of current Watcher
techniques. W split a teaminto two groups. The first group was given
a photograph of an M5 officer who was unknown to themand told to
follow him The second group was told the general area in which the
first group was operating. They were instructed to |ocate them and then
identify the person they were following. W did this exercise three
times, and each tinme the second group nmade the identification
correctly. We filned the third experinment and showed it at Watcher
headquarters to the whole Departnent. It did at |east renove any
remai ni ng doubts that Watcher operations, as currently organized, were
perilously vul nerable to countersurveill ance.

We suggested to Skardon that as a first step he should enploy a nunber
of wonen. A great deal of watching involves sitting for hours in pubs,
caf es, and parks, waiting or nonitoring meetings. A man and a woman
woul d be far |ess conspicuous than a single man or a pair of men.

Skar don opposed the plan strongly. He feared it m ght introduce
extramarital tenptations which mght adversely affect the norale of his
t eam

"The wives won't like it," he said grinmy.
Hugh W nt erborn scoffed.
"So what if they kiss and cuddle. It's better for the cover!"

Skardon was not anused. The other reformwe wanted i nplenented was in
the way Watchers were debriefed. It was never done i mediately they
cane in froma job. Sonetines it was overni ght, sonmetines even at the
end of the week. | pointed out to Skardon that it had been proved again
and again in wartinme that debriefing had to be done i Mmediately to be
accurate. If there is a delay the nenory stops recollecting what
happened and begins to rationalize how it happened.

"My boys have done eight hours slogging the streets. They don't want to
cone back and spend hours answering questions when they can wite up a
report thenselves," he storned. In the end he did agree to bring them
back fromeach shift fifteen mnutes early, but it was a constant
struggl e.

The nobile Watchers presented different problenms. | went out for the
day with themto get an idea of the work. M5 cars were inconspi cuous
nodel s, but they were fitted with highly tuned engines in the M5



garages in Battersea. Every three nonths the cars were resprayed to
di sguise their identities, and each car carried a selection of nunber
pl ates, which were changed at intervals during the week

It was boyish fun chasi ng Russian di pl omatic vehicles through the
streets of London, up and down one-way streets and through red traffic
lights, secure in the know edge that each driver carried a Police Pass
to avoid tickets. The driver of ny car told with great glee the story
of how he had been followi ng a Russian car down the Mall toward

Bucki ngham Pal ace on a wi nter day. The Russian had slammed on his
brakes to go around the roundabout, and the cars had skidded i nto each
other. Both sides got out and exchanged particulars with poker faces.
The knack of mobile following is to pick the parallel streets wherever
possi ble. But in the end the success of the operation depends on the
radi o control at headquarters. They have to predict the likely path of
the Russian car, so that reserve units can be called in to pick up the
chase.

The first problemw th nobile watching was quite sinple. There were
three nen in each car, and since so nuch of the tinme was spent parked
on street corners, or outside prem ses, the cars stood out |ike sore

t hunbs. Once again, Wnterborn and | nade a field study. W went to an
area where we knew t he Watchers were operating. Wthin half an hour we
had | ogged every car. One was particularly easy. The nunber plates had
recently been changed. But the driver had forgotten to change them both
over! | suggested to Skardon that he cut down the nunber of men in the
cars, but in true British Leyland style he gave me a lecture on how it
was essential to have three men.

"There's one to drive, one to read the map, and the third to operate
the radio," he said with conviction, seem ngly unaware of the absurdity
of it all.

But there was one area which decidedly was not a joke, and which gave
me nore worry than all the others put together. Conmmunications are any
intelligence organization's weakest |ink. The Watchers rel ayed hundreds
of messages daily to and fromthe observation posts, the cars, and
headquarters. The first thing which nade them vul nerable was that they
were never acknow edged. The Russians could easily identify Watcher
conmuni cati ons by sinply searching the wavebands for unacknow edged
call signs. M6 were just as bad abroad. For a long tine the best way
of identifying M6 staff in the Enbassy was to check which di plomats
used outside |ines which were not routed through the nmain switchboard.
Later, M5 brought in a conplicated system of enciphering Watcher
conmuni cations. | pointed out that this made no difference, since their
signal s woul d now stand out even nore against the Police, Fire and
Anmbul ance Servi ce comuni cations, all of which were en clair (uncoded).
They did not seemto understand that the Russians were gathering nost
of the intelligence fromthe traffic itself, rather than fromthe
contents of the nmessages. Traffic analysis would tell them when and
where a foll owi ng operation was bei ng conducted, and by cross-checki ng
that with their own records they would learn all they needed to know.

| | obbied hard for a nmajor effort to be nounted to try to find out if
t he Russians were systematically nonitoring Watcher communi cati ons.

Theoretically it was a feasible thing to do, because any receiver wll
give off a certain radiation which can be detected at short distances.



| raised nmy plan through the correct channels with GCHQ which had the
techni cal apparatus and manpower necessary for such an experinent.
waited for nonths before | got what was described as a "considered"
answer. GCHQ s verdict was that it was not technically feasible to
conduct such experinents. It was another two years before GCHQ and M5
realized how wrong that judgnent was.

In the meantine | rermained a worried man. |f Watcher commruni cations
were vul nerabl e, and Watcher tradecraft as poor as we had shown it to
be, then M5 had to assune that a substantial part of its

count erespi onage effort had been usel ess over nany years. At |east sone
operations in which Watchers had been used had to have been detected by
t he Russians. But which, and how nmany?

In the trenches of the Cold War, A2 was M5's front |ine, Hugh
Wnterborn and | its stormtroopers. Hugh Wnterborn was a fine conrade
in arns. He had served with the Arny in China and Japan and in Ceyl on
and Burna before joining M5, and spoke Chi nese and Japanese fluently.
Wnterborn was a Field Marshal manque. Hi s operations were al ways
beautifully planned right down to the last detail, and although often
conpl ex, were invariably executed with mlitary precision. But he was
not a dry man. He approached each operation with the purpose of
gathering intelligence, but also to have fun. And we did have fun. For
five years we bugged and burgl ed our way across London at the State's
behest, whil e ponpous bow er-hatted civil servants in Whitehal
pretended to | ook the other way.

Wnterborn and | were a perfect match, both sharing a fervent beli ef

t hat noderni zati on was badly needed at al nost every |evel of the
Service, and especially in the technical field. |I tended to concentrate
on ideas. He acted as the foil, wi nnowing out the sensible fromthe

i mpractical in ny suggestions and pl anning how to make them operati ona
reality.

When | first teaned up with Wnterborn he was bubbling over with news
of the latest A2 job he had conpleted, called Operation PARTY PIECE. It
had been a typical Wnterborn operation - thoroughness and outrageous
good fortune |inked harnoni ously together. One of the F4 agent runners
| earned, froma source inside the Conmunist Party of Geat Britain

that the entire Party secret nenbership files were stored in the flat
of a wealthy Party menmber in Mayfair. A2 were called in to plan an
operation to burgle the flat and copy the files.

The flat was put under intensive visual, telephone, and letter
surveillance, and in due course M5 had a stroke of unexpected | uck
The wonan of the house rang her husband at work to say that she was
going out for an hour. She told himshe would | eave the key under the
mat. Wthin twenty mnutes of the call's being nonitored in Leconfield
House, we were around at the flat taking a plasticine inprint of the
key.

The burglary was carefully arranged for a time when the occupants were
away for a weekend in the Lake District. Wnterborn sent a team of

Wat chers to nonitor the occupants in case they decided to return home
early. Banks of pedal -operated mcrofilmng machines were set up in
Leconfield House ready to copy the files. Ateamfrom A2 entered the
flat and picked the | ocks of the filing cabinets where the menbership



files were kept. The contents of each drawer of each cabi net were

phot ographed with a Polaroid canera. Each file was carefully renpved
and indexed in the flat so that it could be replaced in the identica
spot. Then they were renoved in bundles and driven over to Leconfield
House for copying in sequential order. In all, 55,000 files were copied
t hat weekend, and the result was a priceless haul of information about
t he Conmmuni st Party.

PARTY PI ECE gave M5 total access to the Party organization. Every file
contained a statenent, handwitten by the recruit, explaining why he or
she wished to join the Party, acconpanied by full personal details,

i ncluding detail ed descriptions of the circunstances of recruitmnent,
work done for the Party, and contacts in the Party organization. Mre

i mportant than this, the PARTY PIECE naterial also contained the files
of covert menbers of the CPGB, people who preferred, or whomthe Party
preferred, to conceal their identities. Mst of these covert menbers
were not of the sanme generation as the classical secret Conmunists of

t he 1930s, nany of whom had been later recruited for espionage. These
were people in the Labor Party, the trade union novenent or the G vil
Service, or sone other branch of governnent work, who had gone
underground largely as a result of the new vetting procedures brought
in by the Attl ee Governnent.

In the years after World War 11, largely as a result of our alliance
with the Soviet Union in the war, the CPGB retained a significant body
of support, nost inmportantly in the trade uni on novenment. They were
increasingly active in industrial disputes, nuch to the consternation
of Prime Mnister Attlee in his later years. In the late 1940s, M5
began to devote resources in an effort to nmonitor and neutralize CPGB
activity in the trade union noverent. By 1955, the tinme of PARTY PIECE
the CPGB was thoroughly penetrated at al nost every |l evel by technica
surveillance or informants. Obtaining the PARTY PIECE material, the
very heart of the CPGB's administration, was the final proof of M5's
postwar mastery. lronically, within a year the Sovi et Union invaded
Hungary, and the Party began its slow decline in popularity.

Once M5 was in possession of the PARTY PIECE naterial, the CPG was
never again in a position to seriously threaten the safety of the
realm Fromthen on, M5 was able to | ocate every single active Party
menber, particularly the covert ones, and monitor their activities,
preventing them from obtaining access to classified naterial where the
ri sk arose. The PARTY PIECE naterial was Y-Boxed, and renai ned of
enornous assi stance right up until the early 1970s, especially when the
CPGB | ater began to protest that it had renounced secret nenbership and
was now nerely an open party.

| first operated against the CPGB in the late 1950s, when Hugh
Wnterborn and | installed yet another m crophone into its King Street
headquarters. The CPGB knew that its buildi ng was under constant
techni cal surveillance, and regularly switched the | ocation of

i mportant neetings. An agent inside King Street told his F4 controller
t hat Executive Commttee discussions had been noved to a snall
conference roomat the far end of the building. There were no w ndows
in the roomand we knew fromthe agent that there was no tel ephone
either, so SF could not solve the problem of providing coverage. Later,
in the 1960s, the reason for the lack of a tel ephone becane clear. One
of the first things Anthony Blunt had betrayed to the Russians was the



exi stence of SF, imrediately after it was first installed in King
Street, and they had alerted the Party and instructed themto renove
all telephones fromsensitive areas. But the Party did not really
believe it. They took precautions only for very sensitive matters.

Wnterborn and | drove down to King Street in nmy car and sat outside
studying the external walls, trying to decide the best way to attack
the target room Low down on the |eft-hand side of the street-facing
wal | was an old coal chute which had been out of use for many years. It
seened to present the best possibility. W checked with the agent where
this chute went and were told that it led straight into the conference
room | suggested to Wnterborn that we make a fal se door identical to
the one already in the chute, clipping it over the top of the old door
with a radi o m crophone between the two feeding into the keyhol e.

Hugh i medi ately began to nake the arrangenents. First he designed a
new door which could | ock against the chute with spring catches.

The door obviously had to be painted the sanme color as the existing
one, which was a heavily weat her-beaten brown. W contacted the
Bui |l di ng Research Station in Garston and sent them sanple flecks of the
pai nt which Hugh renpved with a screwdriver one night while casually
wal ki ng past. They identified the paint for us and acquired sone of a
simlar vintage. Using a bloworch and a sink of water we were able to

simul ate a weat hering process. | handled the installation of the radio
m crophone on our door. | used a small plastic audio tube to run from
the keyhole in the chute to the m crophone, filling the rest of the

space with batteries so that the microphone could run w thout being
serviced for up to six nmonths. The receiver was hidden in the tel ephone
footway box at the end of King Street which luckily was just within
range of the nicrophone, and tel ephone |ines relayed the signal back to
the seventh floor of Leconfield House.

The nost risky part of the operation was fitting the fal se door on the
pavenent of King Street It had to be done in full view of the CPGB
buil di ng, and they were constantly alert to anything suspicious. Hugh
W nt erborn devised a typically conplex plan. He decided to nake the
installation late on a Saturday night, as theater revelers thronged the
streets in Covent Garden. He arranged for all available A2 and F4
officers and their wives to converge on King Street fromdifferent
directions at a set tine. W were all choreographed carefully by
Wnterborn to arrive in two groups pretending to be nmuch the worse for
drink. W nmet on the pavenent and exchanged greetings. Behind the
huddl e W nt erborn dropped down to his knees and began to hand dril

four small holes in the wall of the chute, ready to receive the spring
cat ches of our door, using his pocket handkerchief to catch the
telltale brick dust. Wthin a mnute our noisy socializing began to
wear a little thin, but Wnterborn had nerves of steel. He patiently
finished the drilling, slipped the false door out fromunder his coat
and clipped it into place.

The operation, known as TIEPIN, worked perfectly as planned and for
sone nonths M5 had full coverage of every inportant CPGB neeting. But
in the end the m crophone was detected. A CPGB official happened to
settle on our frequency when tuning his radio and a "how round"
alerted himto the presence of a device. The entire building was turned



upsi de down in the search for the bug. Fortunately Hugh W nterborn was
living in the flat on the top floor of Leconfield House at the tine
while his wife was away visiting relatives in Norway. He was alerted as
soon as the mcrophone was detected and went around strai ghtaway,

undi pped the fal se door, and brought it back to the office like a
trophy of war.

The nost extensive microphoni ng operation Wnterborn and | ever

undert ook was in Lancaster House, the ornate building which hosted the
Col oni al Conferences of the 1950s and 1960s. As soon as Macm |l an
became Prine Mnister the pace of change in Colonial Affairs becane
nore marked. M5, which was responsible for security and intelligence-
gathering in all Crown Territory, including the Enpire, cane under

i ncreasing pressure to provide intelligence assessnents during
negoti ati ons toward the various i ndependence settlenents. Lancaster
House was al nost inpossible to cover effectively in a piecermeal way. W
coul d never be sure which roons were going to be used, and this
seriously inpaired our intelligence-gathering. Wnterborn and

proposed that M5 install a conprehensive microphone system throughout
t he buil ding which could be used whenever and wherever it was required.
The Colonial Ofice agreed enthusiastically to our request, and
Lancaster House was closed for "renovations" for a fortnight while an
A2 team noved in. Hugh and | had al ready studied the roomplans with
great care and drawn up a circuit diagram specifying the |ocations of
each m crophone. W supervised the installation, and throughout the
rest of the 1960s and the 1970s the system was used whenever high-1|evel
di pl omati ¢ negotiations took place in London

But buggi ng the CPGB headquarters and covering Third Worl d del egati ons
were, in the end, interruptions of the main task, which was to confront
the Soviet Union and her allies. The first A2 operation | undertook
agai nst the Russians was Operation CHOR It actually began some nont hs
before I joined M5, when Hugh Wnterborn nounted an operation to bug

t he Russi an Consul ate on the Bayswater Road. The opportunity arose when
t he buil di ng next door was refurbished in preparation for new
occupants. M5 went in under cover as decorators and Wnterborn fitted
a new device called the probe m crophone, which had been devel oped by
John Taylor in the Dollis Hill Laboratory.

The probe m crophone was a | arge, high-sensitivity nmcrophone, which
was used to gain covert access through a party wall. The device was

| odged inside the wall about eighteen inches fromthe target side. The
ei ghteen i nches between the probe microphone and the target room were
drilled out by hand at a quarter-inch dianeter in steps of half an
inch. Half an inch fromthe target side the quarter-inch-di aneter hole
ended and a small pinhole was drilled, again by hand, using a No 60-
size bit, so that the intrusion into the target side was al nost
invisible to the naked eye. The ei ghteen-inch bore hole was then |ined
-with a snooth perspex tube which was acoustically matched into the

nm cr ophone. The mi crophone fed out into the street and back al ong

tel ephone wires to Leconfield House, where anplifiers boosted the
captured sound into intelligible speech

Six months after Wnterborn installed the CHO R microphone it suddenly
went dead. M5 had, at the tine, an agent who worked as an occasi ona
decorator and odd-job man for the Russians. H's name was Nut kin, which
earned himthe inevitable nickname of "Squirrel." Nutkin told us that



the target room had been repainted. Al though it seened nost |ikely that
t he pinhole had been covered with paint, we were still puzzled. Before
the installation was nade, W nterborn had obtained detailed
neasurenents of the target wall from Nutkin. Using these he had pl anned
t he mi crophone pinhole to emerge behind a plaster |eaf of the elaborate
cornicework fourteen feet above the floor. It seemed unlikely that
anyone woul d paint so carefully as to actually seal the hole. Still
Wnterborn and | decided to drill it out again

The new operation involved considerabl e planning. The renovation work
in the building next door to the Consulate had finished. It was now a
busy office with a constant streamof visitors, some of whom we knew to
be Russi ans checking on security. We had to work at night and in tota
silence. W needed scaffolding to work fourteen feet up as well as

pl aster and paint to repair any danage. Wnterborn arranged for a
prefabricated scaffol ding system and qui ck-dryi ng decorating materials,
specially devel oped for M5 by the Building Research Station, to be
delivered to the office in snmall packages so as not to alert the ever-
vigil ant Consul at e.

A week later Jagger and | took a taxi to the top of Bayswater Road. It
was wi nter and the streets were dark and crowded with returning
conmuters. W wal ked briskly down toward the Consul ate and | et
ourselves into the building next door using one of Jagger's fanopus
keys. We unpacked our attache cases, which contained our tools and a
smal | radio receiver. The observation post opposite the Consul ate was
under instructions to nonitor the building for any signs of novenent.
We nonitored the broadcasts on our receiver wthout acknow edgnent, so
that we could cease work if anyone cane into the target room

Every m crophone M5 installs is recorded in the A Branch | ndex, which
| ogs technical specifications, a history of its operation, and, nost

i mportant of all, its precise location. Wile Jagger erected the
scaffolding in total silence, | studied the wall plan, which we had
brought with us fromthe A Branch Index, and nmade the triangul ar
nmeasurenents. W began scraping away the plaster. It was tense work
Each piece of plaster had to be renpved by hand before it fell to the
floor, and could then be placed in a bag for renmoval. After an hour we
uneart hed the microphone, carefully sealed inside the wall in a |ayer
of plasticine. | disconnected the cables and slid out the perspex
acoustic tube which led into the target room

The No. 60 drill bit had a special stop on it ensuring the bit turned
so slowy that a flake of plaster or paint could not be pushed out into
the target room | inserted the drill bit and held the body steady
whil e Jagger delicately turned the handle. After two turns there was
still resistance. Whatever was bl ocking the hole, it was obviously not
a thin layer of paint. In the |light of passing car headlights we
exchanged puzzl ed gl ances. The drill turned again. And again. Still

resi stance. Then suddenly the bit ran free and al nost inmediately
encountered anot her obstacle. | gently pulled the drill back to our

side of the wall and Jagger packed the bit into a small box for

exam nation in Leconfield House. Listening down the hole with an
acoustic tube, | could hear the ticking of a clock in the target room
so without doubt the drill had entered the target roomas originally
desi gned, behind the rear side of a plaster leaf in the cornice.



We swiftly packed the m crophone back into the wall, reconnected the
cables, and replastered the hole. W had three hours to kill, waiting
for the plaster to set before we could repaint the danage. W sat

snoki ng, our receiver crackling internmittently. Even at the dead of

ni ght both sides were still dancing the Cold War waltz, as Watcher cars
chased Russian di pl onats through the darkened streets of London. But

t he Consul ate remai ned silent.

The next day on the seventh floor Wnterborn and | listened to the

CHO R mi crophone. It was nuffled, but clearly working. The only probl em
was that nobody was saying anything in the target room Al | could
hear was the steady clacking of a solitary typewiter. W went down to
t he basenment to examine the No. 60 drill bit under a m croscope. It was
covered to a depth of three-eighths of an inch with plaster dust.
Whoever the Russian decorator was, he had been m ghty conscienti ous.

"That's no bl oody redecoration,” said Wnterborn, squinting down the
nm croscope. "You can't trowel plaster three-eighths of an inch down a
pi nhol e. That's been done with a bl oody syringe!"

A month or so later, "Squirrel” Nutkin was able to catch a sight of the
target room It had been conpletely renpdel ed with a soundproof ed
partition across the party wall. Behind the partition a single
secretary worked with a typewiter. The Russians obviously knew, as we
did, that party walls were vulnerable to attack. But, as far as we
could tell, they did not know about the probe microphone. And yet it
seened probable that they had detected the pinhole and stopped it.

In July 1955 | tackled the Soviets once again, this time in Canada. M5
recei ved a request for technical assistance in an operation the Royal
Canadi an Mbunted Police (RCMP) were planning to install m crophones in
t he Russian Embassy in Otawa. The old three-story Embassy buil di ng
overl ooking the Rideau River had recently burned down. The RCMP pl anned
to install eavesdroppi ng equi pnent during the rebuilding work, but
needed access to the | atest equipnent, so they contacted M5.

| was net at the airport by Terry Guernsey, the head of the RCW's
Count er espi onage Departnent, B Branch. Wth himwas his assistant, a
Wl shman naned Janes Bennett. Guernsey was a | anky Canadi an whose
outwardly unfl appabl e manner was constantly betrayed by the nervous,
expl osi ve energy underneath. Guernsey was trained in Britain by both
M5 and M6 and returned to Canada in the early 1950s convi nced t hat
the RCMP was unsuited, as a uniformed police force, to the delicate
wor k of counterespi onage. Guernsey began to recruit civilian
intelligence officers and single-handedly built up B Branch into one of
t he nost nodern and aggressive counterespi onage units in the Wst. Many
of the ideas which later played a major role in British and Anerican

t hi nki ng, such as computerized | ogging of the nmovenents of Russian

di plomats in the West, began as Guernsey initiatives. But he constantly
ran up agai nst the oppressive restrictions of the Muntie tradition

whi ch believed that the uniformed RCVMP officer was inherently superior
to his civilian counterpart. This was a struggle which ran deeply, not
just through Canadian Intelligence, but also in the FBI. Guernsey
believed that the British were correct in drawing a distinction between
crimnal detective work and the entirely different skills of
intelligence-gathering, and he fought many battles to ensure that B
Branch remai ned i ndependent of the mainstream of the RCMP. But the



effort virtually cost himhis career. The Mountie senior officers never
forgave him and he was eventual |y banished to the UK, where he acted
as ROWP liaison with M5 and M6, before ill-health finally drove him
into retirenent.

But in 1956, when | made ny first trip to Canada to hel p plan Operation
DEWWORM Guernsey was still very much in charge. Over dinner that
first night he described where the operation stood. The RCMP had
successfully recruited the contractor who was rebuil ding the Russian
Enbassy, and had installed RCMP of ficers under cover as worknen on the
site. Wth the help of Igor Gouzenko, a Russian who had worked inside
the old Enbassy as a cipher clerk until he defected to the Canadians in
1945, Cuernsey had been able to pinpoint the area in the northeast
corner of the building where the KGB and GRU (Soviet Mlitary
Intelligence) secret sections, and the cipher roonms, were |ocated.

After studying the plans | decided that a SATYR operation, using a
cavity mcrophone activated from outside by microwaves, was not
technically feasible. The distance fromthe device to safe ground was
too great to be assured of success. It had to be a wired operation.
Wred operations have one nmjor advantage. If they are skillfully
installed, they are al nost inpossible to detect. The best plan of
attack was to conceal the mcrophones inside the alum num sash w ndows
on the target side of the building. Guernsey obtained a sanple frane
fromthe contractor. They were friction wi ndows with no sash wei ght,
perfect for concealing a device. There was an air path into the sash
where the two pieces | ocked together, ensuring a good sound quality.
The netal w ndow frames woul d effectively danmpen the el ectromagnetic
field emtted by the mcrophones, making them i npervious to sweeper
det ecti on.

But the main problemwas how to conceal the cables |leading to the

nm crophones. The walls of the new Enbassy buil ding were planned to be
nearly two feet thick, with a fourteen-inch concrete block inner |eaf,
a two-inch air gap in the mddle, and then four-inch-thick stone facing
on the outside of the wall. | checked with M6 for details of Russian
el ectroni ¢ sweeper operations. They told ne that the Russians never
swept the outsides of their buildings, only the insides. The Russians
apparently considered it denmeaning to be seen to be sweeping their
prem ses. | told Guernsey that the best plan was to | ead the cables up
t hrough the air gaps, where they would be virtually assured of non-
detection through fourteen inches of concrete, especially as M5 had
devel oped a new thin cable which gave off far |ess el ectromagnetic

em ssi on.

Once the building work got under way we had to find a way of concealing
the cables fromthe Russian security teans who regularly visited the
site to check on the Canadi an contractors. W buried |arge coils
beneat h each of the eight-foot concrete footings, and cut theminto the
bi tumen coverings. Every night, as each course of masonry was
installed, RCWP worknmen went onto the site and lifted a length of cable
fromthe coil into the air gap. There were ei ght cables. Each was

| abel ed at random fromone to twenty to mislead the Russians in the
event they were ever discovered. It was a nice touch; the sort of joke
t he Russi ans woul d appreciate after they had finished tearing down the
Enbassy searching for the phantom cabl es.



The nost difficult part of the whole operation was connecting the wires
to the mcrophones. The wi ndows in the northeast section of the
bui | di ng had been successfully fitted, supervised by an RCMP officer to
ensure the frames went into the right places. The cables had been

pai nstakingly raised inside the air gaps over nonths of construction
wor k. But connecting the two together was inpossible to conceal. It
could be done only by an engi neer working outside, four floors up on
the scaffol ding. The job was given to one of Cuernsey's technical nen,
a young engi neer who handl ed the operation brilliantly. He was a big
man, but he scaled the building in pitch dark in a tenperature
approaching mnus forty degrees centigrade, carrying his soldering
tools in a shoul der bag. Taking each of the eight m crophones in turn
he carefully joined the cables and ensured the connections were solid.

As soon as the connections were nade, RCMP technicians began to dig a
twenty-yard tunnel froman RCMP safe house next door to the Enbassy,
through to the coils buried under the footings. The coils were | ed back
ten feet underground to the safe house and the tunnel backfilled with
three feet of concrete. The eight cables connected to head amplifiers
conceal ed in the garage of the safe house, with power fed to them over
out put | eads from RCVWP headquarters. When the mi crophones were tested,
each one worked perfectly.

But then, just as this alnost flaw ess operati on was nearing

conpl etion, disaster struck. A workman was installing a fuel tank on

t he outside wall near the northeast corner of the new Enbassy, unaware
that just at that point all the cables fromthe w ndows above cane
together to go underground to our safe house. As he drove in neta
hasps to support the ventilation pipe, he pushed one straight through
t he bundl e of cables buried inside, conpletely destroying the
connections to all the m crophones.

There was no choice but to re-enter the building. But this tine the
operation was even nore risky. The building was nore or |ess conplete,
and the Russians on the verge of occupation. There was little chance of
t he Russians believing the undercover RCMP team were just innocent
workmen if they were discovered. It was another bitterly cold night
when they went back in. They nanaged to extract six of the eight cables
from behi nd the hasp, rejointed them abandoning the other two, and
built them back into the wall with the hasp. Al though two m crophones
were | ost, at |east one renmained operational in each of the target
roons, so the mmjor disaster was averted

As soon as the Russians reoccupi ed their Enbassy, we heard sounds from
sone of our mcrophones. GRU officers discussed earnestly where they
shoul d put their furniture. Then, forty-eight hours later, they
suddenly vacated their offices, the Anbassador left for Mdscow, and a
team of Russi an workmen noved in. It was soon clear fromthe materials
t he Russians were taking into the Enbassy that they were constructing a
new K@ and GRU sanctum el sewhere in the building, probably supplied by
an i ndependent power generator.

Shortly after this, the mcrophones, which were being constantly
noni t ored back at RCMP headquarters, began to pick up the telltale
sounds of a sweeper teamin operation. RCMP had tentatively identified
their arrival in the building sone days before, but it wasn't until

t hey began work in the northeast corner, tapping at the walls for signs



of hol |l owness, and running netal detectors across the ceilings, that we
were sure. For twenty days they swept the roons we had m crophoned, as
if they knew they were bugged. But they never found either the cables
or the nicrophones. By Russian Embassy standards worl dwi de, the new
buil ding was snal |, but despite what must have been cranped conditions,
t he northeast corner renmined virtually unused apart fromroutine
consul ar work, even after the departure of the sweepers. Eight years

| ater the microphone sweepers arrived in Otawa. They went straight to
the roonms where the microphones were and within an hour had found the
m cr ophone cabl es and thus the nicrophones. There were forty-two roons
in the Enbassy. The sweepers searched only in the six roons where the
m cr ophones were. They nust have known where to | ook!

Li ke Operation CHO R, sonething about DEW WORM troubl ed ne.

Partly, of course, it was disappoi ntnent. The operation had been an
out st andi ng techni cal success, but the nonths of patient preparations
had yi el ded no intelligence whatever. O course, at the outset of the
operation the biggest ganbl e had been to assume, as Gouzenko had, that
the Russians would rebuild their secret section in the sane place as
they had it in the old Enbassy. But based on an anal ysis of the power
supply to the building, it was a reasonabl e ganble. The fact that they
had decided to resituate the secret section and screen it off was not
in itself unusual. Both the British and the Anericans had begun to
realize, as alnost certainly had the Russians, that the best way to
protect an Enbassy secret section from mi crophone attack was to
construct it deep inside, preferably with its own power supply. But the
certainty with which the Russian sweepers attacked the northeast
corner, as if they were | ooking for sonething they knew to be there,

i ntroduced the worm of doubt into ny m nd.

Wthin a year the same thing happened, again in Canada. The Polish
Covernment were given permission to open a consulate in Mntreal. They
bought an ol d house and began renovations. |In January 1957 | flew over
to Montreal to assist the RCMP install a microphone. The RCMP knew t he
identity of the UB (Polish Intelligence) officer and the | ocation of
his room but the building was being conpletely gutted, so a wired
operation was out of the question. Only a SATYR cavity m crophone woul d
do. The premi ses were being rewired using steel conduits for the
cables, and as with the DEWWORM wi ndow franmes | reckoned that the
SATYR devi ces would be virtually inpossible to detect if they were

pl aced close to the conduits. Wthin a fortnight of installing the
system the Pol es suddenly ordered the contractor to renove the wal
contai ni ng our SATYR devices and replace it with another. The RCWP did
manage to retrieve one device, but the other was |ost to the Pol es.
Later the RCMP | earned froma source inside the Polish Enrbassy that
they had been tipped off to the |ikely presence of mcrophones by the
Russi ans. They had been one step ahead of us again.

It was not just in Canada that things |like this occurred. There was

al so Operation MOLE in Australia. It began with a visit to London by
Sir Charles Spry, the head of Australia's overseas intelligence-

gat hering organi zation, ASIO in 1959. | received a tel ephone call
saying that he would like to see me. Spry had once been a good-1| ooki ng
man, w th hooded eyes and a full mustache, but responsibility and a
liking for the good things in life had left himflorid in appearance.
Spry was appoi nted head of ASIOon its formation in 1949. He had



previously been Director of Mlitary Intelligence, but along with a
group of like-mnded officials, dubbed the "gnones of Ml bourne," he

| obbi ed hard for the creation of a proper security intelligence-

gat hering agency simlar to M5. Spry ran the service with an iron fist
for nineteen years, and becanme one of the towering figures of postwar
intelligence. Only toward the end of his career, when he began to | ose
touch with his staff, did his grip on the organization falter

Spry liked visiting London. He had originally served in the Indian Arny
on the Khyber Pass in the 1930s. The conmmpn background and shared sense
of what constituted an officer and a gentleman ensured himnmany friends
in the clubbable world of British Intelligence. But Spry was far from
being an old buffer. He cane straight to the point as soon as our
neeting began. He told ne he had recently been over in Canada and Terry
Guernsey had reconmended he talk to me about a microphone operation
ASI O was pl anni ng agai nst the Russians. He explained that since the

wel | - publicized defection of the Petrovs, a husband and wi fe who worked
toget her inside the cipher section of the Russian Enbassy in Canberra,

t he Russians had broken of f diplomatic relations and placed their
Enbassy under the control of the Swiss. But recently they had been
maki ng overtures to return and ASI O wanted to nmount an operation

agai nst the Enbassy before they occupied the prem ses. After studying
the plans, | advised Spry to nount a SATYR operation, and denonstrated
the device to him The best place to install SATYR was in the wooden
sash wi ndow franes, and | sent my assistant out to Australia to
supervi se the details. The device was successfully installed, and as a
further precaution, | instructed ASIO not to activate the device for a
year, in case the Russians nonitored the building for microwaves in the
first nonths of reoccupation. As with DEWWRM Operation MOLE was a
techni cal success, but not a single scrap of intelligence was gl eaned.
Every sound in the KGB resident's room every shuffle of his papers,
every scratch of his pen, was audible. But he never said a word.
Qperation MOLE was anot her failure.

The denands on M5's slender resources were, in the 1950s, inpossible
to satisfy. Consequently, the pressure of work on individual officers,
particularly those in A2 who had of necessity beconme involved in such a
wi de range of operations, was at tinmes practically intol erable.
Operations nerged one into another. Plans, naps, briefings, technica
reports crossed nmy desk in a paper whirl. It was often difficult at any
fixed point to be sure which operations had ended and which were stil
deep in the nmidst of gestation. Intelligence-gathering, even at its
best, is a thoroughly confused business. But there is always an enpty
space in the mnd of every professional intelligence officer worth his
salt reserved for scraps and fragnents which for one reason or anot her
rai se unanswered questions. Operations CHO R, DEWWORM and MOLE were
all stashed away in that conpartnment, subnerged under the welter of
current operations, but never quite forgotten, until years later they
suddenly assumed a new significance.

The profession of intelligence is a solitary one. There is canaraderie,
of course, but in the end you are alone with your secrets. You live and
work at a feverish pitch of excitenent, dependent always on the hel p of
your col |l eagues. But you al ways nove on, whether to a new branch or
department, or to a new operation. And when you nove on, you inherit
new secrets which subtly divorce you fromthose you have worked with
before. Contacts, especially with the outside world, are casual, since



the | argest part of yourself cannot be shared. For this reason
intelligence services are great users of people. It is built into the
very nature of the profession, and everyone who joins knows it. But
early in ny career | encountered a nan whose experience at the hands of
British Intelligence suddenly stripped the veneer of national

i mportance away fromthe whol e business. It arose out of the work | had
been doing for Brundrett's conmittee on resonance. | had spent a |ot of
ti me researching ways in which i nnocuous objects, |ike ashtrays or
ornanents, could be nodified to respond to sound waves when radi at ed
with mcrowaves of a certain frequency. If a systemcould be perfected,
it prom sed enornpus advant ages. The object itself would carry no
transmitter or receiver, so detection would be virtually inpossible. By
1956 we had successfully devel oped prototypes, and decided to attenpt
an operation agai nst the Russian Enbassy in London.

One of M5's agents at that tine was the MP Henry Kirby, who had
frequent dealings with the Russian diplomatic conmunity. The plan was
sinple. M5 woul d design an ornanment nodified to reflect sound, and
Kirby would give it as a gift to the Russian Ambassador. The first
thing that we needed to know was the kind of present the Anbassador

m ght be likely to accept and place promnently on his desk or in his
of fice. Ml col m Cummi ng suggested that | visit an old M5 agent runner
naned Kl op Ustinov, the father of the actor Peter Ustinov.

Kl op Ustinov was German by descent, but he had strong connections in

t he Russian di plomatic community and was a frequent visitor to the
Enbassy. Ustinov had the unique distinction of having held comm ssions
in the Russian, Gernman, and British Armies. He had dabbled in
intelligence throughout the interwar period. He spoke a vast array of

| anguages, and hi s German/ Russi an background made hi m a useful source
of information. Wien Hitler cane to power, Ustinov began to work
strenuously agai nst the Nazis. He approached Robert Vansittart, a
prom nently anti-Nazi Foreign Ofice diplomat, offering to work for
British Intelligence. He claimed to be in contact with Baron Wl fgang
zu Putlitz, then a First Secretary at the German Enbassy in London, who
he said was secretly working against the Nazis. Ustinov was recruited
by M5, and began to obtain high-grade intelligence fromzu Putlitz
about the true state of German rearmanment. It was pricel ess
intelligence, possibly the npst inportant hunman-source intelligence
Britain received in the prewar period. After meeting zu Putlitz,
Ustinov and he used to dine with Vansittart and Churchill, then in the
wi | derness, to brief themon the intelligence they had gai ned. Zu
Putlitz becane sonmething of a second son to the urbane English

di pl omat. Even after the outbreak of war Ustinov continued neeting zu
Putlitz, by now working in Holland as an Air Attache. Finally in 1940
zu Putlitz learned that the Gestapo were closing in and he decided to
defect. Once nore Ustinov traveled into Holland and, at great persona
risk, led zu Putlitz to safety.

| took a taxi over to Ustinov's flat in Kensington, expecting to neet a
hero of the secret world living in honorable retirenent. In fact,
Ustinov and his wife were sitting in a dingy flat surrounded by piles
of ancient, |eather-bound books. He was maki ng ends neet by selling off
his fast-dimnishing library.

Despite the hardship, Ustinov was thrilled by ny visit. He remai ned a
pl ayer of the Great Gane down to his fingertips. Two small gl asses and



a bottle of vodka appeared, and he began to pore over the plans | had
brought with me fromthe office. He was a round old man with a
guttural, polyglot accent, and a sharp eye for the real interests of
the Soviet diplomats in Kensington Park Gardens.

"The real danger, ny friend, is that they will sell the gift, rather
than display it, if it is too valuable," he intoned in a know ng voi ce.
"These are Bol sheviks - men of orthodox tastes. A silver effigy of

Lenin, or nodel of the Krenmlin. These perhaps will be nore sacred to
t hem "
A bust of Lenin was unsuitable, | explained, because the snooth

contours of Madinmr Ilyich's skull were too rounded to be sure of
reflecting sound waves. But a nodel Kremin offered possibilities. It
woul d be easy to conceal the right type of concave indentations in the
conpl ex architecture of the synbol of Mther Russia. Klop Ustinov saw
t he whol e operation as a piece of rich theater and offered to pay a
visit to the Anbassador to gather nore direct evidence of his tastes.

As the vodka took hold we began to talk of old times. He was an old
man, but his nmenory was still fresh. Tears began to wet his cheeks as
he told nme the story of what he and zu Puflitz had done for the
country. Finally his reserve broke.

"I do these things, Peter, and they leave ne here. My wife and I|..
pennil ess. "

"But what about your pension?" | asked.

"Pension? | have no pension,” he flashed back bitterly. "Wen you work
for themyou never think about the future, about old age. You do it for
love. And when it cones tine to die, they abandon you."

| sat silent. It seemed scarcely credible to me that such a nan could
be left in such circunstances, forced alnpbst to beg. | wanted to ask
hi m why Churchill or Vansittart had forgotten him but |I felt it would
only wound himnore. Ustinov drank and conposed hinsel f.

"But it was fun," he said finally. He poured nore vodka with an

unst eady hand. There was silence for a nonent, and then he spoke again
"My boy. He is an actor." He pointed to a picture of young Peter on the
mant el pi ece. "Do you have children, Peter?" |I told himl had three, two
girls and a young boy.

"Tell himnot to join, then," he said quietly. "I would not want ny boy
to join this game of ours. The gentlenen run the business, and
gent| emren have short menories..."

Al nmost as soon as it arrived, his bitterness nelted away. He asked
about the office, about Guy Liddell, Dick Wite, and Ml col m Cunmi ng,
all of whom had been closely involved with himduring the wartine
years. Finally, as | ate-afternoon darkness closed in on the room |
left. We shook hands and he returned alone to the vodka and his piles
of books.



| was too drunk that night to do anything other than go hone. But the
next norning | tackled Cumring on the subject. He | ooked enbarrassed.

"But I'msure we sorted his pension out years ago," he barked in a
voi ce | ouder than usual. "Good God, poor Klop. I'll see Dick
st rai ght away. "

Furt her questioning was pointless. Wwo precisely had been to blane for
forgetting Klop Ustinov was |l ost in the chase around the nul berry bush
of responsibility, an occupation nuch favored by bureaucrats when
oversi ghts are discovered. Ustinov did get his pension, although I
never saw himagain after that neeting. Not |ong afterward he di ed. But
at least his widow had the benefit of it. The silver Kremin operation
soon petered out, overruled by the Foreign Ofice. In truth nmy heart
went out of it that afternoon in Kensington. But | |earned a | esson |
never forgot: that M5 expects its officers to remain |oyal unto the
grave, w thout necessarily offering loyalty in return

But in the main, the 1950s were years of fun, and A Branch a pl ace of

i nfectious |aughter. As Hugh Wnterborn always said: "M5 is a great
life, if you can stand the excitenent!" Like the tinme when we were
fitting listening devices in a safe house next door to the Hungarian
Enbassy. | clinbed onto the roof to install an aerial and was seen by a
nei ghbor, who reported seeing a burglar on the prowl. Wthin ten

m nutes the police were knocking at the door, acconpani ed by the

nei ghbor, and pandenoni um rei gned. Here we were, surrounded by the

[ atest l|istening technol ogy, receivers and cabl es spread across the
floor. Wnterborn desperately lifted the floorboards and began to
shovel tens of thousands of pounds' worth of equi pnent underneath. The
knocki ng got |ouder. Then burly shoul ders began to force the front
door. They were clearly convinced by the noise that a burglary was in
progress. Finally, everything was relatively shipshape, and | opened

t he door sheepishly and explained that | was doing sone authorized

| at e-ni ght renovations for the owner. | gave the policenman a nunber to
ring to confirmthe fact. It was the | ocal Special Branch nunber.

Even funnier was the tine we did a simlar job against the Polish
Enbassy in Portland Street. The house next door was tenporarily enpty,
and A2 obtained access to install a series of microphones. Hugh

Wnterborn and | led a teamof twelve officers fromA Branch. Silence
was inperative because we knew that the target prenises were
per manently manned near the party wall. | made a trenendous fuss

insisting that everyone renove his shoes to avoid nmaki ng noi se on the
bare fl oorboards. W worked nonstop for four hours in the freezing
cold. Al the floorboards on the first floor had been raised and | was
patiently threading the cables along the void between the joists. After
a tine one of the | eads becane tangled on a split joist. Unable to

cl ear the obstruction by hand, | began to ease nyself down until one
foot was resting on a masonry nail sticking out fromone side of a
joist. Just as | was inching toward the tangled cable, the nail gave
way, and | plunged through the ceiling below. A |large section of
ceiling crashed fourteen feet to the floor below, reverberating around
Portland Place |like a wartine bonb. The noi se and dust subsi ded,

| eaving nme wedged tightly up to my waist in the hole in the ceiling.
For a nmonent there was total silence.



"Good thing we renoved our shoes," quipped Wnterborn dryly as |aughter
began to echo around the enpty buil ding.

Luckily the neighbors nmust have been asl eep, because no policenmen
arrived. Leslie Jagger quickly repaired the |lath work, replastering and
repai nting the damage before norning with his quick-drying materials.
"Cl ose shave, that one, Peter,"” he said as he applied the final Iick of
paint. "If you'd cone through the ornanmental rose we'd have been

absol utely buggered. ™

But accidents like these were rare occurrences. In the main, M5

t echni cal operations becane, under Hugh and me, highly professional, in
sharp contrast to M6 activities in the sane field. M6, in the md
1950s, never settled for a disaster if calamty could be found instead.
The best example | ever heard concerned one of their training
operations. They placed a junior officer in an M6 flat, and detailed
another teamof recruits to find and interrogate him M5 were al ways
routinely inforned about these operations in case anything went w ong.

One afternoon A2 got a phone call from M6 pleading for help. The M6
search party had apparently m scounted the floors of the apartnent

bl ock where their target was holed up. They picked the | ock of the flat
one fl oor above, and proceeded to go to work on the man inside. He, of
course, protested his innocence, but believing this to be part of the
ruse, the search party consulted the M6 textbook marked "persuasion,"”
and went to work as only enthusiastic amateurs can. By the tinme they
had finished, the man was stripped naked and singing like a bird. He
was, in reality, a jewel thief, who had recently pulled off a dianond
robbery. He produced the baubles still in his possession, obviously
believing that his captors were visitors froma vengeful underworld.

Hugh Wnterborn split his sides |aughing as the unfortunate M6 officer
begged for advice on what to do with the jewel thief, the dianmonds, and
a wecked flat. In the end the thief was given two hours to nmake for
the Continent and Leslie Jagger went over to the flat and repaired the
damage.

After | had been in A2 for two or three years, M6 began to call on ne
to help themplan their technical operations. | never much enjoyed
working with M 6. They invariably planned operations which, frankly,
stood little chance of technical success. They were al ways | ooking for
a successor to the Berlin Tunnel - something on the epic scale which
woul d have the Anericans thirsting to share in the product. But they
never found it, and in the process failed to build a sensible bedrock
of smaller successes. There was, too, a senseless bravado about the way
t hey behaved which | felt often risked the security of the operations.
In Bonn, for instance, we were planning a DEWWRM styl e operation on
t he Russi an Embassy conpound.

Local M6 station officers wandered onto the site and even, on one
occasi on, engaged the KGB security guards in casual conversation. It
made for good dining-out stories, but contributed little to the weekly
mnisterial intelligence digests. The fool hardi ness was invariably
punctuated by flights of absurd ponposity. In Bonn | nmade the perfectly
sensi bl e suggestion that we should use German cable so that if the



operation were discovered M6 could disown it and blame it on the |oca
intelligence service.

"Good Lord, Peter! W can't do that," gushed the M6 station chief with
his nose in the air. "It wouldn't be ethical."

Ethics, so far as | could ascertain, were displayed by M6 purely for
VWi tehall or M5 consunption. In fact M6, under its chief, Sir John
Sinclair, had beconme a virtual liability. It still refused to face up
to the appalling consequences of Philby's being a Soviet spy. It was
operating in the nodern world with 1930s attitudes and 1930s personne
and equipnent. It was little surprise to ne when they stunbled, in
April 1956, into their greatest blunder of all, the Crabbe affair

The Sovi et | eaders Khrushchev and Bul ganin paid a visit to Britain on
the battl eshi p ORDZHONI KI DZE, docki ng at Portsmouth. The visit was
designed to i nprove Angl o-Soviet relations at a sensitive time. M5
deci ded to operate agai nst Khrushchev in his rooms at C aridge's Hotel
Normal ly C aridge's has pernmanent Special Facilities installed on the
hot el tel ephone system because so many visitors stay there who are of
interest to M5. But we knew t he Russians were sending a team of
sweepers in to check Khrushchev's suite before he arrived, so we
decided it was the right tinme to use for the first time the specially
nodi fi ed SF whi ch John Tayl or had developed in the Dollis Hil
Laboratory. The new SF did not require a washer to be fitted, so it was
virtual ly undetectable. The tel ephone could be activated over short

di stances using shortwave hi gh-frequency negacycles. W set the SF
activation up in an office of the Grosvenor Estates near Claridge's. It
wor ked perfectly. Throughout Khrushchev's visit his room was
permanently covered. In fact, the intelligence gathered was worthl ess.
Khrushchev was far too canny a bird to discuss anything of value in a
hotel room | remenber sitting up on the seventh floor with a
transcriber translating |loosely for ne. W |istened to Khrushchev for
hours at a tine, hoping for pearls to drop. But there were no clues to
the I ast days of Stalin, or to the fate of the K@ henchnan Beri a.

I nstead, there were |ong nonol ogues from Khrushchev addressed to his
val et on the subject of his attire. He was an extraordinarily vain man
He stood in front of the mirror preening hinmself for hours at a tineg,
and fussing with his hair parting. | recall thinking that in Eden
Khrushchev had found the perfect match. Both were thoroughly
unscrupul ous nen, whose only interest lay in cutting a dash on the
wor | d st age.

But while M5 were discreetly buggi ng Khrushchev, M6 | aunched a

bot ched operati on agai nst the ORDZHONI KI DZE. The operation was run by
the M6 London Station, comanded by Nicholas Elliott, the son of the
former headmaster of Eton. M6 wanted to neasure the propeller of the
Russi an battl eship, because there was confusion in the Admralty as to
why she was able to travel so nmuch faster than had originally been
estimated by Naval Intelligence. Elliott arranged for a frogman, the
unfortunate Conmmander "Buster" Crabbe, to take on the assignnent.

In fact, this was not the first tine M6 had attenpted this operation
A year before, they tried to investigate the hull of the ORDZHON Kl DZE
while she was in port in the Soviet Union. They used one of the X-Craft
m dget submarines which M6 kept down in Stokes Bay. These had dry
conpartnents to enable a diver to get in and out and were snall enough



to pass undetected into inshore waters. A Naval frogman had attenpted
to enter the harbor, but security was too tight and the m ssion was
aborted.

The second attenpt in Portsmouth ended in disaster. Crabbe was
overwei ght and overage. He di sappeared, although a headl ess body which
was | ater washed up was tentatively identified as his. John Henry, M6
London Station's Technical Oficer, had informed me that M6 were

pl anni ng the Crabbe operation, and I told Cunming. He was doubtfu
about it fromthe start. It was a typical piece of M6 adventurism
ill-conceived and badly executed. But we all kept our fingers crossed.
Two days later a panic-stricken John Henry arrived in Cunming' s office
telling us that Crabbe had di sappeared.

"I told N cholas not to use Buster; he was heading for a heart attack
as it was," he kept saying.

We were highly skeptical of the heart attack theory, but there was no
time for speculation. The secret M6 parlor game was at risk of
becom ng enbarrassingly public. Crabbe and his M6 acconplice had
signed into a local hotel under their own names.

"There'll be a fearful rowif this comes out,"
all be for the pavilion!"

shapped Cunmm ng. "We'l

Cunmi ng buzzed through to Dick Wiite's office and asked to see him

i mediately. We all trooped upstairs, Dick was sitting at his desk.
There was no hint of a welconming snile. H's charmhad all but deserted
him and the years of schoolnaster training cane to the fore.

"The Russi ans have just asked the Admiralty about the frogman, and
they've had to deny any knowl edge. I'mafraid it |ooks to ne rather as
if the lid will cone off before too long," he said tersely.

"John, how on earth did you get yourself into this ness?" he asked with
sudden exasperati on.

Henry was chastened, but explained that the Navy had been pressing them
for nmonths for details of the ORDZHON KI DZE' S propel | er

"You know what Eden is like," he said bitterly, "one mnute he says you
can do sonething, the next minute not. W thought it was an acceptable
risk to take."

Wi te | ooked unconvi nced. He snoothed his tenples. He shuffled his
papers. The clock ticked gently in the corner. Telltal e signs of panic
oozed fromevery side of the room

"W nust do everything we can to help you, of course," he said, finally
breaki ng the painful silence. "I will go and see the PMthis evening,
and see if | can head the thing off. In the nmeantine, Malcolmw Il put
A2 at your disposal."

A thankful John Henry retreated fromthe room Cummi ng tel ephoned the
CID in Portsnouth and arranged for the hotel register to be sanitized.
W nt erborn and Henry rushed down to Portsnmouth to clear up any | oose

ends. But it was not enough to avert a scandal. That night Khrushchev



made a public conplaint about the frogman, and a humliated Eden was
forced to nake a statenent in the House of Commopns.

The intelligence community in London is like a small village in the
Hone Counties. Mst people in the senior echel ons know each other at

| east well enough to drink with in their clubs. For sone weeks after
the Crabbe affair, the village humred in anticipation at the inevitable
reckoni ng whi ch everyone knew to be com ng. As one of the few people

i nside M5 who knew about the Crabbe affair before it began, | kept ny
head down on John Henry's advi ce.

"There's blood all over the floor,'' he confided to me shortly
afterward. "We've got Edward Bridges in here tearing the place apart."

Shortly after this, Cummng strode into ny office one norning | ooking
genui nel y upset.

"Dick's leaving," he nmuttered. "They want himto take over M6."

The decision to appoint Dick Wiite as Chief of M6 was, | believe, one
of the nobst inmportant m stakes made in postwar British Intelligence
history. There were few signs of it in the md-1950s, but M5, under
his control, was taking the first faltering steps along the path of
noder ni zati on. He knew the necessity for change, and yet had the
reverence for tradition which would have enabled himto acconplish his
obj ectives wi thout disruption. He was, above all, a counterintelligence
of ficer, alnmost certainly the greatest of the twentieth century,
perfectly trained for the Director-Ceneral's chair. He knew t he peopl e,
he knew t he problens, and he had a vision of the sort of effective
count er espi onage organi zati on he wanted to create. Instead, just as his
wor k was begi nni ng, he was noved on a politician's whimto an

organi zation he knew little about, and which was profoundly hostile to
his arrival. He was never to be as successful there as he had been in
M 5.

But the | oss was not just M5's. The principal problemin postwar
British Intelligence was the |ack of clear thinking about the relative
role of the various Intelligence Services. In the post-inperial era
Britain required, above all, an efficient donestic Intelligence

organi zation. M6, particularly after the energence of GCHQ was quite
simply of less inportance. But noving Dick Wite to M6 bolstered its
position, stunted the energence of a rationalized Intelligence
conmunity, and condenmed the Service he left to ten years of neglect.
Had he stayed, M5 would have energed fromthe traumas of the 1960s and
1970s far better equipped to tackle the challenges of the 1980s.

The departure was conducted with indecent haste. A collection was
swiftly arranged. The takings were enornmous, and he was presented with
an Ad English Silver set at a party held in the M5 canteen. It was an
enoti onal occasion. Those who knew Dick well, and at that time | was
not anmong them clained that he agonized over whether to nove across to
M 6, perhaps realizing that he was leaving his life's work undone. Dick
was nearly crying when he nade his speech. He tal ked of the prewar

days, and the bonds of friendship which he had fornmed then. He thanked
Cunming for encouraging himto join the Ofice, and he talked with
pride of the triunphs of the war years. He wished us well and made his
final bequest.



"l sawthe Prine Mnister this afternoon, and he assured nme that he had

the wel |l -being of our Service very nuch at heart. | am pleased to
announce that he has appointed my Deputy, Roger Hollis, as ny successor
as proof of his faith in this organization. | amsure that you wll

agree with me that the Service could not be in safer hands."

The tall, slightly stooping figure in the pinstripe suit came forward
to shake Dick Wiite's hand. The era of el egance and nodernization had
ended.

-7 -

Roger Hollis was never a popular figure in the office. He was a dour
uninspiring man with an of f-putting authoritarian manner. | mnust
confess | never liked him But even those who were well disposed
doubted his suitability for the top job. Hollis, |ike Cumming, had
forged a close friendship with Dick Wiite in the prewar days. For al
his brilliance, Dick always had a tendency to surround hinself with
less able nen. | often felt it was latent insecurity, perhaps wanting
the contrast to throw his talents into sharper relief. But while Hollis
was brighter by a good margin than Cunming, particularly in the
bureaucratic arts, | doubt whether even Dick saw himas a man of vision
and intellect.

Hollis believed that M5 should remain a snmall security support

organi zation, collecting files, maintaining efficient vetting and
protective security, without straying too far into areas |ike
count er espi onage, where active measures needed to be taken to get
results, and where choices had to be confronted and ni stakes could be
made. | never heard Hollis express views on the broad policies he
wanted M5 to pursue, or ever consider adapting M5 to neet the

i ncreasing tenpo of the intelligence war. He was not a man to think in
that kind of way. He had just one sinple aim which he doggedly pursued
t hroughout his career. He wanted to ingratiate the Service, and
hinself, with Wiitehall. And that neant ensuring there were no

nm st akes, even at the cost of having no successes.

Hollis grew up in Sonerset, where his father had been the Bi shop of
Taunton. After public school (difton) and Oxford, he travel ed
extensively in China before joining M5 in the late 1930s. During the
war he specialized in Conmunist affairs, as Assistant Director of F
Branch. Under Sillitoe, Hollis was pronmpbted to Director of C Branch

whi ch gave himresponsibility for all fornms of vetting and protective
security, such as docunent classification and the installation of
security systens on all governnent buildings. Hollis' service in C
Branch accounted for the inportance he accorded this work when he |ater
becanme Director- General

VWhen Di ck White succeeded Sillitoe as DG in 1953, he appointed Hollis
as his Deputy. On the face of it, it was a sensible appointnent. Wile
Dick did the thinking and the planning, Hollis would provide the solid
administrative skills which Dick often [acked. Hollis, during the tinme
| knew hi mas Deputy, never struck me as an anbitious man. He had

al ready risen beyond his expectations, and seened happy to serve out
the rest of his career as Dick Wiite's hatchet man and confidant. The



only notable itemof information comonly known about this excessively
secretive man was his long-standing affair with his secretary, an
anbitious girl who, when Dick Wiite suddenly left for M6, noved into
the Director-Ceneral's office with a good deal nore enthusiasmthan
Roger Hollis. Hollis, | suspect, always knew his linmitations, and, once
appoi nted, sought to cover themby relying on the rigid exercise of
authority. The inevitable result was a quick sappi ng of whatever
goodwi I | people held for himin the early days of his conmrand.

Hollis took over at a tinme of unprecedented collapse in relations
between the various British Intelligence Services. There had al ways
been tensions between M5 and M6, dating back to the earliest years.
But they had energed fromWrld War Il as partners for the first tine
in a coordinated intelligence bureaucracy, along with the newy forned
GCHQ which was responsible for all forns of communications and signals
intelligence. (For an account of this, see SECRET SERVI CE by

Chri stopher Andrew. ) But within ten years this close and effective

rel ati onship had al nost entirely disintegrated. M6 were deeply hostile
to M5 as a result of what they saw as unjustified attenpts by M5 to
neddl e in the Philby affair. Mreover, the entire organization viewed
Eden' s appointnment of Dick White in place of Sinclair as a norta

i nsul t.

The nost serious |ack of |iaison was undoubtedly that between M5 and
GCHQ During the war M5 worked extrenely closely with its own signals
intelligence organization, the Radio Security Service (RSS) on the
Doubl e Cross System The RSS intercepted and broke the ciphers used by
the German Intelligence Service, the Abwehr, enabling M5 to arrest
incom ng Gernan spies as they landed in Britain. RSS was run by M6 for
M 5. B Branch then supervised the screening of these agents. Those who
were prepared to cooperate with the British were turned and began
feeding false radio reports back to the Germans. Those who refused were
executed. But the success of any disinformati on operation depends on
being able to nonitor how far your eneny accepts the disinformation you
are feeding him Through the RSS wireless interceptions and the break
into German Arnmed Forces ci phers, ENIGVA, the Twenty Conmittee running
t he Doubl e Cross operation knew precisely how much influence their
deception ploys were having on Gernman nilitary policy.

In the postwar period M5, stripped of their wartine intellectua
elite, showed scant interest in maintaining the signals intelligence
connection. They had, in any case, lost fornmal control of RSS early on
inthe war to M6. But the nost powerful inpedinent was GCHQ, who

j eal ously guarded their nonopoly over all forns of signals and

conmuni cations intelligence. By the tine | joined M5 full-time in
1955, liaison at the working level with GCHQ had dwindled to a neeting
once every six nonths between a single M5 officer and a higher
clerical officer fromGCHQ In February 1956 | attended one of these
nmeetings for the first time. The experience was shattering. Neither

i ndi vi dual seened to appreciate that in the Cold War, as in Wrld War
I, GCHQ had a vital role to play in assisting M5 in its main task of
count erespi onage. Nor did they seemto realize that, as M5 technol ogy
advanced, there mght be ways in which M5 could help GCHQ | began
with a list of suggestions, one of which was checki ng whet her the
Russi ans were listening to Watcher radios. But Bill Collins, the GCHQ
representative, seenmed utterly thrown by this positive approach to
committee work.



"I shall have to take a bit of guidance on that one," he would say, or
"I really don't think we've got the tine to spare for that sort of
t hing. "

| conplained to Cummi ng, but he too seened uninterested.
"It's their turf. Best leave it to them"

The M5 officer in charge of liaison with GCHQ was Freddie Beith, an
energetic agent runner working for D Branch. Hs father was Wl sh and
hi s nmot her Spani sh, which gave hima fervent |ove of rugby and a
volatile Latin tenperanent. He was a fluent German speaker and during
the war he had been involved in the Double Cross System running double
agents in Portugal and Spain. Berth's liaison with GCHQ stenmed from
Operation HALT, which he controlled. HALT began in the early 1950s when
GCHQ asked M5 if they could help obtain intelligence about diplomatic
ci phers being used in London. Beith ran HALT by asking any agent D
Branch recruited inside an enbassy to try to obtain access to the

ci pher room GCHQ hoped that one of Beith's agents night be able to
steal some of the waste cipher tape, which they could then use to
attack the cipher.

Beith threw hinself enthusiastically into the task, but it was
virtually inpossible. C pher roons in nost enbassies, especially Soviet
Bl oc ones, were by far the nost restricted areas in the conmpounds, and
the chances of infiltrating an agent into them was renote.
Neverthel ess, Beith did achi eve one outstanding success in Operation
HALT, when he recruited an agent who worked inside the Czech Enbassy
who had access to the keys to the main cipher safe. Wrking to Leslie
Jagger's commands, the agent took a plasticine inprint of the key. It
was a hi gh-grade Chubb, but by using high-quality plasticine and a
nmcroneter to neasure the indentations with exceptional accuracy,
Jagger was able to nake a copy which fitted the safe. The agent
successfully opened the safe and copied the inconm ng code pads before
they were used to enci pher the Czech diplomatic cipher. For six nonths
GCHQ read the traffic. Then suddenly the codes were changed, and the
agent, inexplicably, was sacked.

Since then Beith had had no success. When | joined, | could see that
there were ways M5 could help the HALT program usi ng technical devices
rather than agents. But Beith was, by his own adm ssion, not a
technical man, and found it difficult to follow ny argunents. But since
he was the only officer allowed to liaise with GCHQ | had to strike
out on ny own if ny ideas were to get a decent hearing. In the end

took Freddie out for a drink one night and asked himif he woul d be
offended if | made an appointnent to go down to GCHQ headquarters at
Chel t enham and see things for nyself.

"Not at all, old nman," said Freddie cheerfully, "you go right ahead.
Al this radio lark is a bit over ny head. The human vices are nore ny
territory."

| made an appointment to see an old friend of mine fromthe Navy,
Freddi e Butler, who worked on GCHQ seni or managenent. | explained to
Butler that | felt the whole systemof M5/ GCHQ |iai son needed a



conplete rethink. Butler arranged for ne to bypass Bill Collins, and
neet the top GCHQ cryptanal ysts, Hugh Al exander and Hugh Denham

Al exander ran GCHQ s H Division, which handl ed cryptanal ysts, ably
assisted by the quiet, studious Denham who eventually succeeded himin
the 1960s. Al exander joined Bletchley Park, GCHQ s prewar forerunner,
at the outbreak of the war and, along with Alan Turing and Gordon

Wel chnman, was primarily responsible for breaking the Enignma codes.
After the war Turing went to Manchester University to design conputers
and tragically died by his own hand after bei ng hounded over his
honosexual ity. Wl chman went to work on advanced conmputers in the USA
Al exander, alone of the three, stayed to pursue a peacetime career in
GCHQ He was a brilliant international chess player, as well as
codebreaker. Despite the intellectual demands of both work and hobby,
Al exander renmi ned on the outside a calm reassuring tweed-clad figure.
Yet | amsure that the mental contortions in the end told on him He
spent all his Iife quietly in the country, he never snopked or drank
and then suddenly died of cancer at a conmparatively early age.

| told Al exander and Denham that | had been indoctrinated into
Operation HALT, and felt M5 could contribute nuch nore to GCHQ s wor k.
| expl ained that trenmendous advances had been nmade in M5 technol ogy
since the Brundrett Conmittee was forned in 1949, especially in the
field of new mcrophones. It mght be possible, | suggested, to obtain
HALT intelligence through technical neans, rather than using agents, a
nmet hod which at the present noment seened destined for continua
failure.

“I"'mnot sure | know nyself precisely how we can help until | have had
a chance to experiment," | continued, "but | amsure that with the new
hi gh-sensitivity mcrophones we have, it nust be possible to get

somet hing out of a ci pher machi ne. They have to be reset every norning
by the cipher clerk. Suppose we could pick up the sound of the new
settings being nmade. Whuldn't that hel p?"

The two cryptanal ysts were supportive as | made ny sonewhat nervous
presentation. They were clearly curious to see for thenselves the first
exanpl e of an unknown species in the Intelligence nmenagerie - an M5
scientist.

"Any help is gratefully received in this departnent,"” said Al exander
"After all, conpared to your organi zation, we are the new boys. W
haven't even finished building yet."

He gestured to the window. In the distance a team of building workers
was installing another line of N ssen huts behind the main GCHQ
conpl ex.

"Qur problemis that our theories are running beyond our conputer
capacity," he went on.

"So many ciphers today we could crack - we know how to crack them W
just don't have sufficiently powerful conputers to do the job. W'l
get them soon, of course, but in the neantine, any help may give us a
shortcut.™



| asked Al exander what the prine target was at the nonent. He | ooked a
little uneasy at ny direct question

"Well, of course, we have many targets, they're constantly updated. JIC
demands, that sort of thing."

"Yes," | persisted, "but if you had to single one out as the nost
i mportant today, which would you choose?"

Al exander shifted in his seat and exchanged gl ances with Denham
"I should say it was the Gyppies,"” said Al exander finally. "The Foreign
O fice have been pushing us for nmonths to get sonething on the cipher
We've got little bits, but it's only now and agai n, and never current
stuff."”

It was spring 1956. Tension between Britain and Egypt was fast
nmounti ng, as Nasser began the nmoves which led to the Suez Crisis later
t hat year.

"What machi ne do they use?"

“"It's a Hagelin," replied Denham referring to a cipher machine
manuf actured by the Swiss firm Crypto AG and nuch favored in the 1950s
by Third World countri es.

| arranged to borrow one of GCHQ s sanple Hagelins, and took it back up
to London in the boot of ny car. | set the machine up with Leslie
Jagger in an M5 safe house in Regent's Park and began experinents to
see if my theory was practical. This Hagelin was a keyboard machi ne,

wi th tape containing the enci phered nessage | eadi ng out from one side.
The principle of the machine was sinple. Seven rotating wheels, powered
by switched currents, autonatically substituted nechanically produced
random figures for whatever was typed into the nachine. Every norning
the cipher clerk operating a Hagelin inside an enbassy reset the wheels
bef ore begi nning transmissions. If any of our microphones coul d detect
t he sounds of these new settings being made, | felt sure that GCHQ
woul d be able to use themto determ ne what is known as the "core
position" of the machine, and fromthere be in a position to attack the
ci pher. Al exander and Denham explained to nme that if we could get the
settings of three, possibly four, wheels of the machine, they would
have broken the cipher

| installed a series of high-sensitivity mcrophones at various

di stances fromthe Hagelin, as well as a probe mcrophone in the wal
behind it. Each mi crophone was connected in turn to an oscilloscope, so
that the sounds it recorded were translated into visual readings.
Leslie Jagger rigged up a filmcanmera to record the oscill oscope

screen. | opened the lid of the Hagelin and carefully reset the wheels,
maki ng a note of the old and new settings. The nmachi ne began to clatter
as it enciphered a streamof dunmy traffic. | sent the results down to

Denham i n Chel tenham for his comrents.

As soon as we got the filnms devel oped, | could see that the
osci |l | oscope readings were firmenough to provide sone clue to the
Hagel i n machi ne settings. They al so produced evidence of the setting of
at least three wheels out of seven. | decided to nmake further



experiments with SATYR equi pnent, which gave a far |ess sensitive
sound. W did detect nmovenments on the wheels, but it was highly
corrupt. | sent the findings down to Cheltenham by courier. The next
day Denham t el ephoned on the scranbled |ine.

"They're marvel ous, Peter," he said. | could tell he was excited. The
di stortion fromthe scranbl e made hi m sound positively lunatic.

"The acoustic m crophones are best. W can get two, maybe even three
wheel s out using those readings. The radio one isn't so good, but |
think, given tine, we nmght be able to make sonething of it."

The Iine fractured under a haze of static.
"When can we go into action with it?" he shouted down the line.
"As soon as you've got the ministerial clearance,"” | replied.

The next day GCHQ sent Ray Frawl ey fromthe planning staff up to
London. Frawl ey was an astute, practical man, bridging the gap between
the intellectual brilliance of A exander and Denham and t he

adm ni strative demands of a huge spraw ing organization |ike GCHQ
Frawl ey was a radi cal atheist who believed that one day nankind woul d
be coupled directly to conputers. Dangerous irrationality would be
bani shed forever. It was rather a childlike ideal for a nman to hold in
the grimyears of the Cold War, but he and | becane cl ose col | eagues
even though | remmined at heart an irrationalist, believing in the
sudden burst of inspiration or intuition to solve a problem

As soon as Wnterborn, Frawl ey, and | sat down to plan the operation
agai nst the Egyptians we realized that the best way was the sinplest
way. | checked with the Post Ofice Investigations Unit and obtained a
conplete list of all telephone installations in the Enbassy. There
appeared to be one either inside or very close to the cipher conpl ex,
so we decided to install Special Facilities on the tel ephone and use
the m crophone to capture the sounds of the cipher machi ne. The Post
Ofice faulted the phone systemand we waited for the Egyptians to cal

in the Post Office. | arranged to go in nyself, disguised as an
engi neer, with the nan who would install the SF device on the tel ephone
receiver. | wanted the chance to | ook over the roomin case any waste

ci pher material was |ying around.

The next norning | net the Post Ofice teamover at St. Paul's and we
drove over to the Enbassy in their van. The security was tight at the
Enbassy door and we were escorted fromroomto room The cipher room
was in an annex, the Hagelin clattering away inside. Three cipher
clerks were busy operating the tel ex machi nes and processing the

di plomatic cables. | |ooked carefully for any signs of spare tape
waste, but the section seened well organized and tidy. One of the

cl erks cane out and engaged our escort in animted conversation. After
a while he went back in and turned the machi nes off. When he reappeared
he cane over to nme and gesticulated toward the tel ephone. He could
speak no English, but through sign | anguage | understood that he wanted
nme to nove the tel ephone closer to his seat near the machine. Scarcely
able to believe our luck, | began to extend the cable, slowy turning
nmy back on himso that the engineer could slip the snall washer into
the receiver to nodify it for SF. | placed the tel ephone back on top of



his desk, not nore than two feet fromthe Hagelin machine. The clerk
tapped it, and grinned at nme broadly. | grinned back, but sonehow I
felt we were not quite sharing the sane joke.

| hurried back fromthe Egyptian Enbassy to the seventh floor to
nonitor the sounds fromthe receiver. It seened at first to be an

el ectroni ¢ haze, but after sonme fine tuning the clatter of the Hagelin
was clearly audible. M5 arranged a special link dowmn to GCHQ and
every norning, as the clerk reset the nachine, GCHQ s H Division

cal cul ated the new settings and read the cipher straight off, a process
known as "l eading the machine." The new techni que of breaking ciphers
by detecting intelligence about the nmachi nes through technica

surveill ance becane known by the code word ENGULF. It was a vita

br eakt hr ough. The conbi ned M 5/ GCHQ operati on enabled us to read the
Egyptian ci pher in the London Enbassy throughout the Suez Crisis. The
Egyptians used four different key ciphers worl dw de, and by nounting
operations agai nst their enbassi es abroad using the sane ENGULF

techni que, we were able to break into nmost of the other channels. The
operation agai nst the Egyptian ci pher was a trenmendous success for M5.
It cane at a time when M6 had conspicuously failed in their efforts to
provide intelligence. Virtually their entire network in Egypt was
rounded up and arrested on Nasser's instructions at an early stage in
the crisis, and their only contribution was a bungled attenpt to
assassi nate Nasser.

For Hollis, who had stepped into the Director-Ceneral's chair just as
the Suez Crisis reached boiling point, the triunph could not have been
better timed. It gave hima solid achievenent in those crucial first
few nonths. In the |ight of later events, | always thought it ironic
that it was I who had given it to him

The single nost inportant intelligence which we derived fromthe cipher
break was a continuous account of Egyptian/ Soviet discussions in
Moscow, details of which were relayed into the Egyptian Enbassy in
London direct fromthe Egyptian Anbassador in Mbscow. The information
fromthis channel convinced the Joint Intelligence Conmittee (JIC) that
the Soviet Union were indeed serious in their threat to become involved
in the Suez Crisis on the Egyptian side. One nessage was particularly
influential. It detailed a neeting between the Soviet Foreign M nister
and the Egyptian Anbassador in which the Russians outlined their
intentions to nobilize aircraft in preparation for a confrontation with
Britain. The panic provoked by this cable, which was handed straight to
the JIC, did as nuch as anything to pronpt Eden into wi thdrawal .
Simlarly, since all GCHQ product was shared with its Anmerican
counterpart, the National Security Agency (NSA), the intelligence, | am
sure, did play an inportant part in shaping Anerican pressure on
Britain to end the crisis.

Soon after the SF was installed inside the Egypti an Enbassy we nearly

| ost the whol e operation. The Russians, anxious to bestow client status
on Egypt as the Suez Crisis deepened, sent a team of Russian sweepers
to sanitize their London Embassy of any bugs or nicrophones. It was the
sort of friendly gesture the Russians |oved to bestow, enabling themto
pi ck up useful intelligence for thenselves at the sane time. Qur static
observati on post overl ooking the entrance of the Egyptian Enbassy
detected the Russian sweepers as soon as they entered the building. |
was called up to the seventh floor to nmonitor their progress in the



ci pher section. | listened helplessly as they entered the cipher room
They started with the fuse box and then began el ectronically sweeping
the walls and ceilings with large instrunents which | ooked |ike neta
detectors. The nicrophone thunped om nously as a Russian hand picked up
t he t el ephone and began to unscrew the bottom There was a nuffled
pause, and then the sound of the tel ephone being reassenbl ed. Hugh

W nterborn breathed a sigh of relief.

At the tine we knew that the Russians had discovered the SF and woul d
renove it if they found it, but they didn't! If the Russians knew about
SF, which they did, and were so wary of it, for instance in the Russian
Enbassy, why had they overlooked it in the Egyptian Enbassy? It would
suit themnot to alert us to the fact that they knew about SF, so that
we woul d continue to use it. They could, after all, have sent
intelligence via their own cipher circuit, Mscow London, and handed

t he nmessage over to the Egyptians in London. This would have been

unbr eakabl e. But | believe that there was another reason. The Russi ans
wanted us to read the signals of their resolve in the Suez Crisis
correctly. They did not want us to assune they were bluffing. The best
way of ensuring we took their posture seriously would be if we obtained
intelligence about it from an uni npeachabl e source, for instance froma
secret cable. It was ny first insight into the conplexities of Soviet

di si nformati on.

After the Suez Crisis had collapsed, | began to pester GCHQ again with
suggestions of future cooperation. But they seemed to want relations to
drift back to the languid state they were in before. And GCHQ while
happy to take the results of ENGULF, were unwilling to step up their
help, in return, for M5. In short, they did not mind M5 working for
them so long as the arrangenment was not reciprocal

| felt that GCHQ had a major role to play in helping M5 confront the
Sovi et espi onage networks in the UK by tackling Soviet spy
conmmuni cati ons. The Russian Intelligence Service has always favored
running really sensitive operations "illegally," using agents who
operate entirely independently of the "legal" Enbassy Intelligence

O ficers, communicating with Mbscow Center by using their own radio
transmtters. | felt sure that if we devoted effort to tracing and

| oggi ng these transm ssions we mght get a break which could | ead us
right into the heart of the Soviet Intelligence apparatus. | wanted
GCHQ to provide M5 with the service that we had received from RSS
during the war, of continuous nonitoring of illegal radi o broadcasts to
and fromthe UK. It seenmed to ne to be straightforward conmon sense
But GCHQ were devoting a paltry one and a half radio positions to
taking this traffic. It was a pathetic effort, and no anount of

per suasi on coul d make them devote nore.

Shortly after the first ENGULF Qperation agai nst the Egyptian cipher
went to Canada to plan Operati on DEWWORM Toward the end of the trip
Terry Cuernsey, the head of RCWMP Counterespi onage, asked nme to study an
RCMP case which had recently ended in nysterious circunmstances. During
this review | ran across a detail which convinced ne beyond any doubt
that GCHQ had to be forced to change their nind. Guernsey showed ne
into a private room Sitting on the table were three volunmes of files
mar ked KEYSTONE. The KEYSTONE case began in 1952, when a Russian
entered Canada under a fal se nane, intent on devel opi ng cover as an
illegal agent for the KG@. In fact, his eventual destination was the



USA, but the KGB often send their illegals into Canada first to
establish for thenselves a secure "legend," or false identity, before
goi ng across the border. But soon after the illegal, code-named G deon
by the RCMP, arrived in Canada he fell in love with a woman. It was
strictly against K& rules, and it wasn't |ong before G deon devel oped
doubts about his m ssion

Eventual |y G deon was ordered by Mdscow Center to nmake plans for his
em gration to the USA. He managed to persuade themthat it was too
risky, and the em gration plan was aborted. Instead he was appointed
the K@ illegal resident in Canada, responsible for running other
illegal agents throughout Canada. The new responsibilities were
arduous. G deon, who was in any case a lazy man, had to spend | ong
hours receiving nessages on his radio, and to make endl ess j ourneys

t hr oughout Canada to collect intelligence. G deon began to fall behind
on his schedule, and was bullied by his controllers. Finally he decided
to confess everything to his |over and together they decided to
approach the RCWP

Terry Guernsey, with his instinctive feel for the inportance of the
case, immedi ately decided to run G deon on as a doubl e agent, rather
than accept himas a defector. The decision seemed well justified when
G deon was given control of an illegal agent working for the Russians
on the Canadian Avro Arrow Aircraft program For a year the RCW
nonitored G deon as if he were a | aboratory speci nen. The wor ki ngs of
Soviet illegals were virtually unknown in the West. Guernsey carefully
| ogged the tradecraft the Russians used for G deon, the way he was
instructed to gather intelligence, the dead | etter drops he used; nost
i mportant of all, the RCWP nonitored all his coded radio
conmuni cat i ons.

Everything went well until the sumrer of 1955, when suddenly G deon was
recalled to Russia by his controller for extensive debriefing. After
initial hesitation, the double agent decided to make the journey. He
never returned. The RCMP waited for nonths and years for a sign that

G deon had survived. But they heard nothing. After a while,

transm ssions from Moscow to Canada began again on G deon's cipher
suggesting that a replacenent agent had arrived, but nonths of
fruitless searching by the RCMP failed to uncover him The case, which
had prom sed so much in its early stages, was finally cl osed down by a
weary Quernsey. He was convinced that something serious had gone w ong
in the case, but it was inpossible to put a finger on what it was,

still less investigate it. Bennett, his assistant, was convinced that

G deon had fallen under Russian control and that the case was being run
on to deceive the RCWP

Reading the files it was clear to ne the case bore all the hall nmarks of
Russian interference froman early stage, but beyond that there was
little I could suggest. Then | cane across a detail in the case which
struck a chord. Al though G deon was an illegal agent, the Russians
still required himto nake very occasional neetings with a |ega

di pl omat fromthe Russian Enbassy, alnost certainly the Illegal Support
O ficer. The probable reason for these neetings was that the KGB

beli eved G deon to be such a difficult and unreliable agent that only
face-to-face nmeetings woul d ensure he was kept on the right track
Duri ng one of these neetings, which were covered by the RCMP, a furious
row broke out between G deon and his controller. G deon had been



m ssing his broadcasts from Mbscow and failing to respond. G deon
claimed that he had been unable to receive the nessages on his radio
set because the atnospheric conditions were too bad. H's K& controller
was totally uninpressed. He handed G deon a detailed |ist of the

transm ssions he had mssed, conplete with their tines and duration

and nade it clear he knew G deon was |ying. Although the Russian never
specifically mentioned the fact, it was obvious to nme that he rnust have
been monitoring the broadcasts sent to G deon inside the Enbassy.

| read the report of this neeting again and again to ensure that | had
understood it correctly. As | turned the crisp pages of the file

began to realize that if the K@ Illegal Support Oficer in Canada
nonitored transm ssions from Moscow, it was at |east possible that his
counterpart in the London Enbassy woul d be doing the sane thing. If
GCHQ coul d be persuaded to operate flat out agai nst the Enbassy we

m ght be able to identify the transm ssions, even perhaps tentatively
identify the Illegal Support Oficer by correlating his novenents

agai nst those of the transm ssions. Once we had done that we would be
in a position to put himunder total surveillance in an effort to catch
hi m meeting his agents.

As soon as | got back to London | raised the whole question wi th GCHQ
They listened patiently as | pleaded for nore effort. But | was
operating on my own. There was no great enthusiasmfor the venture
inside M5 either, and although GCHQ did agree to provide a few nore
positions to nmonitor broadcasts, it was nothing |ike enough. |
suggested GCHQ mount a major effort to locate receivers inside the
Russi an Embassy, just as | had earlier done over the Watcher radios.
But once again ny request was deenmed unpractical and the subject was
soon lost in the dense undergrowm h of the intelligence bureaucracy.

The situation remained at stalemate until 1958, when a new case energed
which totally changed the rel ationship between M5 and GCHQ 1In the
process it pitched Hollis into his first internal crisis and introduced
himto a subject which was to dog hi mthroughout his career

| was sitting in ny office poring over the plans for a mcrophone
installation when | received a sunmmons to Hollis' office. He was
sitting in the arnchair at one end of the conference table, holding
several loose files. He | ooked gray and drawn. He notioned ne to the
chair opposite.

"I would like you to help ne with a problem" he said, handing ne a
file. I read the contents swiftly. They were source reports froman
agent nanmed Frantisek Tisler, who evidently worked as a cipher clerk in
the Czech Enmbassy in Washington. Tisler was being run by the FBI, and
they had handed on to M5 itens of his intelligence which related to
British security. Tisler clainmed he had gone back to Czechosl ovakia in
t he sunmer of 1957 and met by chance an old friend, Colonel Pribyl, who
at the tine was also on leave fromhis posting to London as the
Mlitary Attache. They had got drunk and Pribyl told Tisler that he was
running an inportant spy in Britain, a nan naned Li nney, who was
designing sinulators for use in a guided-nissile project for the RAF

It had not taken long for M5 to |locate the spy. Attached to the Tisler
source report was a copy of Linney's Personal File entry in the M5
Regi stry. He was a senior engineer working in the Mles Aircraft



Devel opnent Laboratory at Shorehamin Sussex, where he had total access
to the operational and performance details of the mssiles.

"I don't see the problem sir. Wiy don't we place himunder
surveillance, and arrest hi mwhen he next nakes a neet with Pribyl ?"

"This is the problem" said Hollis grimy, handing ne an additiona
sheet of paper.

It was a letter to Hollis fromJ. Edgar Hoover, the Director of the
FBI, typed on Hoover's personal italicized typewiter. The letter
outlined anot her, much nore serious allegation made by Tisler. He
claimed that Pribyl had also told himthat he knew t he Russians had a
spy inside M5 in London. Pribyl had discovered this when he was
debriefing an inportant agent in a car traveling through the streets of
London. He becane aware that he was being followed by a vehicle, which
he presuned to be an M5 Watcher car, and took evasive action to throw
the car off. Anxious to ensure that the identity of his agent had not
been bl own, he decided to contact his Russian opposite nunber, Col one
Rogov, for help. Rogov told himthat it would take a day or two to
check, but eventually he was able to reassure Pribyl that although a
Wat cher car had followed him it had given up the chase, as they
bel i eved he was just giving a driving lesson to a coll eague. Rogov al so
told himthat he should be aware of the fact that the M5 Watcher
service had recently changed tactics, and instead of openly tailing

di pl omat s as soon as they left their enbassies, they were picking them
up on the bridges across the Thames, where countersurveillance was nore
difficult.

VWen | read the note, | knew i mediately that what Pribyl had | earned
was genui ne. The change in Watcher operations had i ndeed taken pl ace,
largely at my instigation as part of the attenpted nodernization
program The RCMP had been experinmenting with this idea with sone
success. It was called Qperation COVERPO NT. No wonder Hoover insisted
that his letter be delivered by hand via his deputy Al Bel nont, who
refused to neet Hollis inside Leconfield House. The letter was handed
over at a secret neeting in an M5 safe house, and Bel nont flew

strai ght back to Washi ngton i ncognito.

"You can see our problem Peter," said Hollis. "If we nake a nove

agai nst Linney we may blow Tisler, and the FBI are anxious to retain
himin place for as long as possible. And if we try to investigate the
case by other neans, we'll be blown by the Russian source inside the
of fice. Wiatever happens, we nust get to the bottomof this
penetration."

Hollis told ne that for the past three nonths extensive investigations
had been made in the Watcher and \Watcher support services by Ml col m
Cunmi ng and Courtney Young, the head of Russian Counterespionage. It
was felt that the | eak must enanate fromthere, but nothing had been
found. Finally, Hugh Wnterborn had prevailed on Cunming to persuade
Hollis to indoctrinate ne.

"Have you got any ideas, Peter?"

"Only to string up those buggers down at Cheltenham sir!"



"I"'msorry. | don't think I follow .."

| explained to Hollis that | had long held the theory that the Russians
m ght be obtaining intelligence through intercepting and anal yzi ng our
WAt cher communi cati ons.

"My father and | did sonething sinmlar in 1940 on the Sussex Downs. W
tracked signals, and nmanaged to plot the course of the British Fleet as
it went down the Channel. |I'msure that's how Rogov got the
information. It would be relatively easy for themto do it, sir. Just
cross-referencing direction-finding of our signals with the records of
where their own people go would tell thema lot. Basically, they nust

al ways know when we're follow ng them'

| told himthat | had repeatedly pushed GCHQ to conduct thorough tests
to check if receivers were operating inside the Enbassy which
correlated with our own communi cati ons.

"I"'mafraid, sir, it was never high on their list of priorities.”
Hol i s groaned.
"But can you do it, Peter?"

"Yes, | think so. What we've got to do is try to trace em ssions from
t he receiver."

The principle was sinple. Every radi o set contains a |ocal oscillator
to "beat down" the incom ng signal into a fixed frequency which can be
much nore easily filtered. The local oscillator always radiates sound
waves as it operates, and it is these em ssions which reveal the
presence of a receiver.

"You realize, of course, that this is SIANT, sir. Strictly speaking
we're not allowed to do that work. GCHQ wi |l take ny guts for garters
when they find out..."

Hol Iis hunched forward thoughtfully, cupping his hands across his face.
There was a painful silence.

"They would need to be told about the Tisler allegation, of course, if
we brought themin," he said finally. It was the kind of Whitehal
demarcation di spute Hollis understood only too well.

"I could always have a go," | ventured. "If you can square ny back
upstairs with Cheltenham when they find out, at least we'll know one
way or the other about Tisler's source within a few nonths. If we go to
GCHQ it'll take a year or nore to arrange.”

Hollis began to collect the files together into a pile.

"I think that is the best course of action," said Hollis, "Keep ne
i nforned, won't you."

He | ooked at nme squarely.



"OfF course, Peter, you realize what a terrible thing this would be for

the Service, don't you? If it's true. | nean. Quite apart fromthe
effect in Washington. A lot of good work will have been wasted."
“I'ncluding my own," | thought bitterly, angry at nyself for not pushing

CGCHQ harder over the Watcher radios.

As soon as | got back to ny office | contacted Courtney Young and asked
himto send over any intelligence reports he had detailing the types of
el ectroni ¢ equi pnment the Russians had either bought in London or
inmported into the UK since the war. Wirking through the files of
reports | was able to pull together a reasonably accurate picture of
the range and types of receiver the Russians were using inside the
Enbassy. | calcul ated that the probable range of emissions fromtheir

| ocal oscillators was around two hundred yards. That rul ed out
operating fromour static observation posts. But A Branch had been busy
for sone time developing a radio transparent nobile van with plastic
wal I's. | pressed Wnterborn to finish the project as soon as possible.
Wthin a fortnight the van was rigged with an internal power supply and
two receivers, one to detect the emi ssions fromthe Russian | oca
oscillator and the other to confirmthe relationship to the A4
frequency.

One spring day in March 1958, ny assistant Tony Sale and | took the van
out for the first tine. W obtained pernmission to drive it up

Kensi ngton Park Gardens in front of the Enbassy as if we were naking a
delivery to a house nearby. Sale and | sat inside with fingers crossed,
ear phones cl anped over our heads, watching for the faintest flicker out
of the anplifier. W nade two passes. Nothing happened. The static
humred. W drove across to the Consul ate on Bayswater Road and made a
pass along the front of the building. As we neared No. 5, the Russian
prem ses, we began to pick up the faint flutterings of a signal. As |
tuned the receiver we heard a whistle as it encountered the frequency
of the local oscillator. W slowed in front of the front door and the
signal gained rapidly in strength, tailing off as we nade our way up
toward Marble Arch. There was certainly a receiver operating inside the
Enbassy. But was it tuned to the Watcher frequency?

For the next few days we made a series of passes at various different
times of the day and night to try to gain sonme idea of what tinmes the
recei ver inside the Enbassy was in use, and whether there was a
correlation with Watcher radios. It looked as if it were going to be a
| ong, | aborious, inperfect task. Then, by coincidence, as we were
maki ng a pass in front of the Consulate, a Watcher car drove past the
other way, transmitting on the Watcher frequency back to Watcher
headquarters. Inside the van our receiver, which was tuned to the |oca
oscillator inside the Consul ate, squawked | oudly.

"What the hell do you suppose that is?" | asked Tony Sale.

He | ooked up with a quizzical |ook on his face. Then the truth suddenly
dawned on us both. The Watcher car had just handed us the proof we
needed. By transmtting on the Watcher frequency so close to the

Consul ate the Watcher car had overl oaded the input circuit going into

t he Enbassy | ocal oscillator. W had picked up the squawk of pain as
its frequency distorted under the overload. In other words, it was



proof that the receiver inside the Enbassy was tuned to the Watcher
frequency.

The inplications of this new discovery, code-nanmed RAFTER, were
enornous. Not only could we prove beyond any doubt that the Russians
were |istening to our Watcher frequencies; we could also use the sane
techni que to check the frequencies being |listened to on any receiver we
could detect inside the Enbassy. All we needed was to radiate at the
Enbassy and listen for the local oscillator overload. The ideas | had
nursed since reading the KEYSTONE files were finally in a position to
be put into practice. Using RAFTER we coul d detect which broadcasts

fromMscow to illegal agents in the field were being nonitored inside
t he Enmbassy. RAFTER, potentially, offered us a shattering breakthrough
into the hitherto secret world of Soviet illegal comunications.

But whil e RAFTER proved our \WAtcher comuni cations were a mmjor source
of intelligence for the Russians, there was still the question of the
m ssile spy, Linney. Ooviously, the investigation of Linney had to be
done in such a way that our Watcher radios would not give away the

operation. | decided that since radio silence was unrealistic, the best
solution was to drastically change the frequencies of the vehicles
assigned to the operation. | went to see the Mnistry of Defense and

asked to pirate one of their mlitary frequencies, seventy negacycles
away fromthe current Watcher frequency, so that the Linney vehicle
transm ssions would nelt into the mass of other mlitary traffic on
near by wavebands. But first | had to install new crystals in the

Wat cher radio sets so that they could operate on the new frequency.
Every conmuni cations radio contains a crystal which controls the
frequency at which it can receive or transmt. Rather than risk
handling this through M5 channels, | paid a private visit to ny old
coll eague R J. Kenp, the Marconi Chief of Research, and asked himif he
woul d produce the new crystals for me in the Great Baddow Laboratory.
gave hima sanple crystal so he could build one of the correct shape,
and stressed that the new frequency should be held only by himand his
i medi ate assistant. As an additional security precaution, we decided
to mark the new crystals with an entirely different frequency fromthe
actual one used. Wthin three weeks Kenp had produced enough crystals
for a dozen transmtter and receiver units, and they were installed by
the M5 engi neers who nornally handl ed Watcher radios, so as not to
rai se suspicions.

The details of this operation, code-naned LOVEBI RD, were severely
restricted inside M5. Only Wnterborn and | knew the correct frequency
and none of the new radi os were used within range of the Sovi et

Enbassy. The Consul ate receiver was continuously nonitored using
RAFTER, so that we could record how t he Russians behaved during the
operation agai nst Linney. D Branch had al ready extensively analyzed the
nmovenents of Linney and his controller, Pribyl. By conparing the two,

t hey discovered that their regular neet was on the South Downs near

Bri ghton. W arranged with Special Branch to arrest Linney and Pri byl
in the act of passing over secret material at their next rendezvous.

Linney was followed to the neeting place by Watchers equi pped with the
new frequency. He waited for two hours and then went back hone. Pribyl,
meanwhi |l e, remained in London. Subsequently, Linney was interrogated,
and unexpectedly confessed. He was sentenced to fourteen years

i mprisonnent .



On the face of it, the case had been concluded successfully. But one
detail troubled Wnterborn, me, and the D Branch officers in charge of
the case. Wiy had Pribyl missed his nmeeting? There were many reasons
whi ch mi ght explain his failure to show up. He had not nissed any ot her
neets. But if he had | earned of the planned arrest, it could not have
been fromthe Watcher radios. It could only have been as a result of a
tip-off froma human source

| decided to conduct another experinment to resolve the question of

whet her or not there was a two-|egged source operating for the Russians
in conjunction with the intelligence they were obtaining from our

Wat cher radios. | arranged to change all Watcher radio crystals

si mul taneously while nmonitoring, by neans of RAFTER, the Russian
receiver, to see precisely what they did. It was inpossible to nake a
change on this scale without recording the details inside Leconfield
House, but | was confident that none of the Watchers would | earn of the
pl an i n advance.

We began RAFTER on the Russian receiver on a Mdnday norning, and chased
Russi an di pl omats normally on our usual frequency. On the Tuesday and
Wednesday we cl osed down all Watcher operations entirely while we
switched the crystals. The Watcher force was told that the frequency
was bei ng noved up two negacycles, when in fact it was being noved down
two instead. W opened up agai n on Thursday, chasing diplomts nornally
on our new frequency. W watched the RAFTER readi ngs carefully for any
signs that the Russians were searching for our new frequency in the
area where we had indicated to the Watchers that it was being

rel ocated. They did appear to check their equipnent, as if it was
faulty, but remained on the old frequency until the end of the week.

VWhen we opened up again on Monday norning, everything had changed. A
Russi an recei ver was already |listening on the new frequency, but from
i nside the Enbassy in Kensington Park Gardens, rather than fromthe
Consul ate. W were faced with another riddle. This new receiver had

ei ther searched for the new Watcher frequency the previous week

undet ected by us as we concentrated on the Consul ate, or the Russians
had been tipped off to the new frequency during the weekend. It is
unlikely that we woul d have m ssed the Russians |ining up another
recei ver on the new frequency the previous week.

| discussed the whole investigation at length with Courtney Young, the
head of Russi an Counterespi onage, and we decided to try one nore
experiment. If there was a human | eak, we all assuned that it had to be
anong the Watcher or peripheral support services. So we decided to feed
what is known in the business as a "bariumneal", in other words, offer
a bait of sufficiently inmportant intelligence that the two-|egged
source, if he existed, would have to relay it back to the Russians.

Courtney Young had a doubl e agent case running. The agent, code naned
Morrow, was in contact with the Russian Naval Attache, Lieutenant
Commander Lul akov. W decided on a straightforward plan. W briefed the
Wat chers about the Morrow case as if he were a genui ne spy. They were
told that the foll owi ng day Special Branch had been instructed to
arrest Morrow in the process of handing over secret docunents to

Lul akov at a neeting in Hanpstead. Full Wtcher surveillance of both
Morrow and Lul akov was required. If there was a traitor inside the



Wat cher service, we assuned he would alert the Russians, who woul d
either fail to turn up for the neeting or try to warn Murrow in sone
way.

In fact, Lulakov turned up for the neeting right on schedule, got into
Morrow s car in a quiet street near Hanpstead Heath, and sw ftly
exchanged packages with him Both men were pronptly arrested. Lul akov
established his diplomatic credentials and was rel eased, and |left the
country soon afterward. The charges agai nst Morrow were quietly

dr opped.

At first sight it seened as if the Lul akov/ Morrow affair proved there
was no human penetration. But as with every previous experinment, there
were worrying inconsistencies. Lulakov was known from previ ous
surveillance to be infinitely patient in his preparations for neetings.
On previous occasions he had taken hours to wend his way around London
by taxi, by bus, in and out of tubes and shops, before finally making
his rendezvous with Morrow. On this occasion, he sinply left his
office, hailed a taxi, and went straight to the neeting. The handover
even took place with the car's interior light on. To anyone with a

cl ose knowl edge of the Russian Intelligence Service, these were

i nexplicable deviations fromtheir normal tradecraft.

At the end of 1958 | conposed a long report on the whole investigation
into the Tisler allegations and sent it to Hollis. | went through the

itens Tisler had |learned fromhis garrulous friend Col onel Pribyl and

gave Hollis my assessnent of how the Russians might have | earned of

t hem

I was in no doubt from RAFTER, the technique of which |I explained in
the report at sonme length, that the nmonitoring of our Watcher

conmuni cati ons was a major source of intelligence for the Russians
about M5, and had been so for a nunber of years. It definitely

expl ained the Pribyl "driving test" story, and al nbst certainly
accounted for the Russian know edge of Qperation COVERPO NT, although
our traffic analysts doubted that the Russians would have been able to
deduce that we were followi ng Russians fromthe Thanes bridges so

qui ckly fromnonitoring our transnissions alone. But the failure of
Pribyl to nmeet Linney, the speed with which the Russians detected the
new Wat cher radio frequency when we had it changed, and the

Lul akov/ Morrow affair were all open to varying interpretations. The
bal ance of probability was that there was not a two-legged source in
addition to the intelligence derived fromnonitoring our \Wtcher
conmuni cations, but the possibility could not be rul ed out.

A day or two after | subnmitted ny report, Hollis sumoned nme to his

of fice. He was hunched over a file, scratching at it with a fountain
pen, when | entered the room He did not |ook up. | stood there like an
errant school boy while he continued to wite. The room had not changed
much since Dick Wiite vacated it. There was an additional portrait on
the wall reserved for venerable Directors-Ceneral. A single photograph
of Hollis' son stood on his desk al ongside the three tel ephones which
connected himto the Cabinet Ofice, the Mnistry of Defense, and M®6.
But other than that there was no stanp of personality.

"Thank you for your report, Peter," said Hollis w thout |ooking up. He
sounded a different man from when he had handed me the Tisler file



earlier in the year. The crisis was clearly over. He was back in
charge. He went on witing.

"I"'ve witten to Hoover outlining a broad explanation for Tisler's
materi al about the M5 spy," he went on, "but | think it would be a
good idea if you went over and briefed their technical staff on the
background to the case, RAFTER, that sort of thing. Make it a useful
trip, won't you. Get around and nake some friends."

He | ooked up and snil ed suddenly.

"It's good to know we' ve been one step ahead of themthis time. Wl
done. "

He went back to his file, signaling that our brief encounter had ended.
| turned to | eave the room

"Ch, and Peter..." he said as | reached the door, "stick to the
techni cal findings, won't you. | don't think we should give Hoover the
i npression that anything is... unresolved."

"Of course not, sir. | quite understand.”

| did not know it then, but the first stone had been cast.

8

The Capitol building was a giant fresco of pink blossom blue sky, and
white marbl e, capped by a shining done. | always |oved visiting

Washi ngton, especially in the spring. London was so drab; M5 so cl ass-
ri dden and penny-pi nching. Like many of the younger, postwar recruits

to secret intelligence, | felt Anerica was the great hope, the hub of
the Western intelligence wheel. | wel comed her ascendancy with open
ar ns.

Ironically, relations between British and American Intelligence in the
|ate 1950s were at their | owest postwar ebb. Collaboration between M6
and the CIA had virtually collapsed after the Suez Crisis, and they
found thensel ves increasingly in conflict, not just in the Mddl e East
but in the Far East and Africa as well. Many of the old guard in M6
found it hard to accept that their wartine control of the Anglo-
Anerican intelligence relationship had | ong since given way to junior
st at us.

Rel ati ons between M5 and the CI A were fraught for different reasons.
The CI A was a new organi zation, flexing its rmuscles on the world stage
for the first tine. Its aimwas to collect intelligence, and although
it was not supposed to operate in London without notifying M5, both
Hollis and Dick Wiite believed the CIA flouted this understanding.

Behind all the difficulties lay the simering distrust created by the
defections of Burgess and Macl ean, and the public clearance of Kim
Phil by. M6 could never be seen in the sane |ight again, particularly
as so many senior officers had been close friends of Phil by, whereas
M5's failure to apprehend any of the three nade it seem to Anerican
eyes, alnost crimnally inconpetent. Only GCHQ which had a forma



charter of cooperation with its Anerican counterpart, the Nationa
Security Agency (NSA), under the terns of the 1948 UK USA agreenent,
remai ned relatively imune to the turbulent currents which battered the
previously intimate wartime Angl o- Arerican intelligence relationship

When Hollis becane Director-Ceneral he tried manfully to inprove
relations with the FBI. Hoover was fampusly anti-British, stemmng from
the war, when British Security Coordi nation (BSC) was set up in New
York under Sir WIIliam Stephenson, the so-called Man Called Intrepid.
BSC operated agai nst the Germans in the United States, but Hoover
vehenent |y opposed the idea of any organi zation, |et alone one which
was foreign controlled, having rights to collect intelligence on
American soil. For years he refused to associate with Stephenson's
staff. The Burgess and Macl ean affair reinforced Hoover's prejudices,
and for a while M6 officers were not even allowed on FBI prem ses, and
M5 were prohibited access to any FBI intelligence source reports.

In 1956 Hollis visited Hoover in an attenpt to inprove relations, and
persuade himto place M5 on the distribution |list again. Qddly enough
Hol lis and Hoover got on rather well. They were both sensitive to any
encroachments on their respective enpires, yet Hollis had an essentia
weakness of character which enabled himto play the earnest supplicant
to Hoover's blustering bully. Hoover, |ike nany sel f-nmade Anericans,
had a strong streak of snobbery, and his gargantuan conceit was stroked
by the sight of an English upper-class spymaster with his cap

out st ret ched.

| becane an inportant peace offering. Hollis claimed nmy appointnent as
M5's first scientist was proof of his intention to nodernize the
Service and step up the fight against Soviet espionage. Foll ow ng
Hollis's visit, Hoover invited ne to visit FBlI headquarters to see the
range of their technical equiprment. | was very keen to make the trip
as | believed fromny first day inside M5 that the key to long-term
success lay in restoring relations with the Anericans, so that we could
gai n access to their technical resources. But ny views were not

popul ar. Delusions of Enpire still ran strongly inside Leconfield
House. Cummi ng, for instance, although Head of M5's technical branch
never visited the United States, and saw no reason to do so.

My first inpression of the FBI was the sheer scale of the technica
resources at their disposal, far beyond anything M5 could ever

i magi ne. But for all their riches, | could not help feeling that they
made poor use of them They relied alnpbst entirely on comercially
avai | abl e equi pnent, rather than devel oping their own. Their radios
were standard Motorol a equi pment used in police cars and taxis,

al t hough they had an inpressive mcrowave network whi ch connected the
various FBI stations across the USA The one really interesting part of
FBI technical work was the use they nade of fingerprints in espionage
i nvestigations. There were no fingerprint records in the M5 Registry,
and | felt it was one area where the FBI's quasi-police identity gave
it an advant age.

Dick MIllen was the FBI officer who ran their technical research
MIllen was a | awer rather than a scientist by training, which [imted
his effectiveness, but he put on a splendid show | was taken down to
the firing range in the basement of FBI headquarters, and given a

l esson in pistol-firing techniques. MIlen proudly informed nme that



even "the old man hinsel f," Hoover, regularly practiced his prowess. |
was taken down to the FBI training depot on the Maryl and coast, where
an ol d American |Indian taught FBlI agents advanced gunslingi ng. He
denonstrated his skills, shooting targets in nmirrors, and firing over
his shoul der at a ping pong ball perched on the top of a water
fountain. It was rugged, all-Anerican stuff, and the FBI's roots in the
| awl essness of 1930s America were never far fromthe surface. But |
sonehow doubted that it had nmuch to do with nodern counterespi onage.

| did not relish the prospect of briefing the FBI on the Tisler affair
There was nore than a hint, in the way Hoover had handl ed the case,
that he hoped we would fail to resolve the suspicions about a spy
inside MS, so that he could use it as a pretext for reconmending to
the President that the intelligence exchange with Britain be

term nated. | hoped that the previous visits Hollis and | had nade
woul d do sonething to snooth ny path.

| was acconpani ed by Harry Stone, the M5 |iaison officer in

Washi ngton. Harry was as genial a soul as you could ever neet. He had
once been an Irish international rugby player, and shared with Hollis a
| ove of the golf course and an al nost professional handi cap. Everyone
liked Harry, primarily because he saw his job as basically a social

one, but he was unsuited in tenperanent and intellect for the nodern
age of satellite and conputer intelligence which was dawning in

Washi ngton in the |ate 1950s.

Harry hated nmeeting Hoover, and took a sinple approach when a
confrontation could not be avoi ded.

"Take a tip fromne, Peter, old chap, let himdo the talking, don't
interrupt for God's sakes, and renenber to say ' Thank you very much, M
Hoover' when he's finished. |I've booked us a nice table for |unch

We'll need it."

We swept through the archway at the front of the magnificent,
triunphalist FBI nmausol eum We were nmet by Al Bel nont, the head of FB
donestic intelligence, and his deputy, Bill Sullivan, who handl ed the
Conmuni st desk. (Sullivan was found dead in the m d-1970s while
shooting duck in New England. He is thought to have been nurdered. )
Bel mont was a tough, old-fashioned "G Man," as FBI nmen were once known,
who had been with the Bureau fromits earliest times. Sullivan was the
brains to Belnont's brawn (but Bel nont was no fool); both believed in
the virtues of the stiletto rather than the Magnum Bel nont had many
enem es, but | always got along with him Like ne, he had suffered a
difficult childhood. H's father was shot in a street brawl, and his
not her worked day and night to save enough to put himthrough | aw
school . Hard work and unswerving loyalty to "the old man" brought him
to the top of the FBI

But for all the outward toughness, and the seniority of their
positions, both men were cowed by Hoover. Such unswerving |oyalty was,
| felt, positively unnatural. O course, they adnmired Hoover for his
achi evenents in the early years, when he turned a corrupt and

i nconmpetent organi zation into an efficient and feared crine-fighting
force. But everyone knew Hoover suffered from God di sease, and it
seemed odd to ne that they never acknow edged the fact, even privately.



| discussed the Tisler affair and the technical inplications of RAFTER
with both men for nost of the day, until it was tine to neet Hoover. W
trooped down a maze of corridors, past an endl ess procession of

I denti kit young FBI officers, well scrubbed, very fit, well suited,

cl osely cropped, and vacant-1ooking. The FBI offices always reni nded ne
of sanitary clinics. Antiseptic white tiles shone everywhere. Wrknen
wer e al ways busy, constantly repainting, cleaning, and polishing. The
obsession with hygi ene reeked of an uncl ean mn nd

Hoover's roomwas the last of four interconnecting offices. Bel nont
knocked, and entered the room Hoover stood behind his desk, dressed in
a piercing blue suit. He was taller and slinmer than he appeared in
phot ographs, with wrinkled flesh which hung off his face in smal

drapes. He greeted ne with a firm and joyl ess handshake.

Bel mont began to describe the reason for ny visit, but Hoover cut him
of f sharply.

“I"'ve read the report, Al. | want to hear M. Wight tell me about it."

Hoover fixed ne with coal -black eyes, and | began to outline the
di scovery of RAFTER. Al npbst at once, he interrupted ne.

"I gather your Service is now satisfied about the intelligence provided
by our Czech source...?"

| began to answer, but he swept ne aside.

"Your security organizations enjoy nmany facilities here in Washington
M. Wight."

There was nore than a hint of a threat in his voice.

"l have to advise the President of the United States when those
facilities raise questions about our national security. | have to take
a close personal interest in a case like this, particularly in view of
the recent problens the United Kingdom has suffered in this area. |
need to know | amon firmground. Do | nake nyself clear?"

"OfF course, sir, | understand perfectly..."

Harry Stone busily studied his shoelaces. Al Belnont and Bill Sullivan
sat to one side of Hoover's desk, half hidden in shadow. | was on ny
own.

“I think you will find in ny report..."

"My staff have digested your report, M. Wight. | aminterested in the
| essons you have | earned.”

Before | could answer, Hoover |aunched into a passionate diatribe about
West ern i nadequacy in the face of the Communi st onslaught. | agreed
with many of the sentinents; it was just the manner of the telling that
was objectionable. Inevitably the subject of Burgess and Macl ean cane
up, Hoover soundi ng each syllable of their names with al nost prurient
venom



"Now in the Bureau here, M. Wight, that sort of thing could not
happen. My officers are thoroughly screened. There are | essons to be
| earned. Do | make nyself clear?"

| nodded.
"OfF course, M. Hoover," chined Harry Stone.
Hoover fixed ne with a sudden stare.

"Total vigilance, M. Wight. Total vigilance. The |ights always burn
here in Bureau headquarters.”

He stood up abruptly, signaling the end of the neeting.

The day after ny ordeal with Hoover, | lunched with James Angl eton, the
Cl A Chief of Counterintelligence. W had net once before on ny first
trip to Washington in 1957, and | was struck then by his intensity. He
had a razor-sharp nmind and a determination to win the Cold War, not
just to enjoy the fighting of it. Every nuance and conplexity of his
prof ession fascinated him and he had a prodigi ous appetite for
intrigue | liked him and he gave enough hints to encourage ne into

t hi nki ng we coul d do busi ness together.

Angl eton's star was fast rising in Washington in the | ate 1950s,
particularly after he obtained the secret text of Khrushchev's

denunci ation of Stalin fromhis contacts in Israel. He was one of the
original wartine OSS recruits, and was trained in the arts of

count erespi onage by KimPhilby at the old M6 office in Ryder Street.
The young Yale intellectual struck up an instant friendship with his

pi pe-snmoki ng English tutor, and the rel ati onshi p deepened when Phil by
was posted to Washington as Station Chief in 1949. lronically it was
Phil by who first detected the obsession with conspiracy in the
fledgling Cl A Chief of Counterintelligence. Angleton quickly acquired a
reputation anmong British Intelligence officers for his frequent
attenpts to nmanipulate to his own advantage the nmutual hostility of M5
and M 6.

| taxied over to Georgetown. | could see why so many Washi ngton
government officials lived there, with its el egant red brick houses,
tree-lined streets, bookshops, and cafes. Wen | arrived at Harvey's,
Angl eton was already sitting at his table, a gaunt and consunptive
figure, dressed in a gray suit, clutching a large Jack Daniel's in one
hand and a cigarette in the other

"How was Hoover?" he asked, as | joined him with a voice |ike gravel
bei ng tossed onto a path.

"You're very well infornmed today, Jim" | responded.

Hi s cadaverous features creased back into a smle, in stark contrast to
his funereal clothing. | knew he was fishing. The Cl A knew not hi ng
about Tisler, or his allegation, and we had agreed to brief the FBI on
RAFTER on t he understandi ng that knowl edge of it was strictly
controll ed.



"Just routine, you know, naking friends with the Bureau. It's the vogue
in London at the nonent."

"I't's a waste of time," he said. "You' ve been trying to get in with him
since as far back as | can renenber. He always tells us he can't stand
the Brits."

| bristled slightly, although |I knew that was his intention
"Well, | can't say the Agency has been nuch friendlier."

"You've used up a lot of credit in Washington in the |ast ten years,"
sai d Angl eton, pouring hinself another drink

"Peopl e |ike Hoover," he went on, "they | ook at Burgess and Macl ean
and they look at the state of M5, and they say 'Wat is the point?

He called the waiter over, and we ordered.

"You're off the mark, Jim" | said finally. "Things are changi ng. Ten
years ago they woul d never have appointed ne as a scientist. But I'm
t here now, and new people are coming in all the tinme."

"I went to an English public school,"
know t he score with you guys."

he said with heavy sarcasm "I

“I't's no good conpl ai ni ng about Burgess and Macl ean all the tine.
That's all in the past. The world's a smaller place. W've got to start
wor ki ng toget her again."

| surprised nyself with ny sudden passion. Angleton renai ned
noti onl ess, weathed in a halo of swirling tobacco snoke.
"You won't get any help from Hoover,"
hi s own.

he grunted, but nmade no offers of

It was a long lunch. Angleton gave little away, but punped me with
guestions with every drink. What about Philby? | told himstraight that
| thought he was a spy. Suez was still a raw nerve, even in 1959, but
Angl eton wanted to know every detail. He even asked ne if | could get
the M5 file on Armand Hanmer, the head of Cccidental Petrol eum who
inevitably cane to the attention of Wstern intelligence in view of his
ext ensi ve business links in the Soviet Union. But | thought this was
just a shade indelicate.

"We're friends, Jim but not quite that close, yet!"

Around five | saw Angleton back to his car. It was a smart Mercedes.

For all the gauntness of his persona, | soon |earned, he cultivated
expensive tastes with his share of the fam |y National Cash Register
Conpany fortune. Mich to Angl eton's annoyance, he discovered he had

| ocked his keys inside, but |I produced Leslie Jagger's |ockpicking wire
fromnmy pocket and within half a m nute had the door open

"Not bad, Peter, not bad!" said Angleton, smling broadly. He knew
had savored the nonent.



"By the way," | said, "I amserious. If you won't help ne in
Washi ngton, |I'Il find soneone else who will."

“I"ll see what | can do," he nmuttered, slipping behind the steering
wheel . Wthout a sideways gl ance, he was gone.

In fact, despite the skepticismin Washi ngton, inportant changes were
taki ng place on the technical side of British Intelligence in the late
1950s. M5 devoted a major effort to expanding its new techni ques,

RAFTER and ENGULF.

As a first step we placed the Soviet Enbassy under continuous RAFTER
surveillance. Hollis persuaded a reluctant Treasury to purchase, over
and above the M5 secret allocation, a house for M5 in the niddle of
the cluster of Soviet diplomatic buildings. W installed RAFTER
receivers in the loft and relayed the signals we detected inside the
Enbassy al ong cables laid inside a specially constructed tunnel which
M 5 dug between the new house and one which we al ready used for visua
surveillance in the next street. W installed a former wartime M5
officer, Cyril MIIls, the fambus circus owner, in the house as a
tenant. MIIls operated his circus business fromthe house for many
years, and every time we needed to deliver staff or equipnent to the
house, or renove debris fromthe tunnel, we used a garishly painted
MIlls Crcus van. It was perfect cover, and the Russians never
suspected a thing.

W were careful to use straight receivers for the RAFTER operati ons,
each operating on a single nmegacycle frequency, so there were no |l oca
oscillators on our side, in case the Russians had thensel ves devel oped
a formof RAFTER The secret of the MIIs house remnai ned intact through
the 1960s, until one night the alarm systens detected two Sovi et

di pl omats clinbing onto the roof. They broke a skylight, but before
they could enter the roof space, the housekeeper frightened them off.
Cyril MIls nade a formal protest to the Soviet Enbassy, but we assuned
t hat the Russians had sonmehow or other detected our presence in the
house.

Once the house was ready, | was able to put into operation the kind of
experiment | had envisaged while reading the KEYSTONE files in Canada.
The Enmbassy was systematically searched for signs that receivers inside
were nonitoring signals beamed out from Moscow to agents in Britain.
These were high-frequency (HF) signals, whereas the Watcher radio
transm ssions were VHF. The Russi ans used | arge radi o frequency
anplifiers with the HF recei vers, which made RAFTER nuch nore
difficult. But GCHQ devel oped nore sophisticated equi pnent, and within
si x nmonths we had successfully nmonitored four signals from Mdscow which
were being routinely nonitored by the Soviets inside the Enbassy.

The first signal we found was code-nanmed GRUFF. W picked it up one
Tuesday night at ten-thirty. The Morse signal cane in |oud and cl ear
and our receivers imediately detected the whine of a local oscillator
as the Russians tuned to the same frequency. GCHQ anal yzed GRUFF; it
cane fromthe Myscow area and foll owed a tw ce-weekly schedul e. The
cryptanal ysts were quite certain the Mrse contained genuine traffic.
The Radi ations Qperations Committee decided to make a major effort to
track the GRUFF signal down.



| approached Courtney Young, then the D (head of Russian
Count er espi onage) and asked himif he had any intelligence which m ght
help us locate an illegal we believed to be currently operating in the
UK and receiving radio transni ssions from Mdscow. He was astoni shed by
ny approach. He explained that D Branch had recently run a doubl e-agent
case which had convinced himthat an illegal was operating in the
London area. The doubl e agent was a young nmal e nurse who had once been
in the CPGB. Sone years |ater, he was approached and asked to work

cl andestinely for the Russians. The nurse was reluctant at first, but
eventual ly his contact convinced himthat he was not being asked to
spy. Al he had to do was post some letters and store the occasi ona
suitcase. After a while the nurse becane frightened and approached the
police, and the case was routinely referred to M5 by Special Branch

Courtney Young doubl ed the agent back against the Russians, and for a
short while they appeared to continue to accept him as genuine. The
nurse lived in the Mdlands, but he was asked to lease a flat in the
Cl apham area of South London in his own name. Then his controller
instructed himto activate and service a nunber of dead letter boxes on
G apham Common, near the new flat. Courtney Young was sure that he was
being trained up by the Russians as an illegal support agent - soneone
who assists the actual illegal agent by preparing his comunications
and accommodati on before he nobves into the area. But suddenly, al
contact with the agent was cut, and he was given no further
instructions. Either the entire operation had aborted or the illega
was al ready securely established in the area through ot her neans.

It was a |long shot, but it had to be at |east a possibility that
Courtney Young's illegal was the sanme person who was receiving the
GRUFF signal from Moscow. The Radi ati ons Operations Conmittee searched
the C apham area intensively for any further clues. W drove our radio-
transparent RAFTER van over to C apham and nmade a base in the wall ed
forecourt of the old air raid shelter which ran under the south side of
C apham Common. We took power frominside the shelter, and rigged up an
aerial which | estimated would give us a range of about half a mle

| sat with Tony Sale in the cold, poorly ventilated van, watching,

wai ting, |istening. The GRUFF broadcast was due at 10 AM, so we tuned
our first receiver to GRUFF, and searched the nearby frequencies wth
our other receiver to see if we could detect any oscillator. In the
second week, we got a "hit," a strange, ow -1like hoot, nodulated with
the Morse from Moscow. Sonmeone was |listening to the GRUFF broadcast
within half a mle of us. Tony Sale | ooked across at ne, monentarily,
the scent of prey in his nostrils. The tape recorders began to rol
with a subdued click. We switched to battery power supply, and drove
slowy down C apham Hi gh Street toward the tube station, weaving our
way through the traffic. The pubs were full. Daffodils were just
appearing in the neat front gardens of the suburban houses al ong our
route, those inside oblivious of the chase passing in front of their
doors.

Tony Sale was nonitoring the local oscillator signal, using its
strength as a guide to its location. W knew GRUFF stayed up in the air
for twenty mnutes. We had seventeen left. As we reached the tube
station the signal becane fainter, so we doubl ed back toward
Wandswort h, but again the signal dropped away. W went south, toward



Bal ham but this tinme the signal disappeared before we even left the
Common.

There were six minutes to go. Barely a word had been spoken inside the
van. W only had one direction left. GRUFF had to be sitting up to the
north, somewhere in the crowded naze of Battersea back streets. Qur

speci al van lunbered into Latchmere Road. Frustration welled up inside

nme. | wanted to career around the corners, shout out for help through a
loud hailer, set up roadblocks. Al we could do was stare at the
flickering dials, willing themto nmove up, and not down. But by the

time we crossed Wandsworth Road the signal was already trailing away,
and shortly after that, Mscow signed off, GRUFF was gone. Tony Sal e

t hunped the side of the van. | tore ny headphones off, feeling drained
and angry. How many nore nonths might we sit in C apham before we got
as cl ose agai n?

I Iit my thirteenth cigarette of the day and tried to make sense of the
previous twenty minutes. W had traveled in every direction. But the
fact that the local oscillator signal got weaker each tine we noved,
proved beyond any doubt that we had genui nely detected another receiver
besi des our own. But it was |ocated neither to the north nor south, not
to east or west. Slowy the awful truth dawned on ne. GRUFF nust have
been right on top of us, listening within yards of the air raid
shelter. W drove back to our base, and searched the area. Behind a
high wall at the back of us was a | arge wastel and car park. GRUFF nust
have been parked there in a car, or perhaps a van like ours.

Back at Leconfield House | printed out the tape recordings of the |oca
oscillator on a sonargram The sound waves nodul ated with a snmall nmains
ripple. But the wave formwas not at mmins frequency. It was simlar to
t hat produced by battery power packs used in cars and vans to produce
alternating current. The coi nci dence was al nost too painful to
contenpl ate

For the next six nmonths the Radiations Operations Conmittee fl ooded
Caphamw th every spare nan at our disposal. W |istened in hundreds
of locations. Oficers scrutinized every street, searching for signs of
atelltale aerial. Discreet inquiries were nade of radi o equi pment
suppliers. But all to no avail. And every Tuesday and Thursday ni ght

t he GRUFF signal cane through the ether from Moscow, nocking us as we
sear ched.

As well as nobile RAFTER, we began, through ROC, to arrange airborne
RAFTER. An RAF transport plane equi pped with receivers simlar to those
in the van nmade regul ar sweeps across London. W thought that with the
extra height we would be able to get a general idea of where receivers
were operating in London. Then, having |located a signal to a specific
area, we could flood it with nobil e RAFTER vans.

We spent our first flight over the Soviet Enmbassy to check our

equi prent was wor ki ng, and picked up their receivers inmediately. W
got a series of radio hits in the Finsbury Park area, and we fl ooded
the locality, as we had in Capham But, |ike GRUFF, the agent renmined
undet ected, confortably canouflaged in the dense undergrowth of
London' s subur bs.



The RAFTER plane flights were a kind of agony. | spent night after
night up in the indigo sky, listening to the signals comng in from
Moscow, insulated fromthe deafening sound of the plane's propellers by
headphones. Down bel ow, sonmewhere anid the endl ess blinking Iights of
London, a spy was up in an attic, or out in a car, listening too. |
knew it. | could hear him But | had no way of know ng where he was,
who he was, whether he worked al one or as part of a ring, and, nost

i mportant of all, what Moscow was telling him | was caught between
know edge and the unknown, in that special purgatory inhabited by
count er espi onage officers.

But al t hough the RAFTER side did not immediately bear fruit, the ENGULF
side, using technical neans to break ciphers, soon proved enornously
successful. Things really took off with a nmeeting in Cheltenham chaired
by the GCHQ Assi stant Director of Research, Josh Cooper, in 1957.

Cooper realized the need for close coordi nati on between all three
Services if the new breakthrough was going to lead to further cipher-
br eaki ng success. He brought together for the first time the various

i nterested parties - Hugh Al exander and Hugh Denham from GCHQ@ s H
Division (Cryptanal ysis); John Storer, the head of GCHQ s Scientific
section responsible for Counter Clan in MDivision; and Ray Fraw ey,

me, and ny opposite number in M6, Pat O Hanl on

Apart fromthe Russians, the Egyptians still remained GCHQ s first
priority. They used Hagelin machines in all their enbassies, split into
four groups, each group containing different cipher wheel settings.
Providing we could get a break into any one nachi ne, every machine in
that group would be vulnerable. If we could obtain sanples of any one
machi ne, every nmachine in that group would be vul nerable. M6 and GCHQ
drew up a list of the Egyptian enbassies worldw de, along with details
of whi ch machi ne group they bel onged to. The committee then eval uated
whi ch enmbassy in each group presented the best possibility for a
successful ENGULF operation, and | briefed the M6 teans on how to plan
the operations. Wthin a year we had broken into every Egyptian cipher

group.

Al t hough ENGULF nade all classes of Hagelin nachines vul nerable, these
tended to be the preserve of Third World countries. Cooper hoped, by
calling his neeting, to find ways of applying the ENGULF principles to
nor e advanced ci pher machi nes, which GCHQ | acked the conputer power to
attack. My approach was sinple; we had to put operations into practice
even if, on paper, they |ooked unlikely to yield results.

"W've got to approach the problemscientifically," | said, "W don't
know how far we can push these new breakthroughs, so we have to
experinment. Even if things go wong, we'll still learn things we didn't

know before."

I had the germof an idea. Any cipher machine, no matter how

sophi sticated, has to encipher the clear text of the nessage into a
stream of randomletters. In the 1950s, nobst advanced ci phers were
produced by typing the clear text into a teleprinter, which connected
into a separate cipher nmachi ne, and the enci phered text clattered out
on the other side. The security of the whole system depended on

t hor ough screening. If the cipher machi ne was not el ectromagnetically
screened fromthe input nachine carrying the clear text, echoes of the
uncoded nessage might be carried along the output cables along with the



enci phered message. Wth the right kind of anplifiers it was
theoretically possible to separate the "ghosting" text out and read it
of f.

O course, we had no way of know ng which countries screened their

ci pher roons thoroughly, and which did not, and any operation along the
lines | suggested would take up to two years to reach fruition. There
was little point expending vast effort trying to break the Russian

ci pher, when we knew it was alnobst certain to be well protected. It was
a question of picking targets which were inportant, and agai nst which
we stood sonme chance of success.

The French ci pher stood out fromall the rest as the nost suitable
target for further ENGULF experiments. Both M6 and GCHQ were under
pressure fromthe Foreign Ofice to provide intelligence about French
intentions with regard to the pending British application to the

Eur opean Economic Community. Moreover, GCHQ had studied the French
systemin London. They used two ci phers - a | ow grade one which sent
traffic along a telex line to the Quai d' Orsay, and a hi gh-grade cipher
for Anmbassadorial conmunicati ons which was generated i ndependently of
t he ci pher machine for additional security. Hugh Al exander's view was
that the hi gh-grade ci pher was unbreakabl e, but that the | ow grade one
nm ght be vulnerable to the type of attack | had outlined. Cooper gave
hi s approval, and Operati on STOCKADE began

The first task in this joint M5/ GCHQ operati on was to make a detail ed
techni cal reconnai ssance of the |ayout of the French Enbassy and, in
particular, locate the area of the cipher room | arranged to have the

rati ng drawi ngs sent over fromthe local council, and contacted the
Post O fice Research Unit. John Taylor had retired by this time, and
had been replaced by HT. Mtchell. Mtchell was paralyzed down one

side as a result of a stroke, but although his speech was poor, his

m nd remai ned crystal clear. Mtchell gave nme full diagrans of al

tel ex and tel ephone cables going into and out of the Enbassy, and by
conparing these with the rating drawings we were able to establish the
likely location of the cipher room

We asked the Post Office to fault the tel ephones, and went in to nmake a
vi sual inspection of the cipher roomarea. Unlike the Egyptians, the
French security staff watched our every nove, but we got the

i nfornati on we required. There was no tel ephone in the cipher room It
was tucked away down a corridor. The ci pher and tel ex nmachines were in
adj oi ni ng roons, separated only by a plasterboard partition

Using the Post Ofice charts, we traced the output cables back to the
street, and into the footway box at the end of Al bert Gate entrance to
Hyde Park. | arranged with Mtchell to place a reasonably broad band
radi o frequency tap on the cable inside the footway box, and the
captured signal was relayed into a special operations roomwe had taken
in the Hyde Park Hotel. The hotel tel ephone systemwas faulted to give
us cover while the cables were laid up through the hotel to the fourth-
floor roomwe had commandeered. Special bl ocking condensers were pl aced
on the circuit to ensure it was one-directional, and nothing could | eak
back into the Enbassy to give away the operation. GCHQ routinely
intercept radio and telex traffic comng in and out of every London
enbassy, fromtheir prem ses in Palner Street. We arranged for a |line



contai ning the French Enbassy traffic to be fed fromPalner Street to
our operations roomin the Hyde Park Hotel. Using that |line as a guide,
we coul d check whether the signal we were getting on our radio
frequency tap was the correct one.

The first norning we found the | owgrade ci pher and matched it with the
Pal mer Street traffic. The tap was connected to our own teleprinter

and the intercepted French ci pher began to clatter out in front of us.
It was clear straightaway that nore than one signal was traveling down
the cable we were tapping. It was just a matter of sitting down with a
pencil and marking off the EN CLAIR text fromthe coded nessage, and

t he ci pher could be read straight off.

| began to pick out a translation, and found traces of another signa
on the teleprinter. | checked on the sonargramto nmake sure | was not
m st aken, and cal |l ed over the GCHQ technicians.

The steady peaks and troughs of the signal blipped across the screen
silently. The line fromthe | ow grade ci pher was strong, and its ghost
was easily identifiable. But at each pinnacle there was a nmurnur as
anot her signal crossed.

"Good CGod," the GCHQ man nurnured, "that's the high-grade cipher as
well'. We nust be picking it up through the partition wall."

| hastily contacted Palmer Street and got themto relay the high grade
ci pher down the line so that we could conpare the signals. The GCHQ
technicians reset the anplifiers so that the traffic was sufficiently
strong to print out, and using the Palner Street feed as a guide, |

mar ked off the EN CLAIR text. Wthin ten mnutes | had a rough
translation of a cable fromthe French Anbassador in London to
President De Gaulle's private office.

For nearly three years, between 1960 and 1963, M5 and GCHQ read t he
French hi gh grade ci pher coming in and out of the French Enbassy in
London. Every nove nade by the French during our abortive attenpt to
enter the Common Market was nmonitored. The intelligence was avidly
devoured by the Foreign Office, and verbatimcopies of De Gaulle's
cables were regularly passed to the Foreign Secretary in his red box.

In fact, STOCKADE was a graphic illustration of the limtations of
intelligence. De Gaulle was determined to thwart our application, and
no amount of high-grade intelligence could change that fact. W did
pass on to the Americans details of French deliberation over their

i ndependent nucl ear "FORCE DE FRAPPE." It hel ped encourage Anerican
suspi ci ons about De Gaulle, but the advantage we gained as a result was
slight.

Nevert hel ess, STOCKADE was considered a major triunph inside the
Foreign Ofice. | was sent for by the Permanent Secretary, who
congratul ated ne on the ingenuity of the operation.

"Priceless material," he said, beanming, "sinply priceless," |eaving ne
in no doubt that "reading the Frog's traffic" was a worthy successor to
Agi ncourt, the burning of Calais, and other ancient bl ows against the
perfidi ous French.
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Thr oughout the late 1950s and early 1960s, British Intelligence built
on the success of the ENGULF (Egyptian) and STOCKADE ( French)
operations. GCHQ produced a manmoth list of all their targets, divided
into donestic and overseas priorities. M5 gathered intelligence about
each donestic enbassy, including information about the |ocation of the
ci pher room and details of all input and output cables, as well as an
assessment of the feasibility of ENGULF or STOCKADE operations agai nst
that particular target. M6 did the sane thing overseas. They made
detail ed techni cal reconnai ssance of GCHQ s targets although without

t he inval uabl e assistance of the Post Ofice they were forced to rely
much nore on traditional agent running.

After STOCKADE, plans were laid to attack nobst European ciphers,
starting with the Germans. But after nuch effort, we aborted the
operation, because their nachines were too well screened. But we
successfully placed a probe m crophone behind the cipher machine in the
Greek Enbassy in London. This was a particularly valuable target, since
the G eeks were giving considerable support to Colonel Givas, the
Cypriot guerrilla | eader, during the Cyprus Emergency. W operated in
the sane way agai nst the |Indonesian Enbassy at the tine of the

I ndonesi an/ Mal aysi an confrontation, and read the cipher continuously

t hrough the conflict.

For M6, undoubtedly the sweetest ROC operation was agai nst the Russian
crui ser ORDZHONI KI DZE. Despite the "Buster" Crabbe fiasco in
Portsnouth, M6 remained determned to hunt the ship down. In 1959 she
was due to dock in Stockholm and M6 | earned that the Swedi sh Signals
Intelligence Service were planning to operate against her. The | ocal
M6 Station Chief suggested to the Swedes that Britain mght be
prepared to offer advanced technical - assistance. Al though nonminally
neutral, the Swedi sh SIG NT organi zati on retai ned i nformal secret
[iaison with GCHQ and they gratefully accepted the offer.

I went to Stockholmto plan an ENGULF operation agai nst the

ORDZHONI KI DZE ci pher machine in 1959. | scuttled along the dockyard in
t he dead of night, disguised as a Swedi sh engi neer, acconpani ed by two
burly local SIGNT technicians. W al so had two GCHQ people with us. W
ducked i nto a warehouse opposite the ORDZHONI KI DZE, and nade our way
upstairs to the operations room where the ENGULF equi pment had been
delivered. W were cooped up in that small roomfor five days. It was
hi gh sumer, and the tenperature outside was in the nineties. The

war ehouse had a corrugated-tin roof, and inside we sweltered, finding
solace in the crates of extra-strong |ager stacked in the refrigerator.
Al t hough we detected sonme ci pher noises, we were never able to break

t he ci pher, but M6 and GCHQ j udged the whol e operation a success.

"Just like the Mounties," beanmed Pat O Hanlon, the M6 representative
at the next ROC neeting. "W always get our nman!"

The scal e of RAFTER and ENGULF operations dranmatically escal ated, as
the results of the technical reconnai ssances flowed in, and operations
based on them proliferated. The Radi ati ons Qperations Committee (ROC),
conprising the technical staffs of M5, M6, and GCHQ was formed in



1960 to coordinate the workl oad. ROC net once a fortnight, either in
Chel tenham or at Leconfield House. | was the first Chairnman, although
Ray Frawl ey, a crisp, self-disciplined GCHQ staff officer, took upon
hinsel f the task of controlling the flow of business, and he cane,
before long, to dominate ROC. He was an administrative genius, with
none of the hidebound instincts of some of his peers in Cheltenham He
control |l ed the paperwork, provided the technical resources and the GCHQ
operators to man each operation, as well as organizing getting the all-
i mportant ministerial clearances.

RCC was one of the npbst inportant commttees in postwar British
Intelligence. For ten years, until the new generation of conputers cane
in at the end of the 1960s, ROC was crucial to nuch of the success of
GCHQ s cryptanal ytical effort. But of even greater inportance was the
way it began to break down the barriers which had previously separated
M5, M6, and GCHQ at working level. As in the war, British
Intelligence once again began to function as a coordinated unit, and as
a result was nuch nore successful

On the research side, too, there were sone inportant inprovenents in
the late 1950s. When | joined M5, the principal forumfor scientific
research was the Col enbre Conmittee. Once a year M6 invited a dozen
top scientists fromoutside the secret world into a safe conference
roomin Carlton House Terrace. In return for a lavish lunch, M6
expected these em nent persons to act as private scientific consultants
to the Secret Services, providing guidance, ideas, and contacts. As
soon as | attended ny first Colenpbre Committee, | could see it was a
waste of tine. The norning discussion was desultory and unstructured
and after a few pints, gins, and | ashings of the best claret, few
menbers of the Committee were in a fit state to turn their attention to
conplex scientific matters. After the day's |abors, Peter Di xon took us
all out on the town for nore feeding and watering. | wll always
treasure the look on Dick Wiite's face as, toward m dni ght, we ended up
in a less than salubrious club in Soho, featuring what nmight politely
be described as "an exotic cabaret." He smiled wanly at the red-faced
gents around the table, but | could see that, like ne, he felt it was
not the answer to the deep-seated scientific problens facing M5.

The Col enrbre Conmittee had sonme use as a soundi ng board, but | realized
fromthe start that M5 needed a conprehensive in-house research
program properly staffed and properly funded. It seemed to ne absurd
that the Treasury shoul d expend vast suns on weapons research at the
stroke of a pen, and yet balk at the petty suns required by the Secret
Servi ces for nodernization.

Shortly after | joined M5 in 1955, | approached Sir Frederick
Brundrett again, and asked himfor help in obtaining the necessary
resources. He was synpathetic, and suggested that ny application would
stand a better chance if | first made a thorough study of the current
state of KGB scientific and techni cal advances and wote a paper
outlining the areas in which M5 and M6 were deficient.

| approached ny opposite nunber in M6, the H Tech 1, but it was soon
obvious that they had very little intelligence on the subject. |

deci ded to make a thorough study of the debriefings of all the German
scientists who, at the end of the war, had been forcibly taken back to
the Sovi et Union and made to work for a number of years in Soviet



government | aboratories as the price of freedom These scientists were
known as the Dragon Returnees, and their debriefings had provided nuch
useful intelligence about the state of Soviet rocket, jet engine, and

nucl ear research, since this was the area which the Russians had been

nost anxious to devel op.

I went over to the Defense Scientific Intelligence Unit (DSI), and
asked Ceneral Strong if | could study the papers. | was shown into a
roomin Northunberl and Avenue whi ch contained all the Dragon materi al
stacked up in dozens and dozens of dusty volunes. Incredibly, neither
M5 nor M6 had bothered to process any of this material for its own
use.

It took nonths for ne to sort through the Dragon papers, but it was
soon obvi ous that considerabl e nunbers of the Dragon scientists had
been detailed to work on technical intelligence research in

| aboratories on the outskirts of Moscow controlled by the KG. | drew
up a list of specific Dragon scientists | wanted to intervi ew again.
The original debriefings were nostly conducted by ordinary British or
American mlitary staff, who did not have scientific training or

know edge of the intelligence-collection field, and | was sure that |
could obtain nmore information fromthem

| traveled to Gernmany in 1957, and was net by M5's senior German
representative, Peter Doneisen, who had arranged facilities for the
interviews at British MIlitary Intelligence Headquarters in Hanover and
Munchen d adbach. Most intelligence officers |loved Germany in the
1950s. It was the front line, and the action was free and easy. But
Donei sen was depressed by the growing tension in Berlin, and was
convinced that it would not be | ong before the Russians nade anot her
attenpt to swallow up the Western sector.

The interviews were difficult and depressing. Many of the scientists
were desperate to ingratiate thenselves with Britain and Anerica. |
stuck very closely to technical questioning, since the opinions they
voi ced were so obviously shaped to what they felt | wanted to hear
They had undeni ably suffered during their incarceration in Mdscow, and
many of their friends had died. But it was inpossible not to renenber
on whose side they had been working during the war.

One of the first scientists | interviewed was the man who had devel oped
“"the Thing," which Anericans found in 1950 inside the Great Seal behind
the American Anbassador's desk in their Mscow Enbassy. It was
gratifying to hear himconfirmthat the device worked exactly as | had
predicted that Sunday afternoon in nmy Marconi N ssen hut. But as |
guestioned him | felt again the dismay which ran through M5 in 1950,
when we realized the KGB were al ready depl oyi ng sonet hi ng which was
barely at the research stage in Britain

| submitted my paper on the Dragon scientists to M6 in early 1958 for
their approval. Brundrett advised ne strongly to do this, because the
application for resources would carry far greater weight if it cane
fromboth Services. Wien it was countersigned, it was placed before the
Def ense Research Policy Conmittee (DRPC), of which Brundrett was

Chai rman. The paper caused wi despread consternation in the DRPC. Never
bef ore had K& advances over the West been so clearly docunmented. |
could prove that the K& had obtai ned areas of mmjor technica



superiority through the efforts of the Dragon scientists, especially in
the field of electronics and surveillance devices, including the use of
infrared systens, which had put themin a conmandi ng position since the
| ate 1940s.

Largely through Brundrett's foresight, technical research was already
under way through his own ad hoc commttee, of which | had been a
nmenber since 1949. But we needed to fornalize and expand this program
of research with nore staff and resources. | subnmitted a further joint
M 5/ M 6 paper, which cane to be known as the Techni cs Docunent (which
is what the K@ called it), describing what progress needed to be nmde,
and pl aci ng nuch greater enphasis on advanced el ectronics. As a result
of the Dragon paper and the Technics Docunent, technical research for
the intelligence services as a whole, but particularly for M5, was
given a much higher priority within Defense Research Policy.
Unfortunately, the DRPC still vetoed the idea of specific resource
allocations for the intelligence services, hoping to fill the gap by
fitting our requirenents into existing Defense Research prograns. |
still had to go cap in hand, but at |east the clinmate was changi ng.

In 1958, as the Technics Docunent was being considered, Hollis

i ntroduced me to a man who did nore than nost to secure the

noderni zation of M5, Victor Rothschild. Rothschild worked inside M5
during the war (he won the George Medal for opening bonbs), and

mai nt ai ned cl ose friendships with many of the senior officers, but
especially with Dick Wiite. At the time | met him Rothschild was Head
of Research for the Shell G| Corporation, controlling nore than thirty
| aboratories worldwide. Hollis told himof ny appointnment as an M5
scientist, and Rothschild expressed an interest in nmeeting nme. He
invited me to supper at his elegant London flat in St Janmes's Pl ace.

| doubt | have ever nmet a man who inpressed me as nuch as Victor
Rothschild. He is a brilliant scientist, a Fellow of the Royal Society,
with expertise in botany and zool ogy, and a fascination for the
structure of spermatozoa. But he has been much, nmuch nore than a
scientist. His contacts, in politics, in intelligence, in banking, in
the Cvil Service, and abroad are | egendary. There are few threads in
the seam ess robe of the British Establishment which have not passed at
sone tinme or other through the eye of the Rothschild needle.

Rot hschil d was fascinated by nmy plans for the scientific nodernization
of M5, and offered ne many suggestions of his own. | soon realized
that he possessed an enornous appetite for the gossip and intrigue of
the secret world, and we were soon swappi ng stories about sone of the
nore bizarre col | eagues he renmenbered fromthe war. W tal ked until
late into the night, and | came away feeling for the first tinme that,
with his backing, great achievements were possible.

Rot hschild of fered to put sone of his Shell |aboratories at M5's

di sposal, and began work on a variety of technical devel oprments,

i ncluding a special grease which would protect equipnent if it was

buri ed underground for |ong periods. The grease was devel oped, and both
M5 and M6 used it extensively. Rothschild al so suggested that |
approach Sir WIliam Cook, then the Deputy Head of the Atonmic Wapons
Research Establishnent (AWRE), for resources. | knew Cook well, but

Rot hschild was a close friend, and his well-tined | obbying made ny
visit much easier.



Cook listened attentively as | outlined ny requirenents. The essence of
nmy approach to counterespi onage was to devel op technical ways of
attacki ng Sovi et spy conmuni cati ons. Communi cati ons are the only

vul nerabl e point in an agent's cover, because he has to send and
recei ve nessages to and fromhis controller. | explained to Cook that
RAFTER al ready provided us with the nost val uabl e weapon of all - an
entree into Russian radi o conmunications - but that we urgently needed
new techni ques to attack their physical nmethods of communications as
wel |, such as secret witing, mcrodots, and dead |etter drops.
Progress on these would vastly inprove our chances of counterespi onage
success.

"Let's solve sone of these right away," said Cook, picking up his
t el ephone. He spoke to one of his senior scientists, Dr. Frank Mrgan

"Frank, |'m sendi ng down soneone to work with you on a new project.
He'll explain when he arrives. You'll enjoy it - he's a man after your
own heart."

Wth typical Cook generosity, he provided a team of two principa
scientific officers, as well as junior staff and resources for the sole
use of M5. In all | had thirty people at AWRE, and for two years AVWRE
carried the entire cost, after which tinme the Defense Research Policy
Conmittee agreed to continue the funding. Frank Morgan was the nost

val uable gift of all. He attacked the problens with zest and flair, and
within those two years M5 obtained results far beyond anyt hing dreaned
of in the USA

The techni ques of secret witing are the sane the world over. First the
spy wites his cover letter. Then he wites the secret nessage on top
using a speci al sheet of carbon paper treated with a colorless
chemical. Tiny particles of the chemcal are transferred to the letter
whi ch can then be devel oped by the recipient. Mst devel opi ng agents
make the chemical traces grow, so that the nmessage becones | egible, and
unl ess the correct agent is known, the nessage remains undetectabl e.

But Morgan created a universal devel opi ng agent, using radi oactivity,
whi ch transfornmed the possibilities of detection

M crodots are another method of surreptitious comunication between an
agent in the field and his controller. Photographs are reduced down to
nm croscopic size, so that they are practically invisible to the naked
eye. Mcrodots are generally conceal ed under stanps, on top of
punctuation marks in typewitten letters, or under the |ips of

envel opes. Morgan produced a process for detecting mcrodots using
neutron activation.

A third nethod of spy conmunication, and one of the nbst comon, is the
dead letter drop. An agent |eaves a package, for instance of exposed
film in an arranged place, and his controller collects it at a later
stage, so that the two are never seen to neet. The KGB frequently gave
their agents hollow containers which were specially treated, so that
they could tell if the container had been surreptitiously opened.

Mor gan devel oped a soft X-ray techni que which enabled us to inspect the
interiors of suspect containers wthout tanpering with them or fogging
t he unexposed fil minside.



The | ast of Mirgan's four prograns was the devel opnent of a nunber of
speci al X-ray nethods for use agai nst advanced conbi nati on safes. These
were proving nore than a nmatch even for Leslie Jagger, but the use of
Morgan's X-ray device enabled the conbination to be read off from

out side, and gave M5 potential access to every safe in Britain

Despite the inprovenments on the technical and research side, M5's
count er espi onage record remai ned | anentable in the 1950s. After Dick
VWi te becane Director-General in 1953, he recogni zed the great
deficiencies in this area. Most of the talented wartime Doubl e Cross
case officers had either left, retired, or noved, like Dick Wite, into
seni or managenent positions. Their repl acenents tended to be second-
rate forner colonial policenen with little or no experience of
count er espi onage, who found it hard to nake the adjustnment fromthe
wartinme superiority over the German Abwehr to the new war agai nst a
nore skilled and nmore numerous Russian Intelligence Service. He formed
a new count erespi onage departnment, D Branch, and appointed ne |argely
to provide themwth scientific and technical advice. But inprovenents
were slow to come. For some long tinme the D Branch staff resented ny
access to their secrets. They wallowed in their own technica

i gnorance. | renenber one case officer saving, as | explained sone
technicality in terns of the Chms | aw

"That's all right, Peter, old chap, | don't need to know about Chmis
law. | read Greats."

"Good CGod," | exploded, "every school boy | earns about Chms |aw"

The head of D Branch, Graham Mtchell, was a clever man, but he was
weak. His policy was to cravenly copy the wartine Doubl e Cross

techni ques, recruiting as many doubl e agents as possible, and operating
ext ensi ve networks of agents in the | arge Russian, Polish, and

Czechosl ovaki an emi gre conmunities. Every time M5 were notified of or
di scovered a Russi an approach to a student, businessman, or scientist,

t he reci pient was encouraged to accept the approach, so that M5 could
noni tor the case. He was convinced that eventually one of these double
agents woul d be accepted by the Russians and taken into the heart of
the illegal network.

The doubl e-agent cases were a tine-consum ng charade. A favorite KGB
trick was to give the double agent a parcel of nmoney or holl ow object
(which at that stage we could inspect), and ask himto place it in a
dead |l etter drop. D Branch was consunmed every tine this happened. Teans
of Watchers were sent to stake out the drop for days on end, believing
that the illegal would hinself conme to clear it. Often no one cane to
coll ect the packages at all or, if it was noney, the KG officer who
originally handed it to the doubl e agent would hinself clear the drop
VWhen | rai sed doubts about the doubl e-agent policy, | was told solemly
that these were KGB training procedures, used to check if the agent was
trustworthy. Patience would yield results.

The truth was that the Russians used doubl e-agent cases to play with
M5, identify our case officers, disperse our effort, and decoy us from
their real operations. The standard of M5 tradecraft was appalling.
KGB monitoring of our Watcher radios certainly gave away our presence
on a large nunber of the doubl e-agent cases. But the D Branch case
officers were just as bad, rarely enploying anything other than the



nost rudi mentary countersurveillance before neeting their agents. An
entire departnent in the Foreign Ofice provided M5 with "chicken
feed," secret naterial given to double agents to pass on to the

Russi ans as proof of their bona fides. The chicken feed consisted of
whol | y unbel i evabl e faked secret docunents about weapons we did not
have, and policies we had no intention of pursuing. | raised the whole
guestion of the chicken feed with D Branch, and pointed out that the
materi al was bound to be spotted as suspect, and that only real secrets
woul d convince the Russians. That, | was told, was quite out of the
guesti on.

The other main area of D Branch activity was in the Em gre conmunities.
The agent running sections of D Branch ran extensive networks, and used
agents in London to recruit others inside their host countries. This
was a particularly attractive option for M5. Emgres were easy to
recruit, and enabled M5 to conpete directly with M6 in the production
of Iron Curtain intelligence, nuch to their irritation. But in reality,
by the early 1950s, these emigre rings were utterly penetrated by the
KG@B, or their allied Eastern European services, and as with the doubl e-
agent cases, served only to soak up our effort, and identify our agent
runners.

M5 were living in the past, copying the techni ques of Double Cross, in
an intelligence world which had changed enornously since the war. They

| acked not only case officers with the requisite skills but, nmuch nore

i mportant, the codebreaki ng advantages M5 had enjoyed over the

Cer mans.

Throughout the 1950s, M5 avoi ded confronting the nost obvious
count er espi onage problemfacing Britain at that time - the results of
the 1930s Soviet infiltrations of the British Establishment. The extent
of the recruitnment of "Stalin's Englishmen" becane apparent with the
convi ctions of Alan Nunn May and Kl aus Fuchs for nucl ear espionage in
the late 1940s, closely foll owed by the defection of Burgess and

Macl ean in 1951. It was obvious to anyone with access to the papers
that the Russian Intelligence Services had capitalized on the

wi despread intellectual disillusionment anong well-born British
intellectuals of the 1930s, and succeeded in recruiting inportant
agents, sonme of whom at |east, renmmined |oyal to the Soviet cause
after the war.

The defections of Burgess and Macl ean traumati zed M 5. Phil by and Bl unt
al so fell under suspicion, but faced with their adanant denials, the
cases ran quickly into sand. The only remai ning way forward was to

l aunch a major, intensive program of research and investigation anbng
the network of people who had been friendly with the two di pl omats at
Oxford and Canbridge. Such a policy entailed enornmous difficulties.
Most of those friendly with Burgess and Macl ean were now rising to

posi tions of considerable em nence, not just in the Intelligence
Services but in the Cvil Service as well. There was potentia

political enbarrassnent if such inquiries |eaked at a tine when al
concerned were doing everything to suppress any information about the
defections. Mreover, there was always the ghastly possibility that

vi gorous investigations night provoke further departures to Moscow,

wi th incal cul abl e consequences. No one was prepared to grasp the nettle
and from 1954 onward all work virtually ceased, M5 apparently

beli eving that the new vetting procedures then being inplenmented were



enough to protect the national security. It was |like |ocking the
chi cken house door with the fox inside.

One nman stood out against this policy of neglect. He was Arthur Martin
a former Arny signals officer who joined M5 soon after the war. Martin
qui ckly proved hinself a brilliant and intuitive case officer, handling
i n quick succession the Fuchs and Macl ean investigations, ably assisted
by Evelyn McBarnet, a young woman research officer, whose contribution
to these cases has never been adequately acknow edged. Martin had one
huge advantage in his approach to counterespi onage work: he never
attended a public school. Once it was known that a serious |eakage of
secrets had occurred at the British Enbassy in Washi ngton, the
conventional view was to search for the culprit anong the clerks,

cl eaners, and secretaries. But Martin realized at an early stage that
the culprit was a senior diplomat. He doggedly pursued the

i nvestigation, and was only foil ed when Macl ean def ect ed.

After the defections, Martin pressed the managenent of M5 to sanction
urgent inquiries into the whol e conplex network of Conmuni st
infiltrations of Canbridge in the 1930s. But his requests for

perm ssion to interview the numerous nmenbers of the Phil by, Burgess,
and Macl ean social circles were nostly refused. For two years he
struggl ed against this woeful policy, until finally he went to see the
Director-Ceneral, Dick Wite, and told himthat he intended to resign
and take a job with the new Australian Security Intelligence

Organi zati on, ASIO

VWhite, who had a high regard for Martin's abilities, persuaded himto
go to Malaya instead, as M5's Security Liaison Oficer, until the
climate in D Branch was better. It was, at the tine, a vital job, and
Martin played a |l eading role in the successful counterinsurgency
canpai gn in Mal aya, but the consequences for counterespi onage were

di sastrous. For nost of the decade M5's nost talented, if
tenperanental, officer was nissing.

When Hol lis becane Director-Ceneral in 1956, a new head of D Branch,
Martin Furnival Jones, was appointed. Furnival Jones was a | awer by
training, who joined M5 during the war. On the surface he seened an
ort hodox, taciturn man, lacking flair and vigor. But Furnival Jones was
easy to underestimte. He had an officer's gift for |eadership, and a

| ogi cal, ordered mnd which was surprisingly open to new i deas. But
nost of all, he possessed a streak of determination, if not

rut hl essness, which nade hima superb head of counterespi onage. He
realized that the nain problemfacing M5 was the sheer scal e of Sovi et
Bloc intelligence activity in Britain. D1, for instance, had the task
of nonitoring and worki ng agai nst around 300 Russian intelligence
officers. Its total staff was eleven, of whom four were secretaries. W
wer e swanped, never knowi ng whet her we were chasing spies or shadows.

One of his first decisions was to bring Arthur Martin back fromthe
wi | derness to Leconfield House, first as D2, in charge of Czech and
Polish affairs, and then, in 1959, as D1, responsible for Soviet
Count er espi onage. Furnival Jones had great admration for Arthur
Martin's skills, and the strength of character to get the best out of
him despite his sonmetines truculent manner. Arthur Martin noved
quickly to restore Dl's enphasis on active counterespi onage

i nvestigation, and he instinctively grasped the inportance of new



techni ques |i ke RAFTER, having worked in signals intelligence during
the war. For the first tinme, | found someone with seniority who
listened synpathetically and acted on ny ideas for change. W quickly
becane close friends. W forned a Resources Index in A Branch

recordi ng anyone and anythi ng which could be of use to M5. Forms were
sent around the office, asking for entries, and over a period of nonths
we built up an index so that a case officer who required, for instance,
a nurse, or a plunber, or access to a particular conpany's files, or a
| ock-up garage, could consult the index, rather than having to spend
time obtaining the resource from scratch.

We nade radical changes in the order-of-battle approach, bringing in
Moverrents Anal ysis, an idea which Terry Guernsey, the RCMP head of
count erespi onage, first began. This involved |ogging all known
noverments of Sovi et Enbassy personnel to build up an overall picture of
their activities. Through this, it was possible to gain inportant
intelligence about the identities of |ikely KGB officers.

But the nost radical changes were nade in the Operations section, which
was dom nated by a brilliant agent runner and investigator, M chael
McCaul . Martin and McCaul put the section on a war footing. Even though
our forces were so much snaller than the Russians', we went on the

of f ensi ve, changing our tactics, and ainming to disrupt the KGB, who
were accustoned to the utter predictability of our approach. Sone of
the schemes were madcap, |ike the operation to pickpocket all known KGB
officers on the streets of London, in the hope that scraps of
intelligence mght be gleaned. It didn't work, but it made the Russians
feel they were under attack for the first time in years. O her changes
were nmuch nore significant. The Sovi et em gre networks, undoubtedly the
nost penetrated of all, were rolled up. The doubl e-agent cases were run
much nore aggressively. Case officers acconpani ed doubl e agents to
nmeetings with their KG controller, and warned the K& man that if he
was caught recruiting British nationals again, he would be reported to
the Foreign Ofice and expelled. McCaul and his nen began to nake
brazen attenpts to recruit KG nen. W never succeeded, but the change
of tactic was enough, we hoped, to sow the seeds of doubt in Kensington
Par k Gardens.

McCaul inplenented these new tactics brilliantly. On one occasion, a
techni ci an who worked in a Royal Ordnance Factory, nmaking a new Bofors
shell, told M5 that he had been approached by a KGB officer and asked

to provide a sanple of the new shell. MCaul arranged for a dummy shel
to be nade up and filled with sand so that it felt as if it were ful
of expl osive. As soon as the double agent handed over the shell in a

Sout h London park, MCaul pounced fromthe bushes. He told the Russian
that he was in serious trouble, and flagrantly in possession of a piece
of Top Secret British mlitary equi pmrent. He would certainly be

decl ared PERSONA NON GRATA. KGB officers feared expul sion. For one
thing they |l ost the perks of overseas service, but nore inportant, it
represented a failure, and any failure automatically made them suspect
in the eyes of their own counterintelligence officers. The KGB man
began to shake uncontrollably, as McCaul conjured up visions of a burly
London policenan carting the hapl ess Russian off to sonme secret dungeon
for a spot of torture.

"Don't shake the shell, for Christ's sake," he shouted, "you'll trigger
t he fuse!"



The Russi an dropped the shell to the ground and sprinted out of the
park as if pursued by the furies. The next day he was on the plane
horre.

In fact, the Foreign Ofice was notoriously reluctant to give support.
Nunerous times we sent forward recomendati ons to expel Russians we
caught recruiting or running agents, but the Foreign Ofice Northern
Department, responsible for Anglo-Soviet relations, nore often than not
vet oed our case. (ccasionally | attended these Northern Depart nment
neetings to give technical briefings on what the particul ar Russi an

di pl omat had been doing. They always followed a set pattern. The M6
contingent woul d object to expulsion, fearing a reprisal in Mscow
Then the Foreign Ofice would weigh in with a sernon about the

i mportance of not disrupting pending arns control negotiations, or
jeopardi zing an i mm nent trade deal. Courtney Young turned to ne on one
occasi on as we enmerged fromthe ornate conmittee roomand nuttered:

"1've never seen such a hotbed of cold feet!"

The | ack of Foreign Ofice support neant we had to rely on |ess

ort hodox nethods of warning off the Soviets. Around this tine we
received a spate of reports from Watchers detailing approaches to them
by Russi ans. One Watcher described how a K@ officer cane up to himin
a pub and handed hi man envel ope containing a |arge quantity of noney,
and tried to talk himinto providing informati on about his M5 work.

M chael M Caul decided that direct action was needed. He tel ephoned the
Chief K@ Resident in his office in the Soviet Enbassy, and asked for
an appoi ntment, using his cover name Macaul ey, which was well known to
the Russians. He strode into the Enbassy as bold as brass, and warned
t he Russi ans agai nst any further approaches to the Watchers, naking
dire threats of diplomatic interventions which, in reality, were

unli kely ever to have been sanctioned. McCaul was highly anused by his
tripinto the lion's den. The Resident made himl avishly wel cone and
they took afternoon tea together under a giant aspidistra. The Russian
doubted that any of his staff could be so indelicate as to engage in
espi onage on foreign soil, but agreed to ook into the matter in case
one of the staff had, perhaps, been a little overzeal ous.

"Perhaps the British Security authorities have made a m stake," he
suggest ed. "The business has becone so crowded these days. So nmany
countries, so many enbassies, so nany diplomats. Sonetimes it is
difficult to be sure who is working for whom.."

There were no nore approaches to the Watchers.

In the sumrer of 1959, just as things began to inmprove in D Branch, the
Ti sl er case cane alive again, clouding our nmnds with doubt and
confusion. It began when the young mal e nurse, whose recruitment led to
t he chase for the GRUFF signal in Capham was suddenly reactivated.

H s Russian controller handed hima suitcase, and asked himto store it
at hone. Inside the suitcase was an old Wrld War |l radio set, which
made us i medi ately suspect the whole thing was anot her game designed
to lure us out of London. But we had no definite proof that the

Russi ans knew we had turned the nurse, so we decided to follow it up

D1 pl aced conti nuous Watcher coverage on the nurse's house in the



M dl ands, and all Watcher activity closed down in London. | arranged
for Watcher headquarters to continue to transmt notification of

Russi ans and Czechosl ovaki ans | eavi ng Kensi ngton Park Gardens, so they
woul d think we were still follow ng them

Thirty-six hours after the Watchers | eft London, the Russian receiver
nmoni toring their comunications cl osed down. As soon as Tony Sale told
me, | was highly suspicious, renenbering the inconclusiveness of the
previous tests after the Tisler affair. Six weeks later we returned to
London convi nced the suitcase was bogus, and | nmounted a special RAFTER
operation to check when the Russians reactivated their receiver.

No Russians were followed on the first Mnday norning, and we opened up
at 2:30 in the afternoon on a Czech diplomat. Wthin half an hour the
Russi an recei ver was reactivated on the Watcher frequency. | took the
RAFTER printouts to Furnival Jones and Hollis. Here, for the first

tinme, was a firmindication that a human source existed inside M5.

Hol lis and Furnival Jones were visibly shocked by the information. The
recent Russian approaches to Watchers, which we thought had been
termnated following McCaul's visit to the Enbassy, confirnmed Hollis in
his viewthat, if a leak existed, it nmust be in the Watcher service.
More bariummnmeal tests were done to try to locate the source, but
not hi ng was found. As 1959 drew to a close there was a grow ng feeling
among the few officers who knew about Tisler's allegation that the

i ssue ought to be resolved once and for all, even if it nmeant nore
extensive investigations. In Decenber | was called in by Hollis, who
told ne that he intended closing down the Watcher inquiries.

"l am sure our original Tisler conclusions were correct," he told ne,

"and | think we should let the matter lie."

He was courteous, but firm | thought the tine had come to bring the
worries into the open.

"I do think, sir, we would be advised to wi den our inquiries. The |eak
may be higher up in the Service."

Hol i s made no obvi ous reaction.
"It's a very delicate issue, Peter,” he replied smoothly. "It would
have a terrible effect on norale in the Service."

"Not necessarily, sir. | think you would find that nost officers would
wel cone sonet hing being done. After all, if we have a penetration
particularly one at a relatively high level, nost people have been
wasting their tine."

"It's sinmply not practical,” he replied, his tone hardening.
| pointed out that there was already an investigations section of D1,
whi ch could quite easily acconmpdate the work. Hollis finally bridled.

"I am not prepared to debate the issue,"” he snapped, "and | sinply
cannot accept any course of action which would lead to the
establ i shnent of a privileged Gestapo in the office.”



He scrawled "No further action" on the file and initialed it off,
signaling our neeting was over. The cancer was left to grow

- 10 -

" Sni per says the Russians have got two very inportant spies in Britain
one in British Intelligence, the other sonmewhere in the Navy."

It was April 1959, and a CIA officer, Harry Roman, was briefing a group
of M5 and M6 officers in the fourth-fl oor conference roomof MG6's

Br oadway headquarters about a high-grade defector. Snhiper was an
anonynous source who earlier in the year began sending letters to the
CIA, witten in German, detailing i nformati on about Polish and Sovi et
intelligence operations.

"He's alnmost certainly in the UB [the Polish Intelligence Service],"
said Roman. "His Gernman's odd, and the Polish stuff is Gade 1 fromthe
i nsi de."

Sni per (who was given the M5 code name LAVINIA) christened his spies
Lanbda 1 and Lanbda 2. There was little to go on with Lanbda 2, beyond
the fact that he served in Warsaw in 1952 and was bl ackmailed into
espi onage after the UB discovered his activities in the black market.
Lanbda 1, however, |ooked nore hopeful. Sniper gave enough details in
one of his letters to enable us to identify three M6 docunments he had
seen.

The first was the "Watch List" for Pol and, detailing Polish nationals
the Warsaw M 6 station considered possible or desirable targets for
recruitnment approaches. The second docunent was the Polish section of
the M6 "R6," an annual report circulated to M6 stations, sunmarizing,
country by country and regi on by region, the straight intelligence
received by M6. The third docunent was a part of the "RB," the annua
M6 report circulated to stations abroad, detailing the latest M6
scientific and technical research and operations.

Berlin and Warsaw were the nost probable M6 stations where the | eak of
this vital intelligence had taken place, and we drew up a list of the
ten people at these stations who had access to all three docunents. The
records of all ten were investigated, and all were exonerated,

i ncl udi ng one named George Bl ake, a rising young M6 officer who had

pl ayed a key role in the Berlin Tunnel. Blake, M5 and M 6 concl uded,
coul d not possibly be a spy. The best explanation for the leak, in the
absence of any credible human candi date, was a burglary of an M6
station safe in Brussels, which had taken place two years before
Unfortunately, there was no accurate record of the contents of the safe
before the burglary. There was evi dence that one, and possibly two, of
t he docunments seen by Sni per had been in the safe, but no certainty
that all three had been there. In spring 1960, when all ten M6

of ficers had been cleared, M5 and M6 officially told the Anmericans
that the burglary was the source of Sniper's Lanbda 1.

In March 1960, Sniper suddenly sent further information about Lanbda 2.
H s name was sonething |ike Huiton, and Sniper thought he had been
taken over and run illegally by the Russians when he returned to London



to work in Naval Intelligence. Only one nan fitted Sniper's
description: Harry Houghton, who was working in the Underwater \Wapons
Est abl i shment at Portland, Dorset, and had served in Warsaw in 1952

bef ore joi ning Naval Intelligence. Wen Houghton was checked in the M5
Regi stry, D Branch found, to their consternation, that he was already
listed. Sone years before, Houghton's wife had approached the security
of ficer at Portland and told himthat her husband had deserted her for
a girl who worked at the base. She had cl ai ned that Houghton was
neeting with foreigners, went regularly to London to neet a foreigner
whom she could not identify, and had | arge ambunts of noney stored in a
tin in the garden shed.

The security officer forwarded the report to the Admiralty Security
Division, advising that it was probably a nalicious accusation by a
deserted wife. The Adnmiralty passed it on to M5's C Branch, where it

| anded on the desk of a young officer named Duncum Wagh. He | ooked up
Houghton in the Registry, found no entry, and concluded that the
original security officer's assessnent had been right. He decided to
di smiss the allegation. He minuted the file to his C Branch section
head, who sent a suitable reply to Portland, and the matter was put to
rest.

Hol lis and Furnival Jones (who was head of C Branch at the appropriate
tinme) were desperately enbarrassed by the revel ati on that Houghton was
the likely spy. But there was little tinme for recrinination, as the
case swiftly gathered nomentum The investigation was handl ed by the
Pol i sh section, D2, and they soon di scovered that Houghton visited
London once a nonth with his girlfriend, Ethel Gee. The Watchers were
detail ed to cover Houghton's July visit, and they saw himnmeet a man in
the Waterl oo Road, hand over a carrier bag, and receive an envelope in
return. All attention inmmediately focused on the man Hought on had net.
He was foll owed back to his car, a white Studebaker, and visually
identified by the Watchers as a Polish intelligence officer stationed
in London. But checks on the car registration nunber showed it to

bel ong to a Canadi an naned Gordon Arnold Lonsdal e, who ran a busi ness
| easi ng j ukebox nmachi nes. The Watchers were sent around to the Polish
Enbassy to recheck on the Polish officer, and returned sheepishly,
sayi ng they had nmade a m st ake.

Lonsdal e was put under intensive surveillance. He had an office in
Wardour Street, and a flat in the Wite House, near Regent's Park. Both
wer e bugged, and vi sual observation posts established nearby. To al

i ntents and purposes, he lived the life of a London playboy, traveling
abroad frequently and pursuing a succession of glanorous girls
attracted by his easy noney and good | ooks.

Hought on and Gee next visited London at the begi nning of August, and
again nmet Lonsdale, this time in a cafe near the A d Vic theater. The
WAt chers monitored them cl osely, even slipping into a table next to
them Lonsdale told Houghton and Gee that there would be no nmeeting in
Septenber, as he was visiting the USA on business, but that he was
confident he would return in time to nmeet themon the first Sunday in
Cctober. If he did not appear, soneone el se they knew would conme in his
pl ace.

On August 27 Lonsdale was followed fromhis flat on the sixth floor of
the White House to the Mdland Bank in Geat Portland Street, where he



deposited a suitcase and a brown paper parcel. Shortly after, he

di sappeared. The DG approached the Chairman of the M dl and Bank, and
obt ai ned permi ssion to open Lonsdal e's safety deposit box. On the
eveni ng of Monday, Septenber 5, the suitcase and package were renoved
fromthe bank and taken over to the M5 laboratory at St. Paul's. The
contents were spread out on a trestle table and carefully exam ned by
Hugh Wnterborn and ne. After years of trying, we had stunbl ed across
the real thing - the conplete tool bag of the professional spy. There
were a M nox and a Praktina, specialist mniature caneras for docunent
copyi ng. The M nox contained an exposed film which we devel oped and
recopi ed before replacing in the canera. The phot ographs seened

i nnocuous enough: snaps of Lonsdale and a smiling wonan taken in a city
whi ch, after considerable analysis, we concluded was probably Prague.
There was al so a book on how to learn typewiting, which | knew at once
nmust be connected with secret witing. By shining a narrow beam of

hori zontal 1ight along the edges of each page, | picked out the mnute
i ndent ati ons, where Lonsdal e had used the pages as a carbon for his

i nvisible secret messages. The typewiting book was sent down to Dr.
Frank Morgan at AWRE, and becane inval uable in boosting his research
programinto new nmethods of detecting secret witing.

The npst interesting object was a Ronson cigarette lighter set in a
wooden bow . W& X-rayed the lighter using Mdrgan's nethod, which showed
the base to be hollow, containing several snmall itens. They were
renoved with a rubber suction cup and tweezers, and were found to be
two sets of miniature one-tinme code pads, one of which was clearly in
current use. There was also a list of nap references on a fol ded piece
of paper, based on the London nap book used by our Watchers.

Ever since RAFTER began, | had studied everything | could find about
Sovi et clandestine radi o comuni cati ons, and as soon as | saw
Lonsdal e' s ci pher pads, | could identify themas Soviet issue. This was
no Polish intelligence officer - this was a full-bl own KGB operation
Wth Lonsdale in radio conmunication with Mdscow, we knew that if we
could copy his pads and trace his signals, we would be able to decrypt
themas they came in. Unfortunately, there were in Lonsdal e's suitcase
no signal plans giving a schedul e of when and at what frequency to
listen to his broadcasts anong the thousands of messages which were
pouring out every week from Mbscow. RAFTER gave us the vita

br eakt hrough. We decided to set up in the flat next door to Lonsdale in
the White House, and by using active RAFTER, we would be able to tel
when and at what frequency he was |listening to his receiver.

Copyi ng the code pads without arousing Lonsdal e's suspicions was nuch
nore difficult. Wthout access to each sheet of the pads we woul d be
unabl e to deci pher his traffic. | knew fromthe Radiati ons Operations
Committee that the Swiss intelligence service had recently found an
abandoned KGB one-tine pad, so | arranged for M6 to ask the Swiss if
t hey woul d be prepared to allow us to borrowit. They agreed, and
drove out to London Airport to nmeet the RAF plane which flew it over
specially for us. The Swi ss pad was very sinmilar to Lonsdale's; each
edge was covered with a thin filmof glue to hold the pages together
We took it apart, and analyzed the glue. It was non-Wstern, but the
Post O fice technicians were confident they could nmake some up

W went into the bank again on the evening of Saturday, Septenber 17,
renoved the suitcase, and took it to St. Paul's. The pads were



delicately taken apart and each page individually photographed. Then
the originals were placed in a specially nmade jig, which held them
tightly together so we could recoat the edges with our newly made-up
glue solution. In the early hours of Sunday norning, we took the

sui tcase back to the bank, and waited for Lonsdale to return

A few days later, | received a call from Tony Sale. He sounded
distinctly agitated.

"There's something you ought to see. Sone of the LI ONSBEARD
recording..."

LI ONSBEARD was the code nane given to the conti nuous RAFTER operation
on the Russian Enbassy. | took a taxi to Kensington Park Gardens, and
ducked into our safe house on the next street. Tony Sale nmet ne in the
hal |, and handed over a sheet of the LI ONSBEARD needl e printout.

"Any idea what that is?" he asked, pointing to two sudden bursts of
receiver activity inside the Embassy in Septenber

"What dates are these?"

"Seens to be Septenber 6, which was a Tuesday, and the other one is
| ast Sunday - that's the 18th," he replied.

"Good CGod," | gasped, "they're the dates of the bank operations!”

Wat chers had been used lightly during both operations to renove
Lonsdal e's suitcase fromthe bank. Wth a nmixture of panic and despair
I took the printouts back to Leconfield House, and tabul ated the exact
times the Russian receiver was operating against A4's records of

WAt cher operations. The LI ONSBEARD readi ngs matched the A4 records
perfectly. The Russians nmust have guessed we were onto Lonsdal e.

| called for all the LI ONSBEARD records, going back two and a half
years, and | aboriously checked through themall to see if there were

ot her exanpl es where the Russians had used their receivers in the

m ddl e of a Saturday or a Mdnday night. There was not a single
occasi on, other than these two, where the Russians |istened between the
hours of mdnight to 5 A M

| took the naterial to Furnival Jones, and we went straight up to
Hollis' office. He took the news calmy, and agreed the evidence of a
| eak | ooked strong. He instructed Furnival Jones to begin another
urgent investigation into the Watcher service, and in view of the fact
that Lonsdal e was al nost certainly a K& illegal, transferred control
of the case fromD2 (Czechs and Poles) to Arthur Martin in Dl (Soviet
Count er espi onage) .

On the face of it, Lonsdale's departure abroad provided the best test
as to whether our suspicions were well founded. We all agreed that if
he stayed away, it would prove he knew we were onto him If he cane
back, it would indicate we were in the clear. Lonsdale had told
Houghton he would try to get back for their neeting on Cctober 1
Tensi on began to rise inside Leconfield House, as Furnival Jones

Wat cher investigations once nore drew a bl ank. Houghton traveled to
London, but no one turned up to neet him Even Furnival Jones seened



vi sibly shaken as the days ticked by w thout any sign of Lonsdale.

Then, on Cctober 17, our observation post opposite Lonsdale's office in
Wardour Street identified himentering the building. The doubt and
suspi ci on, which had been growing in intensity, nelted away as we threw
our energies into the hunt.

Lonsdal e soon picked up his old life, running his jukebox business,
neeting Houghton, and dating a great variety of attractive girls. He
was not due to repossess his flat in the Wite House until early
Noverber, but where he was staying was a nystery. Every night he |eft
his offices in Wardour Street and headed westward. Arthur and | laid
down strict controls on the Watcher operations after Lonsdale's return
We were determ ned there would be no nore nistakes. Overt watching was
prohi bited, and strict radio silence was inposed on all operations. Jim
Skar don expl oded at this apparent intrusion into his enpire. He was not
i ndoctrinated for RAFTER, and coul d not understand why radi os were
prohi bited. He conpl ained to Furnival Jones but was told firmy that
there were good reasons for the new policy.

Arthur and | realized it would be inpossible to follow a trai ned and
experienced intelligence officer |ike Lonsdale for any di stance without
alerting himto the fact, so we devised a new semi static technique.
Every night a team of Watchers picked himup and followed for a short
di stance, before peeling off. The next day Lonsdal e was picked up by a
new set of Watchers where the previous team had given up the chase, and
foll owed another short distance, and so on, at successively increasing
di stances from his Wardour Street office. The whol e operation took two
weeks, and we even enpl oyed wives and volunteers fromthe office to
suppl enent the Watcher staff so we never used the sane faces twi ce.
Eventual ly we tracked Lonsdale to 45 Cranl eigh Gardens, Ruislip, in
West London. Lonsdal e was evidently staying with the occupants of the
smal | house, Peter and Hel en Kroger, a New Zeal and couple who ran a
snal | bookshop specializing in Anericana antique books. W set up a
static observation post in the house opposite, and waited, confident

t hat none of the occupants knew of our presence.

I n mi d- Novenber Lonsdal e noved back into his flat in the Wite House,
collecting his suitcase fromthe Mdl and Bank shortly beforehand. W

i mredi ately arranged for a GCHQ techni cian, Arthur Spencer, to nove
into the flat next door to begin our RAFTER operations. For the next

t hree nont hs Spencer scarcely set foot outside the tiny flat. W
installed a noncontact tap on the nmains supply feeding Lonsdale's
receiver which was connected to a silent buzzer. The buzzer was worn as
an earpiece by Spencer, so that even if Lonsdal e used his radio set
during the night, the buzzer would alert him Wenever the buzzer
sounded, Spencer tuned the RAFTER receivers, found the frequency
Lonsdal e was listening to, and al erted GCHQ Pal ner Street. Pal ner
Street then relayed the signal down to GCHQ i n Cheltenham There, using
our copy of Lonsdale's one-tinme pad, a GCHQ cryptanal yst naned Bill

Col lins decrypted the nessage, and relayed it back up to London to
Arthur and nme in Leconfield House via an enciphered telex |ink.

The first time Lonsdal e received a nessage, Bill Collins was unable to
deci pher it. There was no indicator group in the traffic. An indicator
group is a group EN CLAIR, in other words a group fromthe one-tine pad
with no coded additive. The recipient uses this to position the nessage
on the pad at the right place, so it can be deci phered. (After Lonsdal e



was arrested we discovered that the indicator group was in fact
enci phered, using his real date of birth.)

Arthur and | began to wonder if, perhaps, Lonsdale realized his pads
were conproni sed, and was using a new set brought back with himfrom
abroad. The only thing we could do was burgle his flat and check inside
the lighter again, to see if the pads had been used. Wnterborn and
went in on a day when Lonsdale went to Suffolk for his jukebox
business. It was a snmall flat, rather depressingly spartan, with barely
space for nore than a bed. W opened the lighter; the pads were stil

t here, and new pages had been torn away, so they were obviously still
in use. Wien | | ooked carefully | realized that Lonsdal e had used nore
lines than were needed to enci pher the nessage he had received from
Moscow. When t he nessage was stepped down the pad by the nunber of
excess |lines, the nmessage read satisfactorily.

For the next two nmonths we successfully nonitored Lonsdal e' s bi weekly
nessages from Moscow. Most of them concerned "the Shah," the KGB
cryptonym for Houghton. Lonsdal e was given specific instructions on how
to handl e him which questions to ask, and what docunments he should
attenpt to procure fromPortland. But other messages were personal
containing famly news about his wife and his children back in Russia.
They wanted hi m hone after five years' undercover service.

On Monday, January 2, Hollis chaired a full review of the case. Arthur
argued strongly that we should allow the case to run on. He felt
instinctively that Lonsdale was too valuable an illegal to be running
sinply the one spy, Houghton. We still knew very little about the
Krogers, and their house at 45 Cranl ei gh Gardens, beyond the fact that
shortly after Lonsdale went to stay, high-grade Chubbs and w ndow | ocks
were fitted to the house, including the access to the roof. For all we
knew, Lonsdale m ght be only one part of a rmuch |arger network.

Furni val Jones and | supported Arthur, and Hollis agreed to approach
the Admralty (whose secrets Houghton was betraying) to ask perm ssion
to | eave Houghton unnolested for a further three nonths. The Admiralty
agreed, and Arthur decided to minimize any further risk by running the
case on w thout any form of physical surveillance, relying sinmply on
our interception of Lonsdale's radio traffic to lead us to further

spi es.

Two days later our plan was rudely shattered. A seal ed nessage was
delivered to Hollis by Cleeve Cram the CIA officer assigned to the
Aneri can Enbassy in London for liaison with M5 . The nessage warned M5
that Sniper had informed the CIA that he intended defecting to the
United States on the foll owi ng day, January 5. Once again, we convened
in Hollis' office. There was really only one course of action
Hought on, Lonsdal e, and presumably al so the Krogers would all be bl own
by the defection. W had to arrest them before they were w t hdrawn.
Fortunately, Houghton was due for his January nmeeting with Lonsdal e on
t he Saturday, January 7, and we al so knew that Lonsdal e was due to
receive his radio nessage early that norning, so we would know if
Moscow sent him a warni ng.

Arranging the arrests was a prodigious feat of |ogistics, and for the
next three days | barely slept. Charles Elwell, Houghton's case

of ficer, was sent to Portland, ready to search Houghton's prem ses as
soon as he was given word the arrests were successfully acconplished.



Bill Collins cane up from Chel tenham and based hinself in Pal ner
Street, ready to decrypt Lonsdal e's nessage the instant it cane

t hrough. The Speci al Branch were put on standby outside Lonsdale's
flat, ready to make an imediate arrest if the Moscow nessage sent him
scurrying for cover.

On the Friday night Arthur and | gathered in the third-floor operations

roomin Leconfield House, ready for the all-night vigil. It was a snall
of fice, painted a ghastly G vil Service brown. It could have been a
prison cell. A netal-franmed bed ran along one wall, A small table stood

inthe mddle. Cables trailed across the floor in thick, tangled
bunches. Tel ephones |inked us to Special Branch headquarters, to GCHQ
and to the DG and a snall speaker relayed to us every sound inside
Lonsdale's flat in the Wite House.

Art hur sat hunched over the table, chain-snoking. Hugh W nterborn was
tense and excited, and said very little. Furnival Jones was there too,
with his shoes off, reclining on the bed in his braces. Al though he was
the Director of D Branch, he felt a strong loyalty to the troops, and
was determned to see it through with us. He even went to the pub in
Shepherd's Market and brought us back sandw ches. We drank Scotch

t hrough the small hours, as the ashtrays filled up

We |istened as Lonsdale returned late froma carefree evening on the

towmn. He was with a girl. | discreetly muted the volune as the sound of
their passionate |ovenmaking filtered through to us. Wen it was al
quiet in the flat, | asked Arthur how | ong he t hought Lonsdal e woul d

serve in prison.

"Fifteen at least," he replied.

Hugh W nt erborn | ooked troubled. He was a religious nman, and found no
joy in the thought of a man's life ruined. | poured nysel f another
drink.

"I can't help thinking of his wife and kids..." | said lanmely. They
knew what | nmeant. They had seen the intercepts of Lonsdal e's nessages,
as | had: the talk of home, and fam |y hardshi ps, and birthdays, and
children who nissed their father. Lonsdale, for all his

prof essionalism was a very human spy. Like nany nen away on busi ness,
he was honesi ck, and sought solace in the conpany of other womnen.

"It's not as if he's a traitor... not |ike Houghton. He's just doing
his job Iike us."

"That's enough!" Furnival Jones flashed angrily fromthe bed. "He went
into this with his eyes wi de open. He could have cone as a diplomat. He
knew what the risks were. He deserves everything he gets!"”

| stayed silent. But the thought was there inside us all. W had seen
al nost too nuch of Lonsdal e over the past two nonths.

Toward norning Lonsdal e woke the girl up, and persuaded her to | eave.
He said he had urgent business to attend to, which in a way was true.
VWen she |eft we heard himpull out his radio set, and prepare his pads
to receive the nessage from Moscow. The radio crackled for a few

m nutes, and Lonsdal e's pencil scratched out the decrypt. W could tel



there was no warning fromthe way he sauntered into the bathroom
singing jauntily to hinself in Russian. A few mnutes |later the green
tel ephone rang, and Bill Collins gave us the text of the nessage over a
scranbled line. It was a routine report, nore talk of the famly, nore
news from home. There was no warni ng or alarm

Speci al Branch were told to prepare to make the arrest as Lonsdal e
received his package from Houghton that afternoon. At five the Special
Branch |ine rang.

"Last Act is finished" said a voice. Last Act was Lonsdal e's code nane.
Hi s prison performance was about to begin

Hugh W nterborn went straight over to the Wite House to search
Lonsdale's flat, while Arthur and | waited for news of the Krogers
arrest. At seven, tired but elated, we drove out to Ruislip in nmy car
By the time we reached Cranlei gh Gardens, the place was in chaos.
Pol i ce were everywhere, searching the house alnost at random | tried
to take control, but it was useless. Arthur vainly protested as a
detective took out a plastic bag containing chemcals.

"Sorry, sir, | amafraid it's evidence," said the policeman. "It's a
crimnal matter now, and if you boys want to see it, you'll have to go
t hrough the channels."

The police operation was | ed by Detective Superintendent George Smith
of the Special Branch, a man renowned inside M5 for his powers of
self-pronotion Before the arrests, we stressed to Smith that we needed
a forty-eight-hour blackout on any news about the arrests, so that we
could monitor the next radi o broadcast com ng in from Moscow. But

wi thin hours word spread around Fleet Street that a major espionage
ring had been snmashed, and Smith began briefing selected reporters on
the role he clainmed to have played in the operation. The Mdscow
broadcast carried no traffic.

Despite the hanfisted search instituted by the police, it was obvious

t he house was packed full of espionage equi prment. Two sets of different
ci pher pads were hidden in a cigarette lighter sinmlar to the one used
by Lonsdal e. There were signal plans for three separate types of

transm ssions from Moscow, secret witing material, and facilities to
make mi crodots using chromc acid and Sell otape. Ms Kroger had even
tried to destroy the contents of her handbag, containing details of
neetings with spies, by flushing them down the toilet, but a vigilant
worman PC stopped her. The nost interesting find of all was a signa
pl an for special high-speed transm ssions from Moscow. Hidden in a
cookery jar we found a bottle of nagnetic iron oxide used to print out
the Morse fromthe hi gh-speed nessage onto a tape, so that it could be
read wi thout being transferred onto a sophisticated tape recorder and
sl owed down. It was a new techni que, and explai ned why we had failed to
detect any transmi ssions to the Kroger house in the nmonths before the
arrests.

Toward the end of the evening the police began to vacate, leaving us to
search anong the debris, under the watchful eyes of a couple of young
constabl es. W searched the house for nine days. On the | ast day we
located the transmitter. It was hidden in a cavity under the kitchen
floor, along with canmeras and ot her radi o equi prment. Everything was



careful ly conceal ed in noisture-resi stant seal ed packages, and the
whol e system had obvi ously been designed to be stored for a
consi derable length of tinme.

On the foll owi ng Wednesday, Hollis called everyone together in his

of fice, and congratul ated themon the triunph. The new D Branch team
under Martin Furnival Jones and Arthur Martin had faced its stiffest
test, and conpletely outplayed the Russians for the first time since
Maxwel | Kni ght smashed the Wolwi ch Arsenal Ring in 1938. The key to

t he Lonsdal e success, as with the ENGULF and STOCKADE achi evenents, |ay
in the new techni ques which I had worked to devel op with GCHQ and AVWRE
RAFTER and the X-raying and copyi ng of the code pads enabled M5 to run
the case froma position of strength. | was intensely proud of the
capture of the ring; for the first time | had played a major role in a
count er espi onage case, and shown the M5 nanagenent what was possi bl e.
As a result, it was acknow edged that the workl oad passing through the
Radi ati ons Operations Conmittee was sinply too great, and it was
separated into two distinct units. Clan handled all clandestine
operations agai nst cipher targets here and abroad, while Counterclan
controlled all the counterespi onage side of ROC, such as RAFTER

Hollis asked ne to produce a detailed report, showi ng the role played
in the Lonsdal e case by the new techniques, with a view to encouragi ng
sim | ar approaches to counterespionage in the future. | began by paying
a visit to the Ad Bailey, where Lonsdal e, the Krogers, Houghton, and
Gee were on trial. The latter pair |ooked pasty-faced, flicking glances
around t he wood- panel ed courtroom fromthe dock

Lonsdal e and the Krogers appeared conpl etely unnmoved by the

proceedi ngs. The Krogers occasionally whi spered to each other, or
passed notes; Lonsdale said nothing until the end, when he gave a short
speech claimng the Krogers knew nothing of his activities. The Krogers
were soon identified by the Anericans as Mrris and Lona Cohen, wanted
by the FBI in connection with the Rosenberg nucl ear espi onage case.
This was nore than a little enbarrassing for ne; nonths before the
arrests | saw Al Belnmont of the FBI in Washington and briefed himon
the progress of the case. He wondered then if the Krogers mght turn
out to be the Cohens. But | had not taken his offhand suggestion
seriously, and failed to nake a check. Lonsdale's identity proved nuch
nore of a nystery, and it was a year before we positively identified
hi m as Konan Trofinovich Ml odi, the son of a well-known Sovi et
scientist, and an experienced K@ officer who assuned the identity of
Cordon Lonsdal e, a | ong-deceased Fi nni sh Canadi an, in 1955.

| began ny analysis of the Lonsdal e case by asking GCHQ to provide ne

with files on any known Sovi et espionage case, |ike the Lonsdal e case,
whi ch had invol ved cl andesti ne radi o broadcasts. They produced
| eafl ets, around a hundred in all, listing first the details of the

agent under consideration - when he started and finished, what his
targets were, which service he worked for, and so forth; they then
produced a detailed summary of the agent's signal plans, and finally
lists of the traffic that he received fromthe Soviet Union, including
t he nunbers of nessages, their group counts, details of the cipher
systens used, and dates when they were changed.

| organized this nass of material into K& and CGRU categories, and
secondly into types of agent-singletons, sleepers, illegal spies



actively running one or nore sources, illegal residents running a group
of other illegals, and so forth. | found, to ny astoni shnent, that
changes in the radio traffic mrrored the different types of agent. For
i nstance, by | ooking at the operational radio procedures, such as the
types of call signs used, it was possible to tell whether the spy was
of K@ or GRU origin. Simlarly, by analyzing the group counts and the
| engt hs of the nessages, it was possible to tell what type of spy was
receiving the traffic. For instance, the singleton sleeper received
very little traffic, the GRU singleton not nuch nore, while the KGB
singl eton received a quite considerable volune. The K& ill ega
resident, the nost inportant spy of all, always took the greatest
amount of traffic - generally between five hundred and a thousand
groups a nonth.

| soon began to realize that the Lonsdal e case was utterly different
fromany other single case among the hundreds | had studied. No other
case had so nany different forns of conmunications, sone duplicated,
and some even triplicated. Yet there was apparently only one spy
Hought on serviced by the whol e Lonsdal e/ Kroger apparatus. He was an

i mportant spy, it was true, with access to vital details about British
and American submarine-detection systens. But why involve the Krogers?
VWhy not just use Lonsdal e?

Even at face value, it seened unlikely that other spies would not have
been involved in the ring. The Krogers were located in Ruislip, close
to Anerican Air Force installations, while Lonsdale, we discovered, had
earlier studied at the School of Oriental Studies, on a course comonly
used by British mlitary officers and M6 trainees.

Lonsdal e was certainly the illegal resident in Britain, and | carefully
t abul at ed the communi cati ons he received from Moscow after he returned
to Britain in Cctober. He averaged 300-350 groups per month. Yet in
each of the other illegal cases | studied, the resident received 500-
1000 groups a nonth, and generally closer to the higher figure. Were
was Lonsdale's mssing traffic? Lonsdale had a three-character cal

sign which included a figure 1 if the broadcast carried traffic, and
omtted the figure 1 if it was a dumy stream | asked GCHQ whet her
they could find any nessages simlar in length to those we knew
Lonsdal e received after October, for the period preceding his departure
in August. After considerable search GCHQ found what is called a
"continuity," which went back six years, to roughly the time when
Lonsdal e entered Britain

The average group count of this continuity was in the correct range of
500- 1000 groups per nonth, and it ceased suddenly in August 1960, at
the sane tine Lonsdale returned to Moscow. OF course, wthout the pads,
we could not read any of the nessages, but if, as seemed likely, this
was Lonsdale's original traffic, the question remained: why did it
suddenly di mi ni sh when he came back?

| turned ny attention to the Krogers' communications. These were the
nost baffling of all. Mdst of themwere for their use, yet they
appeared not to be running any spies at all - nerely acting as support
for Lonsdal e. But some of the conmmunications were clearly being stored
by the Krogers for Lonsdale. The pads, for instance, hidden |ike
Lonsdale's in a cigarette lighter, were alnost certainly his. |

cal cul ated up the group counts on the pads. The total was equivalent to



the groups mssing fromLonsdale's traffic after his return in Cctober.
The Russians, it seened, had split Lonsdale's traffic when he cane
back, |eaving the Shah (Houghton) on the channel we could read, and

pl aci ng his ot her comruni cati ons, perhaps containing his other spies,
onto a secure channel with the Krogers, and using their high-speed
transmtter, which we could not detect, to send any nmessages he needed.

This apparent alteration in radi o procedures suggested that Lonsdal e
knew, in some way or other, that the nmessages he was receiving from
Moscow in the Wiite House, using the pads in the cigarette lighter,
were conproni sed. But why, if he feared that, not just use new pads?
And why, if the Russians feared he was conproni sed, was he sent back at
all?

| began to anal yze the sequence of events over the weekend of the
arrests. | had arranged a continuous coverage of the Russian Enbassy
diplomatic transmitters fromthe Friday before the arrests until m dday
Monday. The | ast Enbassy transm ssion took place at 11 AAM on the

Sat urday norning, well before the arrests, and the next was not until 9
A.M on the Monday norning. So, although a nmmjor espionage ring had
been smashed, the Russians apparently made no contact at all with
Moscow. This beggared belief, unless, of course, the Russians already
knew we were about to lift them

| checked what we knew about the nmovenents of known Soviet intelligence
of ficers in London over that weekend. On the Sunday ni ght, when news of
the arrests first broke on the television bulletins, an illegal KGB
resi dent, Korovin, and Karpekov, the KGB | egal deputy resident, had

di nner together. Qur probe m crophones picked up every part of their
conversation. W heard themlisten to the news. They made no coment,
and no nove to contact the Enbassy.

I then | ooked at the beginnings of the case, and made a shattering

di scovery which convinced ne that the case nust have been blown to the
Russians. In its early stages, the case was handl ed by D2 when it was
suspected that Lonsdal e was Polish. Checking the records, | discovered
that D2 were not indoctrinated i nto RAFTER They had no know edge of
the fact that the Russians were |istening to our Watcher radi os, and
therefore, prior to the case's being handed over to Arthur, they used
Wat chers on each of the seventeen occasions they followed Lonsdale in
July and August.

Ever since the beginning of LI ONSBEARD, all Watcher comuni cations were
recorded by M5 and retained, so | organized a test. | gave Evelyn
McBar net, who worked with Arthur as a research officer, the tape of the
WAt cher comuni cations during the day that D2 followed Lonsdale to the
bank for the first tinme. | also gave her a London street nap book
simlar to that used by the Watchers, and asked her to mark out the
route she thought the Watchers were foll owi ng, based solely on
listening to their radio comunications. Evelyn MBarnet was not
experienced in traffic analysis, and had no previous access to the
case, but within three and a half hours, she reconstructed the
novenents flaw essly. If she could do it, the Russians, who had been
anal yzi ng our \Watcher comunications for years, were certainly capable
of it too. They nmust have known fromthe beginning that we were onto
Lonsdal e.



By the time | was witing ny report, Sniper was safely in a Cl A safe
house near Washi ngton, where he identified hinself as an officer in the
Polish Intelligence Service named M chael Col eni ewski. One fragnent of
his story seened devastating in the context of the thread of anbiguity
whi ch ran through the Lonsdale case. He told the CIA that in the |ast
week of July a senior officer in the UB told himthe Russians knew
there was a "pig" (a spy) in the organi zation. CGol eni ewski said that
initially he was deputed to assist in the search for the spy, but
eventual ly, by Christrmas, realized that he hinmself was falling under
suspi ci on, so he defected.

"The | ast week in July."” | read the Cl A account of Sniper's debriefing.
It stared out at me fromthe page. It seenmed so i nnocuous a phrase. |
checked back. Lonsdale was first seen by M5 nmeeti ng Houghton on July
2. He was positively identified on the 11th. W began foll owi ng hi mon
the 17th. Allow a week for the news to filter through to the Russians.
A day to get across to the UB. That takes you to the | ast week in July!

The Lonsdal e report was the nost painful docunent | have ever witten.
My triunph turned to ashes before ny eyes. | renmenber going off sailing
in the Bl ackwater estuary, near my home in Essex, the weekend before
submtting it in May 1961. The cl ouds scudded across the fl at

| andscape, the wind filling ny lungs and cleansing nmy nind of stress
and turnoil. But no matter how | turned the boat, no matter how
adjusted the rigging, | canme down to the sane conclusion. The Russians

knew we were onto Lonsdale fromthe begi nning; they had w thdrawn hi m
and then sent hi m back. But why?

There was only one explanati on which covered all the inconsistencies of
the case: a leak. If the Russians possessed a source inside M5, he
woul d alert themto the existence of Sniper, which would expl ain why
pressure nmounted on Col eni ewski fromthe |ast week in July, although of
course, like us, the Russians could only guess at Sniper's rea
identity. That woul d explain why the Russians knew about our bank
operations. Once they realized Lonsdal e was bl own, the Russi ans
recalled himto Moscow, but once | alerted the nanagenent to the

LI ONSBEARD i nformati on, and Furnival Jones began his inquiries, the
source woul d contact the Russians in a panic. The Russians were then
faced with a sinple choice. Lonsdale, or the M5 source? The only way
of forestalling the hunt inside M5 was to send Lonsdal e back, hoping
that he could extract sone last intelligence from Houghton before we
rounded the ring up. But before sending himback the Russians took the
precaution of switching his other spies to alternative secure

conmuni cations via the Krogers. If this was the case, the Russians had
severely nisjudged the sophistication of the new D Branch teamthey
were facing. Despite their advantages, we nanaged to outplay them and
capture the Krogers, a significant additional part of the Soviet team
As for the source, it could only be one of a dozen people at the top of
M 5. This was no Watcher, or peripheral source. The Russians would
never sacrifice anyone as valuable as Lonsdale for a | ow | evel source.
The evidence of continuous interference throughout the Lonsdal e case
poi nted much higher up - to the very sunmt of the organization

| submitted nmy report to Furnival Jones in May 1961. He passed ny
report on to the Deputy Director-Ceneral, Gaham Mtchell, with a short
acconpanying m nute which read: "It should be borne in mind when



reading this analysis, that the Lonsdal e case was a personal triunph
for Peter Wight."

For nonths | heard nothing. | sat in on dozens of neetings with
Mtchell and Hollis on other matters, and often hung back, expecting
that they would call me in to discuss what, at the very least, was a
di sturbi ng hypothesis. But there was nothing. No mnute, no letter, no
threats, no casual conversation. It was as if my report did not exist.
Then, in Cctober, | was finally called into Hollis' office |late one
afternoon. He was sitting at his desk, with Mtchell to one side.

"Grahamw Il handle this discussion, Peter,” said Hollis in a distant
manner. He fingered ny report with evident distaste. | turned to face
Mtchell. He was sweating slightly, and avoi ded | ooking nme in the eye.

"I have read your Lonsdale analysis," he began, "and | am bound to say
that a lot of it passes over ny head. In my experience espionage has
al ways been a sinple business..."

| bridled at this.

"I will gladly explain any of the anomalies | have detailed in the
report, sir, if that will help. It is often difficult to put technica
matters into |ay |anguage.™

Mtchell went on as if | had nmade no interruption

"The sinple fact is, we have arrested and convicted three professiona
Russian illegals - these are the first Russian nationals to be brought
before the courts here for generations. W arrest two i nmensely
dangerous spies inside the country's nost secret underwater research
establ i shnent. By any neasure that is success. Wiat on earth is the
advantage to the Russians of allowi ng us to do that?"

| began to plod through the sections of my report, pointing up the
anbiguities, and trying hard not to draw any concl usions. But Mtchel
attacked every point. How did I know? How could |I be sure? The bank
coul d have been a coincidence. The Russians m ght not have known we
were followi ng Lonsdale, even if they did listen to our Watcher radi os.

"They're not ten feet tall, you know, Peter!"

I went through the change in radio operations. But Mtchell brushed it
asi de, saying he was not a statistician.

"You say there were nore spies, you speculate that the Russians
del i berately sent Lonsdal e back. But you've got no proof, Peter, that
it went [ike that."

"But you've got no proof, sir, that it went as you think it did. W are
bot h hypot hesi zi ng. "

"Ah yes," cut in Hollis, "but we have themin prison."

"But for how long, sir? W have faced this problem persistently since
Tisler, and every time we leave it, it reenerges..."



"The Deputy and | have discussed this whole matter very carefully, and
| think you know nmy feelings on that point."

"So, am| to understand there will be no further investigations?"

"That is correct, and | would be grateful if you could keep this matter
entirely confidential. The Service has been tremendously boosted, as
you have been too, Peter, by this case, and | should not like to see
progress set back by nore danmagi ng specul ation."

Hollis smled at me oddly, and began to sharpen a pencil. | stood up
abruptly, and left the room

- 11 -

Despite the secret doubts expressed inside M5 about the provenance of
the Lonsdal e case, it was hailed as an outstanding triunph in American
intelligence circles. Never before had an illegal network been
monitored while it ran, and there was great interest in Washington in
the work of the Radiations Operations Conmittee, which had coordinated
t he new range of techniques.

The U.S. National Security Agency (NSA) had al ready | earned about ROC s
wor k from GCHQ and was envious of the close relationshi ps being forged
bet ween GCHQ and her sister clandestine services, M5 and M 6. However
bad the problens had been in Britain, they were infinitely worse in
Washi ngt on. Hoover vehenently opposed the establishnment of the ClA
after the war, and maintained open hostility to it throughout the
1950s. The CIA, its senior ranks nostly conprising Ivy League
graduates, treated the Gnen with arrogant di sdain. The only policy
which united the two organi zati ons was their shared determnation to
thwart the NSA wherever possible. They both clai ned NSA was an i nsecure
organi zation, an accusation given substance in 1959, when two NSA
cryptanal ysts defected to the Soviet Union, betraying vital secrets.

Louis Tordella was the deputy head of NSA, and effectively ran the
organi zation for nearly twenty years. (The head of NSAis a rotating
Armed Services appointment. ) He knew full well that the real reason
for FBI and ClIA hostility was resentment at NSA' s control of SIA NT. He
knew al so that both organi zati ons were busy chal |l engi ng his nonopoly.
The Cl A had begun its own ultra-secret SIG NT operation, STAFF D, and
the FBI were also active in the sanme field. In May 1960, just as the
Lonsdal e case was getting under way, A Belnmont visited London, and

t ook hi mdown to Cheltenhamto denpnstrate the ENGULF operation agai nst
t he Egyptian ci pher, and the STOCKADE operation agai nst the French

ci pher, which was in its early stages. Bel nont was nuch i npressed, and
i medi ately sent over Dick MIlen, who spent a fortnight with ne

| earning the technical details of STOCKADE. Shortly after, the FB
conducted a simlar successful operation against the French Enbassy

ci pher nachi ne i n Washi ngton.

Tordel |l a wanted desperately to devel op a Radi ati ons Operations
Conmittee of his owmn with NSAin control, and in October 1961 he

i nvited Hugh Al exander, Hugh Denham Ray Frawl ey, and ne to Washi ngton
along with Christopher Phillpotts, the M6 Station Chief, for a special



conference to discuss the British cipher breakthroughs. He also invited
the CIA and FBI in the hope that by listening to our descriptions of
the work of ROC, they woul d appreciate the benefits of closer
cooper ati on.

| realized fromthe start that this conference was a pricel ess
opportunity for Britain's Secret Services to redeemthenselves in the
eyes of the entire American intelligence establishnent. The Cl A was, by
1961, the dominant intelligence voice in Washi ngton, and al t hough
powerful figures there viewed the Angl o-Anerican intelligence alliance
as a sentinmental luxury in an increasingly unsentinental Cold War,

was confident that if we could denonstrate to them at working | evel the
t echni cal advances made since 1956, we woul d convince them we were
worth cul tivating.

Hugh Al exander knew, as | did, that we were taking a ganble. There were
no guarantees that the Anericans would tell us anything in return at
the conference; indeed, it was likely they would not. There were

obvi ous security considerations, too. But the potential gains were
enornous. At the very least, we could renmove the shadow cast over
Angl o- Aerican intelligence relations since the Phil by/Burgess/ Mcl ean
affair. More inportant than that, Hugh Al exander had plans for
devel opi ng the cipher-breaking side of ROC, and | for devel oping the
count er espi onage side, which would be possible only with the resources
and backing of the Anericans. As with the devel opnment of the atonic
bonb in Wrld War 11, we needed to persuade the Anericans to fund our
ideas into reality. In the long run we would gain the benefits, as the
intelligence would flow back to us through the GCHQ NSA exchange

agr eenent .

The conference was held in specially swept roons inside NSA
headquarters at Fort Meade, Maryland - a vast gl asshouse surrounded by
electric wire fences, and topped with the tangled arthritic stems of
hundreds of aerials and receiver dishes, linking it to the hundreds of
NSA |istening posts dotted around the world. Louis Tordella and his top
cryptanal yst, Art Levinson, attended for NSA. The FBlI sent Dick MIlen
and Lish Wiitman; the Cl A was represented by Jim Angleton and a bull -
like nman naned Bill Harvey, who had recently returned to Washi ngton to
run Staff D, after running the Berlin Tunnel operation

Harvey was already a living legend in the CIA for his hard drinking and
hi s cowboy manners. He began his career handling Sovi et

count erespi onage for the FBI, until Hoover sacked him for drunkenness.
He pronptly took his invaluable FBI know edge and put it to work for
the fledgling CI A, becom ng along with Angl eton one of the npst

i nfluential American operators in the secret war against the KGB
Through nost of the 1950s he served in Berlin, running agents, digging
tunnel s, and taking the battle to the Soviets wherever possible. For
him the Cold War was as real as if it had been hand-to-hand conbat.

But for all his crude aggression, Harvey was snmart, with a nose for a
spy. It was he who first fingered Philby in the USA after the defection
of Burgess and Macl ean. Harvey had amazing recall for the details of
defections and cases decades before, and it was he, before anyone el se,
who put together the contradictory strands of the M6 man's career
VWi | e ot hers paused for doubt, Harvey pursued Philby with inplacable
vengeance, and the incident left himwith a streak of vindictive anti -
British sentinment.



The five-day conference began inauspiciously. Tordella was anxi ous for
a free exchange of ideas, and discussed one or two | aboratory
experiments NSA was conducting into possible ways of breaki ng enbassy
ci phers in Washington, remarking pointedly that in view of the FB
charter, they were unable to go beyond the experinmental stage. The C A
and FBlI boys were uneasily silent, neither wanting to di scuss technica
devel opnents in front of the other, or the NSA or in the CIA s case,
in front of us. Angleton took copious notes, while Harvey slunped in
his chair with ill-conceal ed hostility, occasionally snoring |oudly,
particularly after |unch

"The Conpany [the CIA] is here in a listening capacity only," he
snapped on the first nmorning, "W do not discuss our secrets in open
session!"

Thi ngs began to i nprove when | read a | ong paper describing the success
of ENGULF agai nst the Egyptians, and the advances we had made since
then on the radio illunination of cipher noises and what could be

achi eved aurally, using our new range of nicrophones. | went on to give
the details of STOCKADE, and at |ast discussion began to flow. Even
Harvey shifted in his seat and began to listen

On the third day Richard Helns, then CIA Director of Plans, took the
chair for a discussion about ways in which these new techni ques coul d
be applied to Russian ciphers. | argued strongly that we had to predict
t he next generation of cipher machi nes the Russians woul d devel op, and
begin work i mediately trying to crack them The non-scientists present
were skeptical, but | pointed out that we had done just this during the
war at the Admralty Research Laboratory, when we predicted the new
generation of German torpedoes and mnes, and were able to counter them
as soon as they came into operation. By the end of the discussion, NSA
and GCHQ had conmitted thensel ves to begin work agai nst the new Russi an
"Al batross" class cipher nachine.

Hugh Al exander was nuch nore interested in the inplications for
cryptanal ysis of the new generation of conputers being devel oped in
Anerica. He was obsessed by the Ergononmi c Theory, which held that the
production of truly random nunbers, even electronically as in a cipher
machi ne, was a mathematical inpossibility. Al exander believed that if
sufficiently powerful conputers could be devel oped, no code, no matter
how wel | enci phered, woul d be safe, and for the next decade a vast
joint research program began to investigate the whole area. (According
to a 1986 report in the GUARDI AN newspaper, advances in Ergononic
Theory since 1980 have revol utioni zed cryptanalysis in the way

Al exander predicted.)

As expected, the CIA told us next to nothing about the state of their
technical intelligence. They gave the inpression that we were not to be
trusted with their secrets, but we suspected there were probably other
reasons for their reticence. Harvey's Staff D was al nost certainly a
department designed to bypass the ternms of the UK/ USA agreenent, which
specified the total exchange of SIANT intelligence between NSA and
GCHQ If the Anmericans wanted to nount a cipher attack and did not w sh
to share the product with us, or if they wanted to operate against the
UK, or a Commonwealth country, as we were sure they were doing, Staff D
was the obvious place fromwhich to do it.



Nevert hel ess, the conference was a mlestone in Angl o- Aneri can
intelligence relations. For the first time in a decade, all six
intelligence services sat down and di scussed at |ength how they could
cooperate on a wi de variety of problems. Major joint research prograns
were | aunched, particularly in the conputer field, and we had taken a
first step in breaking down the walls of mstrust.

Before |I left London, Arthur Martin had arranged for me to brief the
ClIA on the technical side of the Lonsdale case and, in particular, the
devel opnent of RAFTER There was sone enbarrassnent about this in
Leconfi el d House because, although we had infornmed the FBI about RAFTER
fromthe begi nning, the CIA knew nothing. Hollis agreed that they
shoul d be indoctrinated fully as soon as the Lonsdal e case was

concl uded, particularly since it had been their information from Sniper
which led us to Lonsdale in the first place. The briefing was schedul ed
after the end of Tordella's conference, and it was held in one of the
huge Ni ssen huts the Cl A occupied tenporarily next to the reflecting
pool in the center of Washington while their Langley headquarters were
under construction. | was taken through into a | arge conference room hy
Ji m Angl eton, and shown to a podiumin front of at |east two hundred
Cl A officers.

"Are you sure all these people are SIGA NT indoctrinated?" | hissed at
Angl et on.

"Just tell the story, Peter, and let us handle the security,"” he
replied. "There's a | ot of people want to hear this!"

| stood up nervously and, fighting nmy stutter by speaking slowy and
del i berately, began to describe the begi nnings of the Lonsdal e case.
After an hour | turned to the bl ackboard to explain the conplicated
technical details of active RAFTER

"OF course, fromour point of view, RAFTER represents a nmajor new
count er espi onage weapon. W are now in the position to establish
wi t hout question when Soviet agents in the field are receiving

cl andesti ne broadcasts from Moscow, and noreover we can use it to
detect the frequency of their transmssions..."

RAFTER was not well received. At first it was just a rustle; then |
noti ced a couple of people talking to each other in the front row with
nore than usual aninmation. | knew sonething was wong when | caught
sight of Harvey sitting at one side of the stage. He was | eaning over
in front of Angleton, gesticulating angrily in nmy direction

"Are there any questions?" | asked, unsure of what was upsetting ny
audi ence.

"Yes!" yelled sonmeone at the back. "Wen the hell did you say you
devel oped this RAFTER?"

"Spring 1958."
"And what the hell date is it today...?"

| stuttered, nonmentarily lost for words.



“I'"lIl tell you," he shouted again, "it's 1961!"
"Hell of a way to run an alliance," yelled sonmeone el se.

| sat down sharply. People began to | eave. There were no nore
guesti ons.

Angl eton and Harvey came up afterward. There was no disgui sing Harvey's
rage.

"Look, Peter,"” said Jim trying hard to be urbane, "this whol e subject
needs a |l ot nore discussion, and | really don't feel it's appropriate

to continue it in such a large forum Bill and | would |like you to have
dinner with us tonight. W'IlIl arrange sonewhere secure, where we can
talk."

He hustled nme away before Harvey coul d speak

Joe Burk, Angleton's technical man, collected ne fromny hotel that
evening. He had little to say, and it |ooked to ne as if those were his
orders. We crossed the George Washi ngton Bridge, passed Arlington
cenetery, and drove out into the Virginia countryside.

"The new headquarters," said Burk, pointing to the right.
There was not hing but trees and gathering darkness.

After an hour's drive, we arrived at a detached tinber-framed house set
wel | back fromthe road. At the back was a |l arge veranda with a table
and chairs, conpletely enclosed with fly netting. It was a warm huni d
| at e- sumer eveni ng. The scent of pine and the sound of crickets
floated dowmn fromthe foothills of the Appal achi ans. Angl eton cane out
on the veranda and greeted nme coolly.

"Sorry about this afternoon,” he said, but offered no explanation. W
sat down at the table and were joined by the head of the CIA s Wst

Eur opean Division. He was polite but nothing nore. After a few m nutes
anot her car drew up at the front of the house with a squeal of brakes.
Doors slamed, and | heard the sound of Bill Harvey's voice inside the
house asking where we were. He threw back the flinsy nmetal nosquito
door, and emrerged onto the veranda clutching a bottle of Jack Daniel's.
He had obvi ously been dri nki ng.

"Now you |inmey bastard,"” he roared, smashing the bottle down on the
table, "let's have the truth about this case!"

| knew inmediately it was a setup. Normally Harry Stone woul d acconpany
me to any serious discussion of M5 business, but he was in the
hospital recovering froma heart attack

"This is nost unfair, Jim | thought this was a dinner party," | said,
turning to Angl eton.

"It is, Peter,”
tunbl er.

he said, pouring me a massive Scotch in a cut-glass



"I"'mnot going to be browbeaten," | replied flatly.

"No, no," said Angleton quietly, "we just want to hear it again... from
t he begi nning. There's a lot of things we've got to get straight.”

I went over the Lonsdale story a second tine, and by the tine |
fini shed Harvey could contain hinself no | onger

"You untrustworthy notherfuckers!" he spat at me. "You conme over here
and ask for us to pay for your research, and all the tinme you' ve got a
thing |i ke RAFTER up your sleeve..."

"I don't see the problem.."
"You don't see shit!"
Harvey spun open the second bottle of Jack Daniel's.

"The problem Peter, is our operations," said Angleton. "A hell of a
| ot of our agents use HF radio receivers, and if the Soviets have got
RAFTER, a lot of them rmust be blown..."

"Have the Soviets got it?" asked Angl eton.

"Not at first, but |I'msure they have now," | said, quoting a recent
case where an M6 Polish source inside the UB described a joint Polish-
Sovi et espi onage investigation. Toward the end, when they were cl osing
in on the suspect agent, the KGB brought a van up to the apartnent
bui | di ng where the spy lived. The UB, according to the M6 source, were
never allowed to see inside the van, but he knew enough to guess that

it had something to do with radio detection

"Jesus Christ," hissed Harvey, "that's our whole Polish setup lost...!"
"But we sent those source reports to your Polish section," | said.
"Whoever the agent was, he wasn't one of ours, so we assunmed it mnust
have been one of yours. It should at |east have warned you that radio
comuni cations to Poland were vul nerable."

"We' |l check it in the nmorning," said the head of the West European
Di vi sion, |ooking flushed.

"Who el se knows about RAFTER?" asked Harvey.

| told himwe briefed the FBI and the Canadi an RCVMP fully as our
devel opnent progressed.

"The Canadi ans!" expl oded Harvey, thunping the table in anger. "You
mght as well tell the fuckin' Papuans as the Canadi ans!"

"I"'mafraid we don't see it like that. The Canadi ans are trusted
nmenbers of the Commmonweal th."

"Well, you should tell themto get another cipher machine," he said, as
Angl eton, fearful that Harvey in his rage would spill out the secrets
of Staff D, kicked himhard under the table.



The argunment raged on and on; the intimdation was obviously carefully
pl anned. They wanted to make nme feel guilty, to say sonething

i ndiscreet | might regret later, to tell themnore than | should. W
gave you Sni per, they said, and | ook what you do in return. We agree to
plow nillions of dollars into research for you, and how do you repay
us? Harvey cursed and raged about every weakness, every nmni stake, every
pi ece of carel essness that the Americans had overl ooked since the war:
Phi | by, Burgess, Maclean, the |ack of |eadership, the amateurism the
retreat from Enpire, the encroachment of socialism Angleton |ectured
me darkly on the need to respect Anerican superiority in the alliance
if we wanted access to their sources.

"Just remenber," roared Harvey, "you're a fuckin' beggar in this town.
| rolled with the punches. Yes, we had a poor record on
count er espi onage, but Arthur was back now, and Lonsdal e was just the
begi nning. No, we had no obligation to tell you about RAFTER fromthe
begi nning. It was our secret to do with as we judged fit.

"I'"ve cone over here and just given you ny life's work - ENGULF
STOCKADE, RAFTER - everything. You sat opposite me for five days at NSA
and told ne nothing. Wiere's the exchange in that? The truth is, you're
just pissed off because we stole a march on you...!"

Harvey was all puffed out and purple |ike a turkeycock, sweat pouring
off his tenples, his jacket open to reveal a polished shoul der hol ster
and pistol, his gross belly heaving with drink. It was now four o'clock
in the norning. | had had enough for one night, and left. | told

Angl eton that the programfor the next day was off. | took a poor view
of what had happened. It was up to themto nake the peace.

The next day Angleton called on ne at my hotel, unannounced. He was
charm ng, and full of apologies. He blaned the previous night's scene
on Harvey.

"He drinks too much, and thinks you have to give a guy a hard tine to
get the truth. He believes you now He sees you as a threat, that's
all."

He invited me out for dinner. At first | was wary, but he said he
under st ood my point of view, and hoped | understood his, and tal ked

ent husi astically about his plans to help with resources. The tension
soon di sappeared. He offered to take ne to see Louis Tordella to
persuade himto help with the counterespi onage side of ROC, and the
followi ng day sent a car to take ne down to Fort Meade. Technically, |
was not supposed to visit NSA w thout being acconpani ed by sonmeone from
GCHQ so | was taken into the side entrance, and whisked up to
Tordella's office on the top floor. W had lunch there, and | outlined
the Lonsdal e case for the third tine.

At the end Tordella asked how he could help, and | explained that the
mai n weakness was that despite the breakthrough offered by ny

classification of illegal broadcasts from Moscow, GCHQ had insufficient
coverage of the traffic. There had been substantial inprovenents since
Lonsdal e, but we still had only between twelve and fifteen radio

positions intercepting these signals, which neant we were really only
sanpling them W needed at | east 90 percent of the take to make rea



progress on the classifications. Tordella was much taken with the
possibilities, and agreed to guarantee a worl dwi de take of 100 percent
for at |least two years. He was as good as his word, and soon the
intelligence was flooding back to GCHQ where it was processed by the
section supporting the Counterclan Comrittee. A young GCHQ cryptanal yst
naned Peter Marychurch (now the Director of GCHQ transforned ny

| aborious handwitten classifications by processing the thousands of
broadcasts on conmputer and applying "cluster analysis" to isolate
simlarities in the traffic, which made the classifications infinitely
nore precise. Wthin a few years this work had becone one of the nost

i nportant tools in Western counterespi onage.

On the drive back to Washington | was elated. Not only had ny visit to
Washi ngt on secured American backing for the ENGULF side of ROC s work,
but | had their conmitnment to run the counterespionage side as well. |
had al nost forgotten the run-in with Harvey until Angleton brought the
subj ect up again.

"Harvey wants to see you again."
| expressed astoni shrment.

"No, no - he wants to ask your advice. He's got a problemin Cuba, and
| told himyou mght be able to help."

"But what about the other night?" | asked.

"Ch, don't worry about that. He just wanted to know whether you could
be trusted. You passed the test."

Angl eton was typically elliptical, and refused to explain further
sayi ng that he had arranged lunch with Harvey in tw days' tine, and
woul d find out nore then.

The year 1961 was the height of the CIA's obsession with Cuba. The Bay
of Pigs invasion had recently failed, and Angleton and | regularly

di scussed the subject, since | had been heavily involved in M5's
count eri nsurgency canpai gn agai nst the Greek Cypriot guerrilla |eader
Col onel Grivas, in the 1950s. Wen | visited Washington in 1959,

Ri chard Hel ms and Richard Bissel, in charge of operations in Southeast
Asia, asked nme to lecture on ny experiences to a group of senior

of ficers concerned with counterinsurgency. Even then it was obvi ous the
Cl A had plans in Cuba, where Fidel Castro was busy establishing a
Conmuni st state. Bissell subsequently took over the running of the Bay
of Pigs operation, but when it failed it was common know edge in

Washi ngton that his days were nunbered, as the Kennedys purged al

t hose responsi ble for the Cuban fiasco.

VWhen | arrived at the restaurant two days later, Harvey stood up to
greet me and gave nme a firm handshake. He | ooked well scrubbed and | ess
bl oat ed than usual, and nade no reference to the events of two nights
before. He was a hard man, who gave and expected no quarter. He told ne
that he was studying the Cuban problem and wanted to hear from ne
about the Cyprus canpaign.

"I mssed your briefing in 1959," he said, without a trace of irony.



| first becane involved in Cyprus shortly after | joined M5, when the

Director of E Branch (Colonial Affairs), Bill Magan, sent ne sone
papers on the escalating conflict. The G eek Cypriot Archbishop
Makari os was | eadi ng a vigorous canpai gn for full independence,

supported by the G eek CGovernnent, the AKEL Conmmuni st Party, and EOKA,
the guerrilla arny led by Colonel Givas. Britain, anxious to retain
Cyprus as a mlitary base, was resisting, and by 1956 a full-scale
mlitary emergency was in force, with 40,000 British troops pinned down
by a few hundred Givas guerrillas.

British policy in Cyprus was an utter disaster. The Colonial Ofice was
trying to pursue political negotiations in a deteriorating security
situation, relying on the Arny to keep order. Givas needed to be

| ocated, isolated, and neutralized before political negotiations stood
a chance, but although the Arnmy | aunched nassive searches, they failed
to find him | was convinced, studying the papers, that M5 could do
far better than the Arny, and | told Magan | was confident that, given
time, we could locate Grivas accurately by tracing his comunications
in the same way | planned our attacks agai nst the Russians.

Magan i mredi ately took ne to see Sir Gerald Tenpler, who |ed the
successful counter-insurgency canpaign in Ml aya, and was a great
advocate of the use of intelligence to solve colonial problenms. Tenpler
was ent husi astic about nmy plan and agreed to | obby the Colonial Ofice
on M5's behalf. But the Colonial Ofice remained adamant; they wanted
to pursue their own security policy, and had no wi sh to involve M5.
There was no great enthusiasm either, inside M5 for beconi ng
enbroiled in what was fast becom ng an insoluble, situation. Hollis, in
particul ar, was opposed to beconing involved in Colonial Affairs

wi thout a clear invitation fromthe Mnistry. His attitude was that M5
was a donestic organization, and while he would provide a Defense

Liai son Oficer to advise the Army, that was all.

In 1958, Grivas stepped up his guerrilla canpaign in an effort to
thwart the determned efforts to achieve a political solution being
made by the new Governor, Sir Hugh Foot. The Arny | aunched anot her
nmassi ve search for Grivas, this tinme in the Paphos mountains, but once
again he slipped through the net. Foot continued to press for a
political solution, but agreed to call in M5 as the situation was
rapidly deteriorating. Fromthe start we were in a race: could we find
Grivas before the Colonial Ofice stitched up a ranmshackl e deal ?

Magan was convi nced that sufficient intelligence about Givas' |ocation
nust exist in the files of the |ocal Special Branch, and that it had
just not been interpreted correctly. The problemwas how to get at it.
ECKA had thoroughly penetrated the | ocal Special Branch, and studying
the files would be a dangerous business once an M5 man's identity
became known. One of our officers had al ready been shot in the high
street of N cosia.

Magan was a remarkabl e nan who had spent a great deal of tinme on the
North-West Frontier and in Persia, where he lived by hinself with the
natives in tents, speaking their |anguages and cooking his nmeals on cow
dung fires. He knew at first hand the dangers of terrorism and rather
t han del egate the dangerous mission to a junior officer, he insisted
that he go hinmsel f, supported by the |local Cyprus liaison officer,

Col onel Philip Kirby Green, a tall soldierly officer of boundl ess



courage and rectitude who was al so a distinguished painter in his spare
time. | was to follow shortly afterward to plan and execute the
techni cal side of the operation, which was given the code nane
SUNSHI NE

It would be too crude to say that SUNSHI NE was an assassi nation
operation. But it amounted to the same thing. The plan was sinple: to
locate Grivas, and bring up a nmassive concentration of soldiers. W
knew he woul d never surrender, and like two of his trusted |ieutenants
who had recently been cornered by the Arnmy, he would die in the shoot-
out .

| arrived in N cosia on January 17, 1959, and went to Special Branch
headquarters to study Magan's anal ysis of the files. Grivas' canpaign
was clearly well organi zed. There were numerous exanples of well -
coordinated terrorist strikes and civil disturbances across the whol e
island. He had therefore to be in regular conmunication with his field
officers. It was unlikely that EOKA woul d use either the tel ephone or
t he postal systemfor these, even though they had both been thoroughly
penetrated. Communi cations rested on a system of couriers, and from
studying the files it was obvious these were nmainly wonmen, traveling on
the public transport system W plotted each sighting and interception
and the overall pattern showed Limassol to be the hub of the EOKA
conmuni cati ons network. There were also clusters of sightings in the
Yerasa and Pol odhia villages, several mles fromLinmssol. The best
hypot hesi s was that Givas naintai ned headquarters in each of these
vil |l ages.

The first step was to place a secure tel ephone tap on Makari os' pal ace.
We were certain that Makarios, and probably EOKA at certain tinmes, used
the Iine secure in the know edge that their post office spies would
automatically alert themto the presence of a tap.

We decided to place a concealed tap on one of the overhead cables

| eading into the palace, using a radio transnitter which took power
fromthe tel ephone circuit to radiate the signal out to our waiting
receiver a mle or two away. John Wke, M6's best technical operator
and the man who actually placed the taps inside the Berlin Tunnel, wth
t he Vopos' feet just inches above his head, cane out to help ne. The
whol e operation was fraught with danger. Wke had to clinb a tel ephone
pole in total darkness, in full view of the road, which was constantly
patroll ed by Makarios' armed bodyguards and EOKA guerrillas. He bored a
hole in the top of the pole to conceal the electronics, and nade a
conceal ed connection to the tel ephone cable. Down at the bottom
selected his tools and relayed themup to him Every five mnutes we
froze as a patrol came past, expecting at any nonent to hear rifle
fire. Two hours later, our nerves frayed, the tap was successfully
installed, and gave us the essential base coverage of Mikari os.

But the real purpose of SUNSHI NE was to find Grivas. | was sure he nust
be using radio receivers to nonitor British Arnmy communi cations, and
was aware every tine an effort was nounted to search for him | decided
on a two-pronged attack. Firstly we would search intensively for the
aerial which he used with his receiver. Then, simltaneously, | planned
to plant a radio receiver on himcontaining a radi o beacon, which would
lead us right to him W knew Givas obtained a great deal of his
mlitary supplies fromthe Egyptians, who were selling off British



equi pnment they had confiscated after the Suez war at knockdown pri ces.
M6 recruited a Greek Cypriot arns deal er, who purchased a consi gnment
of receivers in Egypt which | nodified to include a beacon, and we set
about trying to feed it into Givas' headquarters.

The first part of Operation SUNSH NE went well. K G, as Kirby Geen
was universally known in the Service, Magan and | nmade a series of dawn
reconnoiters of the Linmassol area |looking for the aerial. It was

danger ous work, mneandering down dusty side streets and across the
sunbaked narket squares, pretending to be casual visitors. Ad nen
under w cker shades | ooked at us as we passed. Small boys eyed us

suspi ciously and di sappeared down alleys. | felt the sweat dripping
down ny back, and the uncanny sensation of an unseen rifle permanently
trained on me from sonewhere behind the terra-cotta roofs and ancient
flint walls.

In Yerasa | noticed a spike on the peak of the pyrani d-shaped roof of a
church. It appeared, at first sight, to be a lightning conductor
nmount ed on an insulator going through the roof. There was al so a
netallic strip going down into the ground, but when | scrutinized the
conductor carefully through field glasses, | could see that the strip
was di sconnected fromthe spike. It was obviously nodified to act as an
aerial. Rather foolishly, we tried to get closer, and, from nowhere, an
angry crowd of local children enmerged and began to stone us. W beat a
hasty retreat, and nade our way over to Pol odhia, where there was a
simlar setup. | was sure then that we had been right to pinpoint the
two villages as the center of Givas' operations.

| began to work feverishly on the radi o beacons. W estinmated that
SUNSHI NE woul d take six nmonths to conplete, but just as we noved into
top gear, in late February 1959, the Colonial Ofice hurriedly settled
the Cyprus problemat a Constitutional Conference at Lancaster House.
The carpet was roughly pulled fromunder our feet, and the entire
SUNSHI NE pl an aborted overni ght. Magan was furious, particularly when
Grivas energed fromthe precise area we had foreseen and was flown to
Greece, ready to continue to exert a baleful influence on the island.
Magan felt the settlenment was at best tenporary, and that few of the
out st andi ng probl ens had been resolved. In his view, Colonial Ofice
short-term expedi ency would lead to long-termmi sery. He has been
proved right.

Shortly before we left Cyprus, Magan and | had a strai ned encounter
with the Governor, Sir Hugh Foot. He was pleased that at |ast he was
extricated, and nmade it clear that he had al ways seen SUNSHI NE as a

| ast resort solution, to be inplenmented only in the event of the
failure of diplomacy. He seened incapabl e of understandi ng that
intelligence, to be effective, has to be built into diplonmacy fromthe
start. Looking back, | amcertain that, had we been allowed to

i mpl enent Operati on SUNSHI NE when we first |obbied for it, in 1956, we
could have neutralized Givas at the outset. The Col onial Ofice,
rather than EOKA, woul d then have been able to dictate the terns of the
peace, and the history of that tragic but beautiful island m ght have
taken a different course over the past thirty years.

The entire Cyprus episode left a lasting inpression on British col onial
policy. Britain decol onized nost successfully when we defeated the
mlitary insurgency first, using intelligence rather than force of



arns, before negotiating a political solution based on the politica

| eadershi p of the defeated i nsurgency nmovenent, and with British force
of arms to maintain the installed government. This is basically what
happened in Mal aya and Kenya, and both these countries have survived

i ntact.

The fundanental problemwas how to renove the col onial power while
ensuring that the local mlitary forces did not fill the vacuum How,
in other words, can you create a stable local political class? The
Colonial Ofice were well versed in conplicated, acadenic, denocratic
nodels - a constitution here, a parlianment there - very few of which
stood the remptest chance of success. After the Cyprus experience
wrote a paper and subnmitted it to Hollis, giving ny views. | said that
we ought to adopt the Bol shevik nodel, since it was the only one to
have worked successfully. Lenin understood better than anyone how to
gain control of a country and, just as inmportant, how to keep it. Lenin
believed that the political class had to control the men with the guns,
and the intelligence service, and by these neans coul d ensure that

nei ther the Arnmy nor another political class could challenge for power.

Fel i ks Dzerzhi nsky, the founder of the nbdern Russian Intelligence
Service, specifically set up the CHEKA (forerunner of the KGB) with
these ainms in mnd. He established three main directorates - the First
Chief Directorate to work agai nst those peopl e abroad who mi ght
conspi re agai nst the governnment; the Second Chief Directorate to work
agai nst those inside the Soviet Union who might conspire; and the Third
Chief Directorate, which penetrated the armed forces, to ensure that no
mlitary coup could be plotted.

My paper was greeted with horror by Hollis and the rest of the M5
Directors. They told ne it was "cynical,"” and it was never even passed
to the Colonial Ofice, but |ooking back over the past quarter of a
century, it is only where a version of Lenin's principles has been
applied in newy created countries that a mlitary dictatorship has
been avoi ded.

These ideas were also hotly contested by the CIA when | lectured to
themin 1959. Helns told nme flatly | was advocating Communi smfor the
Third Wrld. He felt that we had a decisive intelligence advantage

whi ch they [acked. W were the resident col onial power, whereas in the
i nsurgenci es which they faced in the Far East and Cuba, they were not,
and therefore they felt the only policy they could pursue was a
mlitary solution. It was this thinking which ultimately |ed the USA
into the Vietnam War.

More i mmediately, it led theminto the Bay of Pigs, and when, two years
| ater, Harvey listened to ny Cyprus experiences, he was struck by the
paral l el between the two problens: both small islands with a guerrilla
force led by a charismatic | eader. He was particularly struck by ny
view that without Givas, EOKA woul d have col | apsed.

"What would the Brits do in Cuba?" he asked.

| was a shade anxi ous about being drawn into the Cuban business. Hollis
and | had discussed it before I came to Washi ngton, and he nade no
secret of his viewthat the CIA were blundering in the Caribbean. It
was a subject, he felt, to steer clear of if at all possible. | was



worried that if | nmade suggestions to Angleton and Harvey, | would soon
find them bei ng quoted around Washi ngton by the CIA as the consi dered
British view of things. It would not take long for word of that to
filter back to Leconfield House, so | nade it clear to themthat | was
tal king off the record.

| said that we would try to devel op whatever assets we had down there -
alternative political |eaders, that kind of thing.

"We've done all that," said Harvey inpatiently, "but they're all in
Florida. Since the Bay of Pigs, we've lost virtually everything we had
inside..."

Harvey began to fish to see if |I knew whether we had anything in the
area, in view of the British colonial presence in the Caribbean

"I doubt it," I told him "the word in London is steer clear of Cuba
Si x m ght have sonething, but you'd have to check with them™

"How woul d you handl e Castro?" asked Angl eton
"W'd isolate him turn the people against him.."
"Would you hit hinP" interrupted Harvey.

| paused to fold my napkin. Waiters glided silently fromtable to

table. | realized now why Harvey needed to know I could be trusted.
"We'd certainly have that capability," | replied, "but | doubt we would
use it nowadays."

"\Why not ?"

QVE're not init anynore, Bill. W got out a couple of years ago, after
uez."

At the beginning of the Suez Crisis, M6 devel oped a plan, through the
London Station, to assassinate Nasser using nerve gas. Eden initially
gave his approval to the operation, but later rescinded it when he got
agreement fromthe French and Israelis to engage in joint mlitary
action. Wien this course failed, and he was forced to w thdraw, Eden
reactivated the assassination option a second tine. By this tine
virtually all M6 assets in Egypt had been rounded up by Nasser, and a
new operation, using renegade Egyptian officers, was drawn up, but it
failed | anentably, principally because the cache of weapons whi ch had
been hi dden on the outskirts of Cairo was found to be defective.

"Were you invol ved?" Harvey asked
"Only peripherally,” | answered truthfully, "on the technical side."

| explained that | was consulted about the plan by John Henry and Peter
Di xon, the two M6 Technical Services officers fromthe London Station
responsi ble for drawing it up. Dixon, Henry, and | all attended joint
M5/ M6 neetings to discuss technical research for the intelligence
services at Porton Down, the government's chenical and biol ogica
Weapons Research Establishnent. The whol e area of chenical research was



an active field in the 1950s. | was cooperating with M6 in a joint
programto investigate how far the hallucinatory drug |ysergic acid

di et hyl am de (LSD) could be used in interrogations, and extensive
trials took place at Porton. | even volunteered as gui nea pig on one
occasion. Both M5 and M6 al so wanted to know a | ot nore about the
advanced poi sons then being devel oped at Porton, though for different
reasons. | wanted the antidotes, in case the Russians used a poi son on
a defector in Britain, while M6 wanted to use the poisons for
operations abroad.

Henry and Di xon both discussed with ne the use of poisons agai nst
Nasser, and asked ny advice. Nerve gas obviously presented the best
possibility, since it was easily administered. They told ne that the
London Station had an agent in Egypt with linited access to one of
Nasser's headquarters. Their plan was to place canisters of nerve gas
inside the ventilation system but | pointed out that this would
require large quantities of the gas, and would result in massive |oss
of Iife anong Nasser's staff. It was the usual M6 operation -

hopel essly unrealistic - and it did not renotely surprise me when Henry
told me later that Eden had backed away fromthe operation. The chances
of its remaining undeni able were even slinmmer than they had been with
Bust er Crabbe.

Harvey and Angl eton questioned ne cl osely about every part of the Suez
Qper ati on.

"We're devel oping a new capability in the Conmpany to handl e these ki nds
of problens," explained Harvey, "and we're in the market for the
requi site expertise."

VWhenever Harvey becane serious, his voice dropped to a | ow nonot one

and his vocabul ary |l apsed into the kind of strangled bureaucratic
syntax bel oved of Washington officials. He explained ponderously that

t hey needed deni abl e personnel, and inproved technical facilities - in
Harvey jargon, "delivery mechanisns." They were especially interested
in the SAS. Harvey knew that the SAS operated up on the Soviet border
in the 1950s tracki ng Russian rocket signals with nobile receivers
before the satellites took over, and that they were under orders not to
be caught, even if this neant fighting their way out of trouble.

"They don't freelance, Bill," | told him "You could try to pick them
up retired, but you'd have to see Six about that."

Harvey | ooked irritated, as if | were being deliberately unhel pful
"Have you thought of approaching Stephenson?" | asked. "A lot of the
old-tiners say he ran this kind of thing in New York during the war
Used sone Italian, apparently, when there was no other way of sorting a
German shi pping spy. Probably the Mafia, for all | know .."

Angl eton scribbled in his notebook, and | ooked up inpassively.

"The French!" | said brightly. "Have you tried then? It's nore their
type of thing, you know, Algiers, and so on."

Anot her scribble in the notebook.



"What about technically - did you have any special equi pnent?" asked
Har vey.

| told himthat after the gas canisters plan fell through, M6 | ooked
at sone new weapons. On one occasion | went down to Porton to see a
denonstration of a cigarette packet which had been nodified by the
Expl osi ves Research and Devel opnent Establishment to fire a dart tipped
with poison. W solemly put on white coats and were taken out to one
of the animal conmpounds behind Porton by Dr. Ladell, the scientist
there who handled all M5 and M6 work. A sheep on a lead was led into
the center of the ring. One flank had been shaved to reveal the coarse
pi nk skin. Ladell's assistant pulled out the cigarette packet and
stepped forward. The sheep started, and was restrained by the | ead, and
| thought perhaps the device had misfired. But then the sheep's knees
began to buckle, and it started rolling its eyes and frothing at the
mouth. Slowly the animal sank to the ground, life draining away, as the
whi t e-coat ed professionals discussed the advantages of the nodern new
toxin around the corpse. It was the only tine in nmy life when nmy two
passions, for animals and for intelligence, collided, and |I knew at
that instant that the first was by far the greater love. | knew al so,

t hen, that assassination was no policy for peacetine.

Beyond that, there was little help |I could offer Harvey and Angl eton
and | began to feel | had told them nore than enough. The sight of
Angl et on' s not ebook was begi nning to unnerve ne. They seened so

det erm ned, so convinced that this was the way to handle Castro, and
slightly put out that | could not help them nore.

"Speak to John Henry, or Dixon - they'll probably know nore than me," |
said when we were out on the street making our farewells. | was due to
fly back to Britain the next day.

"You're not holding out on us over this, are you?" asked Harvey
suddenly. The shape of his pistol was visible again under his jacket, |
could tell he was thinking about RAFTER

| hailed a taxi.

“I"ve told you, Bill: W're out of that gane. We're the junior partner
in the alliance, remenber? It's your responsibility now "

Harvey was not the kind of man to laugh at a joke. Cone to that,
nei t her was Angl eton
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1961. Qutside in the streets of London, people were still saying they
had "never had it so good," while in Washi ngton a new young President
was busy creating a nmythical Canelot of culture and excellence. But in
t he subterranean world of secret intelligence, the shape of the
turbul ent decade was al ready becom ng cl ear. Throughout the 1950s
American and British services pursued the Cold War with clarity of

pur pose and singl e-m nded dedication. It was not a subtle war, and
there were precious few conplications. But in the early 1960s a rash of
defectors began to arrive in the West fromthe heart of the Russian



intelligence nachine, each carrying tales of the penetration of Wstern
security. Their stories were often contradictory and confusing, and
their effect was to begin the slow paralysis of British and Anerican
intelligence as doubt and suspicion seeped through the system

The first defector arrived in December 1961. | was in nmy office a few
weeks after returning frommy trip to Washi ngton when Arthur strolled
in, cigarette in one hand, clutching a copy of THE TIMES in the other
He passed the paper to ne neatly fol ded across the spine.

"Sounds interesting..." he said, pointing to a small paragraph which
referred to a Soviet Mjor, named Klinmov, who had presented hinself to
the Anerican Enbassy in Helsinki with his wife and child and asked for
asyl um

It was not |ong before we heard on the grapevine that Klinmv was, in
fact, a KGB Major, and that he was singing like a bird. In March 1962,
a frisson of excitenent went around the D Branch offices. Arthur snoked
nore energetically than usual, his baby face flushed with enthusiasm as
he strode up and down the corridors. | knew Klinov's information had
finally arrived.

"I't's the defector, isn't it?" | asked hi mone day.

He ushered me into his office, closed the door, and told ne a little of
the story. "Klinmov," he said, was in reality Anatoli Colitsin, a high-
ranki ng KGB officer who had worked inside the First Chief Directorate,
responsi bl e for operations against the UK and the USA, and the

I nformation Department in Moscow, before taking a posting in Helsinki
In fact, Golitsin had been on a previous CIA watch list during an
earlier overseas tour, but he was not recogni zed under the cover of his
new identity until he presented hinself in Helsinki

After the initial debriefing, the CIA sent to M5 a list of ten
"serials," each one item zing an allegation Golitsin had nade about a
penetration of British Security. Arthur initially held the complete
list. Patrick Stewart, the acting head of D3 (Research), conducted a
prelimnary analysis of the serials, and drew up a list of suspects to
fit each one. Then individual serials were apportioned to different
officers in the DL (Investigations) section for detailed investigation
and | was asked to provide technical advice as the investigations
required.

Three of the first ten serials immediately struck a chord. Golitsin
said that he knew of a fambus "Ring of Five" spies, recruited in
Britain in the 1930s. They all knew each other, he said, and all knew
the others were spies. But Golitsin could identify none of them other
than the fact that one had the code name Stanley, and was connected
with recent KGB operations in the Mddle East. The |ead perfectly
fitted KimPhil by, who was currently working in Beirut for the OBSERVER
newspaper. He said that two of the other five were obviously Burgess
and Macl ean. W thought that a fourth might be Sir Anthony Blunt, the
Surveyor of the Queen's Pictures, and a forner wartine M5 officer who
fell under suspicion after the Burgess and Macl ean defections in 1951
But the identity of the fifth was a conplete nmystery. As a result of
CGolitsin's three serials concerning the Ring of Five, the Philby and
Bl unt cases were exhumed, and a reassessnent ordered.



The two nost current and precise leads in those first ten serials were
nunbers 3 and 8, which referred to Naval spies, indicating, as with
Hought on, the inportance the Russians attached to obtaining details of
the British and NATO subnarine and anti subnmarine capability. Serial 3
was a recruitnent allegedly made in the British Naval Attache's office
in the Enbassy in Moscow, under the personal supervision of Genera

Gi banov, Head of the Second Chief Directorate, responsible for
internal intelligence operations in the Soviet Union. A Russian

enpl oyee of the British Enbassy naned M khail ski had been involved in
the operation, and the spy provided handwitten notes of the secret
docunent s which passed across his desk. Then, in 1956, said CGolitsin
the spy returned to London to work in the Naval Intelligence
Departnment, and his K@ control passed to the Forei gn Operations
Depar t ment .

The second Naval spy, Serial 8, was a nore senior figure, according to
Golitsin., Golitsin clainmed to have seen nunbered copies of three NATO
docunents, two of which were classified Top Secret. He had seen them by
accident while working on the NATO desk of the KGB Infornmation
Department, which prepared policy papers for the Politburo on NATO
matters. Golitsin was in the nmiddle of preparing a report on NATO naval
strategy, when three docunments canme in from London. Normally al

material reaching Golitsin was bowdl erized, in other words rewitten to
di sgui se its source, but because of the urgency of his report, he was
provided with the original docunent copies. The CIA tested Golitsin on
his story. The three docunments in question, detailing plans to expand
the Cyde Polaris subnarine base, and the reorganization of NATO nava
di spositions in the Mediterranean, were shown to him mxed up with a
sheaf of other NATO docunents. He inmediately identified the correct
three, and even expl ained that the C yde docunent he saw had four sets
of nunbers and figures for its circulation |ist, whereas the copy we
showed hi mhad six sets. Wen the original circulation |list was
checked, it was found that such a copy had indeed existed but we were
unable to find it. Patrick Stewart analyzed the circulation of the

t hree docunments, and a senior Naval Conmander, now retired, appeared as
the only credi bl e candi date. The case was handed over to D1

(I nvestigations).

Wthin months of Golitsin's arrival, three further sources in the heart
of the Soviet intelligence machi ne suddenly, and apparently

i ndependently, offered their services to the Wst. The first twd, a KGB
officer and a GRU of ficer, both working under cover in the Sovi et

del egation to the UN, approached the FBI and offered to act as agents
in place. They were given the code nanmes Fedora and Top Hat. The third
wal k-in occurred in Geneva in June 1962. A senior KGB officer, Yuri
Nossenko, contacted the CIA and offered his services.

Nossenko soon gave a priceless lead in the hunt for the British Naval
spies. He clained that the Gibanov recruitment had been obtai ned

t hrough honosexual bl ackmail, and that the agent had provi ded the KGB
with "all NATO' secrets froma "Lord of the Navy." The conbi nation of
NATO and the Gibanov recruitment led M5 to conbine the two serials 3
and 8. There was one obvious suspect, a clerk in Lord Carrington's

of fice, John Vassall. Vassall had originally been placed at the top of
Patrick Stewart's prelimnary list of four Serial 3 suspects, but when



the case was handed over to the investigating officer, Ronnie Synonds,
Synonds had contested Stewart's assessnent. He felt that Vassall's

Cat hol i ci sm and apparent high noral character nade hima | ess serious
suspect. He was placed at the bottomof the list instead. After
attention focused on himstrongly follow ng Nossenko's lead, it was
soon established that Vassall was a practicing honosexual, who was
living way beyond his means in a luxury flat in Dol phin Square. M5
faced the cl assic counterespi onage problem Unlike any other crine,
espi onage | eaves no trace, and proof is virtually inpossible unless a

spy either confesses or is caught in the act. | was asked if there was
any technical way we could prove Vassall was renpving docurments from
the Admralty. | had been experinenting for some tinme with Frank Morgan

on a scheme to nmark classified docunents using mnute quantities of
radi oactive material. The idea was to place a Geiger counter at the
entrance of the building where the suspected spy was operating so that
we coul d detect if any marked docunents were being renpved. W tried
this with Vassall, but it was not a success. There were too many exits
in the Admiralty for us to be sure we were covering the one which
Vassal | used, and the Geiger counter readi ngs were often distorted by
| um nous wistwatches and the |like. Eventually the schene was scrapped
when fears about the risks of exposing people to radiation were raised
by the managenent.

| |1 ooked around for another way. It was obvious fromthe ClA tests that
Golitsin had a near-photographic nenory, so | decided to nmake anot her
test, to see if he could renmenber any details about the type of
phot ogr aphi ¢ copy of the NATO docunents he had seen. Through this it

m ght be possible to deduce whether he was handing over originals for
themto copy and return to him | nade twenty-five photographs of the
first page of the Cyde Base NATO docunent, each one corresponding to a
met hod we knew the Russians had in the past recommended to their
agents, or which the Russians thensel ves used inside the Enbassy, and
sent themover to Golitsin via the CIA. As soon as Golitsin saw the
phot ographs he pi cked out the one which had been taken with a Praktina,
illum nated at each side by two angl epoise lanps. Arned with this

know edge, we arranged to burgle Vassall's flat when he was safely at
work. Hidden in a drawer at the bottom of a bureau we found a Praktina
docunent - copyi ng canera, and a M nox as well. That evening he was
arrested, permnmission for a search warrant having been obtai ned, and his
apartment was stripped bare. In the base of a corner table a secret
drawer was found which contained a nunmber of exposed 35mm cassettes,
whi ch were devel oped to reveal 176 classified docunents. Vassal

swiftly confessed to having been honbsexual |y conprom sed in Mdscow in
1955, and was convicted and sentenced to eighteen years in prison

As the intelligence fromthe throng of new defectors was being pieced
toget her in London and Washington, | faced a personal crisis of nmy own
The Lonsdal e case reawakened the whol e issue of technical resources for
M5 and M 6. Although the AWRE program which | and Frank Mrgan
designed in 1958 had been an outstandi ng success, little else had
changed. The attenpt to satisfy Intelligence Service needs within the
context of the overall defense budget had failed, especially in the
advanced el ectronics field. W were noving rapidly into a new era of
satellite and conputer intelligence, and when the Radi ati ons Operations
Conmittee was split into Can and Counterclan, it was obvious that the
scal e and range of their operations would require a far nore intensive
degree of technical and scientific research and devel opnent than had



hitherto been possible. Everyone realized at |ast that the old ad hoc
system which | had struggled to change since 1958 woul d have to be
conprehensively reformed. Both M5 and M6 needed their own
establishments, their own budgets, and their own staffs. Shortly after
the Lonsdal e case | approached Sir WIIliam Cook again with the approval
of both Services, and asked himto nmake a thorough review of our

requi renents. We spent several days together visiting the various

def ense establishnments which were currently servicing us, and he wote
a detailed report, one of the npbst inportant in postwar British
Intelligence history.

The essence of Cook's report was that the Hansl ope Conmmuni cati ons
Center, the wartinme headquarters of the Radio Security Service, and
since then the M6 comunications center for its overseas agent

net wor ks, should be radically expanded to becone a research

est abl i shnent servicing both M5 and M6, with special enphasis on the
ki nds of advanced el ectronics necessary in both the Can and the
Counterclan conmittees. Cook recommended that the new staff for

Hansl ope should be drawn fromthe Royal Naval Scientific Service. This
was, to ne, the nost inportant reformof all since joining M5. | had

| obbied to renove the artificial barrier which separated the technica
divisions of the Intelligence Services fromthe rest of the scientific
Cvil Service. This barrier was wholly danaging, it deprived the
Intelligence Services of the best and the brightest young scientists,
and on a personal level nmeant that | had to forfeit nearly twenty years
of pension allocation earned in the Adnmiralty, in order to accept M5's
offer to work for them | pressed Cook continually on this point during
the tine he was witing his report, and he recogni zed that ny argunents
were correct. As a result of his report fifty scientists were
transferred to Hanslope, with their pensions intact, and with the
option of transferring back if they so wished at a future date. Since
was the first scientist, | was not covered by these new arrangenents,
although I was not at the tine unduly worried. | believed that when the
time canme the Service would, as they prom sed, nmake sone reconpense.
Unfortunately, ny trust was sadly nisplaced.

There was one further Cook recomendation. He wanted M5 and M6 to set
up a joint headquarters staff in separate accombdation, controlled by
a Chief Scientist, to plan and oversee the new research and devel opnent
program for both services. It was a bold new nove, and | confess |
wanted the job nmore than anything in the world. | felt, in truth, that
| had earned it. Most of the technical nodernization which had occurred
since 1955 was largely at nmy instigation, and | had spent |ong years
fighting for budgets and resources for both Services. But it was not to
be. Victor Rothschild |obbied vigorously on ny behal f, but Dick Wite
told himthat the aninosity inside M6 stinulated by his own transfer
fromM5 was still too great to hope to persuade his senior technica
staff to serve under any appointee fromMJ5. In the end the situation
was resolved at a neeting of the Col enbre Committee. When Cook's
concl usi ons were di scussed, Hector WIllis, the head of the Royal Naval
Scientific Service, volunteered there and then to fill the post of
Chief of the new Directorate of Science, resigning fromthe RNSS to do
it, and Hollis and Wiite, aware of the bureaucratic influence WIlis
woul d bring with him gratefully accepted. | becanme the joint deputy
head of the Directorate, along w th Johnny Hawkes, ny opposite nunber
in M6, who ran Hansl ope for M6, and devel oped the M6 Rockex ci pher
machi ne.



WIllis and | knew each other well. He was a pleasant North countrynan
smal I, al nbost nousy, with white hair and bl ack eyebrows. He al ways
dressed snmartly, with pepper-and-salt suits and stiff collars. | had
wor ked under himduring the war on a | eader cable scheme and

anti subnarine warfare. He was a good mathenatician, far better than |
with first-rate technical ingenuity. But although we were both
essentially engineers, WIllis and | had dianetrically opposed vi ews
about the way the new Directorate should be run. | saw the
scientist/engineer's role in intelligence as being a source of ideas
and experinments which mght or mght not yield results. \Watever
success | had achi eved since 1955 was obtai ned through experinentation
and inprovisation. | wanted the Directorate to be a powerhouse,
enbraci ng and expandi ng the ki nds of breakthroughs which had given us
the Radi ati ons Qperations Committee. WIlis wanted to integrate
scientific intelligence into the Mnistry of Defense. He wanted the
Directorate to be a passive organi zation, a branch of the vast inert
defense contracting industry, producing resources for its end users on
request. | tried to explain to WIlis that intelligence, unlike defense
contracting, is not peacetinme work. It is a constant war, and you face
a constantly shifting target. It is no good planning decades ahead, as
the Navy do when they bring a ship into service, because by the tine
you get two or three years down the track, you mght find your project
| eaked to the Russians. | cited the Berlin Tunnel - tens of mllions of
dollars poured into a single grandi ose project, and later we learned it
was blown to the Russians fromthe begi nning by the Secretary of the

Pl anning Committee, Ceorge Blake. | agreed that we had to develop a
stock of sinple devices such as m crophones and anplifiers, which

wor ked and which had a fair shelf life, but | opposed the devel opnent
of sophisticated devices which nore often than not were designed by
conmittees, and which woul d probably be redundant by the tine they cane
to fruition, either because the Russians |earned about them or because
the war had noved onto different territory.

WIllis never understood what | was driving at. | felt he | acked

i magi nati on, and he certainly did not share ny restless passion for the
possibilities of scientific intelligence. He wanted ne to settle down,
forget the kind of life | had lived thus far, put on a white coat and
supervise the rolling contracts. | was forced to | eave Leconfield House
and nove into the Directorate's headquarters offices at Bucki ngham
Gate. The latter part of 1962, comi ng so soon after the excitenents and
achi evenents of 1961, was undoubtedly the nost unhappy period in ny
professional life. For seven years | had enjoyed a rare freedomto roam
around M5 involving nyself in all sorts of areas, always active,

al ways working on current operations. It was |ike swapping the trenches
for a spell in the Hone CGuard. As soon as | arrived in the new offices,
| knew there was no future there for ne. Cut off from Leconfield House
I would soon perish in the airless, claustrophobic atnosphere.

decided to |l eave, either to another post in M5 if the managenent
agreed, or to GCHQ where | had been meki ng sone soundings, if they did
not .

Arthur was terribly considerate at this tine. He knew that | was
chafing over at Bucki ngham Gate, and he used every excuse he could to
involve me in the ongoing work with Golitsin. During spring 1962 he
paid a long visit to Washi ngton and conducted a nassive debriefing of
the KGB Major. He returned with a further 153 serials which nmerited



further investigation. Some of the serials were relatively innocuous,
like his allegation that a then popul ar nusical star had been recruited
by the Russi ans because of his access to London high society. Ohers
were true but we were able to satisfactorily account for them I|ike the
baronet whom Golitsin claimed had been the target for honpbsexua

bl acknai |, after the KGB photographed himin action in the back of a
taxi . The baronet was interviewed, admtted the incident, and satisfied
us that he had refused to bend to the K@ ploy. But the vast mgjority
of Golitsin's material was tantalizingly inprecise. It often appeared
true as far as it went, but then faded into anbiguity, and part of the
problemwas Golitsin's clear propensity for feeding his information out
in dribs and drabs. He saw it as his livelihood, and consequently those
who had to deal with himnever knew when they were pursuing a
particularly fruitful-1ooking | ead, whether the defector had nore to
tell them

| was asked to help with one of the strangest Golitsin serials which
ran into the dust at this tine, the Sokolov Grant affair. In many ways
it was typical of the difficulties we faced in dealing with his
debriefing material. Golitsin said that a Russian agent had been

i ntroduced into Suffolk next to an airfield which had batteries of the
| atest guided missiles. He was sure the agent was a sl eeper, probably
for sabotage in the event of an international crisis. W contacted the
RAF and pinpointed Stretteshall, near Bury St. Ednunds, as the npst
likely airfield. W then checked the electoral roll in the area around
Stretteshall to see if we could find anything interesting. After a few
days we canme across a Russian name, Sokolov Grant. W cross-checked
with the Registry and found that he had a file. He was a Russian
refugee who had arrived in Britain five years before, married an
English girl, and taken up farmng on rented | and near the airfield.

The case was handed over to Charles Elwell for investigation. Letter
and tel ephone checks were installed and inquiries nmade with the |oca
police, which drew a blank. | was asked to make a search of his house,
when Sokol ov Grant and his wife went up north for a holiday, to see if
there was any technical evidence which nmight incrinmnate him | drove
up to Bury St. Edmunds with John Storer, a short, gray-haired, sniling
man from GCHQ s M Di vi si on who worked on Counterclan, arranging the
RAFTER pl ane flights, and anal yzi ng the RAFTER signals. Sokolov G ant
lived in a pretty Queen Anne red-brick farmhouse which was in a state
of some disrepair. Fromthe back garden you could see the end of the
runway stretching across the swaying fields of barley. The scene seened
so perfect, so idyllic, it was hard to be suspicious. But that was the
t hi ng which always struck me about espionage: it was al ways played out
in such ordi nary hundrum Engli sh scenes.

John Storer went off to search the farm buil dings for signs of

cl andestine radio systenms, while | slipped the catch and went inside

t he house. The house was unbelievably untidy. Al along the corridors
and passageways piles of junk lined the walls. Books were stacked up in
mounds in the downstairs roons. At first | thought perhaps they were
novi ng house, until | noticed the thick |ayer of dust on top of
everything. In the backroom study stood two desks side by side. The one
on the left was a huge roll-top desk cramred so full that it could not
be cl osed. The one on the right was a small bureau. | opened the flap
and it was conpletely enpty. | slid the drawers out. They were enpty
too, with not a trace of dust. The whol e thing had obviously been



enptied recently. | sat for a noment in a polished Wndsor chair
staring at the two desks, trying to nmake sense of one so full and the
other so enpty. Had the contents of one been transferred into the
other? O had one been enmptied, and if so why? WAs it suspicious, or
was it just what it seenmed - an enpty desk in a junk-infested house?

| made a start on the papers in the other desk, but they were nostly
farm busi ness. John Storer found nothing outside, and we left. To
search the place properly woul d have taken twenty men a week. In the
end Charles Elwell went up to see Sokolov Grant and asked a few
guestions in the village. He cane back satisfied that he was in the
clear. He was popular locally, and his wife was the daughter of the
| ocal squire. W assumed Golitsin had seen Sokol ov Grant's name on a
KGB watch list, narked down as someone they contenpl ated approachi ng
but never in fact did.

Shortly afterward Sokolov Grant and his wife left the area. Qur

i nquiries had probably | eaked in the village, and he presumably wanted
to make a new start. But for all its apparent neani ngl essness the
Sokol ov Grant story has always had synbolic inmportance to nme: an

ordi nary man suddenly falling under suspicion, and just as abruptly
cleared again, his life utterly changed because of sonmething a man he
has never net says in a darkened room on the other side of the world.
The quiet rural world of Suffolk colliding with the secret world of
betrayal, where there is no such thing as coincidence, and where

suspi cion can be fueled at the sight of an enpty desk.

The nost tightly held of all Golitsin's serials were those which
suggested a penetration of M5. | first |earned of them from Arthur
shortly after he returned from Washington. Golitsin said that he had
seen the special safe in K& headquarters where docunments fromBritish
Intelligence were stored. He had seen the index to the docunents stored
in the safe, and he was positive that very recent material fromM5 was
in there. He also clainmed the K@ had acquired a docunent fromBritish
Intelligence which they called the "Techni cs" Docunent: a thick
docunent listing technical equiprment for British Intelligence. He was
unable to study it closely, as he was only called in to see if he could
translate a small passage fromit. But it was obviously an inportant
docunent, as there was great urgency in obtaining the translation. He
said that security arrangenments were different in the London Enbassy.
There was no special security officer (known as the "SK' officer

[ Soviet Kolony]). Golitsin assuned none was needed because the
penetration of M5 was so conplete. Then there was the Crabbe Affair

He said the K@ got advance warni ng of Crabbe's m ssion against the
crui ser ORDZHONI KI DZE

In August 1962, as M5 were busy digesting the mass of Golitsin
material, we had a major breakthrough with the three original Philby
serials. Victor Rothschild net Flora Sol onon, a Russian emigre Zionist,
at a party at the Weizmans' house in Israel. She told himthat she was
very indignant about articles Philby had witten in the OBSERVER whi ch
were anti-Ilsrael. She then confided that she knew Phil by to have been a
secret agent since the 1930s. Wth great difficulty, Victor managed to
persuade her to neet Arthur Martin in London, to tell himher story. |
was asked to m crophone Victor's flat, where the interview was to take
place. | decided to install tenmporary SF, which nmade Victor nervous.



"I don't trust you buggers to take the SF off!" he told ne, and nade ne
prom se to personally supervise the installation and its renoval

Vi ctor was al ways convinced that M5 were clandestinely tapping himto
find out details of his intinmate connections with the Israelis, and his
furtiveness caused nmuch good-hunored hilarity in the office. But | gave
Victor my word and net the Post Ofice technicians in the afternoon
before the interview, carefully checking as they nodified the tel ephone
recei ver. Later, when the interview was finished, | solemly watched
whil e they renoved t he washer again

I monitored the interview back at Leconfield House on the seventh
floor. Flora Sol onbn was a strange, rather untrustworthy woman, who
never told the truth about her relations with people Ilike Philby in the
1930s, al though she clearly had a grudge against him Wth rmuch

per suasi on, she told Arthur a version of the truth. She said she had
known Phil by very well before the war. She had been fond of him and
when he was working in Spain as a journalist with THE TI MES he had
taken her out for lunch on one of his trips back to London. During the
neal he told her he was doing a very dangerous job for peace - he
want ed hel p. Wuld she help himin the task? He was working for the
Com ntern and the Russians. It would be a great thing if she would join
t he cause. She refused to join the cause, but told himthat he could

al ways conme to her if he was desperate.

Arthur held back from quizzing her. This was her story, and it nattered
l[ittle to us whether she had, in reality, as we suspected, taken nore
than the passive role she described during the 1930s. Every now and

t hen she becane agitated

"I will never give public evidence," she said in her grating voice.
"There is too much risk. You see what has happened to Tomas since
spoke to Victor," she said, referring to the fact that one of Philby's
friends, Tomas Harris, the art dealer, had recently died in a
nysterious car accident in Spain.

"It will leak, | knowit will |eak," she would screech," and then what
will ny famly do?"

But al though she professed fear of the Russians, she seened to have

anbi val ent feelings toward Phil by hinself. She said she still cared for
him and then later ranbled on about the terrible way he treated his
worren. Al though she never admitted it, | guessed fromlistening to her

that she and Phil by nmust have been lovers in the 1930s. Years |later she
was having her revenge for the rejection she felt when he noved into a
new pair of sheets.

Armed with Golitsin's and Sol onmon's information, both Dick Wite for
M 6 and Roger Hollis agreed that Philby should be interrogated again
out in Beirut. From August 1962 until the end of the year, Evelyn
McBarnet drew up a volum nous brief in preparation for the
confrontation. But at the last nminute there was a change of plan
Arthur was originally scheduled to go to Beirut. He had pursued the
Phil by case fromits beginning in 1951, and knew nore about it than
anyone. But he was told that Nicholas Elliott, a close friend of

Phil by's, who had just returned from Beirut where he had been Station
Chief, would go instead. Elliott was now convinced of Philby's guilt,
and it was felt he could better play on Philby's sense of decency. The



few of us inside M5 privy to this decision were appalled. It was not
sinmply a matter of chauvinism though, not unnaturally, that played a
part. W in M5 had never doubted Philby's guilt fromthe begi nning,
and now at |ast we had the evidence we needed to corner him Philby's
friends in M6, Elliott chief anong them had continually protested his
i nnocence. Now, when the proof was inescapable, they wanted to keep it

i n-house. The choice of Elliott rankled strongly as well. He was the
son of the forner headmaster of Eton and had a | angui d upper-class
manner. But the decision was made, and in January 1963 Elliott flew out
to Beirut, armed with a fornal offer of imunity.

He returned a week later in triunph. Philby had confessed. He had
adm tted spying since 1934. He was thinking of com ng back to Britain
He had even witten out a confession. At |last the | ong nystery was
sol ved.

Many people in the secret world aged the night they heard Phil by had
confessed. | was nearly forty-five. It is one thing to suspect the
truth; it is another to hear it froma man's |lips. Suddenly there was
very little fun in the gane anynore; a Rubicon had been crossed. It was
not the sane as catching Lonsdal e; that was cops and robbers. To find
that a man |like Philby, a man you might like, or drink with, or adnmre
had betrayed everything; to think of the agents and operations wasted:
yout h and i nnocence passed away, and the dark ages began

A few days later Arthur stopped me in the corridor. He seemed strangely
calm for such a tense, alnost hyperactive nman. It was alnpost as if he
had seen a bad road acci dent.

"Kims gone," he said quietly.
"Good CGod, how...?"
Arthur smled weakly. "It's just |ike 1951, when the boys went..."

Phil by's defection had a traumatic effect on noral e inside the senior
echelons of M5. Until then, theories about the penetration of M5 had
been nursed secretly; afterward they becane openly expressed fears. It
seened so obvious that Phil by, |ike Maclean before himin 1951, had
been tipped off by soneone else, a fifth man, still inside. And of
course, the possibility of a fifth nman chimed conpletely with
Colitsin's evidence about a Ring of Five. Burgess, Maclean, Phil by,

al nost certainly Blunt, and a fifth. Sonmeone who survived 1951, who
stayed on undetected, who even now was watching the crisis unfold.

Hugh Wnterborn and | often tal ked about the subject. He was convinced
that we were penetrated at a high Ievel

"I just can't believe we are as apparently inconpetent as we appear to
be," he used to say.

Operation CHO R, where we found the Russians had bl ocked up the pinhole
for our probe nicrophone, had a najor effect on his thinking, and even
ei ght years later he used to talk animatedly about it. There were other
i nci dents, too, which nmade hi m suspicious. W installed SF on the

Chi nese Enbassy tel ephones, and al nost i medi ately the Russians went
around and took it out. Then there was the Fal ber Affair. After the



PARTY PI ECE operation, M5 went on the hunt for the CPGB fil es which
listed the secret paynents nade to the Party by the Soviets. W
suspected that perhaps they might be held in the flat of Reuben Fal ber
who had recently been nmade cashier of the Russian funds. Fal ber is a
prom nent CPGB nenber, so when he advertised for a tenant to live in
the flat on the ground floor of his house, we installed an agent there.
Al most inmedi ately, as we were planning to burgle the flat above, the
agent was evicted by Fal ber, who gave no reason for the eviction

But as a wave of anxi ety passed through Leconfield House, | was stil
mar ooned inside the Directorate of Science. | decided to nake ny own
freelance inquiries. Over a period of months I slowy drew out files
fromthe Registry. First | took out the files for the m crophoning
operations | had been involved with in the md-1950s - Operation CHOR
in London, DEWWORM and PI G ROOT in Canada, all of which went

i nexplicably wong, and MOLE in Australia. | exam ned the cases
careful ly. Each had failed, and although conplicated hypotheses to

expl ain each failure could be adduced, the possibility that each had
been blown by a spy inside M5 was al so a serious one. Then there were
t he cases which preoccupi ed Wnterborn. Again, alternative expl anations
could be found. Maybe we had been clunsy. Maybe Fal ber just guessed the
identity of our agent, but | find it very difficult to believe. A leak
was just as possible. Next | pulled out the files on each of the
doubl e- agent cases | had been involved with during the 1950s. There
were nore than twenty in all. Each one was worthl ess. O course, our
tradecraft and Watcher radios were mainly to blame, but the Tisler
affair had left a nagging doubt in the back of ny nmind. The Lul akov-
Morrow test did not exclude the possibility of a human source beyond
the nmonitoring of our Watcher radios. Then there was Lonsdal e, and
lastly Philby. Again the sanme pattern. Not one single operation had
succeeded. as planned, and all had sone degree of evidence of Russian

i nterference.

There is a point in any nystery when the shape of the answer becones
suddenly clear. Over those unhappy nonths in Bucki ngham Gate, in the
wi nter of 1962-63 as | pored through the files, back-checking and
cross-checking the conplex details of nearly eight years of frantic
work, it all becane suddenly very obvious. Wiat until then had been a
hypot hesi s, becanme an article of faith. There was a spy; the only
guesti on was who? More weeks were spent |aboriously checking the dates
when files were signed off and on, when access began and when it ended.
And al ways it cane down to the sanme five nanes: Hollis, Mtchell
Cunming, Wnterborn at a stretch, and | nyself. | knew it wasn't ne;
Hugh Wnterborn never really fitted, and | knew it could not be him
Cunming | dismssed fromthe start. He would never have had the
subtlety to carry it off. Which left Hollis and Mtchell. Was it
Hollis, the al oof, pedestrian autocrat with whom| enjoyed a civil but

di stant relationship? O Mtchell, his deputy, a man | knew |l ess well?
There was a secretiveness about him a kind of slyness which nade him
avoid eye contact. He was a clever man, clever enough to spy. | knew ny

choi ce woul d be based on prejudice, but in ny mnd | plunped for
Mtchell.

Early in 1963 | realized that one of the two men knew what | was doi ng.
VWhen | began ny private investigations, | used to place the files in ny
safe on top of minute pencil marks, so that | could tell if they were
bei ng noved. One nmorning | came in, and they had been noved. Only two



nmen had access to ny safe: the Director-CGeneral and the Deputy, who
retained copies of all conbinations. The shadows were gathering;
treachery stal ked the corridors.

After Philby's defection Arthur becane curiously distant. | could see
he was preoccupi ed, but he deftly turned aside all attenpts by ne to
find out what he was doing. | spent several evenings with himat his

flat near Euston Station, and although we discussed Colitsin in genera
terms, he refused to be drawn out on what further inquiries he was

maki ng. Convinced that | mght be sacked at any nonment, or at | east
renoved from access in sonme way, | began to nake excuses to visit
Arthur's office after hours, bringing with me files which | had used in
ny freel ance exam nation of thirty-eight cases.

"Do you think that's significant?" | would ask, drawing his attention
to a small ambiguity in the handling of a doubl e-agent case, or an
unexpl ai ned term nation of a mcrophoning case. Arthur invariably gazed
silently at whatever it was | showed him thanked ne, and said nothing
nore. Finally one night Arthur said to ne, "You know who it is, don't
you, Peter?"

| said, "Well, it's either Roger or G aham™

He said that he was carrying out an investigation of Mtchell. He told
nme that he thought there had been a | eak which had led to Philby's
defection. He too had come to the conclusion that it was either Roger
or Graham but he did not know which, so after Philby defected he had
gone to Dick Wite and put the whole problemto him Dick was his
nmentor, the man who gave himhis head in the late 1940s, and Arthur
never forgot the debt he owed. Dick asked himto conme back and see him
t he next day when he had had time to think about it. This Arthur did.
Di ck had been very sensible. He was sure Roger could not be a spy, but
he felt it was possible of Mtchell. He advised Arthur to tell Hollis
of his fears, and as a result Hollis instructed Arthur to begin an

i nvestigation of the Deputy Director-General. He had been doing this
for a short tine until he and | exchanged i deas.

"How | ong have you been worried about this?" he asked
"Since Tisler."

Art hur opened his desk drawer and pulled out a small bottle of Scotch
He poured us both a small neasure in his coffee cups.

"Have you told Roger?"

| told himthat | had raised the issue twice before, once after Tisler
and once after Lonsdale. Both tines | had been stifled. He seened
surprised.

"l suppose you've guessed what |'m doi ng?"

"It's Mtchell, isn't it?"

"Sonmebody told Kimwhen to run,” he said, hardly answering ny question

"I"'msure of it. Only sonmeone in Grahamis place could have known enough
to doit."



Arthur told nme to see Hollis nyself.

"Tell himwe've tal ked, and that | suggested you see him It's the only
way. "

| rang up to Hollis' office, and to ny surprise got an al nost inmedi ate
appointnent. | took the lift to the fifth floor and waited for the
green light to flash above his door. | was shown in by his secretary.
Hollis was sitting upright at his desk under the bay w ndow, working on
a single file, a line of pencils on one side, each one carefully

sharpened to a precise point. | advanced until | was standing a few
feet fromthe other side of the desk. He did not |ook up. | waited for
alnost a minute in silence while Hollis' predecessors gazed bal efully
out at ne fromthe wall. Still | waited. Still his pen scratched at the
file.

"How can | help you, Peter?" he asked at | ength.

At first | stuttered badly. The | ast hour had been a strain
"I"ve been talking with Arthur Martin, sir.”

"Ch?" There was no trace of surprise in his voice.
"I have let nmy hair down about ny worries..."

"I see..."

Still he worked on.

"I have done another analysis, sir, and he said | should cone and show
it to you."

"Take it over to the table, will you..."

| retreated back across the room and sat at the huge polished
conference table. Hollis joined me, and began to read in silence.
Cccasionally he queried a point in ny analysis. But | could sense that
today he was no opposition. It was alnost as if he were expecting ne.

"Did you know he's retiring in six nmonths?" he asked when he had
fini shed readi ng.

"Mtchell?" | asked, in genuine confusion. As far as | knew, he had at
| east a couple of years to go.

"He asked for it a while ago,"” said Hollis. "I can't change it now
"Il give you that long to prove it. You can join Martin, and |'1]
square it with Wllis."

He handed ne the fil e back.

"l don't have to tell you that | don't like it. You know that already.
Not one word of this investigation is to | eak out, understood?”

"Yes, sir!"



"You'll need to know Mtchell's background,"” he said, as he returned to
his desk and pencils. "I'Il arrange for Arthur to have his Record of
Service. "

"Thank you, sir.

He was already witing again as | went out.

- 13 -

As soon as | joined the Mtchell case, | was indoctrinated into the
greatest counterintelligence secret in the Western world - the VENONA
codebreak. To understand what VENONA was, and its true significance,
you have to understand a little of the conplex world of cryptography.
In the 1930s, nodern intelligence services |like the Russian and the
British adopted the one-tine code pad system of communications. It is
t he safest form of enci phernent known, since only sender and receiver
have copies of the pad. As long as every sheet is used only once and
destroyed, the code is unbreakable. To send a nessage using a onetine
pad, the addresser translates each word of the nmessage into a four-
figure group of numbers, using a codebook. So if the first word of the
nessage is "defense," this mght beconme 3765. The figure 3765 is then
added to the first group on the one-tinme pad, say 1196, using the

Fi bonacci system which nakes 4851. It is, in effect, a double

enci pherment. (The Fibonacci systemis also known as Chinese
arithmetic, where nunbers greater than 9 are not carried forward. Al
ci pher systens work on the Fibonacci system because carrying nunbers
forward creates nonrandom distribution. )

The VENONA codebreak became possi bl e because during the early years of
the war the Russians ran short of cipher nmaterial. Such was the
pressure on their communi cations systemthat they nade duplicate sets
of their one-tine pads and issued themto different enbassies in the
West. In fact, the chances of conprom sing their conmunications were
slim The nunber of nessages being transmtted worl dwi de was vast, and
t he Russians operated on five channels - one for Anbassadori al
conmuni cati ons, one for the GRU, another for the Naval GRU, a fourth
for the K@, and lastly a channel for trade traffic connected with the
vast programof nilitary equi pnment passing from Wst to East during the
war, which on its own conprised about 80 percent of total Russian
nessages. A set of pads might be issued to the K@ in Washi ngton for
their comunications with Moscow, and its duplicate mght be the trade
traffic channel between Mexi co and Moscow.

Shortly after the end of the war a brilliant Anmerican cryptanal yst
naned Meredith Gardner, fromthe U S. Armed Forces Security Agency (the
forerunner of the NSA), began work on the charred remai ns of a Russian
codebook found on a battlefield in Finland. Al though it was inconplete,
t he codebook did have the groups for sone of the nbst conmon
instructions in radi o messages - those for "Spell" and "End-spell."
These are common because any codebook has only a finite vocabul ary, and
where an addresser |acks the relevant group in the codebook - always
the case, for instance, with names - he has to spell the word out



letter by letter, prefixing with the word "Spell,"
word "Endspell" to alert his addressee.

and ending with the

Usi ng these common groups CGardner checked back on previous Russian
radio traffic, and realized that there were duplications across sone
channel s, indicating that the same one-tine pads had been used. Slowy
he "matched" the traffic which had been enci phered using the sane pads,
and began to try to break it. At first no one would believe himwhen he
claimed to have broken into the Russian ciphers, and he was taken
seriously only when he got a mmjor breakthrough in the Washi ngton-to-
Moscow Anbassadori al channel. He decrypted the English phrase "Defense
does not win wars!" which was a "Spell/Endspel|l" sequence. Gardner
recogni zed it as a book on defense strategy published in the USA just
before the date the nessage was sent. At this point, the Arned Forces
Security Agency shared the secret with the British, who at that tine
were the world |l eaders in cryptanal ysis, and together they began a
joint effort to break the traffic, which |lasted forty years.

Operation BRIDE (as it was first known) but |ater DRUG and VENONA, as
it was known in Britain, made painfully slow progress. Finding nmatches
anmong the mass of traffic available took tine enough. But even then
there was no certainty the nessages on each side of the match could be
br oken. The codebook was inconplete, so the codebreakers used
"collateral" intelligence. If, for instance, they found a match between
t he Washi ngt on-t o- Moscow KGB channel and the New York-to-Mdscow trade
channel, it was possible to attack the trade channel by using
"collateral," information gathered from shi pping mani fests, cargo
records, departure and arrival tines, tide tables, and so forth, for
the date of the nmessage. This information enabled the codebreakers to
make estimates of what mght be in the trade traffic. Once breaks were
made in one side of a match, it provided nore groups for the codebook
and hel ped make inroads on the other side.

The British and Anericans devel oped a key device for expanding the
VENONA breaks. It was called a "window i ndex." Every tine a word or
phrase was broken out, it was indexed to everywhere else it appeared in
the matched traffic. The British began to index these decrypts in a
nore advanced way. They placed two unsol ved groups on each side of the
decrypted word or phrase and after a period of time these w ndow

i ndexes led to repetitions, where different words which had been broken
out were followed by the same unsol ved group. The repetition often gave
enough collateral to begin a successful attack on the group, thus

wi deni ng the wi ndow i ndexes. Anot her technique was "draggi ng." Were a
"Spel | / Endspel | " sequence or name canme up, and the cryptanal ysts did
not know what the nissing letters of the spelled sequence were, the
groups were dragged, using a conputer, across the rest of the channels,
and out would cone a list of all the repeats. Then the cryptanal ysts
woul d set to work on the reverse side of the repeat matches, and hope
to attack the "Spell/Endspell" sequence that way.

It was an inperfect art, often nmoving forward only a word or two a
nonth, and then suddenly spilling forward, like the tine the Anericans
found the conplete text of a recorded speech in the Washi ngton
Anbassadorial channel. Oten terrible newdifficulties were
encountered: one-time pads were used in unorthodox ways, up and down,
or folded, which made the process of finding matches infinitely nore
problematic. There were difficulties, too, with the codebooks.



Soneti mes they changed, and whereas the Anbassadorial, GRU, and trade
channel s used a straightforward al phabetically |isted codebook, rather
like a dictionary, so that the codebreakers could guess fromthe group
where in the codebook it appeared, the K@ used a special nultivol unme
random codebook which nmade decrypting matched K@ channel s a

m ndbendi ng task. The effort involved in VENONA was enornmous. For years
both GCHQ and NSA and M5 enpl oyed teanms of researchers scouring the
world searching for "collateral"; but despite the effort less than 1
percent of the 200,000 nessages we held were ever broken into, and many
of those were broken only to the extent of a few words.

But the effect of the VENONA material on British and Anerican
intelligence was i nmense, not just in terns of the counterintelligence
received, but in terns of the effect it had on shaping attitudes in the
secret world. By the late 1940s enough progress was made in the New
Yor k/ Moscow and Washi ngt on/ Moscow K@ channels to reveal the extent of
massi ve Russian espionage activity in the USA throughout and

i Mmediately after the war. More than 1200 cryptonyns littered the
traffic, which, because they were frequently part of "Spell/Endspell"
sequences, were often the easiest things to isolate in the traffic,
even if they could not be broken. O those 1200, nore than 800 were
assessed as recruited Soviet agents. It is probable that the majority
of these were the |ow | evel contacts which are the staple currency of
all intelligence networks. But sone were of mmjor inportance. Fourteen
agents appeared to be operating in or close to the GSS (the wartine
forerunner of the CIA), five agents had access, to one degree or

anot her, to the Wite House, including one who, according to the
traffic, traveled in Anbassador Averill Harriman's private airplane
back from Moscow to the USA. Most danaging of all, the Russians had a
chain of agents inside the Anerican atom c weapons devel oprment program
and anot her with access to al nost every document of inportance which
passed between the British and U. S. governments in 1945, including
private telegrans sent by Churchill to Presidents Roosevelt and Truman.

Using leads in the decrypted traffic, sone of these cases were sol ved.
Macl ean was identified as one of the sources of the Churchil

tel egrans, and many ot hers besi des; Kl aus Fuchs and the Rosenbergs were
unmasked as sone of the nuclear spies; while conparison of geographica
clues in the decrypts with the novenents of Alger Hiss, a senior US.
State Departnent official, over a lengthy period made hi mthe best
suspect as the agent on Harriman's plane. But despite frenzied
counterintelligence and cryptanal ytical effort, nost of the cryptonyns
remai n today unidentified.

In Britain the situation was equally grim but with one mgjor

di f ference. Whereas the Anmericans had all the Soviet radio traffic
passing to and fromthe USA during and after the war, in Britain
Churchill ordered all anti-Soviet intelligence work to cease during the
wartine alliance, and GCHQ did not begin taking the traffic again unti
the very end of the war. Consequently there was far less traffic, and
only one break was made into it, for the week Septenber 15 to Septenber
22, 1945, in the Mdscowto-London KG channel

There was a series of nessages sent to a KGB officer in the London
Enbassy, Boris Krotov, who specialized in running high-grade agents.
The nmessages canme at a tine of sone crisis for the Russian intelligence
services in the West. A young GRU ci pher clerk in the Russian Enbassy



i n Canada, |gor Gouzenko, had just defected, taking a nass of nateria
incrimnating spies in Canada and the USA, and in Britain a nuclear
spy, Alan Nunn May. Most of the nessages to Krotov from Moscow Center
concerned instructions on how to handl e the various agents under his
care. Eight cryptonyns were nentioned in all, three of which were
referred to as the "val uabl e ARGENTURA [spy ring] of Stanley, Hicks,
and Johnson," two who were routinely referred to together as David and
Rosa, and three others. By the end of the week's traffic all contact
with the eight spies had been put on ice, and reduced to neetings,
except in special circunstances, of once a nonth.

VWhen | was indoctrinated into VENONA, | renenmber ny first sight of the
GCHQ copi es of the Mdscowto-London KGB channel. Every tinme GCHQ broke
a few nore words in a nessage, they circulated to the very few users
drop copi es of the new decrypt. The copies were stanped TOP SECRET
UVBRA VENONA, and |isted the addresser and addressee, the date and tinme
of the nessage, the channel and direction (for instance, KGB

Moscow/ London), and the nmessage priority (whether it was routine or
urgent). Underneath would be sonething like this:

TEXT OF MESSAGE

YOUR COVMUNI CATI ON OF 74689 AND 02985 47199 67789 88005 61971
CONCERNI NG SPELL H1 C K S ENDSPELL 55557 81045 10835 68971 71129
EXTREME CAUTI ON AT PRESENT Tl ME 56690 12748 92640 00471 SPELL S T A
N L E Y ENDSPELL 37106 72885 MONTHLY UNTIL FURTHER NOTI CE. Sl GNATURE CF
MESSAGE

(This is not a verbatimdecrypt; nerely a very close approxi nation to
the kind of challenge we were faced with.)

VENONA was the nost terrible secret of all, it was inconplete. It was
obvious fromthe decrypts that each of the eight cryptonyns was an

i mportant spy, both fromthe care the Russians were taking to protect
themall in Septenber 1945, and because we knew that Krotov specialized
in that type of agent. But there was precious little evidence fromthe
traffic which could help us identify them GCHQ circulated only
transl ati ons which they had verified, and included the verbatim

unsol ved groups where they occurred, but they often attached to the
copy a separate page of notes giving possible translations of the odd
group, which had not yet been verified. Often a nmessage woul d be
repeated several times, as nore groups were got out, and it was re-
circul at ed.

Stanl ey, we were sure, nust be Philby. Golitsin had heard the code nane
Stanl ey, and associated it with KG operations in the Mddle East, but
there was no proof of this in the traffic. Hi cks, therefore, was al nost
certainly Burgess because of the reference to the ARGENTURA, and
because of a veiled reference to Hi cks' tenperanment. Johnson was
probably Blunt, although again there was no proof of it in the traffic.
But the identity of the five other spies remained a nystery. Macl ean
was obvi ously not one of these, since he was in Washington in Septenber
1945. The consequences for the Mtchell investigation were obvious. Any
one of the five unidentified cryptonynms could be the spy inside M5.
remenber wondering, as | read the tantalizing decrypts, how on earth
anyone at the top of M5 had slept at night in the dozen years since
they were first decrypted.



Per haps the nost extraordinary thing in the whole VENONA story was the
fact that it was closed down on both sides of the Atlantic in 1954,
After the initial surge of activity in the late 1940s and early 1950s,
and the rash of prosecutions which followed, cryptanal ytical progress
slowed to a virtual halt. Hand matchi ng had reached the Iimtations of
the human brain, and conputers were not then powerful enough to take

t he program much further. There was another reason too; in 1948 the
Russi ans began to alter their code procedures worl dwi de, renoving al
duplicated pads. The last casualty of this was the Australian VENONA
operation, which had been nmaki ng so nuch progress that the British and
Anericans were virtually reading the Russian ciphers continuously as

t he messages were produced. The Australians were never told at the tine
but were brought into it sonme years |ater, although when the extent of
Sovi et espi onage penetration, especially of the Departnent of Externa
Affairs, becane apparent, they were provided with the intelligence in
bowdl eri zed form and it led to the establishment of ASIO (Australian
Security Intelligence Organization) with M5's help.

The reason for the change in Soviet codes becane apparent in the early
1950s. The secret of the break had been | eaked to the Russians by a
young Arned Services Security Agency clerk, WIIliam Wisband. In fact,
Wei sband did not know the extent of the Russian mistake and it was only
when Phil by was indoctrinated in 1949 that they knew the breadth of
their disaster, although other people, such as Roger Hollis, were

i ndoctrinated in 1948, when the nmatch suddenly ceased in Australia
after he returned fromorgani zing the setting up of ASIO Although the
duplicate one-tinme pads were w thdrawn, the Russians could do nothing
to prevent the continuing work on the traffic they had al ready sent up
until 1948. But thanks to Philby's posting to Washington in 1949, they
were able to nonitor the precise progress that was bei ng nade. Once the
Russi ans knew the extent of the VENONA | eak, and the technica
difficulties of finding nore matches multiplied, it was only a matter
of time before priorities noved on. In 1954 nost of the work was cl osed
down.

Years later, | arranged for Meredith Gardner to visit Britain to help
us on the British VENONA. He was a quiet, scholarly man, entirely
unaware of the awe in which he was held by other cryptanal ysts. He used
to tell me how he worked on the matches in his office, and of how a
young pi pe-snoki ng Englishman naned Phil by used to regularly visit him
and peer over his shoul der and adnmire the progress he was making.
Gardner was rather a sad figure by the late 1960s. He felt very keenly
that the cryptanal ytical break he had nade possible was a thing of

mat henati cal beauty, and he was depressed at the use to which it had
been put.

"I never wanted it to get anyone into trouble," he used to say. He was
appal l ed at the fact that his discovery had | ed, alnobst inevitably, to
the electric chair, and felt (as | did) that the Rosenbergs, while
guilty, ought to have been given clenency. In Gardner's m nd, VENONA
was al nost an art form and he did not want it sullied by crude
McCart hyi sm But the codebreak had a fundanmental effect on Cold War
attitudes anmong those few i ndoctrinated officers inside the British and
Anerican intelligence services. It became the wellspring for the new
enphasi s on count erespi onage i nvestigati on which increasingly perneated
Western intelligence in the decades after the first break was made.
More directly, it showed the worl dwi de scal e of the Sovi et espionage



attack, at a tine when the Western political |eadership was apparently
pursuing a policy of alliance and extending the hand of friendship. In
the British traffic, for instance, nost of the K& channel during that
Sept enber week was taken up with nessages from Moscow detailing
arrangenents for the return of Allied prisoners to the Sovi et
authorities, groups |ike the Cossacks and ot hers who had fought against
the Soviet Union. Many of the nessages were just long |ists of names
and instructions that they shoul d be apprehended as soon as possible.
By the time | read the nessages they were all long since dead, but at
the tine many intelligence officers nust have been struck by the sense
t hat peace had not conme in 1945; a German concentration canp had nerely
been exchanged for a Soviet CGulag.

In 1959, a new discovery was nade which resuscitated VENONA agai n. GCHQ
di scovered that the Swedish Signals Intelligence Service had taken and
stored a considerabl e amount of new wartime traffic, including some GRU
radi o nmessages sent to and from London during the early years of the
war . GCHQ persuaded the Swedes to relinquish their neutrality, and pass
the material over for analysis. The discovery of the Swedi sh HASP
materi al was one of the main reasons for Arthur's return to D1. He was
one of the few officers inside M5 with direct experience of VENONA
havi ng worked intimately with it during the Fuchs and Macl ean

i nvesti gations.

There were hi gh hopes that HASP woul d transform VENONA by providing
nore intelligence about unknown cryptonyns and, just as inportant, by
provi ding nore groups for the codebook, which would, in turn, lead to
further breaks in VENONA material already held. Mreover, since

power ful new conputers were becomnmi ng available, it made sense to reopen
t he whol e program (I was never convinced that the effort should have
been dropped in the 1950s), and the pace gradually increased, wth

Vi gorous encour agenent by Arthur, through the early 1960s.

In fact, there were no great inmedi ate discoveries in the HASP nateri al
which related to Britain. Mdst of the material consisted of routine
reports from GRU officers of bonb danage in various parts of Britain
and estimates of British mlitary capability. There were dozens of
cryptonyns, sonme of whomwere interesting, but |ong since dead. J.B.S.
Hal dane, for instance, who was working in the Admiralty's submarine
experimental station at Haslar, researching into deep diving

techni ques, was supplying details of the programs to the CPGB, who were
passing it on to the GRU in London. Another spy identified in the
traffic was the Honorable Onen Montagu, the son of Lord Swaythling (not
to be confused with Euan Montagu, who organi zed the cel ebrated "Man Who
Never Was" deception operation during the war). He was a freel ance
journalist, and fromthe traffic it was clear that he was used by the
Russians to collect political intelligence in the Labor Party, and to a
| esser degree the CPGB

The extraordi nary thing about the GRU traffic was the conparison with
the K@ traffic of four years later. The GRU officers in 1940 and 1941
were clearly of low caliber, denoralized and running around |ike

headl ess chickens in the wake of Stalin's purges of the 1930s. By 1945
they had given way to a new breed of professional Russian intelligence
officers like Krotov. The entire agent-running procedure was clearly
hi ghly skilled, and pragmatic. Geat care was being taken to protect
agents for their long-termuse. Were there seened poor discipline in



the GRU procedures, by 1945 the traffic showed that control was exerted
from Moscow Center, and conpari son between KGB and Anbassadori al
channel s denmonstrated quite clearly the inportance. the KG had inside
the Russian State. This, in a sense, was the nost enduring | egacy of
the VENONA break - the glinpse it gave us of the vast KG nachine, with
networks all across the West, ready for the Cold War as the West
prepared for peace.

When | finished studying the VENONA naterial in the special secure

office where it was stored on the fifth floor, | noved into an office
with Evelyn McBarnet, Arthur's research officer, who was al ready busy
on the case. The Mtchell investigation cane at an awkward tinme for D

Branch. Hollis had noved Furnival Jones fromhis post to beconme head of
C Branch, in preparation for his appointment as Deputy Director-Cenera
on Mtchell's retirenent. F.J.'s replacenment was Mal col m Cunming. It
was not a popul ar appoi ntment anong the bright young nen of D Branch
who were laboring to build on the achievenents of the Lonsdal e case

Art hur hinself had hopes that he might have been offered the job. He
certainly deserved it, in terns of achievenent, but he had never been
popul ar anmong the Directors for the stand he took in the early 1950s.

He was seen as truculent, tenperanental, too unwilling to tolerate
fool s gladly, which unfortunately was a prerequisite for advancenent in
the Service. When the Mtchell investigation was sanctioned, Hollis

deci ded not to indoctrinate Cumm ng, who theoretically was a potentia
suspect. Oversight of the case was given to F.J., who supervised things
from C Branch headquarters in Cork Street.

Evel yn McBarnet was a strange wonan, with a large birthmark running
down one side of her face. Like a hothouse plant, she lived all her
life in the encl osed space of the office, and had no perceptible
exi st ence out si de.

"Are you a Freenmason?" she asked ne al nbst as soon as | joined her in
her office.

"No," | replied, "and |I don't approve of it.

"I didn't think you | ooked |ike one, but you'd better join if you want
to be a success in this place," she told ne darkly.

Evel yn had al ways believed there was a penetration of M5. She had
spent years working in counterespi onage as a research officer, far

| onger than Arthur or |. She was a wal ki ng conpendi um of office life
and a shrewd, if somewhat norbid, judge of character

"l always knew there woul d have to be an investigation," she told ne,
but she had a disturbing conviction that the course of the

i nvestigation was preordai ned. The worst, she was sure, was yet to
cone.

"Arthur will never last, if he pushes this issue," she told nme, "and
neither will you, if you associate yourself with him"
"What on earth do you nean, Evelyn?" | asked, in genuine surprise.

She opened her safe and pulled out a snmall exercise book with a bl ack
cover.



"Read this," she told ne.

| opened the book. It was neatly witten in a woman's hand. | flicked

t hrough the pages quickly. It listed details of cases fromthe 1940s
and 1950s, sone of which | knew about vaguely, and others | did not,

whi ch the author had collated fromthe M5 Registry. Each one contai ned
an explicit allegation about a penetration of M5 or MG6.

"Whose is this?" | asked, aghast.

"Anne Last's, a friend of mne. She used to work with ne," said Evel yn.
"She did it after Burgess and Macl ean went, then she left to have a
famly, you know. She narried Charles Elwell. Before she |eft she gave
ne the book, and told me that | woul d understand."”

"Does Arthur know...?"

"OF course."

"But have you shown it to anyone el se?”
"And get chopped too...?"

| carried on reading. Maxwell Knight's nanme figured frequently in the
first few pages. During the war he was convinced there was a spy inside
M5, and had nminuted to that effect, although no action was taken

There were literally dozens and dozens of allegations. Many of them
were fanciful offhand conments drawn from agent reports; but others
were nore concrete, like the testinony of Igor Gouzenko, the young
Russi an ci pher clerk who defected to the Canadi ans in 1945, and whose
defection triggered such alarmin the single week of British VENONA KGB
traffic. According to Anne Last, Gouzenko clained in his debriefing

that there was a spy code-naned Elli inside M5. He had | earned about
Elli while serving in Moscow in 1942, froma friend of his, Luibinov,
who handl ed radi o messages dealing with Elli. Elli had sonething

Russi an in his background, had access to certain files, was serviced
usi ng Duboks, or dead letter boxes, and his information was often taken
straight to Stalin. Gouzenko's allegation had been filed along with al
the rest of his material, but then, inexplicably, left to gather dust.

"People didn't believe him" said Evelyn, "they said he got it wong.
There couldn't be a spy inside MS..."

On the | ast page was what appeared to be a kind of "last will and
testanent." "If M5 is penetrated,” it said, "I think it is nost likely
to be Roger Hollis or Graham Mtchell."

"How the hell can we investigate these?" | gasped. "W'Ill have to turn
t he whol e pl ace upside down to do it properly.™

"That's what they said in 1951," said Evelyn bitterly.

Anne Last's book was only the first of many secrets Evelyn shared with
me over the first weeks we worked together. Gradually she filled in
much of the forgotten history of M5, the kinds of stories you never
heard on the A2 tapes: stories of doubts and suspicions, unexpl ai ned



actions, and curious coincidences. | soon |learned that | was by no
neans the first person to cone to suspect the office had been deeply
penetrated. The fears were as old as the office furniture.

That evening | joined the comuters throngi ng down Curzon Street toward
Park Lane, nmy head humming with what | had | earned from Evel yn. Here
was a consi stent unbroken pattern of allegations, each suggesting there
was a spy in the office, stretching from 1942 to the present day. For
too I ong they had gone uni nvestigated, unchallenged. This time the
chase woul d be Iong and hard and unrelenting. | paused to | ook back at
Leconfiel d House.

"This time," | thought, "this time there will be no tip-offs, no
def ections. This one will not slip away..."

- 14 -

For all my high hopes, the Mtchell investigation was a w etched

affair. It began with a row, it ended with a row, and little went right
in between. It was clear to ne that to stand any chance at all of
clinching the case one way or the other before Mtchell retired, we
woul d have to turn on the taps, and use every technical resource at our
di sposal. Hollis vehenently opposed any request for hone tel ephone taps
and the full watching facilities, saying that he was not prepared to

i ndoctrinate any further M5 officers into the case, and certainly had
no intenti on of approaching the Home Secretary for permnission to bug or
burgl e his own deputy's house.

Arthur reacted badly to the setbacks. H s tenper by now was on a short
fuse, and he erupted at a nmeeting in Hollis' office when his precise,
qui et request for facilities was refused point-blank by the Director-
General . Arthur said it was intolerable to be restricted when such a
grave issue was at stake, and threatened to approach the Prinme M nister
hinself to alert himto the situation. Hollis always reacted snoothly
to any threats, and nerely said he noted Arthur's comment, but that his
deci si on stood.

"Under no circunstances will | authorize an extension of this
i nvestigation!"

Arthur stal ked out of the room obviously fully intending to carry out
his threat.

That evening Furnival Jones and | went to ny club, the Oxford and
Canbridge, to try to find a way of averting catastrophe. Relations had
been swiftly deteriorating between Hollis and Arthur ever since Cunm ng
had been appointed to the Directorship of D Branch, and with the

M tchell case poised so perilously, any hint of the turnmoil inside the
organi zati on woul d be di sastrous.

Furni val Jones was in a dreadful position. He knew as well as | that he
woul d be Hollis' deputy hinself within a few nonths, yet | could tel
that he felt Hollis was indeed being obstructive.



“I't'"ll nean the end of the Service, if Arthur does sonething stupid,"”
said Furnival Jones gloomly into his glass.

| asked himif he could not approach Dick Wiite privately to see if
some pressure could be exerted on Hollis to relent. Furnival Jones

| ooked at ne al nbst in anguish. He could see that he was slowly being
ground between conpeting loyalties - to Hollis and to those who were
conducting a very difficult and enotionally fraught inquiry. It was
close to one in the norning before we canme to any firm decision

Furni val Jones pronised that he woul d make an appointnent to see Dick
VWhite, if | undertook to restrain Arthur fromany rash course of
action. | telephoned Arthur fromny club; it was late, but | knew he
woul d be up, brooding over a Scotch bottle. | said | had to see him
that night, and took a taxi around to his flat.

Arthur was in a trucul ent nood.

"l suppose you've cone to tell me you' ve decided to throw your hand in
too!" he said acidly.

For the second time that evening | settled down to a |long drinking
session, trying to talk Arthur around. He | ooked desperately strained.
He had been seriously overworking since before the Lonsdal e case, and
was putting on weight drastically. Hs flesh was gray, and he was

| osing his youthful ness. He railed agai nst the obstructions that were
being put in his way. | could see that the specter of 1951 haunted him
when he had all owed hinself to be shunted out to Ml aya

"l should have fought then, but | agreed with themat the tinme. It
seened best to leave it. But not this tine," he said.

In the end he saw the sense of F.J.'s approach. An open breach with
Hol lis would get us nowhere, and there was at |east hope that Dick

woul d talk himaround to agreeing to sone of our requests for nore

facilities.

The following day | got a call fromF.J. He said he had spoken to Dick
and we were all to assenble at his flat in Queen Anne's Gate on the
foll owi ng Sunday afternoon.

"He wants to see a presentation of the case, then he'll decide what to
do."

Dick Wiite's flat backed onto M6 headquarters in Broadway, and

arrived there pronptly at the appointed time. Dick answered the door

he was dressed casually, with an open shirt and cravat. He showed us
into his study, an el egant book-Iined room decorated in seventeenth-
century style. Paintings fromthe National Gallery collection lined the
wal I s, and an ornanental mrror stood gl eam ng above the fireplace.

"Shall we have some tea?" he asked, anxious to break the tension which
was apparent on everyone's face.

"Now, " he said, looking at Arthur, "I think you had better nake your
case..."



Art hur explained that | had brought my charts tabul ating access to the
thirty-ei ght cases, and suggested that it mght be better if, in the
first instance, | nmade the presentation. For a nmonment there was
confusion. The charts were too large to spread on the delicate tea
tabl e, but Dick saw the probl em

"No, no," he said, "that's quite all right - spread themon the floor."

Wthin two nminutes we were sprawl i ng across the carpet, and the el egant
Sunday- aft ernoon reserve was | ost as we began to go through the litany
of fears once nore. | explained that | had subnitted two previous
papers, one on Tisler, the other on Lonsdale, but that these had both
been rejected. Dick | ooked at me sharply, but made no coment.

"The whole point is that we can't | ook at this problem pi eceneal , "
told him "and the basis of these charts is to try to take an overal
view, to see if there is any evidence of Russian interference in the
cases..."

"Sounds like a bad case of induction to me, but go on," said Dick
skeptically.

I went through the cases one by one, and explained how it always cane
down to the sane five nanmes.

"Did you at any stage discuss this with Arthur, before you drew this
t oget her ?" he asked, |ooking ne squarely in the eye.

"How could I? | was over in the Directorate nost of the tine."
Dick turned to Arthur

"You nean to tell me that you both canme to this concl usi on?"
He obviously found it hard to believe.

Arthur took over and explained the problemwth facilities. Dick asked
F.J., who so far had renmained silent, for his opinion. He paused, and
then committed hinself irrevocably.

"Roger has refused to extend the investigation. Personally, | think
it's a mstake. When you put together the lack of following with the
| ack of technical aids, there really is little chance of finding an
answer to this case.”

Dick was inpressed with F.J.'s sensibl e appraisal

"There are two factors here,” he said after thinking for a while. "W
have to do this investigation, and we have to be seen to do this
i nvestigation, and that's al nost just as inportant.”

He told us that sone changes woul d certainly have to be nade. He

t hought the investigation should be coordinated froman unofficia
house, rather than a governnment building, and offered us the use of an
M 6 safe house in Pavilion Road, near Sl oane Square.



“I'"1l think overnight about what | amgoing to say to Roger, and you
will hear fromhim"

The following day F.J. informed us that Hollis had given perm ssion for
a teamof M6 Watchers to be used on the case, although they would
still not be allowed to trail Mtchell beyond the London railway
station, in case their presence was noticed. W were allowed to

i ndoctrinate Wnterborn, and were given carte blanche to install a
closed circuit television systembehind a two-way mirror in Mtchell's
of fice. That afternoon we noved the burgeoning files across London to a
tatty unfurnished upstairs flat in a small news house in Pavilion Road,
which for the rest of the case became our headquarters.

In the early stages of the investigation, we nade a conplete re-

exam nation of the circunmstances of Philby's defection It yielded one
vital discovery. | asked the CIA to check their conputer records of the
novenent of all known Russian intelligence officers around the world,
and we di scovered that Yun Mddin, a KGB officer we strongly suspected
had been Philby's controller during the 1940s, and of having arranged
t he Bur gess/ Macl ean defections, had visited the Mddle East in

Sept ember 1962, just after Flora Solonon's neeting with Arthur in
London. A further check showed Mddin made a previous visit in My of
the sane year, shortly after the three Golitsin serials relating to the
Ring of Five arrived at Leconfield House. Finally the Cl A established
that Moddin had nade no other trips abroad since the early 1950s.

El eanor Philby, Kims wife, was interviewed at this tinme, and told us
that Phil by had cut short a fanmily holiday in Jordan in Septenber, and
fromthen onward until his di sappearance exhibited increasing signs of
al coholismand stress. It was obvious to us that Mddin had gone to
Beirut to alert Philby to the reopening of his case. Once the KGB knew
of Golitsin's departure, it was an obvious precaution, but the odd
thing was the fact that Phil by seemed apparently unnoved until after
Modi n's second visit in Septenber, which coincided exactly with the
time when the case agai nst hi m becane unassail abl e.

We turned to the tapes of Philby's so-called "confession," which

Ni chol as Elliott brought back with himfromBeirut. For nany weeks it
was i npossible to listen to the tapes, because the sound quality was so
poor. In typical M6 style, they had used a single | owgrade nicrophone
in aroomwth the windows wi de open. The traffic noise was deaf eni ng.
Usi ng the binaural tape enhancer which | had devel oped, and the

servi ces of Evelyn MBarnet and a young transcriber named Anne Or

Ewi ng, who had the best hearing of all the transcribers, we nanaged to
obtain a transcript which was about 80 percent accurate. Arthur and
listened to the tape one afternoon, following it carefully on the page.
There was no doubt in anyone's mind, listening to the tape, that Philby
arrived at the safe house well prepared for Elliott's confrontation
Elliott told himthere was new evi dence, that he was now convi nced of
his guilt, and Phil by, who had denied everything tinme and again for a
decade, swiftly admtted spying since 1934. He never once asked what

t he new evi dence was.

Arthur found it distressing to listen to the tape, he kept screw ng up
his eyes, and pounded his knees with his fists in frustration as Phil by
reeled off a string of ludicrous clainms. Blunt was in the clear, but
Tim M Ine, an apparently close friend of Philby's, who had |oyally

def ended himfor years, was not. The whol e confession, including



Phil by' s signed statenent, |ooked carefully prepared to blend fact and
fiction in a way which would m slead us. | thought back to nmy first
neeting with Philby, the boyish charm the stutter, how | synpathized
with him and the second time | heard that voice, in 1955, as he ducked
and weaved around his M6 interrogators, finessing a victory froma
steadily losing hand. And now there was Elliott, trying his manful best
to corner a man for whom decepti on had been a second skin for thirty
years. It was no contest. By the end they sounded |ike two rather tipsy
radi o announcers, their warm classical public school accents

di scussing the greatest treachery of the twentieth century.

"It's all been terribly badly handl ed,” nmpaned Arthur in despair as the
tape flicked through the heads. "W should have sent a team out there,
and grilled himwhile we had the chance."

| agreed with him Roger and D ck had not taken into account that
Phi | by mi ght defect.

On the face of it, the coincidental Mdin journeys, the fact that
Phi | by seened to be expecting Elliott, and his artful confession al
pointed in one direction - the Russians still had access to a source
inside British Intelligence who was nonitoring the progress of the
Phi |l by case. Only a handful of officers had such access, chief anobng
them being Hollis and Mtchell.

| decided to pay a visit to GCCHQ to see if there was anything further
that could be done with the VENONA programto assist the Mtchell case.
The VENONA work was done inside a | arge wooden hut, nunber H72, which
formed a spur off one of the main avenues in the central GCHQ conpl ex.
The work was supervised by a young cryptanal yst naned Geoffrey Sudbury,
who sat in a small office at the front of the hut. Behind himdozens of
i ngui sts sat under harsh lanps, toiling for matches, and hoping to
tease out the translations froma thousand anonynous groups of nunbers.

Sudbury's office was a joyous nenagerie of cryptanalytical bric-a-brac.
Huge piles of bound VENONA wi ndow i ndexes piled up in one corner, and
tray upon tray of decrypts stood on his desk, ready for his approval
before they were circulated up to M5 and M 6. Sudbury and |I had a | ong
tal k about how the whol e program coul d be pushed forward. The principa
probl em was that VENONA, up until then, had been hand matched, and
conputers were used only for specific pieces of work, such as dragging
for a cryptonym Most of the effort had gone into attacking the K& and
GRU channel s directly; the trade traffic channels had been used
wherever they forned the back of a match, but otherwi se the bulk of it
had been | eft unprocessed. A conprehensive conputer-natching program
was needed, using the new conmputers which were becomn ng avail abl e by
the early 1960s, in the hope that nore matches m ght be found.

It was a vast undertaking. There were over 150,000 trade traffic
nmessages, and very few were even in "punched" form suitable for
processing through a conputer. This al one was a huge task. Each

i ndi vidual group had to be punched up twi ce by data processors, in
order to "verify" that the processed traffic was free fromerrors. Then
the first five groups of each nessage were conputer matched agai nst the
whol e of the rest of the traffic, involving something like 10 billion
cal cul ati ons for each nessage.



When | discussed the project with WIllis at the Directorate of Science,
he was skeptical about the whole thing, so | went to see Sir WIliam
Cook at the Atomi c Weapons Research Establishment again, with Frank
Morgan. | knew that AWRE had the biggest conputer facility in the
country, bigger at that tinme than even GCHQ | explai ned what | wanted
to do. W needed at | east three nonths on his conputer to find the

mat ches; once that was done, we could farmthemout to NSA and GCHQ for
the cryptanal ytical work of trying to break the matches out. Cook, as
al ways, was marvelous. | told himof WIIlis' skepticism which he
brushed asi de.

"This is one of the nbst inportant contributions AWRE can make," he
said, lifting the tel ephone. He spoke imediately to the AWRE head of
Dat a Processi ng.

"There's a vital job I want you to start straightaway. |'m sending a
chap down with the details. You don't need to know where he works.
Pl ease do as he says..."

In two nmonths we had punched up and verified every nessage, and for the
next three nmonths the AWRE computers worked on the VENONA for six hours
a night.

At first it looked as if the AWRE conputerization program m ght
transformthe British VENONA. Early on we got a new match for a nessage
just after the existing week's traffic in md-Septenber, which we had

al ready broken. The nessage, when it was partially decrypted, concerned
Stanley again. He was to carry no docunents which might incrimnate him
to his next nmeeting with Krotov. Then, in the midst of a haze of

unbr oken groups, there was a fleeting reference to a crisis in KGB
affairs in Mexico. Krotov was told to refer to Stanley for details,
since his "section" dealt with Mexican matters.

At the tinme of this nessage Phil by was the head of the Iberian section
of M6, which controlled a |large swath of H spanic countries, including
Mexi co. It was a bitter nmonent. The categoric proof that Stanley was
Phi | by had come just a nmatter of nonths after he defected. Had we
broken it out a few years earlier, we could have arrested Phil by on one
of his regular trips back to London to visit the OBSERVER This nerely
intensified fears about the integrity of M5, since it nmade the
decision in 1954 to cl ose down the VENONA program | ook deeply suspect.
When we checked, we found that the officer who ordered the cl osedown
was the then head of Counterespi onage, Graham M tchell

Sadly, the Philby fragnent was the only real assistance the
conputerization program gave the British VENONA effort. Matches were
made in Mexican KGB traffic and el sewhere in South Anerica which were
of enornous interest to the ClA and the RCMP, since Mexico was a
principal area where the K@ introduced illegals into North Anmerica.

But the matches made in British VENONA were alnost all trade traffic to
trade traffic, rather than trade traffic to the KGB or GRU, which was
what we needed. The cryptanal ytical effort in Hut H72 went on even nore
i ntensely than before, but there was to be no new shortcut.

There was little in Mtchell's Record of Service to help us either
Born in 1905, educated at Oxford, he then worked as a journalist and
|ater as a statistician in Conservative Central Ofice. This did



surprise ne, as | recalled that when arguing with Mtchell about the
Lonsdal e case, he had clained that he could not understand ny argunent
since he was "no statistician." He joined M5 as a result of contact
made t hrough the Tory Party, and worked on the anti-Fascist side during
the war, latterly with sone involvenent, too, in the CPGB. Thereafter
his progress was swift, he becane head of F Branch (Donestic
Subversion) in the late 1940s, and Dick Wiite's first head of
Count er espi onage in 1953, before Hollis appointed himhis deputy in
1956. There were only two really striking things about Mtchell's
career. One was the way it was intimately bound up with Hollis.' They
had been contenporaries at Oxford, joined M5 at around the sane tineg,
and fol |l owed each other up the | adder in conplementary positions. The
second was the fact that Mtchell seened to be an underachi ever. He was
a clever man, picked by Dick Wiite to transform D Branch. He signally
failed to do so in the three years he held the job, and indeed, when

t he decision to cl ose VENONA down was taken into account, it seemned
alnost as if he had willfully failed.

The intensive surveillance of Mtchell in the office reveal ed very
little. | treated his ink blotter with secret witing material, and
every night it was devel oped, so that we could check on everything he
wote. But there was nothing beyond the papers he worked on nornally.
The closed circuit television was nmonitored continuously by the M6
Watchers. It was an unpl easant task, every norning Mtchell canme in and
pi cked his teeth with a toothpick in front of the two-way mrror, and
repeat ed the neticul ous process again before |lunch, after |unch, and

t hen agai n before he went home. By the end of the case, | began to fee
that the only parts of Mtchell that we knew at all well were the backs
of his tonsils.

| arranged to feed himbariummeals. | circulated to himthe bound

vol umes of ny analysis of clandestine Soviet radi o comruni cations, with
all their classifications and group count schedul es, which I had
recently updated for GCHQ If Mtchell was a spy, it was the sort of
priceless intelligence he could not afford to ignore. | watched on the
nonitor as Mtchell [ooked at the report in a desultory sort of way.

Later Janmes Robertson, an old adversary of mne who had run Sovi et
Count erespi onage for a period in the 1950s, cane into his office, and

t hey began tal ki ng about ne. Robertson never forgave ne for the changes
| made in D Branch when he was there. He thought | was a junped-up
newconer, who should have | earned to respect ny elders and betters
before presuming to offer advice. He and Mtchell discussed ny radio
anal ysis. Neither man understood its purpose.

"That bl oody man Wight," said Robertson tartly, "he thinks he knows it
all. Wants his wi ngs clipped!"

M tchell nodded sagely, and I could not help smling at the irony of it
all.

But the lighter nmonents were few and far between in what was a grim
vigil, watching and waiting for a nan to betray hinself on the other
side of a mirror. Only once did | think we had him One Friday

aft ernoon he began drawi ng on a scrap of paper. He concentrated
intensely for perhaps twenty minutes, referring to notes on a piece of
paper he took fromhis wallet, and then suddenly tore the piece of



paper up and put it in his waste bin. Every night, since the beginning
of the case, Hollis arranged for ne to search his office, and Hollis
secretary was instructed to retain his burn bag, containing his

classified waste, so that it could be checked as well. That evening
retrieved the scraps of paper fromthe bin, and reconstructed them It
was a map of Chobham Common, near where Mtchell lived, with dots and

arrows going in various directions. In the mddle of the map were the
letters "RV' and the siting of two cars, one at either end of the path
across the common which passed the rendezvous site.

For days Pavilion Road was deserted, as the entire focus of the case
shifted to the isolated spot on the comon indicated by Mtchell's map
But Mtchell never went close to the spot, nor did anyone el se.

When | first began searching Mtchell's office, Hollis was highly
nervous.

"There are sone highly sensitive docunents inside, Peter, and | want
your word that they will remain undisclosed."

Hollis was worried in particul ar about personnel reports, and other
enbarrassing, rather than secret, papers which have by necessity to
pass across the Deputy Director-General's desk. He need not have
worried. There was nothing renbtely interesting that | sawin
Mtchell's office, which only confirned nme in ny view that bei ng DDG
under a nman as autocratic as Hollis nust have been one of the very
worst jobs in the world.

Every night for some nonths Hollis and | nmet after hours. At first he
expressed distaste at having to pry into a close colleague's affairs,
but | never felt the sentinent was genuine. Wien | told himabout the
frequency with which Mtchell picked his teeth on the closed-circuit
tel evision, he laughed like a drain

"Poor bugger should go to a decent dentist," he |aughed

I, for ny part, felt determ ned, even ruthless. |I had waited for years
for the chance to grapple with the penetration problem and | felt few
scrupl es.

It was in those evenings that | first came to know Hollis as a nan

Al t hough | had worked for himfor close on eight years, we had rarely
tal ked outside the strict confines of official business. W had nonents
of tension, but by and large our relationship was correct. Only once
did we have a major confrontation, when | was in A2 with Hugh
Wnterborn in the late 1950s. An Argentine del egati on canme over to
negoti ate a neat contract with the British Government. Hollis passed
down a request fromthe Board of Trade for any intelligence, and
instructed us to arrange for mcrophone coverage of the Argentines.
Wnterborn and | were outraged. It was a clear breach of the Findlater-
Stewart menorandum which defined M5's purposes as strictly those
connected with national security. The rest of the A2 staff felt exactly
as we did, and Hollis' instruction was refused. For a few hours we all
antici pated nass disnissals, but then Hollis withdrew his instruction
and it was never discussed again. The only strike in M5's history
ended in total victory for the strikers.



Cccasionally, during the searches of Mtchell's office, Hollis tal ked
about his early years. He told nme about his travels in China during the
1930s, where he worked for British Anerican Tobacco.

"Dreadf ul business out there. Any damm fool could see what the Japanese
were doing in Manchuria. It was perfectly obvious we'd lose China if we
didn't act," he used to say.

As with nmany older M5 officers, the roots of his dislike of the
Anericans lay prewar. He said the Americans could have hel ped out in
the Far East, but refused to because they were gripped with

i solationism The French in the Far East were, he said, effete, and
woul d rat her have seen the whole place go down than help us. That |eft
only the Russi ans.

"They watched and waited," he told ne, "and they got it in the end
after the war, when Mao cane.”

He rarely nentioned his fanily life, although many people in the office
knew he was having a | ong-standing affair. Just occasionally he tal ked
about his son Adrian, who was a gifted chess player, which evidently
was a source of great pride for him (Adrian used to go to Russia to
pl ay chess. )

On one occasion we were tal king about the case when | ventured an
opi nion that, whatever the result, it denonstrated a weakness in our
protective security. Hollis becanme huffy.

"What do you nean?" he asked.

| told himthat procedures for vetting M5 recruits were clearly |ess
strict than those the Service laid down throughout other Witehal
departments.

"Look at nme," | told him "I still haven't had a vet since | joined in
1955."

The next day the forns were sent down for me, and the issue was never
di scussed agai n, although shortly after this the vetting procedure
changed, and candi dates had in future to provide nore referees, one of
whi ch coul d be nomi nated by the Service.

The nost nenorabl e thing about those evenings with Hollis was his
extraordi nary supply of the filthiest jokes |I had ever heard. It was
alnost as if they were a defensive nechanism an excuse for talking, or
el se a way of easing the burden when he stepped down fromthe A ynpian
hei ghts of power to mix with the troops. | asked hi monce where he had
amassed such a fund of stories.

"China," he told ne. "Everyone drank and told jokes. It was the only
way to pass the tinme."

Early on | decided to search a small desk in the corner of Mtchell's
office, and | asked Hollis for the key.

"It was Guy Liddell's desk," he said. "He left it when | took over from
him It's been there for years..."



| asked himfor his consent to pick the I ocks of two of the drawers
whi ch were | ocked. He agreed and | brought the | ockpicking tools the
next day, and we inspected the insides of the two drawers. They were
both enpty, but one caught nmy attention. In the dust were four smal
marks, as if an object had been very recently dragged out of the
drawer. | called Hollis over, and showed himthe narks. He seened as
nonpl ussed as |, especially when | inspected the | ock nechani sm and
found scratch nmarks, as if the drawer had recently been opened.

Hollis went back to his office through the interconnecting door which
ran between Mtchell's office and his own. | finished the search al one.

"Only Hollis and I knew | was going to open that drawer," | thought to
nysel f, "and sonething has definitely been noved. Could even be a tape
recorder. Wy not Mtchell? Because he didn't know. Only Hollis knew
Quy Liddell's desk. Hollis took over the Deputy's office fromhim No
key? A man |like Liddell doesn't |eave the desk, and take the key. Only
Hollis knew. Only Hollis..."

| |1 ooked up. Through the door Hollis was staring at ne. He said
not hi ng. He just stared, and then bent over his file again

Thr oughout the sunmmer nonths of 1963, as Mtchell's retirenent neared,
the investigation continued at full pitch. But the whole thing was
hopel essly conpromi sed. It had all been too hasty, and too ill-planned.
Battling the deadline, and |acking the support of Hollis, it was
inevitable that the security of the operation began to crunble at the
seams. Mtchell realized that sonmething was wong. For a start, he
noticed that the circulation of papers through his in-tray becane
erratic, as Hollis sought to restrict his access. Then he began to take
evasi ve action agai nst the Watchers, doubling back on hinself, and
practicing standard countersurveillance. There was little doubt that he
knew he was being foll owed. Through the television nmonitor, Mtchel
exhibited all the signs of a man under terrible stress, as if he were
sunk in a nassive depression. He was a tall, thin man at the best of
times, but he | ooked positively cadaverous toward the end, with dark
sunken eyes. When people were in the roomwith himhe nade an effort to
appear normal, but as soon as he was al one, he | ooked tortured.

"Why are they doing this to ne?" he npbaned one day, gazing at Hollis'
of fi ce door.

In the final nonth the whole affair becane al nost a farce. There was no
chance of finding anything under those circunstances, so Arthur and
pressed Hollis to sanction an interrogation to resolve the case one way
or the other. Hollis refused to conmit hinself, but a few days later he
arrived unannounced at the small house in Pavilion Road.

"I have been to see the PM" he said stiffly to the half dozen of us
who were in the room "and | amafraid an interrogation is quite out of
t he question."

Qut of the comer of ny eye | could see Arthur brewi ng for another
out bur st .



"Anot her defection at this stage would be calam tous," he said. He

t hanked us all briskly for our efforts and di sappeared down to his
waiting car. It was typical Hollis msmanagenent of personnel. Here
were experienced officers, working at a pitch of desperation, and he
could barely spare us two minutes. The dirty work was done. Best |eave
it tothe dirty workers!

It was, as well, a naive approach. The M6 Watchers, led by a hot-
headed and overi npressi onabl e young officer named Stephen de Mowbray,
were appalled by Hollis' decision, and inmediately took it to be a
crude attenpt at in-house suppression, the very thing M5 accused M6
of with the Philby affair. Mreover, no closedown could renove the fact
that the Mtchell case had been done. A full report on the

i nvestigation had been witten by Ronnie Synonds, a senior Dl officer
assigned to handl e the paperwork in the case. Synonds' report outlined
the history of allegations of penetration of M5 and concl uded t hat
there was a strong |ikelihood that a spy existed at a high | evel inside
the Service. It raised the obvious question of whether the Americans
shoul d be al erted.

Synonds' report was sent to Hollis and Dick Wiite, and after private
consul tati ons between the two chiefs, we were sumoned for anot her
Sunday afternoon council-of-war, this time at Hollis' house in Canpden
Hi || Square. The contrast between Dick White and Roger Hollis was never
clearer than in their homes. Hollis' was a tatty, bookless townhouse,
and he appeared at the door wearing his dark pinstripe weekday suit. He
showed us into the dingy breakfast room and | aunched straight into
busi ness. He wanted to hear our views. He gathered there was sone
concern about the Americans. Consultation never cane naturally to
Hollis, and there was nore than a trace of irritation in his voice now
that it had been forced on him

Arthur acerbically said that we had to find a way of telling them now,
in case it becane necessary to tell themlater, when the effect, if the
case against Mtchell was ever proved, would be nuch nore traumatic.
Hollis was utterly opposed. He said it would destroy the alliance,
especially after Phil by.

"For all we know," | rem nded Hollis, "the Americans m ght have sources
or information which mght help resolve the case. But we'll never get
it unless we ask."

For the next hour Hollis debated the issue with the two of us, tenpers
fraying on all sides. The others in the room- Ronnie Synonds, Arthur's
desk officer for the Mtchell case, Hugh Wnterborn, and F.J. - tried
desperately to keep the tenperature down. Synonds said he wanted to
keep his options open. Perhaps Mtchell should be interrogated, but
then again, it was always possible to regard the issue as closed. As
for America, he said he did not know the scene out there well enough to
have a view. Wnterborn was solid and sensible, supporting Arthur's

vi ew that the bigger disaster would be to say nothing now, only to find
the case proved later. F.J. finally burst out in exasperation

"We're not a bloody public school, you know. There's no obligation for
us all to "own up' to the Americans. W run our Service as we think
fit, and I wish sone of you would renmenber that!"



But even F.J. acknow edged that there was a problem which had to be
resol ved. He said that on balance he felt it would be quite prudent to
keep the Anericans informed, the question was howto do it. Hollis
could see he was out nunbered, and suddenly announced that he woul d

vi sit Washi ngton hinsel f.

"Wwuldn't it be better done at working | evel ?" asked F.J., but Hollis
jaw was set firm and although Arthur tried to nove him it was clearly
a waste of tine.

"I have heard the argunents. My decision is nmade," he snapped,
gl owering at Arthur across the table.

Hollis left for the United States al nost i nmedi ately, where he briefed
John McCone, the new Director of the CIA followi ng the renoval of Allan
Dull es after the Bay of Pigs, and Hoover. Shortly afterward Arthur
followed on to brief the Bureau and the Agency at working level. He got
a rough reception. The Anmericans sinply failed to understand how a case
could be left in such an inconclusive state. Here, allegedly, was one
of the nbst dangerous spies of the twentieth century, recently retired
fromone of the prine counterespi onage posts in the West, and yet he
had not even been interrogated. The whole affair smacked, to them of
the kind of inconpetence denonstrated by M5 in 1951, and in a sense
they were absolutely right.

Hollis returned, determined to resolve the case. He ordered a new
review to be witten by Ronnie Synonds, and Synonds was specifically

i nstructed not to communi cate or cooperate with either Arthur or ne in
the research and drafting of the new report.

VWen the Mtchell case was handed over to Synonds, | returned to the
Directorate of Science, where | was inforned that Wllis had nmade a
change in procedures. He felt the Directorate need no | onger involve
itself in GCHQ s affairs, and wanted me to relinquish all contacts with
t he organi zation. | was incensed, | knew that unless M5 hunted and
chivvied for facilities and cooperation from GCHQ things would soon
slip back to the desperate state that existed before 1955. Few officers
inside M5 had any real idea of what could be done for them by GCHQ
and, equally, few GCHQ people bothered to think what they could do for
each other, a job which | felt was vital for the Directorate to
continue. But WIlis could not be shifted. He wanted me to | eave
Counterclan, and join the bureaucrats. It was the final straw. | went
to see Hollis, and told himthat | could no |onger continue to work in

the Directorate. | told him!l wanted to join D Branch if possible, or
el se return to A Branch. The Mtchell case gave ne a taste of research
and | knew that the position as head of D3 was still vacant. To ny

surprise, Hollis offered ne a transfer to D3 inmediately. There was
just a small caveat. He wanted ne to return to the Directorate to
finish one final special project for WIlis, before taking up my new
post in January 1964.

WIllis'" special project turned out to be one of the npbst inportant, and
controversial, pieces of work | ever did for M5. He wanted ne to
conduct a conprehensive review, to ny knowl edge the only one that was
ever done inside British Intelligence, of every scrap of intelligence
provi ded by yet another defector to appear in the West in the early
1960s - A eg Penkovsky.



Penkovsky was, at the tine, the jewel in M6's crowm. He was a senior
GRU officer who spied in place for M6 and the Cl A during 1961 and
1962, providing nassive quantities of intelligence about Sovi et
mlitary capabilities and intentions. It was hailed on both sides of
the Atlantic as the npbst successful penetration of Soviet Intelligence
since Wrld War I1. Penkovsky alerted the Wst to the presence of
Soviet missiles in Cuba, and his information about the Soviet nuclear
arsenal shaped the Anerican approach to the subsequent Cuban mssile
crisis. He also provided the evidence for the identification of the
Russian mssiles in Cuba. But in late 1962 Penkovsky and a British
busi nessman, Greville Wnne, who was his cutout to M6, were both
arrested by the K&, and put on trial. Wnne was given a |long prison
term (al though he was eventual |y exchanged for Gordon Lonsdal e and the
Krogers) and Penkovsky, apparently, was shot.

| had been involved in the Penkovsky case during the tine it was

runni ng. Penkovsky visited London on a nunber of occasions, as a menber
of a Soviet trade del egation, and had a series of clandestine
debriefings with M6 and CIA officers in the Mount Royal Hotel. At the
ti me Hugh Wnterborn was absent for a prol onged period through ill-
health, and I was Acting A2, and was asked by M6 to provide the
techni cal coverage for the London Penkovsky operations. | arranged for
conti nuous Watcher coverage of himand for the sophisticated

m cr ophoni ng system needed to capture every drop of intelligence that
spilled out of himduring the tense all-night sessions with his
controllers.

The Penkovsky case ran counter to everything which was all eged about
the penetration of M5. Arthur and | often discussed this during the
Mtchell case. If there was a high-level penetration, then Penkovsky
had to be a plant, because news of himwas known to the handful of
seni or suspects, including Mtchell, froma relatively early stage.
When | was arrangi ng the Mount Royal operation, Hollis asked ne for the
nane of the agent M6 were neeting, and | gave it to him Cunming al so
asked, but since he was not on the M6 indoctrination list, | refused
to give it to him This provoked a furious row, and Cunm ng accused ne
of beconming too big for nmy boots. He seened to resent the fact that |
did not consider nyself in his debt for the role he played in hiring me
into the Service

Penkovsky seened to fit into the nost far-reaching of the allegations
made by Golitsin. Golitsin said that in Decenber 1958 Khrushchev
transferred the head of the K@, GCeneral Serov, to run the GRU Hs
repl acenent in the K@ was Al exander Shel epin. Shel epin was a nuch nore
subtle, flexible man than Serov, who was an ol d-styl e Beria henchnman, a
"nuts and bolts" nman. The problem set to Shel epin was that Khrushchev
and the Politburo had conme to the conclusion that an all-out war with
the West was not on. Khrushchev wanted to know how Russia could win

wi t hout doing this. Shelepin took six nmonths to survey the problem He
then called a | arge conference in Mdscow of all the senior KGB officers
the world over and di scussed ways in which K@ nethods coul d be
noder ni zed. Shel epin, according to Golitsin, boasted that the K& had
so many sources at its disposal in the Wst that he favored returning
to the methods of the OGPU and the "Trust" as a neans of masking the
real nature of Soviet strategic intentions.



As a result of the Shel epin conference, Department D of the First Chief
Directorate of the K@ (responsible for all overseas operations) was
formed, a new department charged with planning deception or

di sinformati on exercises on a strategic scale. Departnent D was put
under the control of 1. 1, Agayants, an old, nuch respected KGB
officer. In 1959, Golitsin said, he approached a friend who worked in
this new Departnment to see if he could get a job there. The friend
confided in himthat Departnent D was planning a major disinformation
operation using the GRU, but that it could not be inplenmented for some
time because the GRU was penetrated by the CIA and this nust be
elimnated first. This penetration was al nbst certainly Col onel Popov,
a high-ranking GRU official who spied in place for the Cl A before being
captured, tortured, and shot in 1959.

In fact, Golitsin never went back, as by then he was planning his
defection, so he never |earned any nore details about the planned

di sinformation plan, other than the fact that it was basically a
techni cal exercise, and involved all resources available to the First
Chief Directorate. When CGolitsin reached the Wst he began to specul ate
that the Sino-Soviet split was the Departnment D plan, and that it was a
pl oy designed to mslead the West. Some of CGolitsin's admirers, like
Arthur, believed (and continue to believe) this analysis, but although
| was, during this early period, one of CGolitsin's fervent supporters
in the Anglo-Anerican intelligence community, it has al ways seened to
nme that the Penkovsky operation is a far better fit for the type of
task Department D was set up for, than the inherently unlikely Sino-
Sovi et hypot hesi s.

Strategi c deception has becone an unfashi onable concept in Wstern
intelligence circles, largely because of the extremes to which sone of
its adherents, nyself included in the early days, pushed it. But there
is no doubt that it has a long and potent history. The "Trust"
operations of the GPU and OGPU in the early years of the Bol shevik
regime are a powerful rem nder to any K@ recruit of the role these
operations can play. At a tine when the Bol shevik regi ne was threatened
by several million Wiite Russian emigre's in the 1920s, Feliks
Dzer zhi nsky, the |egendary founder of the nodern Russian Intelligence
Services, masterm nded the creation of a fake organi zation inside
Russi a dedicated to the overthrow of the Bol shevik regi ne. The Trust
attracted the support of White Russian em gre groups abroad, and the
Intelligence Services of the West, particularly M6. In fact, the Trust
was totally controlled by the OGPU, and they were able to neutralize
nost Emigre and hostile intelligence activity, even ki dnappi ng and

di sposing of the two top Wite | eaders, Generals Kutepov and M1l er

and the Trust persuaded the British not to attack the Soviet Governnent
because it woul d be done by internal forces.

Strategi c deception has al so played a major part in the history of
Western intelligence, nmost notably in the Doubl e Cross operations of
the war, which enabled the Allies to m slead the Germans about our

i ntentions at D- Day.

Looking at the intelligence balance in 1963, there was no doubt that
the Soviets had the necessary conditions to begin a major

di sinformati on exercise. They had | arge-scal e and high-1evel
penetrations in the Wst, especially in Britain and the USA, and had
possessed t hem al nost continuously since the war. H ss, Mcl ean, the



nucl ear spies, Philby, Burgess, Blake, and the many others gave them a
very intimate know edge of the very organi zati ons which needed to be
decei ved. Secondly, and often overl ooked, the Soviets had continuous
penetrations of the Western Signals Intelligence organizations since
the war, from Phil by and Macl ean until 1951, but closer to the early
1960s through the defection of the NSA operatives Martin and Mt chel

in 1960, and the suicide in 1963 of Jack Dunl ap, a chauffeur at NSA who
betrayed details of dozens of the nost sensitive discussions by senior
NSA officials in his car.

As | read the files, a nunber of reasons made ne believe that Penkovsky
had to be the deception operation of which Golitsin had |earned in
1959. The first thing that struck nme about Penkovsky was the sheer

coi nci dence of his arrival. If ever an organi zation needed a triunph it
was M6 in the early 1960s. It was rocked by the twin bl ows of Phil by
and George Blake, its norale desperately |Iow after the Crabbe affair
and the disastrous Suez operations, and Dick Wiite was trying to
rebuild it. He renmoved the post of Deputy Director, sacked a nunber of
senior officers nost closely associated with the Sinclair reginme, and
tried to introduce sone |ine managenent. He was never entirely
successful. Dick was not a particularly gifted admnistrator. H s

achi evenents in M5 stemmed fromintimte know edge of the office and
its personnel, and a deep know edge of counterespionage, rather than a
flair for running organizations.

Deprived of these, his first years in M6 were, alnost inevitably,

mar ked by expedi ency rather than clear strategy. This was never so wel
illustrated as with his decision to retain Philby as an agent runner in
the M ddl e East, even though he believed himto be a spy. | asked him
about this later, and he said that he sinply felt that to sack Phil by
woul d create nore problens inside M6 than it mght solve. Looking at
M6 in the early 1960s, | was rem nded of Lenin's fanmbus remark to
Fel i ks Dzer zhi nsky.

"The West are wishful thinkers, we will give themwhat they want to
t hi nk. "

M 6 needed a success, and they needed to believe in a success. In
Penkovsky they got it.

There were three specific areas of the Penkovsky case which nmade ne

hi ghly suspi cious. The first was the manner of his recruitment. Toward
the end of 1960, Penkovsky visited the Anerican Enbassy in Mdscow in
connection with his ostensible job, which was to arrange exchange
visits with the West on scientific and technical matters. Once inside
t he Enbassy he offered to provide intelligence to the Anericans, and
was interviewed by the CIAin their secure conpound. He told themthat
he was, in fact, a senior GRU officer, working for the GKNIIR, the
joint organization between the KGB and the GRU on scientific and
technical intelligence. The Anericans deci ded Penkovsky was a
provocation, and refused his offer. By the time | read the files, the
Ameri cans had di scovered through anot her defector, Nossenko, that the
roons used for the interview with Penkovsky had been cl andestinely

m crophoned by the KG&. It was obvious that even if Penkovsky had been
genui ne, the Russians nust have | earned of his offer to spy for the
Ameri cans.



Early in 1961 Penkovsky nmade another attenpt. He approached a Canadi an
busi nessman naned Van Vleet in his apartnent in Mdscow. Van Vleet

i ntervi ewed Penkovsky in his bathroom with the water taps running to
shield their conversation from eavesdroppi ng. There was no proof that
Van M eet's apartnent was bugged, but both he and Penkovsky assuned it
to be so, because of his connections with the RCMP. Later, at
Penkovsky's trial, evidence against himwas produced in the form of
tape recordi ngs of conversations between Penkovsky and Wnne whi ch had
al so taken place in bathrooms with water taps running. It was clear
that the Russians had technical neans of defeating this type of
count er cover age.

Penkovsky's third approach, to Wnne, was successful, and as a result

he was run jointly by M6 and the ClA. But the second suspect area in

t he Penkovsky case was the type of intelligence which he provided. It

was split into two types: ARN KA, which was straight intelligence, and
RUPEE, whi ch was counterintelligence.

The RUPEE naterial consisted nostly of identifications of GRU officers
around the world, nearly all of which were accurate and nost of which
were al ready known to us. But beyond that there were no | eads at al

which identified any Soviet illegals in the Wst, or to past or present
penetrations of Western security. It made no sense to nme; here was a
man in some ways fulfilling a function anal ogous to ny own, who had

spent years at the summt of the GRU, and in regular contact with the
KGB, and yet he had apparently picked up not one trace of intelligence
about Soviet intelligence assets in the Wst. | conpared Penkovsky's
counterintelligence with that of the last nmajor GRU source, Col one
Popov, who spied for the CIA inside the GRU during the 1950s. Popov
provided identifications of nearly forty illegals operating in the
West, before he was captured and shot.

ARNI KA was different; Penkovsky handed over literally thousands of
docunents dealing with the nost sensitive Soviet nilitary systens. But
there were two oddities. Firstly, he soneti mes handed over origina
docunments. It seened to me beyond belief that a spy would risk passing
over actual originals, or that the Russians woul d not niss them from
the files. Secondly, Penkovsky's npbst inmportant documents, which
enabl ed the Anericans to identify the Russian nissiles in Cuba, were
shown to himby his uncle, a senior GRU comander of mssile forces.
Penkovsky cl ai med that he copied the docunent while his uncle was out
of the room Once again, this seened to nme to smack nore of Janes Bond
than of real life.

The third area which made me suspect Penkovsky was the manner in which
he was run. The tradecraft was appallingly reckless for such a
sensitive source. The problemwas that his intelligence was so

val uable, and at the time of the Cuban mssile crisis so current, that
he was literally bled for everything that could be got, with little
attenpt made to protect himor preserve himas a |long-term asset. |
counted the distribution list for Penkovsky's intelligence. Seventeen
hundred people in Britain alone had access to Penkovsky's nmateri al
during the tinme he was running in place. M6, M5, GCHQ the various
branches of Mlitary Intelligence, the JIC the Service chiefs and
their staffs, the Foreign Ofice, various scientific research
establishnents - they all had their own lists of people indoctrinated
for various parts of Penkovsky's material, although few people saw the



whol e range. O course, like all source reports, there was no hint as
to how the intelligence had been acquired, but by any standards it was
an astonishingly large distribution, and rai sed the question of whether
it would have been detected by the ever-vigilant Russian Intelligence
Services, who at that point in 1963 had denonstrated a consi stent
ability to penetrate British security at high | evels.

Arrangenments in Moscow were even nore extraordinary. M6 arranged for
Penkovsky to hand over exposed filnms to Ms. Chisholm the wife of a
local M6 officer, Rory Chisholm in a Mdscow park. This procedure was
followed nore than a dozen tinmes, long after both Penkovsky and Ms.
Chi shol m had detected KGB surveillance of their novements. By the tinme
| read the Penkovsky files, we also knew from George Bl ake's prison
debriefings that Chisholms identity as an M6 officer was well known
to the Russians. | was certain of one thing: even M5, with our slender
resources, and the restrictions placed on us by custom and the | aw,
could not have failed to detect the Penkovsky operation, had the
Russians run it in London the sane way M6 ran it in Moscow.

When | circul ated ny Penkovsky paper it was greeted with how s of
outrage. The operation was marked with great courage and daring, and
seened, on the face of it, such a triunph, that people sinmply becane
overenoti onal when criticisms were voiced. Harry Shergol d, Penkovsky's
case officer, practically went for ne at a neeting in M6 one day.

"What the hell do you know about running agents?" he snarled, "You cone
in here and insult a brave man's nmenory, and expect us to believe
t hi s?"

The question remmins, of course, why should the Russians have sent
Penkovsky as a disinformation agent, if such he was? The answer, |

think, lies in the politics of Cuba, and the politics of arms control
The Russians had two major strategic anmbitions in the early 1960s - to
preserve Castro in Cuba, at a tinme when the Anericans were doing all in

their power to renove him by either coup or assassination, and to
enhance and devel op the Soviet intercontinental ballistic missile
(1CBM capability w thout arousing suspicions in the West. This was the
era of the "missile gap." The fear that Russia was noving ahead in the
producti on of nucl ear weapons was a najor plank in John Kennedy's 1960
presidential election campaign, and he comritted his adnministration to
closing the gap. The Soviets were desperate to convince the West that
the mssile gap was an illusion, and that, if anything, the Soviets

| agged behind the West.

Part of the reason for the fears about Soviet missile capability was
the fact that, intelligence-wi se, the West was blind at this ting,
because the U2 surveillance flights were cancelled after Gary Powers
was shot down in May 1960, and photoreconnai ssance over the Sovi et
Uni on did not becone avail able again until the [aunch of the first
satellite toward the end of 1962. During that tine the only
intelligence available to the Wst was the interception of telenetry
signals and radi o comruni cati ons fromthe rocket-testing ranges in
Sovi et Asia, and, of course, Penkovsky.

The essence of Penkovsky's information was that the Soviet rocket
program was nowhere near as well advanced as the West had thus far
suspected, and that they had no | CBM capability, only internediate-



range ballistic mssiles, IRBMs. Armed with that know edge, Kennedy was
able to call the Soviet bluff when the Anmericans detected | RBM
facilities under construction in Cuba. The fact that the Russians were
seen to be installing what, according to Penkovsky, were their state-
of -the-art rockets in Cuba tended to confirmto the Americans the
validity of Penkovsky's nessage that the Russians had no | CBM
capability. Khrushchev was forced to withdraw, but achieved his najor
aim- an eventual acceptance fromthe USA that Cuba would remain

unscat hed.

Penkovsky's nmessage was | ater confirned by the two defectors fromthe
Sovi et del egation to the UN who contacted the FBI in the early 1960s,
Top Hat and Fedora, the latter of whom |ike Penkovsky, was allegedly a
scientific and technical officer. Both agents, but especially Fedora,
gave intelligence which supported Penkovsky's nessage that Sovi et
rocketry was markedly inferior to the Wst's. Fedora gave i mensely
detailed intelligence about weaknesses in Soviet rocket accel eroneters.

The confidence which Penkovsky's intelligence, and that of Fedora and
Top Hat, gave to the Anericans was a crucial factor in creating the
climate which gave rise to the SALT | arms control negotiations, and
the era of detente, and that, | believe, was his purpose. He helped to
lull suspicions in the Wst for nore than a decade, and nisled us as to
the true state of Soviet mssile devel opnent.

In the md-1970s the clinmate began to change, and doubts began to
energe. Satellite photoreconnai ssance was dramatically inmproved, and
when the accuracy of Soviet |CBMs was anal yzed usi ng sophi sticated
neasurenents of the inpact craters, the missiles were found to be nmuch
nore accurate than had been detected by telenetry and radio intercepts.
The only expl anati on was that a bias had been introduced into Russian
signals, with the intention of m sleading Arerican detection systens.

Wi | e Penkovsky retained his status as M6's finest postwar

achi evenent, Fedora and Top Hat, for reasons which are too lengthy to
detail here, were officially recognized by all sections of the U S.
intelligence comunity as provocations. Fedora's information about the
accel eroneters was found to be wong, and there was even sone evi dence
that the Russians had introduced a fake third gyro on their mssiles to
make t hem appear |ess accurate than they in fact were.

Findings |ike these cast doubt on the validity of previous arms control
agreenents, and fears about the ability of the USA to accurately assess
Soviet nissile capabilities in the end sounded the death knell for the
SALT talks in the late 1970s. There was a growing realization in the

U S. defense community that on-site inspections were vital in any
future negotiations, a concession which the Soviets have resolutely
refused to concede. Today a consensus is beginning to emerge anong
Western defense strategi sts that the West was i ndeed overconfident in
its assessnent of Soviet missile strength in the 1960s, and that the
Sovi et used the era of detente as the cover for a nassive military
expansi on. The idea that Penkovsky played sone role in that is not now
as farfetched as it once sounded.

VWhen | first wote nmy Penkovsky analysis Maurice A dfield (later chief
of M6 in the 1970s), who played a key role in the Penkovsky case as
Chief of Station in Washington, told ne:



"You've got a long rowto hoe with this one, Peter, there's a lot of
K's and Gongs riding high on the back of Penkovsky," he said, referring
to the honors heaped on those involved in the Penkovsky operation.

Per haps not such a | ong row today.

- 15 -

By the beginning of 1964 both Arthur and | were convinced that Hollis,
rather than Mtchell, was the nost likely suspect for the spy we were
certain had been active inside M5 at a high level. Only this

hypot hesi s could explain the incongruities in the Mtchel

i nvestigation. Hollis' long-standing refusal to entertain any
possibility of a penetration of the Service, his unwillingness to

aut horize technical facilities during the Mtchell case, his refusal to
sanction the interrogation, or brief the Arericans until his hand was
forced, all seened to us to point in one direction

Then suddenly, as we waited for Synonds' second report on Mtchell, an
old case fell into our laps. Sir Anthony Blunt, Surveyor of the Queen's
Pictures, international art historian, and former wartine senior
officer for M5, confessed in April 1964 to having spied for Russia

t hroughout the war. It brewed up in late 1963, when M5 were inforned
by the FBI that an Anerican citizen, Mchael Witney Straight, had told
themthat Blunt had recruited himfor the Soviets while they were both
at Canbridge University in the 1930s. Arthur Martin flew over to
interview Straight, who confirmed the story, and agreed to testify in a
British court if necessary.

The question of how to handle the Blunt case was considered at a series
of nmeetings in Hollis' office. The managenent saw it as a dreadfu
enbarrassnent. In the everlasting gane of inter-Secret Service rivalry,
the fact that M6 had harbored proven traitors, but thus far M5 had
not, was of enornous inportance to the Service's prestige in Witehall.
Hollis, in particular, craved the respect of mandarins in the Cabinet
and Hone O fice, and feared the effect the Blunt case would have on
M5's status. Beyond this, there was a terror of scandal. Hollis and
many of his senior staff were acutely aware of the damage any public
revel ation of Blunt's activities mght do to thenselves, to M5, and to
t he i ncunbent Conservative Governnent. Harold Macmillan had finally
resigned after a succession of security scandals, culnmnating in the
Profunp affair. Hollis nade little secret of his hostility to the Labor
Party, then riding high in public opinion, and realized only too wel
that a scandal on the scale that would be provoked by Blunt's
prosecution would surely bring the tottering CGovernment down.

Arthur and | had sinple notivations. W wanted to get our hands on

Bl unt as soon as possible, to see if he could shed any light on the
qguestion of further penetration of M5. A trial involving Straight
woul d in any case be unlikely to succeed, and would delay, if not
jeopardize entirely, our chances of ever gaining his cooperation. The
decision to offer Blunt inmunity was possibly the only decision of note
concerning the penetration of M5 where all parties agreed, and after
the matter had been cleared with the Attorney-General, Blunt was



confronted by Arthur Martin and al nost i mediately admtted his role as
Soviet talent spotter and spy.

A few days after Blunt confessed, | was buzzed by Hollis' secretary
early one evening and told to come to the DG s office at once. Hollis
and F.J. were sitting on either side of his desk, |ooking sol emm;

Vi ctor Rothschild was standing at the wi ndow staring out across G een
Par k.

"Hello, Victor," | said, alittle surprised that he had not warned ne
of his visit to the building.
"Thank you for coming, Peter," he replied in a brittle voice, turning
to face me. He | ooked distraught.

"I have just told Victor about Anthony," said Hollis, interrupting
qui ckly.

Little wonder Victor |ooked devastated. Blunt and he had been cl ose
friends for nearly thirty years, first at Canbridge, and then during
the war, when both nen served inside M5. After the war their careers
took themon different paths. They were both nen of extraordinary gifts
in an increasingly gray world, and their relationship remained close.
Like Blunt, Victor also fell under suspicion after the Burgess/ Macl ean
defections. He had been friendly with Burgess as an undergraduate, and
had originally owned the | ease on a house of f Wl beck Street, No. 5
Bentinck Street, where Blunt and Burgess both lived during the war. But
whil e the suspicions against Victor swiftly nelted, those against Bl unt
remai ned, particularly after Courtney Young interviewed himin the md-
1950s.

Victor's main concern, as soon as he was told the truth, was how to
break the news to his wife, Tess. He knew as well as | did that news of
Blunt's treachery would, if anything, have a nore traumatic effect on
her than on him | had got to know Tess Rothschild well since first
neeting Victor in 1958. She was a wonan of great charmand femninity,
and was closer to Blunt in many ways than Victor had ever been. She
under st ood the vul nerabl e side of his character, and shared with hima
love for art. In the 1930s she noved in that sanme circle of gifted
left-wing intellectuals who studied in Canbridge, partied in London
and holidayed at Cap Ferrat, as the world tottered into World Var |1

When war broke out, Tess Mayer, as she then was, joined M5, where she
served with great bravery and distinction al ongside her future husband.
During this period, she too had roons in No. 5 Bentinck Street al ong
with Blunt and Burgess. Tess' other roomate was Pat Rawdon-Snith

| ater Lady LIewellen-Davies. Tess was well aware of M5's doubts about
Bl unt after the Burgess/Macl ean defections, but she defended himto the
hilt. Both she and her husband, Victor, knew howit felt to be

i nnocent, yet fall under suspicion through having been friendly with
GQuy Burgess. To her, Blunt was a vul nerable and wonderfully gifted nan,
cruel ly exposed to the everlasting burden of suspicion by providence
and the betrayals of Guy Burgess.

"Ant hony used to come back tight to Bentinck Street, sometines so tight
that | had to help himinto bed," she used to say. "I would have known
if he was a spy..."



Victor realized that we would need to interview Tess now t hat Bl unt had
confessed, but he dreaded telling her the truth.

"That is why | asked you up to Roger's office," he said quietly. "I
think it would be better if the news came fromyou."

| knew that he needed to get away from Leconfield House, and gather his
t hought s al one.

"OfF course," | said, as gently as | could, suggesting that | bring
Evel yn McBarnet as well, since Tess knew her.

A few days later Evelyn and | took a taxi over to St. Janmes's Place. W
were shown up to Victor's study, a light, scholarly room overl ooki ng
Green Park, and stanped with his extraordi nary character-paintings,
scientific diagrans, nusical instruments, books ancient and nodern, and
on the wall a huge self-designed slide rule. There was al so a piano, on
whi ch Victor played jazz with great skill and elan. Victor was ill-at-
ease, and | could tell that Tess sensed sonething was wong. After a
few m nutes, Victor said | had some news for her, then slipped out of

t he room

"I's there anything wong, Peter?" she asked nervously.
"It's Anthony," | told her, "he has confessed at |ast."
"What to? You are not saying he was a spy?"

"Yes, | am Tess."

For a second she raised her hand to her nmouth as if in pain; then she
let it slip gently onto her lap. | told her the story as best | could:
of how he had adnmitted being recruited in 1937, a year or two after
Phi | by, Burgess, and Macl ean, and how he had given a | ong and detail ed
account of his espionage activities throughout the war. Tess did not
cry; she just went terribly pale, and sat hunched up and frozen, her
eyes staring at nme as she listened. Like Victor, she was a person for
whom loyalty in friendship was of surpassing inportance; to have it
betrayed shook her, as it had him to the core.

"Al'l those years," she whispered, "and | never suspected a thing."

| began to understand for the first tinme the intensity of feelings

whi ch had been forged in the cruci ble of those strange, |ong-ago years
in Canbridge in the 1930s.

The Bl unt confession had a drastic effect on Arthur's behavior. After
years of toil, here finally was proof that he had been right all al ong.
From t he begi nning he suspected Blunt, even though many people in the
office, like Dick Wiite, who had been close friends with Blunt during
the war, initially doubted that it was possible. Arthur becane even
nore driven, even nore difficult to handle. He had the | ook of a man
who could snell red neat, a ravenous, voracious nanner as he collected
hi s anci ent scal p.



The confession dramatically sharpened attitudes toward penetration. The
unt hi nkabl e, that there could be a spy inside M5, becane suddenly much
nore real. Arthur was convinced that if only we could keep the nonentum
up, the new D Branch teamcould get to the heart of the 1930s
conspiracy. He felt that while things were running our way, and
defectors and confessions were coning thick and fast, he mght stil
resolve the greatest riddle of all - the identity of the nole inside
M5 today. But as Arthur pressed for speed and urgency and action, he
was faced by the new D Branch Director, Cumring, who favored a slow and
cauti ous approach.

The rel ati onship between the two nmen deteriorated in an al arm ng way
during the early part of 1964. Arthur had little respect for Cumm ng:
he felt his approach was out of date. Arthur had been | argely
responsi bl e for rebuilding Soviet Counterespionage since 1959, and
because of his reputation, his influence spread way beyond Dl1. He was
an anbitious man, and understandably so, but he | acked tact. He felt he
shoul d have been D Branch Director rather than Cunming, and made little
secret of the fact that he expected the job very shortly. To him

Cunmi ng was m shandling the whol e penetration issue. Cunm ng deeply
resented Arthur's attitude, which was rarely hidden, as well as the
intrusions on his authority. He was bitter, also, about the way he had
been kept out of the Mtchell inquiry, and suspected that Arthur

har bored secret suspicions about Hollis. A showdown was clearly only a
matter of tine in com ng.

Shortly after Blunt confessed, it occurred. In May 1964 | visited
Washington to try to persuade the ClA to help our fledgling Muvenents
Anal ysi s program Hal Doyne Ditnmass, who ran the Myvenents Anal ysis,
and | wanted the CIA to provide computer effort to process the mass of
mat eri al which the programwas producing (7 mllion novenents a year)
and ny request to the CIA had Hollis' approval. Angleton was totally
supportive, and Helns agreed to send over not just one or two

technici ans, but a twenty-man team and a guarantee of all the conputer
time in the CIA that the programrequired. As soon as | got back, wth
the ClI A conputer teamdue to arrive the followi ng week, Arthur told ne
that Hal Doyne Ditrmass was being transferred. | expl oded.

"How the hell can we do any planning if vital staff are transferred
just as soon as they faniliarize thenselves with an area?" | raged.
"Hal and | have spent four years devel oping this work, and just when it
really starts to produce results, he gets a transfer!"

Arthur was just as upset as |. He had handpi cked many of the staff in
D1, and resented any attenpt to nove them especially at this time of
maxi mum activity in the Soviet counterespionage field. Arthur storned
into Cunmming's office, believing he should have opposed the nove. The
row filtered down the corridor, as nonths of pent-up resentnment poured
out. Cunmi ng accused Arthur of riding roughshod over the Branch, and
exceeding his authority. Arthur, for his part, nmade little secret of
his belief that the Branch was being badly handled. Inevitably, the
argunent focused on the recent Mtchell case. Cumming accused Arthur of
bei ng obsessed with what was, in his opinion, a dead case, and,

nor eover, one whi ch had done enornmus damage to the norale of the
Service. Arthur responded by indicating that, so far as he was
concerned, the case still had a very long way to go. Cunmi ng reported
the rowto Hollis, who promptly requested a full witten report on the



matter. The follow ng day Cumm ng sent Arthur a draft copy of the
report he intended submitting to Hollis.

Arthur was appal |l ed by what he read. Cumrming's report made no mention
of the inplications for the CIA visit of Doyne Ditnass' renoval from

t he Movenents Analysis program It was an explicit attack on Arthur
culminating in the suggestion that Arthur harbored suspicions about the
identity of the spy inside M5 which he was not willing to share with
his Director.

Arthur was by now at breaking point with Cumm ng.

"Not bloody true!" he scrawmed in the nargin, and continued to deface
every line of Cumming's report, before sending it back from whence it
cane. Cunming, sensing his chance for a decisive victory, promptly sent
the copy as it stood to Hollis, who summarily suspended Arthur for a
fortnight for indiscipline.

I was in a hopeless position: | had twenty Cl A technicians arriving at
Leconfi el d House any day, expecting to enter inportant negotiations
with Hal Doyne Ditmass, ne, and Arthur Martin, and as things stood
there would only be me on the M5 side of the table. | went to see
Hollis privately and explained, with as little rancor as | could, the
nature of the problem | remnded Hollis that the approach to the CIA
had been done in his nane, and he agreed to reinstate Doyne Ditnmass for
anot her year.

"But what about Arthur?" | asked, hoping that Hollis mght change his
m nd on that too.

"I am not prepared to discuss the matter," he retorted.
"But what about Blunt?" | pleaded. "W can't just leave himout in the
col d when we've just broken him.."

"It's about time Arthur learned that he's not the DG yet," said Hollis
grimy. "Wien he's sitting in this chair, he can nmake the deci sions.
Until then, | do!"

VWhen Arthur returned, we began the debriefing in earnest,
systematically identifying his every controller and recruitnent, and
checking every itemof intelligence that he handed over to the

Russi ans. Arthur met Blunt regularly and questioned himon the basis of
detail ed research briefs which D3 and Evel yn drew up. Each sessi on was
taped, and the transcripts processed by D3 to check for inaccuracies
and poi nts which needed further questioning.

Blunt swiftly named as fellow spies Leo Long, a former officer in
British Mlitary Intelligence, and John Cairncross, who had served in
the Treasury in 1940, before joining the Government Code and G pher
School (GC&CS) at Bletchley with access to ENIGVA SIG NT material, and,
in 1944, M6. Long, informed by Arthur that a prosecution was nost

unli kely provided he cooperated with M5, swiftly confessed, as did

Cai rncross, who was seen by Arthur in Rone.



But after his initial leads, Blunt ran out of things to say. He sat and
listened to Arthur's questions, hel ped where he could, but there was
nothing Iike the wealth of detail we expected. Arthur and | decided to
confront himtogether. The plan was to introduce nme as the officer

anal yzing Blunt's confession. | would then play nasty to Arthur's nice,
and tell Blunt | had serious doubts about the veracity of his
confession. It was an old interrogation trick, but it had worked
before. There was one further twist. W set the neeting up in Murice
O dfield s flat in Chandos Court, Caxton Street, Westminster, which had
a conceal ed taping system Usually when Blunt and Arthur net, Arthur
recorded the conversation openly on a hand tape recorder. W deci ded
that we would turn off the visible tape recorder when | went for Blunt,
to give himadditional security. Hollis was extrenely reluctant about
the plan. Fromthe beginning he instructed that no pressure was to be
applied to Blunt, in case he should defect. But we nanaged to persuade
himthat on this one occasion the risk was worth taking.

We nmet Blunt several nights later. He was tall and extrenely thin
wearing a tweed suit with a large bow tie. He | ooked distinguished, if
slightly effemnate. He was friendly but guarded, especially toward
Arthur. | could tell there was a tension between them neither nman
could forget that they had sat down together ten years before, and
Blunt had |ied through his teeth. They tal ked in a businesslike fashion
for half an hour, mainly about docunents which Blunt renoved fromthe
Regi stry. Every now and then Blunt snatched a | ook across at nme. |
could tell he knew what was coming. Finally, Arthur brought me into the
conversati on.

"Peter has been doing the analysis, Anthony. | think he has sonething
to say..."

| switched off the tape recorder and paused for effect.

"It's quite clear to ne, reading the transcripts, that you have not
been telling us the full truth..."

Blunt flinched as if | had struck him He was sitting in an easy chair
with his pencil-thin | egs crossed. H's outstretched | eg kicked
i nvoluntarily.

"I have told you everything which you have asked," he replied, |ooking
nme straight in the eye.

"That's nonsense, and you know it is, too. You say you only know about
Long and Cairncross, those were the only ones. | don't believe you!"

He purpled, and a tic began to flicker on his right cheek. He poured
hi nsel f another gin, playing for tinme.

"We've been very fair with you," I went on. "W've been polite, and
we' ve kept our side of the bargain like gentlenmen. But you have not
kept yours..."

He listened intently as | nade ny play. Wiere was he not telling the
truth? he wanted to know. | pointed out areas where we felt he was
hol di ng back. | knew he was trying to gauge whether | had fresh

evi dence or information which could put himon the spot, or whether we



were just working fromgut feelings. After a few mnutes' disconfort,
he began to resunme his poise. The tic began to settle down. He knew we
had nothing to throw at him

"I"ve already told you, Peter," he nuttered, "there was nobody el se!"
I switched tack, and began to press his conscience.
"Have you ever thought about the people who di ed?"

Bl unt fei gned i gnorance.

"There were no deaths," he said snoothly, "I never had access to that
type of thing..."
"What about G bby's spy?" | flashed, referring to an agent run inside

the Kremin by an M6 officer naned Harold G bson. "G bby's spy”
provided M6 with Politburo docunents before the war, until he was
betrayed by Blunt and subsequently execut ed.

"He was a spy," said Blunt harshly, nmonentarily dropping his guard to
reveal the KGB professional. "He knew the gane; he knew the risks."

Bl unt knew he had been caught in a lie, and the tic started up again
with a vengeance. W westled for an hour, but the Ionger it went on,
the nore he realized the strength of his position. The session broke up
with ill-conceal ed tenper.

"The truth is, given the choice, you wouldn't betray anyone you thought
was vul nerable, would you?" | asked, as Blunt prepared to | eave.
"That's true," he said, standing to his full height, "but |I've already
told you. There are no nore nanmes..."

He said it with such intensity that | felt he alnost believed it
hi nsel f.

There had been an incident which was perturbing. The tape recorder
which we overtly had in the roomdecided to scranble up its tape.
knelt on the floor and proceeded to straighten the tape out and get it
going again. Wiile | was doing this, Blunt said to Arthur, "lIsn't it
fascinating to watch a technical expert do his stuff?"

Now, Blunt had not been told by either Arthur or ne that | was a
scientist. | had been introduced as the nan processi ng what he, Bl unt,
had told us. | |ooked Blunt straight in the eye and he bl ushed purple.
Sonebody had told himwho | really was.

"You take himon," snapped Arthur when Blunt had left. "He's played
out..."

Arthur was keen to strip the bones of his other carcasses, Long and
Cai rncr oss.

Long was in the Apostles Society at Canbridge, a self-regarding elite
club of intellectuals, nany of whomwere |eft-w ng and honosexual . \Wen
war broke out he joined Mlitary Intelligence, where he was posted to



M 14, responsible for assessing Gberkormando Wehrmacht SI A NT and hence
mlitary strength. Throughout the war he net clandestinely with Bl unt
and handed over any intelligence he could lay his hands on. After the
war he noved to the British Control Commission in Gernany, where he
eventually rose to beconme deputy head of Mlitary Intelligence before
leaving in 1952 to pursue a career in commerce. He left Intelligence
because he was getting married and did not wish to have to tell his

wi fe that he had been a spy.

| met Long several tines with Arthur, and disliked himintensely.

Unli ke the other nmenbers of the Ring, he |acked class, and |I often
wonder ed how on earth he was accepted into the Apostles. He was an

of ficious, fussy man with a face like a nmotor nechanic's, and seened
still to regard hinself as a superior Arny officer, despite his
treachery. Far from being helpful in his debriefing, his attitude, when
chal | enged on a point, was invariably to say that we would just have to
take his word for it. He went through his story with us briskly. No, he
knew of no other spies, and clainmed that he gave up all espionage
activities in 1945. This failed to tally with what Blunt had told us.
He said that in 1946 he went to Germany to persuade Long to apply for a
post inside M5. Long agreed, and Blunt, then a trusted and well -
respected recent departure fromthe Service, wote a reconmendation for
him Luckily for M5, Quy Liddell had a marked prejudi ce agai nst
uniformed mlitary officers, and bl ackballed himat the Board, even

t hough Dick White supported him mnuch to his |ater enbarrassment. But
despite this attenpt to join M5, and Long's continuing secret work in
Gernmany, he denied all further contact with the Russians, which was
clearly rubbish.

Cairncross was a different character entirely. He was a cl ever, rather

frail-looking Scotsman with a shock of red hair and a broad accent. He
cane from a hunbl e worki ng-cl ass background but, possessed of a
brilliant intellect, he made his way to Canbridge in the 1930s,

becom ng an open Conmuni st before dropping out on the instructions of
t he Russians and applying to join the Foreign Ofice.

Cai rncross was one of Arthur's original suspects in 1951, after papers
contai ning Treasury information were found in Burgess' flat after the
def ection. Evelyn McBarnet recognized the handwiting as that of John
Cai rncross. He was placed under continuous surveillance, but although
he went to a rendezvous with his controller, the Russian never turned
up. When Arthur confronted Cairncross in 1952 he denied being a spy,
claimng that he had supplied information to Burgess as a friend,

wi thout realizing that he was a spy. Shortly afterward, Cairncross |eft
Britain and did not return until 1967.

After Cairncross confessed, Arthur and | traveled to Paris to nmeet him
again for a further debriefing in a neutral venue. He had already told
Arthur the details of his recruitment by the veteran Conmuni st Janes

Kl ugman, and the intelligence from GCHQ and M 6 whi ch he had passed to
the Russians, and we were anxious to find out if he had any ot her

i nfornmati on which mght lead to further spies. Cairncross was an
engagi ng man. Where Long floated with the tide, Communist when it was
fashi onabl e, and anxi ous to save his neck thereafter, Cairncross

remai ned a conmitted Conmuni st. They were his beliefs, and with
characteristic Scottish tenacity, he clung to them Unlike Long, too,



Cairncross tried his best to help. He was anxi ous to cone hone, and
t hought that cooperation was the best way to earn his ticket.

Cai rncross said he had no firm evidence agai nst anyone, but was able to
identify two senior civil servants who had been fell ow Conmunists with
himat Canbridge. One was subsequently required to resign, while the

ot her was deni ed access to defense-related secrets. W were
particularly interested in what Cairncross could tell us about GCHQ

whi ch thus far had apparently escaped the attentions of the Russian
intelligence services in a way which nade us distinctly suspi cious,
especially given the far greater nunbers of people enployed there.

Cai rncross told us about four nen from GCHQ who he thought m ght repay
further investigation. One of these worked with himin the Air Section
of GCHQ, and had tal ked about the desirability of enabling British
SIG@ NT material to reach the Soviet Union. Cairncross, although amused
by the irony of the man's approach, was in no position to judge his
seriousness, so he kept quiet about his own role. The second nan
according to Cairncross, had been sacked after returning to Oxford and
telling his fornmer tutor full details of his work inside GCHQ The
tutor, appalled by the indiscretion, reported himto GCHQ and he was
sacked. A third man naned by Cairncross, like the first, had | ong since
left GCHQ for an academic career, so effort was concentrated on the
fourth, a senior GCHQ official in the technical section. After a ful

i nvestigation he was conpletely cl eared.

GCHQ becane highly agitated by the D Branch inquiries resulting from
Cairncross' information, as did C Branch, both protected their
respective enpires jealously, and resented what they saw as
interference, particularly when | made sone caustic conmments about how
they could inprove their vetting.

As ny D3 section pursued these leads, | westled with the problem of
how to handl e Blunt, now that he was ny responsibility. Before | began
neeting Blunt | had to attend a briefing by Mchael Adeane, the Queen's
Private Secretary. W net at his office in the Palace. He was
punctilious and correct, and assured me that the Palace was willing to
cooperate in any inquiries the Service thought fit. He spoke in the

det ached manner of soneone who w shes not to know very nuch nore about
the matter.

"The Queen," he said, "has been fully inforned about Sir Anthony, and
is quite content for himto be dealt with in any way which gets at the
truth.”

There was only one caveat.

"Fromtime to tinme," said Adeane, "you may find Blunt referring to an
assi gnment he undertook on behalf of the Palace -a visit to Germany at
the end of the war. Please do not pursue this matter. Strictly
speaking, it is not relevant to considerations of national security."

Adeane carefully ushered nme to the door. | could not help reflecting on
the difference between his delicate touch and the hysterical way M5
had handled Blunt, terrified that he m ght defect, or that somehow the
scandal mght |eak. Although |I spent hundreds of hours with Blunt,

never did learn the secret of his mssion to Germany. But then, the



Pal ace had had several centuries to learn the difficult art of scanda
burying. M5 have only been in the business since 1909!

When | took over Blunt | stopped all neetings with himwhile |

consi dered a new policy. Confrontation was clearly never going to work,
firstly because Hollis was vehenently opposed to anythi ng which m ght
provoke a defection, or a public statement from Blunt, and secondly
because Bl unt hinsel f knew that our hand was essentially a weak one,
that we were still groping in the dark and interrogating himfroma
position of ignorance rather than strength. | decided that we had to
adopt a subtle approach, in an attenpt to play on his character.

could tell that Blunt wanted to be thought hel pful, even where it was
clear that he was not. Mreover, he disliked intensely being caught in
alie. W had to extract the intelligence fromhimby a slow process of
cunul ative pressure, advancing on snall fronts, rather than on any

| arge one. To do that we needed a far nore profound know edge of the
1930s than M5 at the time possessed.

| decided, too, that we had to nove the interviews onto his patch. He
al ways cane to Maurice AQdfield' s flat in a confrontational npod,

def ensi ve, on edge, sharpened up, and aware that he was being recorded.
| felt noving to his place would | essen the tension, and enable us to
devel op sonet hing of a relationship

Every nonth or so for the next six years Blunt and | net in his study
at the Courtauld Institute. Blunt's study was a | arge room decorated in
magni fi cent baroque style, with gold-1eaf cornicework painted by his
students at the Courtauld. On every wall hung exquisite paintings,

i ncludi ng a Poussin above the fireplace, bought in Paris in the 1930s
with 80 pounds lent to himby Victor Rothschild. (He was supposed to
have left this painting to Victor's ol dest daughter, Emm, but he
failed to do this. The picture was val ued at 500,000 pounds for his
estate and went to the nation.) It was the perfect setting to discuss
treachery. For every neeting we sat in the sane place: around the
fireplace, underneath the Poussin. Sonetines we took tea, with finely
cut sandw ches; nore often we drank, he gin and | Scotch; always we
tal ked, about the 1930s, about the KGB, about espionage and friendship
| ove and betrayal. They remain for me anong the nost vivid encounters
of ny life.

Bl unt was one of the nbst el egant, charnming, and cultivated nen | have
nmet. He coul d speak five | anguages, and the range and depth of his
know edge was profoundly inpressive. It was not limted solely to the
arts; in fact, as he was proud of telling me, his first degree at
Canbridge was in mathematics, and he retained a |lifelong fascination
wi th the phil osophy of science.

The nost striking thing about Blunt was the contradiction between his
evi dent strength of character and his curious vulnerability. It was
this contradiction which caused people of both sexes to fall in |ove
with him He was obviously honbsexual, but in fact, as | learned from
him he had had at |east two |love affairs with wonmen, who remai ned
close to himthroughout his Iife. Blunt was capabl e of slipping from
art historian and scholar one mnute, to intelligence bureaucrat the
next, to spy, to waspi sh honosexual, to |anguid establishnentarian. But
the roles took their toll on himas a man. | realized soon after we
began neeting that Blunt, far frombeing |iberated by the i munity



of fer, continued to carry a heavy burden. It was not a burden of guilt,
for he felt none. He felt pain for deceiving Tess Rothschild, and other
close friends like Dick Wiite and Guy Liddell (he was in tears at Quy's
funeral), but it was the pain of what had to be done, rather than the
pai n of what mi ght have been avoided. Hi s burden was the weight of
obligation placed on himby those friends, acconplices, and | overs
whose secrets he knew, and which he felt hinmself bound to keep

As soon as we began our neetings at the Courtauld |I could see Bl unt

rel ax. He remai ned canny, however, and since he knew all about SF, |
soon noticed that the tel ephone was pl aced discreetly at the far end of
the hall. On the first afternoon we nmet there | noticed it as he went
out to fetch sone tea

"Bring the tea cozy to put on the tel ephone,” | shout ed.

He | aughed.

"Ch no, Peter, you'll never be able to hear us down there with that
thing."

At first | took notes in a small notebook, but it becane difficult to

t ake everything down, so | had to plan a way of obtaining clandestine
coverage of the neetings. Eventually the prem ses next to the Courtauld
wer e noderni zed, and | arranged for a probe m crophone to be inserted
through the wall into Blunt's study. It was a ticklish job. The
nmeasurenents needed to be perfect to ensure that the probe energed at
the right spot on Blunt's side of the fireplace close to where we sat.
A2 arranged for an artist friend of Blunt's to telephone himat a
prearranged tinme when | was visiting him and while he was out in the

hall talking, | produced ny tape neasure and made all the necessary
nmeasurenents for the mcrophone, which was successfully installed and
wor ki ng beautifully until the end. For all | know, it is probably stil
t here now.

For our first sessions | relaxed things. |I tried not to press himtoo

hard, content sinply to run through the old nenories. He tal ked of how
he had joined the Soviet cause, recruited by the then youthful
brilliant Guy Burgess. GQuy was still a painful subject for Blunt; he
had just died in Mdscow, alone, his once virile body broken by years of
abuse.

"You probably find this inpossible to believe," he told ne as he poured
the tea, "but anyone who knew Guy well, really well, will tell you that
he was a great patriot."

"Ch, | can believe that," | said. "He only wanted Britain to be
Conmuni st! Did you hear fromhim before he died?"

Bl unt sipped his tea nervously, the cup and saucer shaking slightly in
hi s hand. Then he went to his desk and fetched me a letter

"This was the | ast one," he said. "You didn't mss it; it was hand
delivered..." He left the room

It was a pathetic letter, ranmbling and full of flaccid sentinenta
observations. Burgess tal ked of Moscow life, and tried to make it sound



as if it was still as good as ever. Now and again he referred to the
ol d days, and the Reform Cl ub, and people they both knew. At the end he
tal ked of his feelings for Blunt, and the [ove they shared thirty years
before. He knew he was dying, but was whistling to the end. Blunt cane
back into the roomafter | finished reading the letter. He was upset,
nore | suspect because he knew | could see that Burgess still neant
something to him | had won a crucial first victory. He had lifted the
veil for the first tine, and allowed ne a glinpse into the secret world
whi ch bound the Ring of Five together

Blunt joined the Russian Intelligence Service in the heyday of the
peri od now known in Western counterintelligence circles as "the time of
the great illegals." After the ARCCS raid in London in 1928, where M5
snashed a |large part of the Russian espionage apparatus in a police
raid, the Russians concluded that their |egal residences, the
enbassi es, consul ates, and the like, were unsafe as centers for agent
runni ng. Fromthen onward their agents were controlled by the "great
illegals," men |ike Theodore Maly, Deutsch, "Qto," Richard Sorge,

Al exander Rado, "Sonia," Leopold Trepper, the Kecks, the Poretskys, and
Krivitsky. They were often not Russians at all, although they held
Russi an citizenship. They were Trotskyist Conmunists who believed in

i nternational Communi smand the Com ntern, They worked undercover,
often at great personal risk, and travel ed throughout the world in
search of potential recruits. They were the best recruiters and
controllers the Russian Intelligence Service ever had. They all knew
each ot her, and between themthey recruited and built high-grade spy
rings like the "Ring of Five" in Britain, Sorge's rings in China and
Japan, the Rote Drei in Switzerland, and the Rote Kapelle in German-
occupi ed Europe - the finest espionage rings history has ever known,
and which contributed enornmously to Russian survival and success in
World Var [

Unli ke Phil by and Burgess, Blunt never net "Theo," their first
controller, a fornmer Hungarian priest named Theodore Maly. Maly
understood the idealismof people Iike Philby and Burgess, and their
desire for political action. He became a captivating tutor in
international politics, and his students worshipped him In 1936-37
Maly was replaced by "Oto," and it was he who orchestrated Blunt's
recrui tnment by Burgess. Like Theo, '"'OQto" was a middl e-class East
Eur opean, probably Czech, who was able to make the Sovi et cause
appealing not sinply for political reasons but because he shared wth
his young recruits the same cul tured European background. Bl unt
admtted to ne on nmany occasions that he doubted he woul d ever have
joined had the approach cone froma Russi an

For some reason, we were never able to identify "Otto." Philby, Blunt,
and Cairncross all clained they never knew his real nane, although
Philby in his confession told Nicholas Elliott that while in Washington
he recognized "OQto" froma photograph in the FBI files as a Comi ntern
agent named Arnold Deutsch. But when we checked we found that no

pi cture of Deutsch existed in FBI files during Philby's tinme in
Washi ngt on. Moreover, Deutsch had fair curly hair. | used to bring

Bl unt volune after volune of the M5 Russian intelligence officer files
in the hope that he mi ght recognize him Blunt treated the books as if
they were catal ogues fromthe National Gallery. He would study them
careful ly through his half-nmon spectacles, pausing to adnire a
particularly striking face, or an elegantly captured figure on a street



corner. But we never identified "Qtto" or discovered the reason why the
Ring were so desperate to conceal his identity so many years later. In
1938 Stalin purged all his great illegals. They were Trotskyists and
non- Russi ans and he was convinced they were plotting against him al ong
with elenents in the Red Army. One by one they were recalled to Mdscow
and nurdered. Most went willingly, fully aware of the fate that awaited
t hem perhaps hoping that they coul d persuade the demented tyrant of
the great services they had rendered himin the Wst.

Sone, like Krivitsky, decided to defect, although even he was al nost
certainly eventually nmurdered by a Russian assassin in Washington in
1941.

For over a year after "Qtto's" departure, the Ring renmained in |inbo,
out of touch and apparently abandoned. Then Guy Burgess and Ki m Phil by
reestabl i shed contact with the Russians through Philby's first wfe,
Litzi Friedman, a long-time European Comintern agent. According to
Blunt, the Ring was run through a conplex chain of couriers: fromlLitz
Fri edman nmessages passed to her close friend and fell ow Comi ntern
agent, Edith Tudor Hart, and thence to Bob Stewart, the CPGB official
responsi ble for liaison with the Russian Enbassy, and thence on to
Moscow. Until Blunt confessed we were entirely unaware of this chain
and it had enornous inplications. Each nenber of the chain al nost
certainly knew the identities of the Ring, clained Blunt, and it had

al ways puzzled himthat the Ring was not detected at this point by M5.
We had al ways assunmed the Ring had been kept entirely separate fromthe
CPGB apparat us, which was thoroughly penetrated in the 1930s by agents
run by Maxwel |l Knight. But now it appeared that we had m ssed the
greatest CPGB secret of all. In 1938 M5 were basking in the success of
t he Wool wi ch Arsenal case, where evidence from Maxwel | Knight's best
agent, Joan Gray (Mss X), secured the conviction of senior CPGB
officials for espionage in the Wolw ch Arsenal Minitions Factory. Had
we run the case on |longer, we might well have captured the nost
damagi ng spies in British history before they began.

At the end of 1940, the Russians finally reestablished contact with the
Ring, and fromthis period onward they were directed into the
intelligence world. Their controller during this period was "Henry," a
Russian intelligence officer naned Anatoli G onov, or Corski, who was
wor ki ng under di pl omatic cover. Gonmov ran all the spies in the Ring

al nost certainly the ei ght whose cryptonyns appear in the VENONA
traffic, until he left for Washington in 1944 to run Donal d Macl ean

who was posted to the British Enbassy. Those who were left in London
were taken over by Boris Krotov, the KGB officer whose VENONA nessages
reveal ed the existence of the eight spies. Blunt said he had a great
respect for the professionalismof his K@ controllers, but they never
really stinmulated himin the way that "Qto" had. G onpbv and Krotov
were technocrats of the nodern Russian intelligence nachi ne, whereas to
Blunt, the tal ented European controllers of the 1930s were arti sts.

"Was that why you left M5?" | asked.

"Ch, that partly," he said. "I was tenpted to stay. But they didn't
need me. Kimwould serve themwell. He was rising to the top, | knew
that. And | needed ny art. After all, if they had wanted nme, they could

so easily have blackmailed me to stay."



The onset of the Cold War and the spread of MCarthyi smreinforced
Blunt's conviction that he had nade the right choice in the 1930s, and
he continued to be totally loyal to those who rermained in the ganme. In
1951 he opted to stay and brazen it out, rather than defect with
Burgess and Macl ean. He was pressured to defect at this tinme by Mdin
("Peter"). He told ne a life of exile in Moscow woul d have been
intolerable for him He had visited Russia in the 1930s. It was a fine
and admirable tragic country, but the place which appeal ed to hi m nost
was the Hermitage, Leningrad' s magnificent gallery.

After 1951 Blunt was |left alone with Philby. He was much less close to
himthan to Burgess. Philby was a strong, dom nant personality, yet he
needed Bl unt desperately. Blunt still had the ear of his fornmer friends
in M5, and was able to glean scraps for Philby of how the case agai nst
hi m was devel opi ng. They used to neet to discuss their chances of
survival. Philby seemed bereft w thout his career in M6, and had
l[ittle understanding of the inportance of art and scholarship to Blunt,
even while the net closed on them both.

"Kimand | had different outlooks on life," Blunt told me. "He only
ever had one ambition in life - to be a spy. | had other things in
mne..."

Blunt admired Phil by, but there was a part of himthat was frightened
by his utter conviction, his ruthlessly one-di nensional view of life.

Bl unt needed | ove and art and, in the end, the confort of life in the
Establ i shment. Philby, on the other hand, lived his Iife frombed to
bed; he had an Arabian attitude to wonmen, needing only the thrill of
espionage to sustain him Isaiah Berlin once said to nme, "Anthony's
trouble is that he wants to hunt with society's hounds and run with the
Conmuni st hares!”

"Ki m never wavered," he said. "He always renained loyal, right to the
end. "

By late 1964 | was subnerged by the weight of material emanating from
the Long, Cairncross, and Blunt confessions, as well as the enornous
task of collating and systenmatically reexamining all the material which
had reached M5 since 1960 fromthe various defectors. It was at this
poi nt that Synonds' second report on the Mtchell case finally reached
ne.

One norning, about a fortnight before the Cctober 1964 genera
election, Hollis' secretary handed ne a thick file, and told nme to
report to the DG s office that afternoon to discuss it. There was
precious little time to read the report, let alone study it. Synonds
had followed Hollis' instructions zeal ously, and during the eight
months it took himto prepare the docunment, he never discussed its
contents with either Arthur or me. But its thrust was clear enough
Synonds reassessed the Mtchell case in the Iight of the Bl unt

conf ession, which, of course, we had not possessed at the time of the
first report. According to Synonds, the case against Mtchell was not
strong. Synonds was not prepared to rule out the possibility of a nore
recent penetration, but he felt the Iikelihood was consi derably

di m ni shed.



Arthur also received Synonds' report that norning; he knew he was being
out fl anked, and that the decision to circulate the report at such a

| ate stage was a deliberate device to prevent any counterattack. He
told me that he intended at the neeting to take the line that he could
not comment until he was given adequate tinme to study it. For the first
part of the neeting he was a silent, snoldering presence at one side of
the conference table.

Hol | i s opened bri skly.

"I don't propose to waste too nmuch tine," he began. "I have read this
paper, which strikes ne as nost convincing. | would |ike your views
bef ore reachi ng a decision. As you know, gentlenen, an election is due
very soon, and | feel it is much better for the Service if we can
resol ve this case now, so that | do not have to brief any incom ng
Prime Mnister."

Everyone knew what he neant. He did not want to brief Harold WI son,

t he Labor |eader, who |ooked increasingly likely to beat the Tories at
the forthcom ng contest. Hollis' attitude was quite sinple: Blunt,
Long, and Cairncross tied up sone useful |oose ends, the Mtchell case
fell, and everything was neatly resolved. He wanted to cl ose the case
and minute the file that the question of penetration had been

di smi ssed

Hol | i s asked for opinions around the table. There was surprisingly
little corment at first. The Mtchell inquiry had been so badly botched
on all sides that few of us felt it a strong wi cket to defend,
particularly since Arthur and | both now had strong suspicions that
Hollis was the culprit. | said sinply that if Synonds' first report was
the case for the prosecution, then this |atest was the case for the
defense, and that without an interrogation |I could not accept a verdict
of "not guilty," and wanted ny views recorded in the mnutes. Hollis
nmade a small note on the pad in front of him and turned to Cunm ng.
Cunming delivered a lecture on the |lack of discipline exhibited during
the Mtchell investigation. It was clear to all of us that the decision
to exclude himfromthe indoctrination had shattered his self-esteem
F.J. said only that the best that could be said for the Mtchell case
was that it was nonproven.

"And you, Arthur...?" asked Hollis.
Arthur | ooked up fromthe report.

"Well," he said, "there is a third possibility. Sonmeone coul d be
running Mtchell as their stal king horse."

There was silence around the table. He and Hollis stared at each ot her
for a brief nmonent. Everyone in the room knew exactly what Arthur
neant .

"I should Iike that remark clarified," said Cunmng fromthe other end
of the table. Synonds flicked anxiously through his report, as if he
were | ooking to see if sonmehow Arthur's hypothesis had crept into it
undet ect ed.



Hollis nerely picked up where he left off, ignoring Arthur's conmment as
if he had not heard it.

"Well, we have to nmake a decision," he said, "and therefore | propose
to close this case down, and mnute the file to that effect..."

Hi s pen paused above the file. Arthur could contain hinself no |onger
"Intell ectually, you sinply cannot do this," he burst out in his nost
preci se manner. "You're neglecting virtually all the Golitsin

al | egati ons about penetration. There's the question of the | eak about
t he Crabbe operation. There's the Technics Docunment - we don't even
know yet which docunent Golitsin is referring to. Watever the status
of the Mtchell case, it cannot be right to ignore them"

Hollis tried to deflect the attack, but Arthur pressed forward. He knew
Hol lis had overreached hinmsel f. Synonds adnmitted he knew too little
about the CGolitsin material to present an authoritative opinion. F.J.
was inclined to agree that further work on Colitsin would be prudent.
Hollis could feel the neeting ebb amay fromhim He threw down his pen
in exasperation and instructed Patrick Stewart to conduct a fina
review of all CGolitsin serials outstanding. In the neantine, he ordered
the Mtchell case was cl osed.

After the neeting | approached F.J. It was intolerable, | said, for the
DG to assign a research task to an officer w thout consulting me, the
head of Research, when | was already westling with the nass of

material pouring in fromBlunt, Long, and Cairncross, as well as from
def ectors in Washi ngton

"Things are difficult enough as it is,” | said, "but if we start
splitting the work up, there will be chaos!"

F.J. could see the problem The system was approachi ng overl oad, and he
agreed with ne that nore coordinati on was needed, not |less. | suggested
that we try to establish sone kind of inter-Service working party to
research the entire range of material concerning the penetrations of
British Intelligence reaching us fromconfessions or defectors. F. J.
said he woul d see what he coul d do.

Shortly afterward he called ne into his office and said that he had
di scussed the whole natter with Dick Wiite, who agreed that such a
conmittee should be established. Dick prevail ed upon Hollis, who
finally gave his reluctant agreenent. The comittee would be forned
jointly fromD Branch staff of M5, and the Counterintelligence
Division of M6. It would report to the Director, D Branch, and the
head of M6 Counterintelligence, and | was to be its working chairman
The conmittee was given a code nanme: FLUENCY

Hollis used the row over the Synpbnds report as the pretext for clipping
Arthur's wings. He divided the now burgeoning DL enpire into two
sections: D1, to handle order of battle and operations; and a new D1
(I'nvestigations) Section, to handle the investigations side of

count erespi onage. Arthur was left in charge of the truncated D1, and
Ronni e Synonds was pronoted al ongsi de himas an assistant director in
charge of Dl (Investigations).



It was a cruel blowto Arthur, for whominvestigations had been his

i feblood since the late 1940s and into which nost of his effort had
gone since his return in 1959. He had been upset not to be asked to
chair the Fluency Committee, although he understood that this was
essentially a D3 research task. But to be supplanted in his own
departnment by Synonds, his forner junior, who for a long tine had
viewed Arthur as his nentor, was a bitter pill to swallow. Arthur felt
betrayed by the Synonds report. He could not understand how Synonds
could wite two reports within such a short space of time which seened
to contradict each other. He believed that M5 had nade a desperate

m st ake

Art hur becane reckless, as if the self-destructive inpulse which al ways
ran deep in himsuddenly took over. He was convinced that he was being
victim zed for his energetic pursuit of penetration. To nake nmatters
worse, Hollis specified that although the two sections were to be run

i ndependently of each other, Arthur was to have sonme kind of oversight
of both areas, in deference to his vast experience and know edge. It
was an absurd arrangenent, and bound to | ead to catastrophe. The two
nmen rowed continually. Arthur believed that oversight neant control
whi | e Synonds wanted to go his own way. Finally things boiled over when
Arthur abruptly ordered Synonds to bring his case officers to a
conference, and Synonds refused. Arthur told himhe was making it

i mpossible for himto do his coordinating job; Synonds retorted that
Arthur was interfering, and placed a witten conplaint before Cumm ng.
Cunming took the conplaint to Hollis and recommended Arthur's inmediate
di smissal, to which Hollis enthusiastically agreed.

The matter was di scussed at the next Directors' meeting. Arthur had no
allies there; too many Directors felt threatened by his forceful
sometines intenperate style. The only friend he had anong the
Directors, Bill Magan, who staunchly defended Arthur to the end, was
conveni ently absent when the deci sion was taken

I remenber Arthur cane to ny office the day it happened, steely quiet.

"They' ve sacked ne," he said sinply. "Roger's given nme two days to
clear ny desk." In fact, he was taken on straightaway by M6, at D ck
Wiite's insistence and over Hollis' protests. But although this
transfer saved Arthur's pension, his career was cut off in its prine.

| could scarcely believe it. Here was the finest counterespi onage
officer in the world, a man at that tine with a genuine internationa
reputation for his skill and experience, sacked for the pettiest piece
of bureaucratic bickering. This was the man who since 1959 had built D1
froman utterly ineffectual section into a nobdern, aggressive, and

ef fective counterespionage unit. It was still grossly undernmanned, it
was true, but that was no fault of Arthur's.

Arthur's great flaw was naivete. He never understood the extent to

whi ch he had nade enenies over the years. H s mnistake was to assune

t hat advancenment woul d come conmensurately wth achi evenent. He was an
anbiti ous man, as he had every right to be. But his was not the
anbition of petty infighting. He wanted to slay the dragons and fi ght

t he beasts outside, and could never understand why so few of his
superiors supported himin his sinple approach. He was tenperanental

he was obsessive, and he was often possessed by peculiar ideas, but the



failure of M5 to harness his tenperanent and exploit his great gifts
is one of the lasting indictnents of the organization.

"It's a plus as far as |I'mconcerned," he said the night he was sacked,
"to get out of this."

But | knew he did not nean it.

| tried to cheer Arthur up, but he was convinced Hollis had engi neered
the whole thing to protect hinmself, and there was little | could do.
The stain of dismissal was a bitter price to pay after the achi evenents
of the previous twenty years. He knew that his career had been broken,
and that, as in 1951, all he had worked for would be destroyed. | never
saw a sadder nman than Arthur the night he left the office. He shook ny
hand, and | thanked himfor all he had done for ne. He took one | ook
around the office. "Good luck," he said and stepped out for the | ast
time.

- 16 -

By the time Arthur left | was in the mdst of a nmgjor reconstruction of
the D3 Research section. Wien | took it over it had no clear sense of
purpose in the way | wanted it to have. | was convinced that it had a
central role to play if M5 were finally to get to the bottom of the
1930s conspiracy. An intelligence service, particularly a
count er espi onage service, depends on its nenory and its sense of
history; without themit is lost. But in 1964 M5 was quite sinply
overl oaded with the nass of contradictory information flowing in from
defectors and confessing spies. Loose ends are in the nature of the
profession of intelligence, but we were overwhel ned by the wei ght of
unresol ved al | egati ons and unproven suspi ci ons about the 1930s which
were lying in the Registry. W needed to go back to the period, and in
ef fect positively vet every single acquai ntance of Phil by, Burgess,
Macl ean, Blunt, Long, and Cairncross.

It is difficult today to realize howlittle was actually known, even as
| ate as 1964, about the milieu in which the spies noved, despite the
defections in 1951. The tendency had been to regard the spies as
"rotten apples," aberrations, rather than as part of a w der-ranging
conspiracy born of the special circunstances of the 1930s. The grow ng
gulf in the office between those who believed the Service was
penetrated and those who were sure it was not was echoed by a simlar

di vi si on between those who felt the extent of Soviet penetration in the
1930s had been limted, and those who felt its scope had been very wide
i ndeed, and viewed the eight cryptonynms in VENONA as the best proof of
their case. Throughout the [ate 1950s tension between the two sides
grew, as Hollis resisted any attenpts by those like Arthur and me to
grapple with the probl em

The reasons for the failure to confront the conspiracy adequately are
conplex. On a sinple level, little progress was made with the two best
suspects, Philby and Blunt, and this made it difficult to justify

depl oyi ng an i mense investigative effort. There was, too, the fear of
the Establishment. By the tinme the defections occurred, nost of those



associ ated with Burgess and Macl ean were already significant figures in
public life. It is one thing to ask enbarrassi ng questions of a young
under graduate, quite another to do the same to a lengthy list of rising
civil servants on the fast track to Pernmanent Under Secretary chairs.

At heart it was a failure of will. Politicians and successive
managenments in M5 were terrified that intensive inquiries m ght
trigger further defections or uncover unsavory Establishment scandal
and that was considered an unacceptable risk during the 1950s.

Moreover, in order to conduct a no-hol ds-barred i nvestigation M5

i nevitably would have to show sonething of its hand. This ancient

di l emma faces all counterespionage services; in order to investigate,
you have to risk approaching and interview ng people, and thus the

ri sks of | eakage or publicity increase exponentially the nore intensive
the inquiries you make. This dilemma was particularly acute when facing
t he problem of investigating Soviet recruitnment at Oxford and Canbri dge
in the 1930s. Mdst of those we wanted to interview were still part of a
closely knit group of Oxbridge intellectuals, with no necessary

all egiance to M5, or to the continuing secrecy of our operations. News
of our activities, it was feared, would spread |like wildfire, and faced
with that risk, successive managenents in M5 were never willing to
grasp the nettle. We opted for secret inquiries, where overt ones would
have been far nore productive.

Phil by's defection and the confessions of Blunt, Long, and Cairncross
swept away many of these reservations, although the fear of

Est abl i shment scandal remmined just as acute as ever. Hollis agreed to
the drastic expansion of D3, and it was given a sinple, yet massive
task - to return to the 1930s, and search the files for clues which
mght lead us to spies still active today, to vet a generation, to
clear up as nmany | oose ends as possible, and to provide the Service
with an accurate history for the first time. The guiding principle of
ny D3 section was a remark GQuy Liddell nade to me on one of his
frequent visits back to the office after he retired.

"I bet 50 percent of the spies you catch over the next ten years have
files or leads in the Registry which you could have foll owed up..."

| was sure he was right. | thought back to Houghton, and his wife's
report on him to Blake, and to Sniper's early lead to Bl ake, to Phil by
and to Blunt, where evidence existed but was never pursued relentlessly
enough. Perhaps nost amazing of all, | read the Klaus Fuchs file, and
di scovered that after he was caught M5 found his name, his Conmuni st
background, and even his Party nenbership nunber, all contained in
Gestapo records which M5 confiscated at the end of the war. Sonehow
the information failed to reach the officers responsible for his
vetting. But also in 1945-48 an officer, Mchael Sorpell, had
researched Fuchs and recorded on the file that Fuchs nust be a spy.

There were several obvious places to look in the inert mass of papers
lying in the Registry. First there were the Gestapo records. The
Gestapo was an extrenely efficient counterespionage service, and
operated extensively agai nst European Comuni st parties and the Sovi et
intelligence services. They had a trove of information about them
devel oped at a tine when our know edge of Europe was virtually

nonexi stent because of the conditions of war. They had inval uabl e
intelligence on the nost inportant of all European Soviet rings - the



Rote Kapelle, or Red Ochestra. This was a series of |oosely |linked
self-sustaining illegal rings controlled by the GRU in Gernman-occupi ed
Europe. The Rote Kapelle was run with great bravery and skill, relaying
by radio vital intelligence to Mbscow about German military novenents.

The nost inportant of all the Gestapo records for the British were the
Robi nson papers. Henry Robi nson was a | eadi ng menber of the Rote
Kapelle in Paris, and one of the Comintern's nost trusted agents. In
1943 he was captured by the Gestapo and executed. Although he refused
to tal k before dying, papers were found under the floorboards of his
house whi ch reveal ed sone of the Ring's activities. The handwitten
notes listed forty or fifty names and addresses in Britain, indicating
t hat Robi nson had al so been responsible for liaising with a Rote Kapel
ring in Britain. After the war Evelyn McBarnet did a | ot of work on the
Robi nson papers, but the nanes were all aliases, and nmany of the
addresses were either post-boxes or else had been destroyed in the war.
Another M5 officer, Mchael Hanley, did a huge research task in the
1950s, identifying and listing every known agent of the Rote Kapelle.
There were nore than five thousand nanes in all. But since then the
trail had gone dead. Perhaps, | thought, there m ght be clues anpng al
this material which mght take us somewhere.

Anot her place to | ook was anong the records of defector debriefings.
Wrk was already in progress with the recent defectors |ike Golitsin
and Gol eni ewski, but there were still nmany | oose ends in the
intelligence provided by prewar and wartime defectors. Walter

Krivitsky, the senior NKVD officer who defected in 1937, told M5, for

i nstance, that there was a well-born spy who had been educated at Eton
and Oxford, and joined the Foreign Ofice. For years everyone assuned
this to be Donal d Macl ean, even though Macl ean was educated at G esham
Holt's and Canbridge. He just did not fit, but rather than confront the
problem the allegation had been left to collect dust in the files.

Then there was Konstantin Vol kov, a senior NKVD officer who approached
the British Consulate in Istanbul and offered to reveal the names of
Soviet spies in Britain in return for noney. He gave an Enbassy
official a list of the departnments where the spies allegedly worked.
Unfortunately for Vol kov, his list landed on KimPhilby's desk at M6
headquarters. Philby was then head of M6 Soviet Counterintelligence,
and agai nst the wi shes of Director C he persuaded himto let himgo to
Turkey, ostensibly to arrange for Vol kov's defection. He then del ayed
his arrival by two days. The woul d-be defector was never seen again

al t hough the Turks thought that both Vol kov and his w fe had been flown
out strapped to stretchers. One of Vol kov's spies was thought to be
Phil by hinmsel f, but there were several others who had just never been
cleared up - like the spy Vol kov clai med was working for M6 in Persia.

Lastly there was the VENONA material - by far the nost reliable
intelligence of all on past penetration of Western security. After
Arthur left | took over the VENONA program and conmi ssioned yet

anot her full-scale review of the material to see if new | eads could be
gathered. This was to lead to the first D3-generated case, ironically a
French rather than a British one. The HASP GRU nmaterial, dating from
1940 and 1941, contained a |l ot of information about Soviet penetration
of the various emgre and nationalist novenents who made their
headquarters in London during the first years of the war. The Russi ans,
for instance, had a prime source in the heart of the Free



Czechosl ovakian Intelligence Service, which ran its own networks in
Ger man- occupi ed Eastern Europe via couriers. The Soviet source had the
cryptonym Baron, and was probably the Czech politician Sedl ecek, who

| ater played a pronminent role in the Lucy Ring in Switzerland.

The nopbst serious penetration, so far as M5 were concerned, was in the
Free French Governnent |ed by Charles de Gaulle. De Gaulle faced
persistent plots in London nastermni nded by his two Communi st deputi es,
Andre Labarthe, a forner CHEF DU CABI NET who was responsi bl e for
civilian affairs, and Admral Mieselier, who controlled mlitary
affairs. M5 kept a close eye on these plots during the war at
Churchill's instigation, and Churchill ordered the arrest of both
Labart he and Mueselier when de Gaulle had gone to Dakar to free that
territory for the Free French; but in 1964 we broke a decrypt which
showed concl usively that Labarthe had been working as a Sovi et spy
during this period, noreover at a tinme when the Ml otov-von R bbentrop
pact was still in existence.

The U S. VENONA al so contained material about Soviet penetration of the
Free French. The CI A had done no work on it, either because they

t hought it was too old or because they had no one with sufficient grasp
of French history. When | studied it, |I found that another senior
French politician, Pierre Cot, the Air Mnister in Daladier's prewar
cabi net, was al so an active Russian spy.

This discovery cane at a time of great tension between the French and
British intelligence services. Anti-French feeling ran strongly inside
British Intelligence. Many officers of both services had served in the
war and renenbered the supine French surrender. Courtney Young al ways
clained that he formed lifelong views on the French when traveling back
fromDunkirk on a boat. Even Blunt, for all his reverence for French
art and style, was vituperative on the subject of French cowardice

Rel ati ons were not hel ped by the arrival of Anatoli Golitsin. Some of
his best intelligence concerned Sovi et penetration of SDECE, the French
equivalent to M6. Golitsin said there was a ring of highly placed
SDECE agents known as the Sapphire Ring. Shortly after CGolitsin
defected, the deputy head of SDECE threw hinself out of a w ndow.
Angl et on persuaded the head of the CIA to get President Kennedy to
wite to de Gaull e warning himabout Golitsin's allegations, but de
Gaulle felt the Anericans and the British were mani pulating Golitsin to
cast aspersions on French integrity. This remained the official French
view even after Golitsin gave the information which led to the arrest
and conviction of Georges Paques, a senior French Governnent official
in 1965.

To conplicate matters still further, the DST (the French
count er espi onage service) and M5 were col |l aborating on a case

i nvol ving a doubl e agent, Air Bubble. Air Bubble was an industria
chemi st named Dr. Jean Paul Soupert. Soupert was an agent runner for
East German Intelligence and the KGB, but the Bel gi an SECURI TE D ETAT
doubl ed him He revealed that two of his agents were enpl oyees of the
Kodak Conpany in Britain who were passing himdetails of sensitive
conmer ci al processes. The Belgians informed M5, who began an intensive
i nvestigation of both Kodak enpl oyees, Alfred Roberts and Godfrey
Conway. Soupert also told the Bel gi ans about an East Gernan ill ega
named Herbert Steinbrecher, who was running agents inside the French



Concorde assenbly plants, and this informati on was passed on to the DST
to investigate in collaboration with M®6.

Unfortunately both cases ended in catastrophe. Al though Conway and
Roberts were caught, they were acquitted. Far worse for Angl o-French
relations, the inquiries into Steinbrecher revealed that M6 had
recruited a French police chief, whose police district ran up to the
German border. He was a "blanche" agent, that is to say M6 had

del i berately concealed himfromtheir hosts, the French, and were using
himto spy on both French and German nationals. The French, for their
part, were forced to admt that Steinbrecher's agents had acquired for
t he Russi ans every detail of the Angl o-French Concorde's advanced

el ectronic systens. The result, inevitably, was a spectacul ar row.

| approached Angleton and Louis Tordella of NSA, and got their
agreenment to provide the DST with the VENONA intelligence which proved
Cot and Labarthe to be Russian spies. They were old, but stil
politically active, and it seemed to nme a sensible precaution. |
traveled to Paris in early 1965 to DST headquarters, where | was net by
Marcel Chal et, the deputy head of the service. Chalet was a small

dapper Frenchman who joined the DST after the war, having served with
great courage in the Resistance under Jean Mulin, narrowy escaping
arrest by the Gestapo on the day Moulin hinself was |ifted. Like al
French Resi stance veterans, Chalet wore his pink ribbon with

conspi cuous pride. He was a nilitant anti-Conmuni st, and yet he admred
Moul i n, a dedi cated Conmuni st, nore than any other man in his life
Several tines he and | discussed the Resistance, but even in the 1960s
he coul d not discuss his forner commander w thout tears conming to his
eyes.

| explained to Marcel that we had obtai ned new information which
indicated the true roles of Cot and Labarthe, and showed himthe
rel evant VENONA decrypts. He was astoni shed by the material, and
i medi ately pledged a full investigation

"You don't think they are too old, then?" | asked. Marcel fixed nme
with a withering gl ance.

"Until you see a French politician turning green in his coffin, you
cannot say he is too old!"

Unfortunately Labarthe died of a heart attack as Marcel interrogated
him and Cot was left to die in peace, but the exchange of information
did nmuch to ease tension between the DST and M5, and nade Marcel and
ne friends for the rest of our careers.

The night before |I left Paris he took ne out to dinner. The restaurant

was di screet, but the food was excellent. Marcel was an attentive host,
providing bottles of the best claret, and regaling me with a string of

waspi sh anecdotes about the perils of Gallic intelligence work. W

di scussed VENONA, and he was fascinated to | earn about the scale of our
success.

"They had some success with us recently,” he told me, and described how
i n Washi ngton they had di scovered a fuse in the French Embassy ci pher
roomnodified to act as a transmtter



"I't was non-Western specification, and the range was perfect for the
Russian Mlitary Attache's house across the road," he said, noisily
tucking into his plate of oysters in typical French style. My ears
pricked up. The STOCKADE operation agai nst the French Enbassy ci phers

i n London and Washi ngton had recently ended precipitately, when teans
of French technicians went into both enbassies with sheets of netal and
copper tubes, and began screening the cipher rooms. Obviously the

Russi ans, too, had realized that radiations could be picked up from
poorly screened machines. Still, | thought, at |east the French had not
di scovered our operation

Chal et obviously found the whol e affair amusing, and even offered to
send the fuse over to Leconfield House, so that we could exanine it.
Still smiling, he casually dropped a question below the belt.

"And you, my dear Peter, have you had any luck with radiations... ?"
| choked nmonentarily on ny claret.
"Not nmuch,"” | replied

Marcel filled nmy glass, patently disbelieving ny every word. Like true
prof essionals, we turned to other things, and never discussed the
matter again.

But for all the enjoyment of the French interlude, research into the
Ring of Five was the nost pressing task facing D3. | asked Hollis for
the 8D branch interrogators to be placed inside D3, so that | could use
them for an extensive programof interviews with every known

acquai ntance of Phil by, Burgess, Maclean, Blunt, Long, and Cairncross.
Hollis agreed, but instructed that I myself had to conduct any

i nterview deened sensitive, which normally meant it was with a lord, a
knight, a politician, a top civil servant, or a spy suspect.

In all, | saw nore than a hundred people. Labor politicians |ike
Chri st opher Mayhew and Denis Heal ey, then Secretary of State for

Def ense, who refused even to nmeet me, were unwilling to discuss their
nmenories of the Conmunist Party in the 1930s. But others, |ike
historian Isaiah Berlin and witer Arthur Marshall, were wonderfully
hel pful, and net me regularly to discuss their contenporaries at Oxford
and Canbridge. Berlin insisted we nmeet at the Reform Club. He thought
it appropriate to discuss Quy Burgess at the scene of his greatest
triunphs. He had a keen eye for Burgess' social circle, particularly

t hose whose vi ews appeared to have changed over the years. He al so gave
nme sound advice on how to proceed with ny inquiries.

"Don't go to see Bowa," he told ne, referring to Maurice Bowa, the

di stingui shed Professor of Literature at Oxford University. Bowa was a
honbsexual as well as a close friend of Guy Burgess, and was close to
the top of ny list of those who |I thought could help ne. "Wy not?"
asked.

"Because he'll have it all around every high table in Oxford if you
do," he said.

| took Berlin's advice and gave Bowa a w de berth. Mrshall, or
"Artie" as he was known to everyone, knew practically everyone in



Canbridge in the 1930s, particularly the secret network of honpbsexual s
at King's and Trinity. Artie had a prodigious nenory for gossip
intrigue, and scandal, and, nost inportant of all, he knew who was

sl eeping with whomin the Burgess and Blunt circles. Blunt, too, |oved
to di scuss the scandal ous side of Canbridge life in the 1930s. He
relished gossip, and never tired of telling ne of the time he

bl ackbal l ed Sir Edward Playfair, in later |ife Permanent Secretary at
the Mnistry of Defense, for the Apostles Society. Blunt thought

Pl ayfair crushingly dull, and, having nmet the man, | could not disagree
with his judgnent. H's funniest story concerned Guy Burgess and
Churchill's niece Carissa Churchill. Apparently Burgess was asked by
his Soviet controllers to wed Clarissa Churchill, to ensure him perfect
cover for his espionage activities. Burgess was appalled by the task.
For one thing, he was an inveterate honosexual; for another, Carissa
Churchill was scarcely better-looking than her uncle; and lastly, it
was known that James Pope-Hennessy, later to become a distinguished
witer, had becone infatuated with her

But Burgess was nothing if not gane. Wthin a nonth he was pursuing

C arissa Churchill, causing upset and outrage in equal neasure. James
Pope- Hennessy was desperately upset by Burgess' attentions to her. One
evening he arrived at Burgess' flat with a revolver, threatening to
shoot them both before attenpting to commt suicide. Blunt |oved the
story, and it was nade all the better, in his eyes and mne, by the
fact that, shortly afterward, Carissa Churchill married Anthony Eden
and | ater becane Lady Avon.

| soon realized that the Ring of Five stood at the center of a series
of other concentric rings, each pledged to silence, each anxious to
protect its secrets fromoutsiders. There was the secret ring of
honosexual s, where loyalty to their kind overrode all other
obligations; there was the secret world of the Apostles, where ties to
fell ow Apostl es remai ned strong throughout life; and then there was the
ring of those friends of Blunt and Burgess who were not thenselves

spi es, but who knew or guessed what was goi ng on. They shared the
secret, and worked to protect them for many years. Each ring supported
the others, and made the task of identifying the inner core that much
nore difficult.

It was hard not to dislike many of those | interviewed. Funnily enough
| did not mind the spies so much; they had nmade their choice, and
followed it to the best of their abilities. But those on the periphery
were different. When | saw themthey were clothed in the respectability
of later life. But their arrogance and their cultured voices nmasked
guilt and fear. It was | who was wong to raise the issue, not they; it
ought to be left alone, they would tell me. | was being MCarthyite.
Things were different then. O course, spying was wong, but there were
reasons. They were a Lotus Ceneration, follow ng political fashions as
if they were a clothes catal ogue, still pledged in the 1960s to vows of
silence they made thirty years before. They in turn disliked ne. | had
seen into the secret heart of the present Establishment at a tinme when
t hey had been young and careless. | knew their scandals and their
intrigues. | knew too much, and they knew it.

One of the first D3 tasks was to reexami ne a | ead which had |ain
uni nvestigated in the files since Burgess and Macl ean's defection in
1951. It was given by Goronwy Rees, a friend of both Burgess and Bl unt.



He first met themat Oxford in the 1930s, and during the war, while
serving in Mlitary Intelligence, was a regular visitor to Bentinck
Street. Shortly after the defections he approached Dick Wiite, then the
head of Counterespionage, and told himthat he knew Burgess to have
been a longti ne Sovi et agent. Burgess, he clained, had tried to recruit
hi m before the war, but Rees, disillusioned after the Ml otov-von

Ri bbentrop pact, refused to continue any cl andestine rel ati onship. Rees
al so clained that Blunt, Guy Liddell, a forner M6 officer nanmed Robin
Zaehner, and Stuart Hanpshire, a brilliant RSS officer, were all fellow
acconplices. But whereas Blunt was undoubtedly a Soviet spy, the
accusations against the other three individuals were |ater proved
groundl ess.

Dick Wiite disliked Rees intensely, and thought he was maki ng nali ci ous
accusations in order to court attention, if not publicity. The four nen
were all close friends, and it was for this reason that he found it
hard to share Arthur Martin's suspicions about Blunt. Dick's view of
Rees seened confirmed when, in 1956, Rees wote an anonynous series of
articles for a popul ar newspaper. O gies and espi onage nade as good
copy in the 1950s as they do today, and the Rees articles, detailing
some of the salacious activities of Burgess and those close to him
caused a sensation.

But when Blunt confessed, the color of Rees' 1951 testinony changed. |
thought it at |east prudent to reexanmine it, if only to satisfy nyself
that Rees had not been |ying when he clained to have given up al

t houghts of the Soviet cause before the war. At first he was rel uctant
to talk to ne, and his wife accused nme of CGestapo-style tactics in
trying to resurrect the past after so many years. They had both
suffered grievously for the newspaper articles. Rees' authorship becane
known, and he was sacked from acadenmic |ife. Since 1956 they had eked
out a m serable existence, shunned by the Establishnent. Eventually
Rees agreed to see ne, and went through his story again. He had no
proof that any of those he named were fellow conspirators. But all, he
sai d, had been close friends of Burgess in that crucial prewar period.

The accusation against Guy Liddell was pal pably absurd. Everyone who
knew him or of him inside M5 was convinced that Liddell was
conpletely loyal. He had left his diaries, known as "Wallflower," when
he left M5. Reading those, nobody could believe that he was a spy. But
t he accusati on agai nst Robi n Zaehner, who had served for M6 in the

M ddl e East, cross-checked with Vol kov's spy in the Mddl e East.

| studied Zaehner's Personal File. He was responsible for M6
counterintelligence in Persia during the war. It was difficult and
dangerous work. The railway lines into Russia, carrying vital mlitary
supplies, were key targets for German sabotage. Zaehner was perfectly
equi pped for the job, speaking the |local dialects fluently, and nuch of
his time was spent undercover, operating in the nmurky and cutthroat
wor | d of countersabotage. By the end of the war his task was even nore
fraught. The Russians thenselves were trying to gain control of the
rail way, and Zaehner had to work behind Russian lines, constantly at

ri sk of betrayal and nurder by pro-German or pro-Russian Arabs. On the
face of it, the very fact that Zaehner survived gave a touch of
credibility to Rees' allegation



After the war Zaehner left intelligence work, and becane Professor of
Ancient Persian at Oxford University. | nmade an appointnent to see him
at All Souls. The cords which bind Oxford and British Intelligence
together are strong, and it was the first of many trips | was to nake
to that city during the next five years.

Zaehner was a small, wiry-1ooking man, clothed in the distracted charm
of erudition. He poured nme a drink and chatted easily about old
col l eagues in the secret world. | wondered, as he chatted, how | could
broach the subject of my visit in a tactful way. | decided there was
none.

“"I"'msorry, Robin," | began, "a problemhas cone up. W're followi ng up
sone old allegations. I'"'mafraid there's one that points at you..."'

At first he rallied. Pointed at hin? he protested. O course, | nust be
m staken. Had | checked his record? Wich allegation?

I told himabout Vol kov, and the spy in Persia.

He crumpled. | knew then, fromhis reaction, that Rees had been
terribly, vindictively m staken

"I spent six years in the desert," he said linmply. "I stayed behind two
years after Yalta, when everyone else went honme. | got no honors, but |
t hought at |east | had earned a degree of trust."

Zaehner spoke quite wi thout rancor; just a kind of sadness. After all
that he had done, all that he had risked, to be accused of this, years
| ater, wounded himto the quick. He dabbed tears fromhis eyes. | felt
a heel, like a policeman who breaks bad news to parents in the night.

When Zaehner conposed hi nsel f he was a paragon of professionalism O
course, he understood why | had to conme see him He went through his
career at M6 and searched his nmenory for a clue as to the identity of
Vol kov' s spy. W tal ked for hours as the shadow of the spires of Al
Soul s faded across the | awns.

"l cannot think of an Englishman who could be this spy," he said,
tapping his foot on the floor as if to trigger his nenory. "There
weren't many of us, and 1'd vouch for every one.™

He thought it was likely to be an agent, rather than an officer. Agents
were often shared between M6 and the K& in the latter stages of the
war, and the possibility of a plant was obvious. One nane fitted
perfectly, a man called Rudi Hanburger. After M6 recruited him he was
arrested by the Russians, then turned | oose, before being reenpl oyed by
M 6 again. The dates tallied perfectly with the time Vol kov had access
to files in Moscow, and it seened obvi ous that Hanburger had sinmply
been turned in prison, and tasked to find out whatever he coul d about
his British enployers. (Rudi Hanburger was the first husband of
"Sonia," who later was an illegal in Switzerland and Engl and.)

Zaehner and | parted friends, but | felt bitter at the ease with which
t he accusati on had been nade, and anger at those who had |eft such an
accusation lying in the files for so many years before clearing it up
Driving back to London | began to wonder about the cost of clearing up



"l oose ends." Was it fair, | thought, to drag these things up? Perhaps,
after all, it was better to leave themin the files undi sturbed and
unr esol ved

That Christnmas Zaehner sent ne a friendly Christnmas card, and not too
many years later he died. | sent a weath, anxious to nake amends; but

I could never forget the | ook on his face when | asked himif he was a
spy. In that moment the civilized cradle of Oxford disintegrated around
him he was back behind the |lines again, surrounded by enenies, alone
and doubl e-crossed.

The | ast nane Rees gave ne was that of Sir Stuart Hanmpshire. Hanpshire
was a brilliant wartine codebreaker and analyst for the Radio Security
Service, one of the elite team who broke the | SOS Abwehr codes, and
laid the foundations for the Double Cross System After the war he
pursued a career in the Foreign Ofice, before leaving for a

di stingui shed academ ¢ career as a phil osopher at Oxford and Princeton
Rees had no evi dence whatsoever for the charge he made in 1951; it was
based solely on the fact that Hanpshire had been extrenely close to
Burgess during the 1930s. | knew fromnmy own interviews that Hanpshire
was consi dered by contenporaries to have been strongly left w ng,

al t hough non- Conmuni st, and | was amazed to find that no one had even
bot hered to interview himon what he knew about Guy Burgess.

However, there was an extraordi nary conplication with the Hanpshire
case. Although long since retired fromthe secret world, he had been
invited by the Cabinet Secretary, Burke Trend, to conduct a najor
review of the future of GCHQ Concern about the escal ati ng cost of
SI A NT had been growi ng ever since NSA noved into the satellite age.
The Americans were pressing GCHQ to share the costs of spy satellites.
The incom ng Labor Governnent was al ready faced with annual bills in
excess of 100 million pounds, and the Prinme Mnister, Harold WI son,
instructed Trend to conduct a reviewto see if such costs were
justified. Trend consulted Dick Wite, who suggested Hanpshire for the
reviewin the light of his previous RSS work. When | | ooked at
Hanpshire's file | was amazed to find that despite Rees' allegation
Hanpshire had not been vetted. Dick Wite, who had known Hampshire for
years, sinply wote Hollis a letter for the file, and that was it.

Hanpshire's inquiry | asted the best part of a year, during which tine
he had full access to GCHQ as well as a six-week visit to NSA There
were a nunber of fundanmental issues raised in Hanpshire's report. The
first was whether, in light of the growing costs, Britain could afford
to maintain its share of the UKUSA agreenent, which guaranteed us so
nmuch exchanged information fromthe Americans. The second, nore

i mredi ate i ssue was whether Britain should opt in with the Anericans on
a new generation of spy satellites; and the third area was how far GCHQ
shoul d support the Counterclan activities.

The answers in short were Yes, No, and Yes. W could not possibly
afford to | ose the UKUSA exchange, but on the other hand, we could
remain in without necessarily funding every technical devel opment pound
for dollar. As for Counterclan, Hanmpshire endorsed it strongly. The
only major change he requested was a term nation of airborne RAFTER on
the grounds that it was not cost effective. | opposed this at the tine,
but with hindsight it was a sensible econony, and the RAF were, in any
case, beginning to resent the demands we were naking on them Hanpshire



and | spent a good deal of tinme discussing M5's relationship with
GCHQ | pressed strongly for himto recommend the creation of a new
Radi o Security Service, an organization independent of GCHQ which
woul d be controlled by M5, and responsible solely for the detection of
donestic spy radios. | thought Hanpshire, given his background, would
wel cone such an idea, and | told himthat it was the only way that we
woul d ensure the facilities that we needed. Hanpshire di sagreed, not,
think, with the principle, but nmore with the practicalities. He

concl uded, probably rightly, that such an initiative would be fought
tooth and nail by both GCHQ and M6, and woul d, therefore, be very
unlikely to succeed.

I ntervi ewi ng Hanpshire about the Rees allegation was obviously out of
the question until his review was conplete, but in 1967 | obtained
perm ssion, and traveled to Princeton University in the USA, where
Hanpshire was the Visiting Professor. | knew Princeton well. | had
often visited there in nmy days as a scientist. Rudi Konpfner, the man
who invented the traveling wave tube (the radio valve used in nost

m crowave |inks), gave ne the best description of its bizarre
architecture. He called it "pseudo- Gothi c-Cotswol d."

| talked to Hanpshire for sonme time about his menories of Guy Burgess.
He told ne that he now thought in retrospect that perhaps he hinself
had been the target of a recruitnment approach by Burgess, though he had
not realized it at the time. He described howin 1935 he and Ant hony
Blunt had traveled to Paris together, and one evening they had di nner
with Janmes Kl ugrman and the artist Ben N chol son. After dinner Kl ugman
took the lead in a | engthy session in which Hanpshire was quizzed as to
his political beliefs.

Sonme nmonths later he was invited to dine alone with Guy Burgess at his
flat in Chester Square. Both men drank heavily, and in the small hours
GQuy nade a pitch at him asking himto work for peace. It was dangerous
work, he said, but worth it. There was rmuch talk of the intellectua
ferment of the tines, the Nazi nmenace, and the need to take a much nore
Marxi st line in acadenic studies. At the time Hanpshire thought this
was the prelude to an invitation to join a left-w ng debating society,

t hen the vogue anpbng young Oxbridge intellectuals, but no specific
proposition was nmade. "In retrospect,"” said Hanpshire, "perhaps Burgess
was trying to recruit me."

When | got back to Britain | checked this story with Blunt. He
renenbered the Klugnman di nner, which he confirned was a | ooki ng-over
operation, but said he knew nothing of Burgess' pitch. Neither could he
resol ve whet her the dinner had occurred in 1935 or 1937. The dates were
i mportant; in 1935 Blunt and Burgess were still mere Party nenbers, but
by 1937 both were spies and thus any recruitnent would have been for
the Russians. | sent one of nmy staff to see Ben Nicholson. Luckily he
kept conplete diaries for each year of his professional life, and was
able to establish beyond any doubt that the dinner had, in fact, taken
pl ace in 1937.

| went to see Dick Wiite and gave himthe Hanpshire papers to read. |
was puzzled as to why Hanpshire had never told M5 about his dealings
with Guy Burgess after Burgess defected in 1951. Dick confirned that
Hanpshire had never nentioned this to him | went to see Hanpshire
again when he returned to London. He seened slightly enbarrassed. He



told me that Burgess' approach was so nuddl ed that he could hardly be
sure of its importance. As for Blunt, it never occurred to himto
connect Blunt's presence at the dinner with Burgess' approach, and
since Blunt was on such personal ternms with people Iike Dick Wite and
Guy Liddell throughout the war, he assuned he was entirely trustworthy.
Anyway, he was not alone in wanting to close the chapter.

Both Dick and Hollis were desperately enbarrassed at the revel ation
that the nman whom they had chosen to conduct the nost secret review of
Angl o- Arerican intelligence sharing should hinself have been the
unwitting target of a Soviet recruitnent approach. They knew that the
arrangenents for Hanpshire's vetting would, at the very |east, |ook
seriously inadequate to American eyes, particularly at a tinme when they
were already up in arns at what they saw as the "ol d school tie"
approach to intelligence in Britain. They could hardly own up, and the
Hanpshire case was carefully buried forever.

The unsuccessful recruitnment of Hanpshire was also interesting for the
l[ight it cast on Janes Klugnan's role in Soviet Intelligence
recruitnment in the 1930s. He had clearly been instrunental in arranging
t he | ooki ng-over dinner in Paris. Cairncross had also told us that it
was Kl ugnman who had recruited him Until then, M5 had tended to assumne
Kl ugman was nerely an overt Party activist, rather than a covert agent
recruiter or talent spotter. It was obvious that K ugman could tell us
nmuch about the 1930s, if we could persuade or pressurize himto

confess. | knew Klugman woul d never accept a direct approach from M 5,
so we struck a deal with Cairncross; if he cane back to Britain
confronted Kl ugnan, and persuaded himto neet M5 and tell all, we

woul d allow himto cone back to the country permanently.

Cai rncross accepted our offer with alacrity, and visited Kl ugnman in
London. Kl ugman was an old man, a hard veteran of the class war, busy
witing a history of the Communi st Party as a |last testanment to a
lifetinme's work. He | aughed when Cairncross asked himto neet M5, and
shrugged hi m of f when Cairncross threatened to expose himif he did
not. The attenpt failed nmiserably and Cairncross was forced back into
exile. Shortly afterward, Kl ugnan took his secrets to the grave.

There were other loyal Party servants who refused our approaches. Bob
Stewart and Edith Tudor Hart, both of whom were involved as couriers
for the Ring of Five in 1939-40, were approached. Neither would talk.
They were disciplined soldiers, and had spent too long in the gane to
be broken. The public rarely realizes the weakness of M5's position
with inquiries of this sort. W cannot conpel people to talk to us.

Al most everything we do, unless an arrest is immnent, depends on
cooperation. For instance, Blunt told us that he knew of two ot her
spies - one of whom he had di scovered after the man nmade a recruitnent
approach to Leo Long, whom Blunt was al ready running. The situation was
additionally conplicated by the fact that Blunt was having an affair
with the potential recruiter, although neither told the other about his
designs on Long. Both of these men, who are still alive and living in
Britain today, were working on the Phantom Program during the war,

al t hough they left afterward to pursue academ c careers. Despite nmany
efforts, neither would agree to nmeet me to discuss their invol venent
with Russian Intelligence. The only positive action was to warn a
senior police chief, who was friendly with one of the spies, and their
rel ati onshi p ceased



- 17 -

After | had been neeting Blunt for a year, an obvious pattern energed.
| was able to tease things out fromhim- nostly pillow talk he had
gathered from Guy Burgess. He clained a witer on THE TI MES had been
approached. | traced him and he confirmed that Burgess had tried to
recruit him but that he turned himdown, fearful of the consequences
of being caught. Another contact Blunt identified was Tom Wlie, a \War
Ofice clerk, long since dead. Wlie, said Blunt, used to |l et Burgess
see anything which came into his hands. But although Blunt, under
pressure, expanded his information, it always pointed at those who were
ei ther dead, long since retired, or else confortably out of secret
access and danger.

I knew that Blunt must know of others who were not retired, who stil
had access. These were the people he was protecting. But how could I
identify then? | decided to draw up lists of all those who were
mentioned by interviewees as having noted left-wing views before the
war, or who interviewees felt would have been likely to have been the
target for a recruitnment approach from Guy Burgess.

One nane stood out beyond all the others: Alister Watson. Berlin
mentioned him the witer Arthur Marshall nentioned him Tess

Rot hschild nmentioned him He was, they all said, a fervent Marxist at
Canbridge in the 1930s, an Apostle, and a close friend of both Bl unt
and Burgess. Burgess, so far as they recalled, adnmred himintensely
during the 1930s - a sure sign that he was |likely to have been

appr oached.

| began to nake inquiries into his background. | knew himquite well
fromthe war. He worked currently as a scientist in the Admralty
Research Laboratory, and actually lived for two years with ny brother
in Bristol. | never cared for Watson at the time. He was tall and thin
with a pinched, goatlike face and a strange affected tiptoed wal k.

Wat son considered hinmsel f one of the greatest theoretical physicists of
his day, yet nost of his colleagues thought his grasp of practical work
distinctly ropey and that he had nade serious m stakes in theoretica
work. He was, | thought, a bit of a fraud.

Wat son was a failure. At Canbridge he was considered a brilliant
student, destined for the highest acadenmi c honors, until his thesis was
found to contain a nassive fundanental error. He failed to gain a
fellowship, and took a job in the Admiralty instead. After service in
the Radar and Signals Establishment of the Navy, he became head of the
Subrmarine Detection Research Section at ARL. It was one of the nost
secret and inportant jobs in the entire NATO defense establishment, but
it was obscure work, particularly for one who had promi sed so nuch in
hi s yout h.

At Canbridge, Watson was an ardent Marxist; indeed, nmany of those

i ntervi ewed described himas the "high priest" of Marxi st theory anpng
the Apostles. Marxism had a beautiful logic, an all-enbracing answer to
every question, which captivated him He was drawn to DAS KAPI TAL as
others are drawn to the Bible and, |ike a preacher nanque, he began to



prosel yti ze the creed anong his friends, particularly when his hopes of
an academ c career began to fade. Blunt later admtted that Watson
school ed himin Marxi sm

When | studied his file, his departure from Canbridge struck nme as nost
peculiar - just at the time of Minich, when radical discontent with the
Establ i shment was at its height. It bore all the hall marks of Burgess
and Philby's nove to the right at the same period. There was one ot her
itemof interest. Victor Rothschild wote a letter to Dick Wiite in
1951 suggesting that Watson should be investigated in view of his
Conmuni st affiliations in the 1930s. Inexplicably, Victor's suggestion
had never been pursued, and since then Watson had been successfully
vetted no less than three tinmes, and nade no nention of his politica
background.

| decided to try Watson's name out on Blunt at our next mneeting. | knew
it would be a waste of time to approach the matter directly, so
prepared a list of all known nmenbers of the Apostles including Watson
and asked himto pick out those he had known, or felt | should take an
interest in. He went down the list, but nade no nention of Watson

"What about Alister?" |I asked himfinally.
"No," said Blunt firmy, "he's not relevant."

The tine had come to confront Blunt. | told himhe was |ying again

that he knew as well as | did that Watson was a close friend and fell ow
Conmuni st at Canbridge. Blunt's tic started again. Yes, it was true, he
admitted. They were friends. They still saw each other regularly at
Apostl es dinners and the |like, but he had not recruited him and nor
had Guy so far as he knew

Alister, he said, was a tragic figure, whose |ife had gone terribly
wong. He was a nan who prom sed so much, yet had achieved so little,
whereas his undergraduate friends, |ike Blunt hinself and Turing, had
achi eved eninence, and in Turing's case imortality.

"I learned nmy Marxist theory at Alister's feet,"” Blunt told ne.
"l suppose you know where he works?" | asked.
"The Admiralty, isn't it?"

"You said there were no nore, Anthony. You said you were telling nme the
truth..."

Bl unt raked the fire vigorously.

"I could never be Wittaker Chanbers,"” he said after a while, referring
to the fanmous American Communi st who renounced his creed in the 1950s
and named his forner acconplices, including Alger Hiss, in a series of
sensati onal appearances before Congressional comttees.

"lIt's so McCarthyite," he went on, "nami ng nanes, informnng
wi t chhunts..."



"But, Anthony, that's what you are - that's why we gave you i mmunity.
It was your choice. It's no good putting the hood on, if you won't
point the finger..."

Blunt fell silent. Years had passed since 1937, but the wei ght never
lifted.

"l suppose you'll turn the works on him" he said finally.

I wote a lengthy report on Watson in early 1965, recomendi ng an
urgent investigation. | submtted it to Hollis and F.J. via the head of
D Branch, Al ec MacDonal d, who had repl aced Cumming when the latter
retired, aware at last that he would never attain the Deputy's chair
MacDonal d was a sensi ble forner Indian policeman, with a taste for
cordon bl eu cooking and the other good things in life, and a dislike of
excessive administration. He was good to be with, but could be
infuriating to work for

Not hi ng happened for five nonths, and finally, when | attended ny D3

annual review neeting with Hollis and F.J., | raised the subject. Wy,
| asked, had an investigation not been sanctioned? At first there was a
ot of talk about priorities, and Iimts on resources. | rem nded them

that the whole rationale for D3 was that it should produce | eads, which
were then to be taken on by D1l (lnvestigations) if their strength
warranted it. Here was a strong lead to a suspect currently enjoying
prinme access to NATO secrets. | said that if this was to be the
procedure, they mght just as well close down D3 entirely.

F.J. was very sensible. Hollis was surly and defensive. The m stake had
occurred at D Branch |evel. Sonehow or other, in the confusion of the
handover from Cumming to MacDonal d, the case had not been given the
priority it needed. Hollis instructed there and then that the case be
acti vat ed.

Patrick Stewart, then D1 (Investigations), took it on. He was a great
friend as well as a brilliant officer, with an unconplicated, clear

m nd. He was a nman of great personal courage. During the war he was
severely crippled, but despite his wheelchair he continued working at
M5 until ill-health finally drove himinto early retirenent. Watson
was i mredi ately placed under full surveillance, and we soon di scovered
that his wi fe and daughter were both current Comunists, and fromthe
tenor of his conversations, so was Watson hinsel f, although he had
decl ared none of this during his vettings.

The investigation, however, was limted. Watson was due to visit the
USA to be indoctrinated into the |atest American antisubnari ne-
detection techniques, and the Admiralty insisted that the case be
clarified before his departure. W decided to interrogate him Every
day for six weeks Watson reported to the Mnistry of Defense, where he
was questioned by M5's top interrogator, and today the Deputy
Director-General of the Service, Cecil Shipp

Wat son began by acting like an affronted senior civil servant. Wat
right had we to question hin? he wanted to know. But this soon
di sappeared as Shipp probed his story.

Did he know GQuy Burgess?



O course.

Did he ever visit GQuy Burgess' flat?

On occasi ons, yes.

VWhom di d he neet there?

GQuy, Anthony...

Anyone el se?

Yes, a foreigner. He couldn't renenber his nane...

Coul d he describe hinf?

At first he couldn't. Then he could. He was Central European

He had dark hair, slicked down, he thought. It sounded very |ike
"Qto," the controller of the Ring of Five in the late 1930s.

"Does the name 'Qtto' nean anything to you?" asked Shipp

"Yes - that was the nan's nane. That's right, Qto..." answered Watson
a shade too enthusiastically.

For a while Shipp pursued other areas of questioning, but then he
returned to Gtto. Had Watson ever met himagain? At first Watson
couldn't renmenber. Then he thought perhaps he had met him but he could
recol l ect no details. Then he remenbered that they used to neet in
parks, and under | anmpposts on street corners, and on tube trains.

"Did he give you anythi ng?"

"No, I'mquite sure of that..."

"Did you give himanything?"

"No, | don't think so...'

"Tell me, M. Watson, why did you neet himlike that? Wiy not at your
flat, or at a restaurant?"

No answer .
A long, |ong pause.

"I was interested in these people,” he said lanely. "I wanted to find
out nore about Russia..."

"You were interested in these people..."
sarcasm

reiterated Shipp with crushing

The next day Shipp showed Watson thirty photographs spread out in a
neat fan on the table in front of him They contained portraits of sone
of the nost inportant KGB officers since 1945, who had been in Britain



"Do you recogni ze any of these people?" he was asked.

Wat son stared at the photographs, fingering one or two hesitantly. He
muttered to hinmself as he sorted them resorted them stacked themin
pil es, and unstacked them again, every word captured on the hidden

m crophones. W& were certain, fromhis answers about Oto, that Watson
feared or suspected that we had direct evidence against him perhaps a
surveil l ance photograph of himneeting a K& officer, or a confession
which inplicated him At night he went hone, and we could hear him
nmunbling there via the SF we had installed on his tel ephone.

"They' ve got sonething," he kept whispering. "They' ve got sonething,
but | don't know what it is..."

After several hours, Watson picked out three photographs. The first was
Yuri Modin, Philby's controller; the second was Sergei Kondrashev,
Ceorge Bl ake's controller; and the third was Ni kol ai Kar pekov,
Vassall's controller. Watson admitted neeting all three regularly,
sonetines close to the Admralty Research Laboratory at Teddi ngton
during his lunch hour, but he denied passing any secrets. CGolitsin said
that he knew t hat Karpekov had two Naval spies, one of whomwas a Naval
scientist. Al so that Kondrashev had had two spies, one of whom was

Bl ake, the other a Naval spy.

Shipp tore into him Did he really expect us to believe that he just
happened to neet four top K@ controllers, by chance, for no reason?
Did he think we were stupid? Naive? It was all secret, wasn't it? They
were cl andestine neetings? He was a spy, wasn't he? It all fitted,
didn't it - friendship with Burgess, Marxismin the 1930s, conceal ed
Conmuni sm and entry into secret work, neeting Russians? It was time to
conf ess.

Day after day Shipp pursued him Let's take it fromthe begi nning
again, he would say, and Watson would tell the same incredible story.
The mark of a good interrogator is his menory, and Shipp had one |ike
an el ephant. Every variation, every omission in Watson's narrative was
stored and thrown back at himhours, and sonetinmes days, |ater. But
Wat son stuck doggedly to his story. He had never passed anything over.
His lips quivered, he was red and sweaty, but |ike a punch-drunk boxer
he refused to take the count.

After six weeks of daily interrogation Watson was visibly wilting. He
cane into sessions drugged with tranquilizers, ranbling incoherently,
barely aware of the questions that we asked. |In desperation al nost,
Cecil Shipp began to skirt the issue of imunity. At the tinme we had
not obtained the Attorney-General's pernission, so he phrased his
guesti ons hypot heti cal ly.

"Wwuld it change your story," Watson was asked, "if we were to offer

you i nmuni ty?"

But Watson was too far gone. He seenmed unable even to understand the
of fer that was nade to him and the interrogati on was suspended.

No one who listened to the interrogation or studied the transcripts was
i n any doubt that Watson had been a spy, probably since 1938. G ven his



access to antisubnarine-detection research, he was, in nmy view,
probably the nost damaging of all the Canbridge spies. One detail, in
particular, clinched the case. Watson told a | ong story about
Kondrashev. He had nmet him but did not care for him He described
Kondrashev in great detail. He was too bourgeois, claimed Watson

He wore flannel trousers and a blue bl azer, and wal ked a poodl e. They
had a row and they stopped neeting.

This clicked exactly with one of Golitsin's early serials. He said
Kondrashev was sent to Britain to run two very inportant spies - one in
the Navy and one in M6. The ML6 spy was definitely CGeorge Bl ake, and
we al ways assunmed the Naval spy to be Blake too, since he served in the
Navy before joining M6. Golitsin had one nore fragnent. He said
Kondrashev fell out with the Naval spy. The spy objected to his
bourgeoi s habits, and refused to neet him Colitsin recalled that as a
result Korovin, the forner London KGB resident, was forced to return to
London to replace Kondrashev as the Naval spy's controller. It was

obvi ously Wat son.

At M5's insistence, Watson was renoved from secret access overnight,
and transferred to the Oceanographic Institute, where he worked on
until retirenent. In the absence of a confession, we relied for our

l egal justification on Watson's failure to declare his Conmuni st
background, and those of his w fe and daughter, on his vetting forns.
He made no protest.

After Watson's interrogation | decided to have one nore try at breaking
him | arranged for himto neet Blunt at a neutral venue - Brown's

Hotel in London. There were two reasons for this, firstly, I was not at
all sure that Watson understood the neaning of our immunity offer, and
I wanted Blunt to explain it. Secondly, | wanted to resolve, if

possi bl e, the question of whether or not Watson was a nenber of the
Ring of Five. Golitsin said the nmenbers of the Ring all knew each
other, and all knew they were all spies. As far as Blunt was concerned,
he clained it was only ever a Ring of Four - hinself, Burgess, Phil by,
and Maclean, with other recruits like Cairncross and Long existing

i ndependently of the central Ring nenbers. Watson seened by far the
best starter for the fifth.

Blunt was very reluctant at first to go along with the plan
"Alister has suffered enough,"” he pleaded, when | first raised it.

| had arranged neetings between Bl unt and previous conspirators on a
nunmber of occasions. The sessions with Long and Straight were mld
encounters, Blunt even told Straight that exposing himwas the best
thing he ever did. But when | suggested he contact Baron zu Putlitz,
Klop Ustinov's wartinme spy, who had returned to East Germany, he becane
distinctly agitated. Zu Putliz and Blunt were |overs during the war,
after Klop Ustinov brought zu Putlitz out of Holland and back to
London. In 1945 Blunt acconpanied zu Putlitz back to East Gernany, and
they had remained in touch ever since. Zu Putlitz had al so been working
for the Russians before and after the war, in order to smooth his
return East, and | was interested to see if he could be turned our way
again. | asked Blunt to wite hima letter asking himif he woul d be
prepared to neet me in Helsinki or Berlin



"That's not fair, Peter, that's dirty. He's done enough for this
country."

But Bl unt knew he could not refuse. He wote the letter, although nuch
to his relief zu Putlitz turned ny offer down.

Wat son was like zu Putlitz. There was sonethi ng about acknow edgi ng the
rel ati onshi p which caused Bl unt deep unease, in a way that did not
occur with Long or Straight or others. It was a deep-seated desire to
protect them to deny us any know edge of their activities, and also a
desire to hide his confession. He dreaded being seen by them 1 think
as an inforner.

| picked Blunt up fromthe Courtauld one evening and we drove over to
Brown's Hotel, where Patrick Stewart had booked a roomfor us all. He
and Watson were waiting. Blunt was desperately anxious.

"l hope you've got sonething to drink," he said when we arrived at the
hot el .

He and WAt son greeted each other nervously, afraid to show any warnth
in front of either Patrick or me. Watson was frail, like a man just out
of hospital, but eventually we coaxed himinto telling the story of his
dealings with the Russians again. It was a pathetic story in the
interrogation room but it |ooked even nore ridiculous in front of

Bl unt .

They both tal ked about Canbridge nost of the time, and Otto, and the
nove to the left in the 1930s. It struck nme as an odd way for the

i deal i smand activismof the 1930s to end: in a small hotel suite, with
a bottle of Scotch and a bottle of gin. They wanted to change the
wor | d, but ended up changing only thensel ves.

"I"'mthrough with it now, Alister," said Blunt. "I've confessed," he
kept saying, "and |I'mstill here. You' ve got nothing to worry about."

But Watson scarcely listened to Blunt's entreaties. They were tal king
at cross-purposes. Watson was overpoweringly jeal ous of Blunt and
clearly always had been for thirty years. It came to the surface in a
drunken attack on his friend. Treachery, for him seened al nbst the
secondary issue. He was nuch nore interested in talking, nowthat his
life had failed, about where it went wong.

"You' ve been such a success, Anthony, and yet it was | who was the
great hope at Canbridge. Canbridge was nmy whole life," he said,
practically in tears, "but | had to go into secret work, and now it has
ruined ny life..."

Blunt left the table, upset and enbarrassed. He wal ked over to the
dri nks cabinet on the other side of the room He had drunk al nost a
conplete bottle of gin, but still needed nore. | wal ked over to him
"Well...?" | asked.

Bl unt stood, his shoul ders sagging with strain



"I suppose you're right," he said, his eyes gleanming with enotion. "I
suppose he nust be one of us, but | never recruited him and Guy never
told me he had."

There was no gin left, so Blunt poured hinself a tunbler full of sherry
and added soda water. He gulped it down.

" Soneti nmes, "
prison.”

he said, "I think it would have been easier to go to

Victor and Tess Rothschild were a constant help during the D3 inquiries
into the 1930s. Both knew so much about the personalities and the

hi dden rel ati onshi ps of the period, and were often able to prevail upon
otherwi se reluctant inhabitants of the Ring of Five's nenagerie to neet
ne. Victor was also able to nake a nunmber of vital introductions for

me. For instance, one of the questions which fascinated me after the
WAt son case was the degree to which other scientists besides Watson had
been targets for recruitment. Burgess, Blunt, Philby, and Macl ean were
all classically educated, but | wondered whether rings had been
recruited at, for instance, the world-fanous Canbridge University
Cavendi sh Laboratory.

My suspicions fell on the renowned Sovi et scientist Peter Kapitza,
father of the Russian atom c bonb. Kapitza cane to Canbridge in the
1920s, financed by the British Royal Society, where he built the Mnd
Law tenperature | aboratory attached to the Cavendi sh. Kapitza remnai ned
close to the Soviet Governnent, and on several occasions was observed
receiving Russian intelligence officers in his roons. In the 1930s the
Sovi et Governnent, alarned by growi ng international tension, insisted
Kapitza return to work in Russia, and he was allowed to take all his
machi nery back with him But both before and after the war he renai ned
in touch with British scientists, often receiving those who visited
Russia in his well-appointed dacha outside Mscow. For years it was
runored inside M5 that Kapitza had tal ent-spotted potential recruits
i nside the Cavendi sh. But no one had ever really traced through the
story. No one knew who, or how many, or whether Kapitza was ever
successful . It was just another |oose end, left in the files, seeping
doubt and suspicion

The one man who was in a position to know nore about Kapitza, who he
was friendly with, who his contacts were during his time at Canbridge,
was Lord Adrian, who knew Kapitza when he was in Britain, and in the
1960s was Chancel l or of the University of Canbridge and President of
the Royal Society. Victor pronptly arranged a dinner party at which
was able to neet Adrian, and fromthere guide himgently onto the

subj ect of the Russian scientist.

Adrian was entirely cooperative, and could well understand the
suspi ci ons we had about Kapitza, even though he admired his

achi evenents trenmendously. He began to reel off names of those who had
been especially close to Kapitza. More nanes for ny black books. Mire
nanes to be checked in the Registry. More nanes to be traced,

i ntervi ewed, assessed, cleared, and in one or two cases, renoved from
access. Al to be sure, finally, that no one had slipped through the
net .



The nost inportant help Victor gave was persuading Flora Sol onbn to
neet M5 again. | knew fromher session with Arthur that she knew far
nore than she was sayi ng. She had obviously been in the thick of things
in the md-1930s, part inspiration, part fellow acconplice, and part
courier for the fledgling Ring of Five along with her friends Litzi
Phil by and Edith Tudor Hart. After her neeting with Arthur she refused
to neet M5 again. She had a typically Russian paranoia about
conspiracy and treachery. She was convinced we woul d doubl e-cross her
and put her in prison, or that she would be assassinated by the

Russi ans, as she believed had happened to Tonas Harris. | asked Victor
if he could intercede on ny behal f, and eventually, in md-1965, she
agreed to see ne.

"Does the name Dennis Proctor nean anything to you?" she grow ed.

It did indeed. Dennis Proctor was then the Permanent Secretary at the
M nistry of Fuel and Power, having joined the Civil Service in the
1930s, when he had served as Stanley Baldwin's private secretary. In ny
travel s around Canbri dge and Oxford nearly a dozen peopl e had picked
out Proctor as a notable |eft-wi nger, although not a Conmunist, during
hi s under graduate days. He had the classic Canbridge Com ntern
recruit's profile - he was a close friend of Burgess, Blunt, Phil by,
and Watson and a nmenber of the Apostles.

There was one other odd thing about Proctor which had puzzl ed ne.
Shortly before the 1951 defections he suddenly left the Cvil Service
for no apparent reason to take a job with a shipping conmpany in
Copenhagen. In 1953, just as suddenly, he reappeared in London and
resuned his Civil Service career

| asked Flora why she nmentioned Proctor
"Kimused to bring people to see ne," she said. "He val ued ny opinion
| would never join, but | used to tell himwhat | thought of his

recruits.”

"And what did you tell himabout Proctor...?"

"Ki m brought himaround for dinner one night. |I didn't Iike him | told
Kim he was no good. He had no backbone. 'How will he stand up to
stress? | asked him"

Proctor was another nanme which Blunt had clearly deliberately avoided
giving to me. | went to Hollis and requested perm ssion to interview
Proctor, but he refused. It would cause too nuch fuss in Witehall, he
sai d, and there were enough problens there as it was. | would have to
wait until he retired. After all, said Hollis, it's only a few nonths

Proctor retired to a delightful rustic French farmhouse in the rolling
countrysi de outside Avignon with his second wife and children, and in
February 1966 | traveled to France to visit him

Proctor was a distinguished-1ooking nman, with a hook nose, receding
hairline, and just a touch of the cleric about him He greeted me with
the easy charmand famliarity which upper-class Englishnen use to set
their visitors at a distance. | explained that M5 were | ooki ng back
into the 1930s.



"We're just tying up | oose ends, you know, that sort of thing..."

Proctor tal ked about the period in crisp civil servant's shorthand. He
rarely nentioned hinself at first. Like the nodel civil servant, he was
t he nodest observer of other people's lives and deci sions. But beneath
his reserve, | could detect an enthusiasm as if he were recalling a
better world.

"And how did you feel about things then yourself?" | asked.

"You mean what were ny politics?" he countered, smling at ny

euphem sm "Well, you presunmably know | have been left-wing all ny
life."

"Real | y?"

"Ch yes," he went on, "but never Conmunist. | wanted to go into

Covernment service too much to join the Party, and besides | didn't
have t he courage of people like Guy Burgess, who did it openly."

| asked himif Guy had ever approached himto work for peace, or for
the Comintern, or anything |like that.

He shook hi s head.

"No, | don't think so... No, | don't remenber anything like that at
all."

"But Guy knew what your political views were?"

"Why, yes. W were very close. @iy, nyself, Anthony. The Apostles, you
know. . . "

"Don't you think it's odd he never tried to recruit you?"
He paused for thought.

"I suppose it is, now you cone to nention it. In fact, I'mreally
rather insulted he didn't..."

He | aughed. | laughed too, and he suggested we take a wal k before
dinner. It was still just winter, but the earth was thawing, as if
spring lay just beneath the surface. W tal ked about other things -
about Engl and, and the Civil Service, and the way things had changed.

"Most of us, you know, have spent our |ives escaping fromthe
thirties," he told ne, as we | ooked back down the valley toward his
house.

"W were all so exquisitely happy then. It was our world. But we | ost
it in 1939, and we've been | ooking to escape ever since."

He pointed to the farmhouse, shrouded in | ate-afternoon mst.

"That's mnmy escape..." he said.



That evening we had a splendid dinner, and afterward retired to his
study with the port. Proctor was drunk, and | could see he was finding
ny visit a strain. He knew that sooner or later | would return to

Bur gess.

For a while he seened to doze off over his port, and woke up perspiring
heavily. He began to dab his forehead nervously with his handkerchi ef.

"Way do you think it was Guy never bothered to approach you?" | asked
as | filled his glass again.

Proctor gul ped his down, and poured hinself another.

"I admired GQuy very nuch," he said, after a pause. "People forget, you
know, just how gifted Guy was. They don't renenber how he was before
the war. The | ooks, the vitality, the intellect. They just think of him
afterward. "

| said nothing, waiting for himto fill the silence.
He began again, talking nore urgently.

"You see, | had no secrets fromhim Wenever | had a problem no
matter how secret, | used to discuss it with him and his advice was

al ways sound. | think the real truth of the matter is that Guy had no
need to recruit ne. He could get to know anything he wanted. Al he had
to do was ask."

"What about 1951?" | asked, anxious to press himwhile he was tal king.

"No, no, no," he clucked, "you' ve got that all wong. |I left in 1950
for personal reasons, nothing to do with this - to do with Varda, ny

first wife. She comm tted suicide, you know, in 1951."
"Did you see Guy before he went?"

"No - but my wife did, about six weeks before. She and her father were
very close to him | was in Copenhagen at the tine."

"And she killed herself afterward?"
"Not |ong after, yes..."
He sat up and | ooked at ne, suddenly sober

“I"'d rather not talk about it, if you don't mnd. But there's no
connection, | promse you."

He sl unped back again in the chair, disheveled |ike a defrocked priest.
"They were both terrible, shocking events," he said quietly. "A year or
two later, when | recovered, Edward Bridges invited nme back into the
Cvil Service, and | came back to England." (Edward Bridges was then
Per manent Secretary at the Treasury and Head of the Honme Civil
Service.)



I never did discover why Proctor's first wife, Varda, commtted
sui ci de, or what she and Guy Burgess discussed. The truth about Proctor
was difficult to judge. | was inclined to believe his claimthat he was
never formally recruited, while disbelieving his assertion that Burgess
had nothing to do with his departure to Denmark in 1950. But whatever
the case, | amabsolutely sure that during the tinme he was Baldwin's
private secretary, and probably right up until 1950, he shared with Guy
every secret which crossed his desk.

The next tinme | saw Blunt | told himabout ny discussion with Proctor
"You didn't tell us about him Anthony," | said, reproachful rather
than angry. It always upset Blunt nore if he felt the deceit was a
matter between friends.

"You kept quiet again - to protect him™

He got up and went to the wi ndow, and gazed through it as if he could
see back into the past.

"\What about Dennis?" | asked again

"All | can say is he nust have been the best source Guy ever had. But |
didn't know what role he was playing," he said finally. "All | knew was
that he was still in Government..."

"But you coul d have guessed..." | sighed with irritation

Blunt pulled the curtains, as if faintly disappointed with the noise
and dust and fashions of the square outside.

"Unl ess you lived through it, Peter, you cannot understand..."

"Ch, | lived through it, Anthony," | said, suddenly angry. "I know nore
about the thirties probably than you will ever know. | renmenber ny
father driving hinmself mad with drink, because he couldn't get a job.
remenber | osing ny education, ny world, everything. | know all about
the thirties..."

One of the nost interesting things to emerge in the D3 researches was
t he existence of the Oxford Ring. In the past, Soviet recruitnent was
associ ated mainly with Canbridge University, but once Blunt opened up
it was obvious that Burgess and Janmes Kl ugman had targeted Oxford in
the sane way. The first hard source on the Oxford Ring canme froma
col l eague of Blunt's at the Courtauld Institute, Phoebe Pool. Bl unt
admitted that she had been his courier during the 1930s, and | was
anxious to interview her. She and Blunt were close; they had even
witten a book together on Picasso.

Blunt told me she was a neurotic, and already in the process of a
nervous breakdown. He said that she would clamup, or worse, if | spoke
to her directly, so he organi zed a cutout for ne-another senior figure
at the Courtauld, Anita Brookner, to whom| could relay questions for
Pool . A degree of deception was inevitable. Pool was told that new
inquiries were being made into the 1930s, and Anthony wanted to know if
t here was anybody el se he shoul d warn



Phoebe Pool told Anita Brookner that she used to run nessages for Qto
to two brothers, Peter and Bernard Floud. Peter, the former Director of
the Victoria and Al bert Miseum was dead, but his brother Bernard was a
seni or Labor MP. Pool also said a young wonan, Jennifer Fisher

Wl liams, was involved, and urged Brookner to ensure that "Andy Cohen,"
the senior diplomat Sir Andrew Cohen, was warned too, as he al so was at
risk. All these nanes were well known to ne. All except Andrew Cohen
(Cohen was an Apostle and Canbridge student) were connected with the

Cl arendon, a left-wing dining and discussion club in Oxford during the
1930s, but this was the first hard evidence that the club had been a
center for Soviet espionage recruitnent.

Ironically, Jennifer Fisher Wllianms was narried to a forner war time
M5 officer, Herbert Hart, by the tine her nanme energed, so | visited
her husband at Oxford, where he was pursuing a distinguished acadenic
career as Professor of Jurisprudence, and asked himif he would
approach his wife on nmy behalf. He rang her up there and then, assured
her there was no threat to her position, and she agreed to neet ne.

Jennifer Hart was a fussy, niddle-class woman, too old, | thought, for
the fashionably short skirt and white net stockings she was wearing.
She told her story quite straightforwardly, but had a condescendi ng,
di sapproving manner, as if she equated nmy interest in the left-wng
politics of the 1930s with | ooking up ladies' skirts. To her, it was
rat her vul gar and ungentl| emanly.

She said she was an open Party nmenber in the 1930s, and was approached
by a Russian, who from her description was definitely Gto. Qto
instructed her to go underground, and she used to neet him

cl andestinely at Kew Gardens. She told us that she was nerely part of
the Party underground, and that she gave up neeting Oto when she
joined the Home Ofice in 1938, where she worked in a highly sensitive
department whi ch processed applications for tel ephone intercepts. She
told us, too, that she had never passed on any secret information.

She had two other contacts, she said. One was Bernard Fl oud, who
recruited her, and the other man who controlled her for a short tine
she identified froma photograph as Arthur Wnn, a close friend of

Edi th Tudor Hart and her husband, who was active in trade union circles
before joining the Cvil Service.

There was no doubt in ny mnd, listening to Jennifer Hart, that this
was a separate Ring based exclusively at Oxford University, but
investigating it proved enornously difficult. Al nost at once, Sir
Andrew Cohen (who was at Canbri dge and becane a diplomat) died froma
heart attack, so he was crossed off the list. Peter Floud was already
dead, but his brother |ooked nore hopeful when the Prine Mnister
Harold W1l son, named himto a junior mnisterial post in the Labor
CGovernment. M5 were asked to provide himwi th security clearance. W
obj ected and requested permi ssion to interrogate Floud about Jennifer
Hart's allegation. Wlson had, at the time, a standing ban on any
inquiries relating to MPs, but when he read the M5 brief, he gave

cl earance for the interview

Floud's attitude, when | began the interview, was extraordinary. He
treated the matter as of little inportance, and when | pressed himon



Jennifer Hart's story he refused to either confirmor deny that he had
recrui ted her.

"How can | deny it, if | can't renenber anything about it?" he said
repeat edly.

| was tough with him | knew that his w fe, an agoraphobi c depressive,
had recently committed suicide, but Floud was eager to concl ude the
interview, presumably lured by the scent of office. | explained to him
in unnmstakable terns that, since it was ny responsibility to advise on
his security clearance, | could not possibly clear himuntil he gave a
sati sfactory explanation for the Hart story. Still he fell back | anely
on his lack of nenory. The session ended inconclusively, and | asked
for himto attend a further interviewthe followi ng day. | did not nake

any progress with him he nmintaining that he had no recollection of
recruiting Jennifer.

The next norning | got a nessage that Floud had conmitted suicide,
apparently with a gas poker and a bl anket. Not |ong after, Blunt
t el ephoned ne with nore bad news.

"Phoebe's dead," he said.
"Good God, how?" | gasped.
"She threw herself under a tube..."

Three deaths, two of which were suicides, in such a snall group of
people, at a tine when we were actively investigating them seenmed far
nore than bad luck. M5 was terrified that it would be Iinked publicly
with the deaths, and all further work was suspended. Newspapers were
al ready vigorously pursuing the story of Philby's role as the Third
Man, and had di scovered for the first tinme the seniority of his
position in M6. Runors of Blunt's involvenent were al so beginning to
surface in Fleet Street. The entire scandal ous tapestry was i n danger
of unraveling. That still left the problemof Arthur Wnn, who, by

coi nci dence, was al so due for pronotion to the Deputy Secretary's job
at the Board of Trade, which also required security clearance.

"What shall we do?" asked F.J. nervously.

"We should tell himwe'll give himhis clearance, if he tells the truth
about the Ring. O herw se no clearance..."

"But that's blackmail," he said, doing his best to sound shocked.

| saw not hing unfair about my offer, but then, as | told F.J., | was
never destined to be a diplomat or a politician

"Al'l these suicides,"
that sort of Service."

he said, "they'll ruin our imge. W're just not

The Oxford Ring conpleted nmy inquiries into the 1930s conspiracy. By
the end of the 1960s the task was virtually conplete, those invol ved
nearing or well past retirement. W had identified every nenber of the
Ring of Five and a nunmber of others and their controllers. W knew how
the Ring worked at various tines, we knew what their communications



were, whomthey depended on, and where they went for help. W had al so
identified one maj or undi scovered spy, Watson, and another cruci al
source for the Russians during the period 1935-51, Proctor, as well as
an inmportant new Ring at Oxford. Al together we had identified, dead or
alive, nearly forty probable spies. Beyond that we had scrutinized
carefully the records of dozens of people in every sphere of British
public life. Most were given a clean bill of health, but sone were
found to be secret Conmuni sts or associates, and were renoved from
access or quietly encouraged to retire.

O course, there were still |oose ends. Klugman took his secrets with
him Qto was never identified, and the British end of the Rote Kapelle
we never found. But we knew the nost inportant thing of all - we knew
how far the conspiracy extended. We knew our history, and we had no
need to be afraid again. The vetting of a generation had been pai nful
certainly, nmore painful probably than it need have been had the

i nquiries been conducted at the right tine, when the trails were stil
fresh. But we had exorcised the past, and we could at last return to
the present again, not forgetting that there m ght be descendants from
t he people of the 1930s.

- 18 -

One ot her unresol ved question remai ned throughout the 1960s, perhaps
the nost inportant of all - whether or not there was an undi scovered
nol e inside M5. The FLUENCY Working Party's research into the history
of penetration of British Intelligence continued in parallel with the
D3 inquiries. Hollis took little interest in FLUENCY, principally,
because it was not due to report until after his schedul ed retirenent

i n Decenber 1965. He still considered the penetration issue closed
after the neeting to discuss the second Synonds report in October 1964,
and he ordered that none of those officers involved in the Mtchel

case should discuss it even anong thenselves. It was a hopel ess
request. For one thing, Hollis' visit to the USA and Canada in 1963, to
brief the CIA FBlI, and RCW°P that Mtchell mght possibly have been a
spy, caused predictable fury and alarm Shortly after Hollis' visit, |
travel ed to Canada nysel f. The DEW WORM m crophones, which had lain
undi sturbed in the walls of the Soviet Enbassy since 1956, were
suddenly dug out by a team of Russian sweepers. No prelinmnary searches
were made; the Russians knew exactly where the microphones were, and we
heard them take them out before the Iines went dead.

The RCWP wondered if Mtchell had perhaps conproni sed the operation

Ji m Bennett, who by now was head of Counterespi onage in the RCMP, began
to sound ne out. It was inpossible to deflect his interest, and | gave
hima brief resume of the evidence which pointed toward a high-1Ievel
penetration. In fact, | had ny own theory. | was sure the presence of

t he DEW WORM mi cr ophones was bl own to the Russians in 1956, hence their
refusal to use the roonms for anything other than occasional consul ar
busi ness. But they clearly |learned the exact |ocations of the system
only in 1964. This coincided exactly with the Mtchell investigation
whi ch considered in great detail the possibility that FLUENCY m ght
have been betrayed by Mtchell in 1956. Both Mtchell and Hollis also
received the detailed file in 1956, including the details about the way



t he DEW WORM system wor ked. The operation was undoubtedly bl own then
Whether it was Mtchell or Hollis who had done it, the Russians could
not afford to take the m crophones out unless the sweepers found t hem
wi t hout being told exactly where they were. Despite over twenty days of
searching, they failed to do so, even though they knew t he exact area

t hat had been bugged.

F.J. blasted me when he heard that | had tal ked about the penetration
issue in Canada, but | told himthat it was inpossible to avoid

di scussion after Hollis' abortive visit. To ignore the problemonly
made it worse in the eyes of our allies.

In Washi ngton interest was just as acute. | renmenber a house party at
M chael MCaul's, the man who in 1964 became the SLO in Washington in
succession to Harry Stone. Angleton and | detached oursel ves, and he
qui zzed me hard on the state of affairs inside M5.

"What the hell's got into you guys," he kept saying, "Hollis comes out
there with some cock-and-bull story about Mtchell. He doesn't seemto
know the first thing about the case. There's been no interrogation, and
now he says there's nothing init!..."

| tried to talk himthrough the case. Mtchell, | told him was in the
clear, we thought, but | stated that as far as Arthur and | were
concerned, Hollis was our next suspect. | asked himif he had any

i nformation which might help us break open the case. He said he would
see what he could do. It was a difficult time for the CIA Kennedy had
just been assassinated and the Warren Conmi ssion of inquiry was
sitting, and Angl eton had pressing problens of his own.

In 1965, British security seened once again catastrophically bad to
American eyes. In just four years a succession of spy scandal s and

di sasters had engul fed both M5 and M 6. First Houghton was unnmasked,
havi ng betrayed vital parts of NATO s underwat er-detection systens.

Al t hough the Houghton case was a triunph for M5's new count er espi onage
capability, it caused outrage in the U S. Navy, which had long fostered
hostility to its British counterpart. The ennity surfaced at a Nationa
Security Council neeting, soon after the Houghton trial, at which the

U S. Navy had sought a conplete break in the British-Anerican
intelligence and secrets exchange. Jim Angleton and Al Bel mont fromthe
FBI ni pped the Navy ploy in the bud.

"The only difference between us and them" said Belnont dryly, "is they
catch spies, and we don't."

But not hi ng Bel nont said could possibly nitigate the string of

di sasters which followed. Blake was tried and convicted in 1961
casting doubt on virtually every European Cl A operation including the
Berlin Tunnel. Vassall was caught the next year, 1962; once again,

val uabl e NATO Naval secrets had gone East because of a British spy. In
January 1963 Phil by defected, with the British authorities apparently
nmute and inpotent. There were the security inplications of the Profuno
affair in the same year, with its suggestions, taken seriously at the
time in the FBI, that the Russians were obtaining nuclear secrets from
Profunpo via Christine Keeler - Blunt, Long, and Cairncross confessed in
1964, while other cases sinply collapsed humiliatingly in court. The



Kodak case in 1964 was one, but far worse in Anerican eyes was the
Martelli case in early 1965.

The Martelli case had started in 1963 with an allegation by Fedora that
the KGB had a foreign ideol ogical source inside an English nucl ear
research establishnent. He had been operational only in the last one to
two years. Wiile this neant that the defector, CGolitsin, did not know
about him it severely limted the field of |likely candidates. After a
few fal se steps, the investigation closed in on G useppe Martelli, who
had cone to the Cul ham Laboratory in the autumm of 1962 from Eurat om
But Martelli was not cleared for secret atomc naterial. Despite this,
the investigation went ahead. It was possible that, |ike Houghton in

t he Lonsdal e case, when he was at Portland, Martelli got his secrets
froma girlfriend who did have access. Wen it was found that Martell
HAD a girlfriend who had access to secrets it became CERTAINLY possible
that Martelli also had access to secrets that he should not have had.

Further investigation did not produce any evidence that Martelli was
able to acquire secrets. A search of his office at Cul ham produced
rendezvous information froma | ocked drawer in his desk. At this tine
Martelli was away in Europe on holiday. Wien he returned he was picked
up at Southend airport. He was questioned by Special Branch and
identified Karpekov as a Russian he knew. He also had a map in his
possessi on which indicated rendezvous arrangenents. As a result his
house at Abi ngdon was searched and a conceal nent device was found which
contained mniature one-tinme pads a |la Lonsdale. Part of a page of one
pad had apparently been used. A diary was found which had the details
of a grid for transforming letters, and therefore words, into nunbers
for the one-tine pad to be used to enci pher a nessage.

A long neeting was held by Hollis, with Mtchell present, to decide
what to do. The crucial factor was that no evidence had been found that
Martelli had access to secrets or was passing themto a foreign power.
The O ficial Secrets Act (OSA) did have a clause which made it a crine
to prepare to commt espionage. But it would be very difficult to prove
that Martelli was doing this. There was no proof that he had been in

cl andesti ne comuni cation with a foreign power. GCHQ could attest that
the ci pher pads were simlar to those used by spies to comunicate with
their Russian nasters but, unlike in the Lonsdal e case, they could not
prove that Martelli had done so. It is not often realized that it was
the GCHQ testinobny in the Lonsdal e case that ensured the defendants
were convicted. Wthout this evidence Lonsdal e and his associates woul d
have got off either scot-free or with a mnor sentence.

I, as the M5 SIGA NT expert, pointed out to the managenment at the
neeting that the evidence M5 had was not sufficient to prove even the
intention to communi cate secrets to a foreign power. The Legal Branch
of M5 were keen to try to get Martelli on "the act preparatory” clause
of the OSA to establish it as a valid reason to prosecute under the
OSA. To the astoni shnent of the professional counterespi onage officers
present, Hollis and Mtchell pressed for the prosecution of Martelli to
go ahead. The result was that the Attorney-CGeneral did go ahead and M5
suffered t he damage.

Even today | find it very difficult to understand why the Martelli case
went ahead, unless one renenbers the date of the trial - July 2, 1963.
This was at the height of the Mtchell case. It is obvious that at this



juncture it would have suited the Russians and Hollis for the CE side
of M5 to be knocked down.

The other case to be considered here is that of Frank Bossard. Early in
1965 Top Hat, the FBI-CGRU agent, produced photocopies of docunents from
the Mnistry of Supply of the highest security grading in the guided
weapons field, involving high-level secrets of the USA It was
relatively easy to narrow the field of suspects to a few people. The
suspects were put under all kinds of surveillance. It was di scovered

t hat Bossard, one of the suspects, occasionally during his [unch hour
woul d collect a suitcase fromthe Left Luggage O fice at Waterl oo
Station. He would go to a hotel in Bloonsbury and book hinself into a
room under a false nanme. He would stay there al one for about half an
hour. On leaving he would take the suitcase back to the Left Luggage
Ofice and return to work. M5 in due course renpved the case from
Waterloo. In it were found docunent-copyi ng cameras, cassettes of film
and two granmophone records on which there were about eight Russian
songs. The details of the Russian songs were copied. The entire
contents of the case were photographed and restored to the case, which
was then returned to Waterloo. | rang up GCHQ and gave themthe details
of the records. It took GCHQ | ess than an hour to identify five of the
tunes as having been transmitted by a Russian transmitter, found to be
in the Mbscow area by direction-finding. This transmitter was known to
be a GRU Russian Intelligence Service transmtter

We decided to arrest Bossard next time he took his case from Waterl oo
and went to a hotel with it. This took place on March 15, 1965. He was
caught in the act of photographi ng Top Secret docunents. Wen
confronted with the fact that M5 knew all about the tunes on the
records, he admitted that he had been supplying photographs of secret
docunents to the Russians for noney through dead | etter boxes, i.e.
secret caches. He received his noney the sane way. After his initia
recruitnent, he had net a Russian only once in nearly five years. He
said that the individual tunes broadcast indicated which dead letter
box to fill, or not to fill any. M5 had all they wanted for a Section
One prosecution. On May 10, 1965, Bossard was sentenced to twenty-one
years in jail

Since we now know that Top Hat, the source of the infornmation, was a

pl ant, why did the Russians decide to throw away Bossard? To under st and
the case, it is necessary to go into various aspects. First, the

Russi ans had succeeded in damagi ng M5 t hrough Fedora and the Martell
case in 1963. This had resulted in increased suspicion, particularly in
M5, that Fedora was a plant. In 1964 Top Hat had given M5 a story
about technical eavesdropping coverage of the British Prine Mnister's
of fice, which, unless the Russians had a nuch nore sophisticated system
than we knew of in the West, was very unlikely. Al efforts to find
such a systemin use had failed. This had led the British to consider
that the story was phony, and both M5 and the FBI had begun to
guestion Top Hat's bona fides.

Top Hat's production of photographs of British docunents of the highest
classifications not only made it very difficult to believe that he was
a plant (people ask the question: Wuld the Russians throw away such a
source?); it would also result in the Americans once again becomni ng

very suspicious of British security and in an outcry in the USA to cut



Britain off fromtheir secrets. Nowif one had to choose a spy to risk,
Bossard was ideal. He had practically no physical contact with

Russi ans. H's Mdscow radi o control was via innocent tunes. If it had
not been for GCHQ s detailed traffic analysis, we would have been
unaware of the significance of the records and we woul d not have been
able to prove comunication between the Russian Intelligence Service

and Bossard. He woul d have been prosecuted only on the illegal copying
of classified docunents, a technical crime with relatively small
penalties. Once again the professional and technical skill of GCHQ and

M 5 had caught the Russians out. This success had two nmajor effects. It
enabl ed the Anerican Intelligence Services to protect British interests
in the Arerican Governnment and it increased and did not dimnish the
doubt s about Top Hat.

But the fundanental question has to be asked. Wiy did the Russians
consi der that they had to boost the bona fides of Top Hat? He had been
operational since the end of 1962 and without a source at high level in
either M5, the FBI, or the CIA there would have been nothing to alert
t he Russians that he was a suspect. At the end of 1964, M5 had becone
very suspicious. Only Sullivan, the head of Donestic Intelligence in
the FBI, had any fears of Top Hat's bona fides and he, Sullivan, was
certainly not a Russian spy. In the CIA only Angl eton and one or two

cl ose associates were suspicious. But the few people in M5 who knew
about Top Hat did not believe he was genuine. Hollis knew that these
peopl e had grave doubts about Top Hat.

There were other strains, too, on the alliance. There was deep-seated
hostility in the Anerican intelligence community to the accession to
power of Harold WIson and the Labor Government in 1964. Partly this
was due to anti-Labor bias, partly to the Labor Governnment's conmit nment
to abandon Polaris - a pledge they soon reneged on

Hangi ng over everything fromlate 1963 onward, when Hollis made his
trip to Washington, was the Mtchell case, and the fear that M5 itself
was deeply and currently penetrated at or near the sunmt, with the
Secret Service apparently incapable of westling with the problem The
sacki ng of Arthur Martin only conpounded American suspicions. They knew
he was commtted to hunting down Stalin's Englishnmen wherever they were
hi di ng, and to American eyes it seened as if a public-school cabal had
seen him of f

In md-1965 matters canme to a head. President Johnson conmi ssioned a
review of British security fromthe President's Foreign Intelligence
Advi sory Board (PFIAB), a commttee of retired intelligence notables,
bankers, industrialists, and politicians, fornmed to advise the
President on inprovenents in national security. Two nen were given the
task of conducting this Top Secret review - CGordon Gay, a fornmer
Secretary of Defense under President Ei senhower, and Governor of North
Carolina, and the, Secretary the PFI AB, Cerald Coyne, a forner senior
FBI officer who ran PFIAB for fifteen years.

Gray and Coyne cane to London secretly in the sumer of 1965 and began
reviewi ng the Angl o-Anerican intelligence relationship, and in
particul ar the effectiveness of M5. The work was delicate in the
extreme. No one in British Intelligence was to be told that the review
was even taking place. In any other country the review woul d be known
by a cruder nane - espionage. Mst of Gray and Coyne's naterial was



supplied by Cleveland Cram the CIA officer in charge of liaison in
London with M5. Cramwas a brilliant and | evel headed Cl A of ficer who
had served in London for many years, and knew t he weaknesses of M5
only too well. Cram brought Gray and Coyne into Leconfield House and

M 6 headquarters on a nunber of occasions, introducing themnerely as
coll eagues. At this tine CIA officers of Cramis stature had open access
to all British Intelligence establishnents, and the subterfuge was easy
to performon us.

| first heard about the Gray and Coyne review when | visited Washi ngton
in 1965. Angleton briefed ne on the contents of the finished report. |
was thunderstruck - Gray and Coyne had produced a devastating critique
of M5. They cited the inadequate size of British Counterespi onage, and
said that many individually talented officers were betrayed by poor
organi zation and | ack of resources. The report was especially critica
of the quality of |eadership inside M5, particularly that provided by
Hol lis and Cunming, then the head of Counterespionage. G ay and Coyne
concluded that Hollis had evidently | ost the confidence of his senior
of ficers (which was true) as well as that of his peers in Witehall

whi ch was al so true.

Angl eton was thrilled by the report, and told me that it would formthe
basis of a new relationship between British and Anerican
counterintelligence. He told ne that the ClIA intended naking a direct
approach to Harold Wlson, along with the Anerican Anbassador in
London, David Bruce, to brief himon the findings.

"Everything' Il change now," he said, "we're going to have a beefed-up
Cl A London station, and half those officers are going to work directly
inside M5. W'll have access to everything, and hel p you where we
can."

Once | had heard about the Gray-Coyne report, | was in an invidious
position. Angleton had briefed ne in confidence, but | was duty-bound
to report the existence of such a docunment, and the planned approach to
Wl son. Angleton's anbitions were obvious: he wanted the CIA to swal | ow
M5 up whole, and use it as an Agency outstation. | returned to London
and told Hollis and F.J. everything I knew. It was one of the few
occasi ons when Hollis showed any visible sign of shock. He ordered a
check of records, and within a few hours got confirmtion that Gay and
Coyne had indeed visited virtually every British Intelligence

est abl i shnent wi thout ever declaring their true purpose.

Later that afternoon | saw both nen sweep out to a waiting car at the
front of Leconfield House.

"Thank you for your help, Peter," said F.J. grimy. "Never can trust
the bl oody Americans to play it by the rules!”™ | thought this was a
touch sanctinmoni ous, but | judged it better to keep clear of the flak
which was rapidly building. F.J. and Hollis were off to see the Foreign
Secretary to protest at this blatant abuse of the UKUSA agreenent, and
there was no telling where the row night end.

Poor C eve Cram was haul ed over the coals. He opposed the approach to
W1 son, yet Helnms and Angl eton insisted he begin soundi ng out CGeorge
Wgg, Wlson's security adviser. But Hollis was in no mood for excuses.
He had been huniliated in front of the entire intelligence



establ i shnent in London and Washi ngton, and Cram was threatened with
expul sion if there were any further transgressions. | saw Crama few
days | ater skul king around the fifth floor of Leconfield House. He

| ooked a little sheepish.

"You nearly got me PNG d," he said, smling ruefully. He knew the Cl A
had been trying it on, and had been caught fair and square. The G ay-
Coyne report was a terrible indictnent of Hollis' tenure as Director-
CGeneral of M5, and he knew it. But the Anericans, typically, had
handl ed the affair with all the finesse of a bull in a china shop. The
essence of their plan was well-neant - to provide the resources and
manpower which M5 |acked. O course they had other notives. They
wanted M5 as a supplicant client, rather than as a well-di sposed but

i ndependent ally.

| mproverents did flow fromthe report. For the first tine M5
managenment conceded the need to drastically expand D Branch, and the
ol d col oni al appendages, |ike E Branch, wi thered on the vine.
Henceforth D Branch had first call on all resources. It was inevitable
t hat new nanagenent woul d be sought for the revanped D Branch

Al ec MacDonal d, a forner col onial policeman, was brought in, and
Mal col m Cunmi ng, realizing that he would never becone Deputy DG opted
for early retirenent.

The other inportant initiative which flowed fromthe report was the
recogni tion which foll owed that a mechani smwas needed to secure closer
cooperati on between Western counterintelligence services. GCHQ and NSA
had a formal exchange under the terns of the UKUSA agreenent. M6 and
the ClI A regul arly exchanged foreign intelligence assessnents via the
Joint Intelligence Committee in London and the National Security
Council in Washington. But counterintelligence was still basically ad
hoc. Angleton and | had often discussed the value of creating a forum
for the regular free exchange of counterintelligence. So nuch
counterintelligence, particularly when it flowed from defectors, ranged
across national borders, and access to each country's files was
essential if the best progress was to be nade. But Angleton was an
autocratic man; he wanted to use the Gray-Coyne report to force a one-
way flow. But finally he becane converted to the virtues of a genuinely
mutual forum and, at his urging, a conference of senior counter-
intelligence officers fromthe USA, Britain, Australia, Canada, and New
Zeal and was organi zed to take place roughly every ei ghteen nonths. The
conferences were called CAZAB, and the first was held in Ml bourne,
Australia, in November 1967.

The Gray-Coyne report was not the only epitaph to Hollis' career. As he
approached retirenent, the shape of the FLUENCY concl usi ons becane
clear. The Wrking Party consisted of Terence Lecky and Geoffrey Hinton
fromM®6 Counterintelligence, as well as Arthur Martin when he was
transferred over in md-1965. The M5 contingent was Patrick Stewart,
Anne O r-Ew ng, and Evelyn McBarnet fromD3, with me in the chair. The
papers were circulated direct to the Director D, Al ec MacDonal d, and
the head of Counterintelligence, Christopher Phillpotts. W nmet every
Thursday in nmy office or a fifth-floor conference roomat Leconfield
House.



The nobod was tense to begin with, each nmenber aware of the awesone
significance of the task at hand - to reviewin detail every single

al | egati on which had ever been nade about the penetration of British
Intelligence. The first decision FLUENCY nade was to change the
approach to penetration which Arthur and | had adopted in the Mtchel
case. In 1963, when we presented the case for penetration to Dick
VWite, we relied heavily on analysis of the oddities and discrepancies
in technical and doubl e-agent cases, known in the jargon as

"mani festations." FLUENCY decided to dispense with all manifestations.
They were felt to be an overlay of specific allegations of penetration
whi ch had been made by defectors. These were the primary evidence, and
we concentrated solely on them

The first task was to collate the allegations. This was relatively
strai ghtforward, as nmuch of the work had al ready been done during the
Mtchell inquiry, and continued at mnmy instigation as part of D3's
overal | program of research

After six months' work we had conpiled a large file, which contained

the full list of allegations - over two hundred in all, sone dating
back to Wrld War |I. The allegations were then apportioned to various
of ficers around the table. Those that cane from Polish sources, |ike

Col eni ewski, were given to Terence Lecky. Evelyn McBarnet handl ed the
old M5 allegations, Patrick Stewart took the Golitsin material, and
| ooked at Krivitsky, Vol kov, and VENONA

Once the allegations were gathered we set about assessing them W
exam ned each allegation carefully, and nmade a decision about its
validity - that is to say, whether we believed it to be true. In some
cases, for instance, a defector mght have said a spy existed in M5 or
M 6, but we were able to satisfy ourselves that they were m staken
VWere we satisfied ourselves that an allegation was true, it was
ternmed, in counterintelligence jargon, "a true bill." Then we checked
whet her each allegation had ever been attributed to a known spy, such
as Phil by, Burgess, or Blunt, and if it had, the attribution was
reexamned to see if it was still valid in view of any intelligence
whi ch m ght subsequently have conme to light.

Assessing al |l egati ons depended on the quality of our records, and we
faced a major problemwith M6 archives. They were in a ness. Each of

t he Geographi cal Divisions and the Counterintelligence Departnent kept
their own records. M6 were producers of intelligence, not collaters of
it, and little thought had been given to an effective systemof record-
keepi ng. Indeed, this was a principal reason why so nany allegations
were sinmply left unresol ved, and one of the by-products of the FLUENCY
inquiries was a general recognition of the need to i nprove the M6
Registry. In 1967 Arthur finally left Counterintelligence to take over
the M6 Registry, where he nade one last mjor contribution to British
Intelligence by totally overhauling the system

After thorough review, each of the two hundred all egati ons was placed
in one of six categories:

a. the allegation was a true bill, and was definitely attributable to
a known spy;



b. the allegation was a true bill, and was al nost certainly
attributable to a known spy;

C. the allegation was a true bill, but it was not possible to
attribute it to a known spy;

d. it was not possible to ascertain whether the allegation was or was
not a true bill, because there was insufficient information;

e. the all egation was doubt ed;

f. the allegation was not a true bill, i.e. rubbish

As Hollis approached retirenment, FLUENCY began to uncover an entirely
new picture of the history of the penetration of British Intelligence.
Many al | egati ons whi ch previously had been attributed to known spies
i ke Philby or Blunt were found on detailed inspection to have been
wrongly attributed. Twenty-eight of the two hundred allegations we
exam ned were in the all-inportant C category - they were true bills,
but they pointed to as yet undi scovered spi es.

O those twenty-eight, there were ten really inportant allegations, al
of which related to M5:

1. Vol kov's "Acting Head," dated Septenber 1945;

2. Gouzenko's "Elli," also dated Septenber 1945;

3. Skri pkin's betrayal, dated 1946 (information cane from Rastvorov
in 1954);

4. Gol eni ewski's "middling grade agent," dating fromthe nid-1950s;
5. Golitsin's informati on about the Skripkin investigation, also

dat ed 1946;

6. Golitsin's informati on about the special safe in KGB headquarters
to house naterial fromBritish Intelligence;

7. Golitsin's information about the index to files in KGB
headquarters containing material fromBritish Intelligence;

8. Golitsin's information about

the "Techni cs" Document;

9. Golitsin's informati on about the special arrangenents for

protecting the Soviet colony in London; and
10. Golitsin's informati on about the betrayal of Crabbe's diving
nm ssi on.

Each of the Golitsin allegations dates from 1962-63

The really startling thing about this list was the way it followed a

cl ear chronol ogical pattern from 1942 to 1963. The Golitsin materi al

al t hough nore recent, was not specific enough to point in the direction
of any one officer, beyond the fact that it had clearly to be a high-

| evel penetration to account for the allegations. But the first three
serials, even though dated, transformed the FLUENCY work, and pointed
in Hollis' direction for the first tine.



Konstantin Vol kov's list was the first serial which we investigated.
This was already the subject of intensive D3 inquiries to trace the
second of the two Foreign Office spies nmentioned in the list. | decided
to have the entire docunent retranslated by CGeof frey Sudbury, the GCHQ
of ficer who ran the VENONA program Sudbury was a fluent Russian
speaker, but nmost inportant of all, fromthe VENONA program he was
famliar with the kind of Russian Intelligence Service jargon in use at
the tinme Vol kov attenpted to defect, whereas the British Enbassy
official in Turkey who nade the original translation was not.

One entry in Volkov's list puzzled ne in particular. In the origina
translation it referred to his know edge of files and docunents
concerning very inportant Soviet agents in inportant establishnents in
London. "Judgi ng by their cryptonyns, there are seven such agents, five
in British Intelligence and two in the Foreign Ofice. | know, for

i nstance, that one of these agents is fulfilling the duties of head of
a department of British Counterintelligence.”

When the case against Philby was first conpiled in 1951, M5 assuned
that the last spy referred to by Vol kov was Phil by, who in 1945 was

i ndeed fulfilling the duties of head of a departnment of M 6-
Counterintelligence, responsible for Soviet counterintelligence. But I
knew enough Russian from VENONA nyself to see that there were two words
in the Russian which did not appear in the original translation - the
word OTDEL, which neans "section," which was closely foll owed by the
wor d UPRAVALENI E, neaning "directorate"” or "senior division." In any
case, there was no irresistible reason why this particular entry by
Vol kov had to be Philby. There were five spies in British Intelligence
inall, and any of those could just as easily have been Phil by.

A few days after | gave Sudbury the Vol kov |ist he rang me up
excitedly, alnmost forgetting for a moment to switch over to his
scranbl er.

"The translation's wong," he said, "it's all NKVD idiom The man who
wote it was obviously quite senior. He's witten it very carefully,
with pride in his professional skill and know edge. The real
translation should read. 'I know, for instance, that one of these
agents is fulfilling the duties of head of a section of the British
Counterintelligence Directorate.’

"Actually, | rather think this man's position is tenporary. He's
"fulfilling the duties,' rather than in the job itself, which suggests
to ne he's the acting head, or sonething very like it..."

"I"'msorry," | replied cautiously.

"But don't you see," shrieked Geoffrey through the el ectronic haze,
"the British Counterintelligence Directorate is M5, it's not M6!"

The nmeaning was crystal clear. |If Sudbury was right, this was not

Phil by, and it could not be Blunt either, since he was never acting
head of anything. Only one nman had been acting head of a section of the
British Counterintelligence Directorate in 1944-45. H s nanme was Roger
Hol lis.



The second all egation was |gor Gouzenko's M5 spy "Elli," which | had
first seen in Anne Last's notebook during the Mtchell investigation
FLUENCY reexani ned the case of Elli in great detail. The extraordinary
t hi ng about Gouzenko's Elli was the fact that it came in Septenber 1945
in exactly the same period that Vol kov nade his "Acting Head"

al l egation, and also on the sane date that we nade the crucial break
into the VENONA traffic.

The essence of Gouzenko's story was sinple. He said he knew there was a
spy in "five of M." He had learned this froma friend, Luibinov, who
had worked al ongside himin the main GRU ci pher roomin Mdscow in 1942,

Elli's comunications were handl ed through dead |l etter boxes, one of
which was a crack in a tonbstone. There was sonethi ng Russi an about
Elli, said Gouzenko, either in his background, or because he had
visited Russia, or could speak the | anguage. Elli was an inportant spy

because he could renbve fromM5 the files which dealt with Russians in
London.

Lui bi nov showed himparts of the telegrans fromthe spy, whose code

nane was Elli. Gouzenko said that when Elli's telegrans cane in, there
was al ways a woman present in the ci pher roomwho read the decrypts
first and, if necessary, took themstraight to Stalin. | invited |smai

Akhmedov, a senior GRU of ficer who defected to the West at the end of
the war, to Britain, and asked hi mwho this woman could be. He said her
nane was Vera, and she controlled all GRUillegals in the Wst and

wor ked directly under him although security procedures were such that
she never disclosed the identities of her agents to him Al exander
Foote, who worked for the GCRU as an illegal in Switzerland during the
war before defecting in the |ate 1940s, also described Vera (in his
book HANDBOOK FOR SPIES) as the woman who was in charge of himwhen he
visited Moscow for training in 1945.

The first problemw th Gouzenko's story was that over the years since
he had first told it in 1945, he varied the details. "Five of M"
becamre M 5. The distinction was vital. Theoretically, "five of M"
could be taken as referring to Section V of M. And, of course, in 1942
Phi | by was working in Section V of M6. The other problemw th Gouzenko
was that by the nid-1960s he was an irretrievable alcoholic. H's nenory
was at best unreliable for events which occurred nore than twenty years
before. | sent a request to the Canadi an RCMP for permission to

i ntervi ew Gouzenko once nore, but we were told that Gouzenko had been
causi ng problens for the Canadian authorities through his al coholism
and badgering for noney. They feared that further contact with him
woul d exacerbate the problens, and that there was a high risk Gouzenko
m ght seek to publicize the purpose of our interview with him

| asked the RCMP if they had the original notes of the debriefing of
Gouzenko, since they were the best evidence for what precisely he had
said about ElIli in the first days after defecting. The RCMP officer who
had | ooked after Gouzenko was |ong since dead and his notes had not
been filed but al nost certainly destroyed.

The evidence in British Intelligence files only conplicated the
validity of Gouzenko's story still further. \Wen Gouzenko defected, an
M6 officer, Peter Dwyer, traveled up to Canada from WAshington to
attend his debriefing. Dwer sent back daily telegranms to M6
headquarters in London outlining Gouzenko's infornmation. Dwer's cabl es



were handl ed by the head of Soviet Counterintelligence in M6, Kim

Phil by. Philby, in the follow ng week, was to have to face the pressing
probl em of Vol kov' s al nost sinmul taneous approach to the British in
Turkey. By good luck he asked that his opposite nunber in M5, Roger

Hol lis, should go to Canada to see Gouzenko instead of him Was this
coi nci dence, we wondered, or an arrangenment nade in the know edge that
Hollis was a fell ow spy and could be trusted to nuddy the waters in the
Gouzenko case? W have it from VENONA, however, that the KGB was
unaware of the existence of a GRU spy in M5 when Hollis traveled to
Canada and intervi ewed Gouzenko. The nost specific and inportant

mat eri al Gouzenko possessed related to possible spies in the atomc
weapons devel opment program and Hollis' report dwelt on this aspect at
l ength. The spy Elli in "five of M" was alnost a footnote. Hollis

j udged Gouzenko to be confused about the structure of British
Intelligence. Gouzenko was wrong, and the natter was buried. This was a
nm st aken j udgnent.

Neverthel ess, the lead registered in the mnd of Guy Liddell, then head
of Counterespionage. In his diaries he specul ated about the possible
identity of Elli. Oddly, | learned of this only after Liddell's old
secretary brought the diaries to me, asking that | preserve them as
Hol lis had ordered that they be destroyed. Once again | paused for

t hought. Was this chance, or did Hollis have sonme ot her reason for
suppressing Liddell's diaries?

In 1965 we nanaged to break a new nessage out of the VENONA, which
transformed the FLUENCY assessnent as to whether Gouzenko's Elli was a
true bill. The one week of VENONA traffic which we had broken into
began on Septenber 15, 1945, with a nessage to Krotov discussing, with
no sense of panic, the precautions he should take to protect val uable
ARGENTURA in the light of problenms faced by the "neighbors" in Canada.
This was clearly a reference to Gouzenko's defection, which had taken
pl ace i n Canada the previ ous week. The "nei ghbors,"” we already knew,
was the K@ jargon for the GRU, for whom Gouzenko worked. The KGB had
no reason to fear that any of its agents in Britain had been

conprom sed by Gouzenko. The GRU knew no KGB secrets and, in any case,
Phil by was there to nonitor any unforeseen devel opnments on a daily
basi s.

However, by the end of the week's traffic, Septenber 22, the tone of
the nmessages is markedly different. The rel axed tone di sappears. Krotov
is given elaborate and detailed instructions on howto proceed with his
agents. "Brush contact only" is to be enployed, and neetings are to be
reduced to the absolute mninum if possible only once a nonth.

The question we needed to answer was: Why had Moscow Center suddenly
becone so worried about the inplications of Gouzenko's testinony?
Gouzenko had actually defected on Septenmber 5, two weeks previously,
and al nost inmediately the GRU woul d be maki ng provi sional damage
assessments and the requisite precautionary arrangenents for any assets
t hey feared Gouzenko m ght have betrayed. By Septenber 12 details of
what Gouzenko was saying to his debriefers in Canada was flowi ng from
Peter Dwyer back to KimPhilby in M6 headquarters in London. Yet it is
not until a week later that the KGB becane suddenly worri ed.

The answer lay in the M6 files for the relevant period. On Septenber
18-19 a tel egramreached Philby's desk which first detail ed Gouzenko's



description of the spy code-naned Elli. This was the first tinme Phil by
woul d have been aware of any reference to the spy in "five of M." The
actual copy of the telegram when we examined it in the 1960s, was
folded into four, with grimy edges, as if it had been placed in an

i nsi de pocket, and was initialed off HARP (Philby's initials) two days
after he received it. Cearly he had renoved the tel egram during those
two days and shown it to his Russian controller in London. No ot her
telegramin the file dealing with Gouzenko had been treated in this
manner. This was obviously the tel egram whi ch had caused such worry at
the tail-end of the week's VENONA

| asked GCHQ to conduct a search of all KGB traffic flow ng from London
to Moscow. We could read none of this traffic. The only matches in the
VENONA we had were com ng the other way, from Moscow into the K@ in
London. Sudbury told nme that the only noticeable thing GCHQ coul d
detect in the traffic was a nessage sent on Septenber 19-20, which they
could tell was a nessage of the highest priority because it overrode

all others on the sane channel. The significance was obvious - it was
sent the day after Philby had received the M6 tel egram contai ni ng
Gouzenko's description of the spy Elli in "five of M." Indeed, when

GCHQ conducted a group-count analysis of the nmessage, they were able to
conclude that it corresponded to the same length as a verbati mcopy of
the M6 tel egram from Canada whi ch Phil by renoved fromthe files.

Once we realized London had sent a high-priority nessage to Mdscow, we
searched for the reply. There was only one high-priority nessage in the
line going the other way, from Mbscow to London. So far we had never
been able to read this particular nessage properly. It was dated at the
very end of the week's traffic, but because it was flashed high
priority, it was received in London somewhat earlier than other
nmessages which we read. In late 1965 Sudbury and | made a determ ned
attack on this nessage; using as collateral the guess that it was a
reply to a nessage containing the infornmation in Philby's tel egram
Eventual |y we succeeded in breaking it out. It read: "Consent has been
obtained fromthe Chiefs to consult with the nei ghbors about Stanley's
material about their affairs in Canada. Stanley's data is correct."

| remenber sitting in Sudbury's office puzzling over this translation
It made no sense. | wondered at first if we had nade a m stake, but
Sudbury checked the transl ati on agai nst the other side of the VENONA
and the trade traffic read off perfectly. There was no mi stake. Phil by,
by the time this message was sent, had been a top-class K& agent and
head of Counterespionage in M6 for the best part of ten years, yet it
appeared as if they doubted his intelligence. Wiy did it need checki ng?
VWhat was it about Stanley's data which had thrown the K@ into such
conf usi on?

Only one expl anation could account for all these oddities. The KGB nust
have been ignorant of the spy in "five of M" controlled by the GRU
Thus, when Philby relayed to them news of this spy, and the threat to
hi m by Gouzenko, the KGB had to obtain permission fromthe "Chiefs,"
the Politburo, to consult with the "neighbors,"” the GRU, to ask if they
di d i ndeed have such an asset in London. Having received assurance from
the GRU that they did have such a spy, the KGB realized that the heat
was likely to cone on in London, so they sent back the nessage
confirmng Stanley's data, and followed it up with urgent orders to

i ncrease security.



But who was Elli, and where did he work? He was obviously not Blunt or
Phi |l by, since we knew that they were never controlled at any tinme by
the GRU. | asked every Russian defector in the West what the phrase
"five of M" signified. Al assured me it neant M5, not Section V of
M 6 or anything el se. Woever Elli was, he nmust have had access to
files on Russians, which placed himindisputably in F Branch, where
this material was handl ed. The senior officer in F Branch was Roger
Hollis, the very same suspect defined by Vol kov's "Acting Head"

al | egati on.

FLUENCY spent years trying to unravel the riddle that lay in the three
connected threads of Vol kov's "Acting Head"; Gouzenko's "Elli"; and the
VENONA with its eight cryptonyms, each of which came together in that
one week in Septenber 1945. Was it Mtchell or Hollis? Both or neither?
The resenbl ances between these strands was uncanny. The "Acting Head"
and Elli both pointed to the sane two nmen, but the first allegation was
KGB and the second GRU. The VENONA had ei ght spies; Vol kov's list

tal ked of seven in London, two in the Foreign Ofice, and five in
British Intelligence. Macl ean had been in Washington for a year, so he
could not be one of the Foreign Ofice spies. Burgess probably was one
of these. He was working in the Foreign Ofice Press Departnent at the
rel evant tinme. The best bet for the other seened to be Krivitsky's
"Eton and Oxford" Foreign Ofice spy, whom Philby used to decoy M5
away from Macl ean as the net closed on himin 1951

But what of the five spies in British Intelligence? One was Phil by,
anot her was Blunt, and a third Cairncross. Long mght theoretically
have been a fourth Vol kov spy, but he was not in London at this tine
and he could not possibly be one of the eight VENONA cryptonyns, since
he was in Germany in Septenber 1945. That still left one Vol kov spy,
the "Acting Head," unaccounted for, as well as four VENONA cryptonynmns,
of which presumably the "Acting Head" was one, and Vol kov's second
Foreign Ofice spy another. As for Elli, there was no trace of him
anywher e.

The third FLUENCY al |l egati on was the Skripkin case. This was given to
us by Yuri Rastvorov, a second secretary at the Russian Enbassy in
Tokyo, who was in fact a Lieutenant-Colonel in the K@. British Naval
Intelligence nade contact with Rastvorov in autum 1953, and began
negoti ations for his defection. Rastvorov eventually agreed to cone,
provided only that he was taken straight to a British colony, such as
Australia(!), rather than back to Britain. He said his reluctance to
cone back to Britain was because he knew that British Intelligence was
penetrated, although he did not elaborate further.

The Naval Intelligence Departnment (NID) arranged to fly the KG nman by
RAF Transport Command pl ane from Tokyo to Singapore, where they

i ntended to hand himover to the joint M5-M6 establishnment SIFE
(Security Intelligence Far East). Rastvorov was not told of these

pl ans, but unfortunately, as the aircraft taxied to the end of the
runway, a snowstormhit Tokyo and the plane was unable to take off.
While waiting for the stormto abate, the chatter of the crew reveal ed
to Rastvorov that the plane was going to Singapore rather than
Australia. He panicked and fled the aircraft, went imediately to the
Ameri can Enbassy, and defected to them i nstead.



Sonetinme later the ClA reported that Rastvorov had given further
details of his reasons for believing British Intelligence was
penetrated. He said that a friend of his, a Lieutenant Skripkin, had
approached the British in the Far East in 1946, and offered to defect.
Skri pki n made arrangenents to return to Moscow, fetch his wife, and
then defect on his next visit out of the country. However, back in
Moscow, Skripkin was sonehow detected by the KG. He was approached by
two KGB of ficers who pretended to be M6 officers. He gave hinself
away, was tried and shot.

When we | ooked Skripkin up in the Registry we found that he did i ndeed
have a file. It contained copies of two reports fromBritish Naval
Intelligence in the Far East dealing with plans for Skripkin's
defection, one dated May 1946, and the other July 1946. They had been
stapl ed together and sent fromSIFE for M5's information, arriving in
London during the first half of August. The file was dealt with by
Roger Hollis, the Assistant Director of F Branch, and a junior officer
Hollis instructed the junior officer to nake a file and place it in the
Regi stry, where it lay until Rastvorov told his story in 1954. \Wen the
file was retrieved it was autonatically attributed to Philby by M5.

VWhen FLUENCY reexam ned the case several new facts came to |ight.
Firstly, when CGolitsin defected in 1961, he asked us what we knew about
the Skripkin case. He said that he had worked on the case in 1946, when
he was a junior officer in the Counterintelligence Branch of the First
Chief Directorate. He remenbered that the report came to himfrom
London, and definitely not fromthe Far East, at the end of 1946, when
the snow was on the ground in Moscow. Wthout pronpting, CGolitsin told
the story of how the two KG nen tricked Skripkin by posing as M6
officers. Golitsin was al so asked to describe the two docunents he had
seen. CGolitsin was astonishingly accurate. The first, he said, was an
account of Skripkin's sounding out, and an assessnent of his worth. The
second was a resune of his future plans, including an address in Mdscow
where he could be contacted. Golitsin also said he was certain the
papers had been stapled together at the tinme the agent had phot ographed
t hem

The second new fact FLUENCY had was that Phil by, when questioned by

Ni cholas Elliott in Beirut, was asked if he had betrayed Skri pkin
Phi | by vehemently deni ed havi ng done so, not having known about the
case even when given nore details of it. This was nost odd, because we
assuned it would be in Philby's interest to claimcredit for the case.
Per haps Philby was telling the truth on this occasion

| arranged for a conplete search of the entire distribution of both
Skripkin reports, to see if it could shed any further |ight on the
case. The results were extrenely revealing. The May report went to
Naval Intelligence (Hong Kong), SIFE at Singapore, and the Naval
Intelligence Departnent in London. They placed the report in a Naval
docket and circulated it within NID, and passed a copy routinely to the
Naval Section of R Division at M6. They, in turn, passed it to Section
V, who filed it. Extensive searches in the M6 records showed that
Phi | by was never on the distribution |ist.

The July docurent followed the same distribution trail, except at SIFE
in Singapore. It was at this point that they decided to staple together
both reports, and send themroutinely to M5, where they arrived on



August 8. This was the first occasion M5 knew anyt hi ng about the
affair, and it was also the only place where both reports were stapl ed
together, a fact which chimed perfectly with Golitsin's recollection
Whoever betrayed Skripkin nust have been inside M5, not M6. That
ruled out Philby, and Blunt had already left M5 the previous year
Once again the finger pointed toward Roger Hollis, the F Branch

Assi stant Director who handled the Skripkin file.

Once the shape of the FLUENCY al |l egati ons becane clear | began the nopst
dangerous task | ever undertook. Wthout authorization | began to make

ny own "freelance" inquiries into Hollis' background. | had to be
cautious, since | knew that the slightest |eak back would inevitably
lead to the sack. | traveled down to Oxford, and visited the Bodleian

Li brary. There | discovered in the university records that Hollis,

al t hough he went up to Oxford in the 1920s, never took a degree. He
left inexplicably after five terms. It seened an odd thing for so
conventional a man to do. | visited Hollis' old college, Wrcester, and
searched the records there to find out who had lived on the sane
staircase. In his fourth termHollis noved to digs in Wellington
Square, and | checked through the Oxford Cal endars, which list the
addresses of every student resident at Oxford, to find those students
wi th whom he shared a house. | even tried the records of the University
Gol fing Society in the hope that sonewhere there would be a clue to the
enignma of Hollis' personality.

Working without Hollis' record of service, | was forced to work blind.
| knew fromtalking to Hollis that he had visited China, so | ran a
trace through the Passport O fice for the dates of his arrivals and
departures fromBritain. | nade discreet inquiries at the Standard
Chartered Bank, where Hollis worked before | eaving for China, but apart
froman old forwarding address at a bank in Peking, they had no
records.

I wanted to find some evidence of a secret life, a careless friend, a
sign of overt political activity. Every nan is defined by his friends,
and | began to draw up a picture of those to whom Hollis was close in
those vital years in the late 1920s and 1930s. Two men in particul ar
were of interest at Oxford - C aud Cockburn and Maurice Richardson

Both were left-wing: in Cockburn's case, when | ran a check on his file
| noticed that Hollis had retained the file throughout the war, and
never declared his friendship on the file as the Service custons
demand. Did he, | wondered, have a reason to hide his relationship with
Cockburn, a man with extensive Com ntern contacts?

Qut in China there was a simlar pattern. China was a hotbed of
political activity in the 1930s, and was an active recruiting ground
for the Comintern. Hugh Wnterborn told nme that an old retired col one
he had known in Japan knew Hollis while in China, having shared a fl at
with himfor a year, and he made an appointnment for ne to visit him
Tony Stables was a brusque, old-fashioned mlitary officer, and he
remenbered Hollis well. He said he never knew his political opinions,
but al ways assuned they were | eft-w ng because he m xed with people
i ke Agnes Smedl ey, a left-wing journalist and Comi ntern talent
spotter, as well as another man called Arthur BEwert, whom Stabl es
described as an international socialist.



The ot her person who was visited (by Arthur Martin) was Jane Sissnore.
Jane Sissnore was responsible for bringing Hollis into M5 before the
war. She eventually transferred fromM5 to M6, married an M6

of ficer, and becane Jane Archer. She was a fornidable, intellectua
worman who ran the old M6 Comuni st Affairs research section. | often
used to see her on D3 inquiries. She was always hel pful, and told ne
the inquiries should have been enbarked on years before. One afternoon
| broached the subject of Mtchell and Hollis, who had both worked
closely with her during the war. Jane was a wily old bird, and knew
exactly why | was tapping her.

"Coul d either be a spy, would you say?" | asked her

"They were both untrustworthy," she told me, "but if | had to choose
the nore likely candidate | would pick Roger."

In Novermber 1965 Hollis buzzed down to ne and asked ne to cone up to
his office. It was unlike himto be so informal. | had never before
visited his office w thout being summoned by his secretary. He greeted
me warnm y by the door.

""Cone over and sit down," he said, smling broadly.

He brushed i magi nary dust off the sofa, and sat opposite ne in the easy
chair. That, too, was odd. Hollis usually sat in a straight-backed
chair. Hollis was anxious to put the neeting on an informal footing. He
made rather clunsy small talk about his inmmnent retirenent.

"Difficult tinme," he said, "the pension's not nuch, and every bit
counts..."

"What are your plans?"

"Ch, down to the country |I think. | have a little place down there. Get
right away fromit all. A bit of golf, a few walks... that kind of
t hing. "

He | aughed in a gurgling sort of way.

"Funny to think my picture will be up there in a few weeks' tine," he
said, looking up at the portraits which stared down at him They were
all such different-looking nen: Kell's stiff mlitary bearing; Petrie's
det ached pose; Sillitoe, the hunch-shoul dered policeman; and Dick, wth
his easy charm and soft chari sma.

Hollis turned to face me, hunching forward, with his hands on his
knees. He was smiling again, like a Cheshire cat.

"Peter, there was just one thing | wanted to ask you before | go. |
wanted to know why you think I'ma spy."

| had to think very fast. If | told hima |lie and he knew | had, | was
out that day. So | told himthe truth.

Hollis made it sound so natural. Ever since he and | discussed Tisler
nearly ten years before, we had been building for this confrontation
But now that it was out in the open, lying on the table between us like



an i nani mate object, words seened so inadequate in the face of all the
secretly nursed suspici ons which had gone before.

"It's all based on the old allegations, sir," | told him "and the way
t hi ngs have been going wong. You know nmy views on postwar failure.
It's just a process of elimnation. First it was Mtchell, and nowit's
you. "

"Ch yes - but surely you' ve been | ooking at new things...?

"Yes, the old allegations, sir.

For an hour | went through the Vol kov list, the retranslation
Gouzenko's Elli, the Skripkin report.

"Well, Peter," he said, |laughing gently, "you have got the nanacl es on
nme, haven't you...?"

| began to interrupt. He held his hands face up to quiet ne.
"Al'l 1 can say is that I amnot a spy."

"But is there anything definite, sir, anything | can put before the

FLUENCY neeting, anything at all...?"

"l can probably dig out the notes of the CGouzenko interrogation..." He
sounded unsure. "I don't really recollect Skripkin, to be honest. And

Vol kov. . ."

He drummed the edge of his seat with his sharpened pencil, and clicked
his teeth.

"I don't think you've got Vol kov right. Wiy should Kimgo all the way
out to Turkey? He'd check first."

He sighed, as if it was all too Iong ago.

"It's useful, is it, the FLUENCY thing...?" he asked suddenly.

"I think so, yes, sir. | think it's | ong overdue."

"Yes, | rather thought you would think that... MacDonald isn't so sure
- well, | suppose you know that."

"He receives the reports, sir. | suppose he reads them"

"Ch, yes, I'msure we all read them" replied Hollis, "They nmake

fascinating reading. Al that history. A ways good to blow a few
cobwebs of f the pipes.”

He smiled his Cheshire cat smile again

"Well, thank you for your frankness, Peter," he said, rising fromhis
seat. "l nust be getting on. Good to have this chat, though..."

He strode stiffly back to his work. Like two actors we exited to
di fferent wings, our roles conplete.



| never saw Roger Hollis again. Wthin a few days the new Director-
CGeneral, Martin Furnival Jones, was installed in the office. His first
deci sion was to renove the photographs fromthe wall and place themin
his ante-office.

"Don't need an audience for the job," he nuttered darkly when | asked
why.

F.J. was a man of few words, and he grewinto the job. He was a

det erm ned man who believed he faced one nmajor problem- the scale of
the Soviet assault, in terms of nunmbers of Russian intelligence
officers in London, relative to his ow pitiful forces. H s tenure as
Director-Ceneral was marked by his canpaign to expand M5 and reduce
Sovi et diplonatic personnel. He had sone success with the first, and
eventual ly triunphed with the second.

F.J.'s top priority was Russi an counterespi onage, and once he took
over, the whol e approach to the probl em changed. Wereas before |I had
to be persistent to get anything approved, with F.J. | could buzz him
go right up to see him and get a decision there and then. He supported
the D3 inquiries unreservedly, and sanctioned all the inportant
interviews without question. He never shrank from nmaking val ue
judgrments in cases |ike Watson and Proctor. If the evidence convinced
him he would act onit. F.J. was a nan of few conplexities. He was
typi cal English gentlenman on the surface, with a streak of toughness a
mle wide just underneath. It made himfew friends in Wiitehall, but it
was what the Service needed.

Sadly for me, he appointed Anthony Sinkins as his deputy. Sinkins was
probably the one man in M5 whom | actively disliked, and the feeling
was reciprocated in full measure. | knew | would have trouble as soon
as he was appointed. Sinkins was a |awer. He and | had already had a
maj or argunent some years before, when he was Director-General of C
Branch, where he had had sone nodest success. | was asked to chair an

i nterdepartmental working party consisting of M5, M6, the Foreign
Ofice, and GCHQ to review technical security at the British Enbassy in
Moscow, following a fire in the radio roomresponsible for intercepting
| ocal Russian communications. It was clear fromthe investigation that
not only had the Russians started the fire deliberately, but that they
had had access to the radio roomfor sone tine. The Russians had been
readi ng the radi o receiver settings each night, thus they knew what we
were intercepting. The Russians who cl eaned the Enbassy sinply
unscrewed the bolts (which were well oiled) on the security door |ock
and wal ked straight in.

During the course of the inquiry I was also able to sol ve one other
riddle from Vol kov's list. Vol kov clainmed that the Russians could read
the Foreign Ofice ciphers in Mdscow. Maclean certainly betrayed every
code he had access to in the Foreign Ofice, but Foreign Ofice records
showed that the Mdscow Enbassy used one-tinme pads during and just after
the war, so Macl ean could not have been responsi bl e.

Rermenbering ny work with "the Thing" in 1951, | was sure the Russians
had been using a conceal ed m crophone system and we eventually found
two microphones buried in the plaster above the cipher room During the
war, two clerks routinely handl ed the Enbassy onetine pad



conmuni cati ons, one readi ng over the clear text nessage for the other
to enci pher. The Russians sinply recorded the clear text straight

t hrough their nicrophones. By the very good work of the Building
Research Laboratory we were able to establish that the probable date of
t he concrete enbeddi ng of the nicrophone was about 1942, when the
Enbassy was in Kui byshev.

The Working Party Report found an extraordinary and persistent |evel of
appal ling security inside the Enbassy, and every nenber of the
conmittee endorsed a highly critical conclusion, which demanded the
installation of an M5 officer to work full-tinme in the Enbassy on
security. | circulated the trenchant report to F.J., who was then
Deputy Director-General, and asked for his approval before | sent it to
the Foreign Ofice. F.J. suggested | showit to Sinkins as a courtesy,
since he was Director C, responsible for Protective Security, and
technically the Wirking Party covered his area. | sent Sinkins a copy,
and was surprised, a few hours later, to receive an angry sunmmons to
his office.

"You can't possibly send anything like this to the Foreign Ofice," he
said, is if | were suggesting sending inquisition inplenments as a gift
to the Pope.

"Way ever not?" | asked. "It's about tine the bastards received a
bl asting. The whole place is a shanbles!"

""Well, I'"'msorry. It's the Foreign Ofice. It's a npst inportant
departrment of state, and you sinply have no busi ness sending them
reports like this. | don't propose to approve it!"

To ny amazenent, he defaced the report with a blue pencil. | took the

report to F.J. and showed hi mwhat Sinkins had. done. F.J. grunted, and
told me to type it up and send it unchanged.

"Bl oody Foreign Ofice," he growed, "I've had the bl oody | ot of
them.."

The report was sent and a young M5 officer, Tony Mtion, was sent out
to Moscow, but fromthen on | knew Sinkins was an eneny for life.

Shortly after F.J. took over as Director-General the FLUENCY Wirki ng
Party submitted its first report to himand to Dick Wite, as chief of
M 6. The report was in two sections. The first half |isted each of the
twenty-ei ght allegations which we were sure were true bills and

i nvesti gatabl e but which could not be attributed to any known spy. The
second half of the report contained the allegations witten up as a
narrative, starting with Gouzenko's Elli in 1942, and ending with
Golitsin's information in 1962, to show the nore or |ess continuous
nature of the penetration. This report was submitted to both chiefs.
But it was six nonths before the report was di scussed again. Then we
were told to resubmt our findings, listing only those allegations
which we felt could be investigated, and giving the candidate who, in
our judgnent, best fitted the allegation

The FLUENCY Working Party deci ded that Gouzenko's Elli and Vol kov's
"Acting Head" should both be investigated, and that because of their
cl oseness in tinme, they should be considered together. The candi date



was typed neatly at the bottom of the page. Stripped of title, stripped
of rank, it was just a nane: Roger Hollis.

The third allegation we included in our report was Gol eni ewski's

"m ddling-grade agent," and it was potentially as damagi ng as the first
two pointing toward Hollis. The "mddling-grade agent" story began in
Novermber 1963. Col eni ewski, Sniper as he was previously known, finally
agreed to nmeet M5 to clarify some of the details of the allegations he
had nade in anonynmous letters from Pol and. Previously Col eni ewski was
unwi | ling to neet anyone directly from M5 because of our failure to
catch Lanbda 1, CGeorge Blake. But with Blake in jail, Goleniewski was
seen by the head of the Polish section, who was hinself half Polish by
descent .

By the time M5 saw Gol eni ewski, the Cl A suspected he was going
clinically insane. He began to have del usions that he was descended
fromthe Tsar, but despite that, his recall of intelligence remined
remar kably accurate. One norning during the course of his interviews,
ol eni ewski announced that he had a story to tell which he had never
told before. He said that he had not nmentioned it before because the
British had made such a nmess of detecting Bl ake, but he knew there was
a mddling-grade agent inside MH5.

Col eni ewski said he knew about the mddling-grade agent because he, a
friend, and his forner superior, had a serious discussion in the 1950s
about whether to defect to the West. Deciding between Britain and the
USA was difficult. Al three agreed that Britain was the better place
to live because of the large Polish emigre comunity, but M6 was

obvi ously i nmpossible to approach because of Lanbda 1. Gol eni ewski
suggested to the other two that they try to contact M5 through the

em gre community in London, which he knew was nonitored extensively by
D Branch. GCol eni ewski's chief said that this plan was equally

danger ous, since he knew the Russians also had a spy inside M5.

This spy had been recruited by the Third Chief Directorate of the KG
responsi bl e for the arnmed services. The Third Chief Directorate had
been all owed to keep the agent because he was so inportant to them and
he was not transferred to the First Chief Directorate, which was the
usual practice. The agent had served in the British Arny, and held rank
as a British officer when he was recruited. Col eni ewski thought the
recruitnent had taken place in Eastern Europe, and nanmed the Russian
KGB col onel who had carried it out. The spy had provided t he Russians
wi t h val uabl e Polish counterintelligence, probably because he worked in
the Polish section of M5.

There was one other detail. In the md-1950s the British successfully
exfiltrated the Polish premer, Hanke, to the West. This had resulted
in an inquiry in Warsaw, which General Serov, then head of the KGB
conducted hinself. For sone reason the KG had failed to gain advance
war ni ng of the exfiltration, and Col eni ewski |earned that this was
because the m ddling-grade agent was "on ice," either because he was
under suspicion or because he was abroad and out of contact, or sinply
because his nerve was shaky. The spy was apparently perhaps on ice for
two to three years before resuning work in the Polish section in the

| ate 1950s. Later, when Col eni ewski was in Mdscow in 1959 he asked a
friend in the Third Chief Directorate who was responsible for
recruiting the agent, and if the operation was still active. His friend



expressed surprise that he even knew of the affair, and advised himto
remai n quiet.

"This is a very dark affair,"
about it."

he said, "and | advise you to forget al

Col eni ewski's allegation was extraordinarily detail ed, but because of
the overload in Counterintelligence fromlate 1963 onward, and because
of the doubts about Gol eniewski's credibility, the allegation was not

i nvestigated properly until FLUENCY began sitting. W divided the
allegation up into its seven separate indicators, and allotted marks to
every candidate who fulfilled each of the criteria. Ei ght people in M5
partially fitted CGol eniewski's niddling-grade agent, but one fitted
every single part of it exactly. H s nane was M chael Hanley, the
Director of C Branch, and a nan strongly tipped to beconme F.J.'s
successor.

Sol el y because he was the proverbial "perfect fit," FLUENCY unani nmously
recommended that Hanl ey be investigated in connection with
Gol eni ewski's all egation, and he was given the code nane HARRI ET.

Anot her six nonths went by before the second FLUENCY report was finally
di scussed. Another neeting was called after hours in F.J.'s conference
room attended by ne, Anne Or-Ewi ng, Patrick Stewart, Evelyn MBarnet,
Ant hony Sinkins, and F.J.. It was to be an entirely internal M5

di scussion as each of the three outstanding FLUENCY cases was an M5
rather than an M6 nmatter.

It was the sort of neeting which began quietly. F.J. had a bottle of
Scotch on the table. The lights cast dramatic shadows across the room
F.J. was striding up and down, his pipe clenched ferociously between

his teeth.

He spun around.

"Do you really stand by these candi dates?" he asked. "You realize the
i mplications of what you are sayi ng?"

"Certainly | do," | said, shaken nevertheless by the force of his
appr oach.

"It's grotesque,"” he nuttered, stabbing at the Hollis pages, "you can't
expect ne to accept that."

He threw the report down onto the desk.

"Where's this going to end, Peter - you've sent nme a paper which says
that nmy predecessor and nost |ikely my successor are both spies. Have
you thought it through? Have you stopped to think of the damage that
will be done if we act on these recommendations? It will take a decade
to recover fromthis, even if there's nothing at the end of it."

"I stand by what we have witten, F.J., and what's nore, so does every
ot her nmenber of the FLUENCY Working Party, and | can assure you if
there were ot her candi dates, you would have had them"”



Sinkins was sitting at the other end of the table. | could feel him
chafing at the bit. He wanted to tear into ne. But this was F.J.'s
interrogation, and he wanted no di stractions.

"You've wanted this on the record for years - you and Arthur, haven't
you? Have you any idea what this kind of thing did to Roger?"

"I talked with himabout it shortly before he left,” | told F.J.. "He
was quite calmabout it."

F.J. was taken aback as | described ny last confrontation with Hollis.
"He must have been a tough nman," he said grimy

Finally, Sinkins saw his chance.
"It's sinmply outrageous,"” he spat in a shrill voice, his public-schoo
vowel s stretching to breaking point, "everyone knows you and Martin had
it in for Roger. You go around criticizing the Foreign Ofice, this
person, that person, and then you let fly with accusations, spreading
runors, spreading poison. It's so undisciplined. If there is a
criticismof Roger, it's that he let you go too far."

"All I want is the truth, Anthony," | said, trying with difficulty to
maintain civility.

"Truth! You don't know the neaning of it. You need a bit of respect!
It's scandal ous! The nan has scarcely set foot outside the office and
you bl ackguard his nane and reputation, a nan with thirty years
service in the office, who did nore for the place than you will ever
do."

Luckily, Patrick Stewart rallied back on ny behal f.

"It's all very well, Anthony, to sound off, but you've only just cone
into this."

He gripped the sides of his wheelchair, his knuckles turning white.

"Sonme of us have been struggling with this problemfor years. It's not
easy. It's not pleasant, but we all felt that it had to be done, and
the | east we expect when we have conpleted a report as difficult as
thisis alittle rational debate."

But Sinkins was deternmined to press on

"What about Anerica - you spread the poison out there too. Wen | was
out there all they wanted to discuss was bl oody penetration. It's
intolerable. W'll be nmade the | aughi ngstock of the world."

"And you don't think we are when Phil by goes or Blunt confesses..." |
shot back.

F.J. chewed his pipe energetically, occasionally pausing to light it
with a match, alnpst as if he were not listening to the row ebbing and
flowi ng. Then after half an hour he suddenly interrupted.



"Right, here's ny decision. | amsure you will agree Peter, that we
have to solve the mddling-grade agent as the top priority. He's stil
in here if he exists."

| nodded.

"Well, | want Hanley | ooked at." He slapped the page with the back of
his hand. "He's such a perfect fit, and the Americans know all about
the allegation. But | want the others who score highly | ooked at as
well... | want it run down to the ends of the earth, and then we'll
tell the Anericans. As for the other" - he was glaring at ne now - "I
won't change ny view, it's grotesque..."

F.J. dismssed the neeting, and everyone trooped out, |eaving himal one
with the cares of office on his shoulders. He was the Pope, trying to
reconcile a divided Church

- 20 -

Hanl ey was a huge, florid man, with an outwardly bul Il yi ng manner, which
conceal ed a shy man underneath. Ever since his pronotion as Director C
in 1960, he was seen as a potential Director-CGeneral. He was the right
age, md-forties, with a supple civil servant's m nd, which endeared
himto Wiitehall, and a brusque nilitary exterior which nmade him
popul ar with the board at ML5. By the tinme the HARRIET investigation
energed he was the crown prince - certain to succeed F.J. when he
retired in the early 1970s.

It is always distressing to pursue an investigation into a coll eague.
Wth Hollis and Mtchell it was different. They were distant figures,
close to retirenent by the tinme the suspicions agai nst them hardened.
But Hanl ey and | knew each other well. W were contenporaries, and

al though by no stretch of the inmagination friends, we had served

t oget her amicably on committees for over ten years. His career lay in
front of him and his future was in ny hands.

Patrick Stewart, the D1 (Investigations), and | handl ed the
investigation jointly. The first task was to provide a conplete picture
of Hanley's |ife. W started backtracking through his famly
background, his entry into the Service, and his subsequent career
Dozens of people who knew hi mwere interviewed, all under the guise of
a routine positive vet.

The nost difficult aspect of all in the HARRIET affair was that the

i nvestigation soon reveal ed that Hanley had had a npst distressing

chil dhood foll owing the breakup of his parents' marriage. He was |eft

wi th deep-seated feelings of inferiority, which, according to his
record of service, required psychiatric treatnment in the 1950s, when he
was a young M5 officer, a fact which Hanley nade known to the office
at the tinme.

That Hanl ey had visited a psychiatrist was not in itself unusual. Many
senior officers in M5 had counseling of one formor another during
their careers to assist themin carrying the burdens of secrecy. But



i nevitably our investigation had to probe Hanley's old wounds, in case
they revealed a notive for espionage. F.J., Patrick Stewart, and

di scussed the problem and F.J. wote a personal letter to Hanley's
psychiatrist asking himto lift the oath of confidentiality. | visited
the psychiatrist in Harley Street. He knew Hanl ey's occupation, and
showed no hesitation in pronouncing Hanl ey a determ ned, robust
character who had learned to live with his early disabilities. | asked
himif he could ever conceive of himas a spy.

"Absolutely not!" he replied with total conviction

Nei t her was there any hint of espionage in Hanley's early life. At
Oxford before the war he was the nodel of the sensible, mldly left-

Wi ng student. When war cane he stayed at Oxford for a year to get his
degree and then joined a searchlight reginent in Hone Defense as a
subaltern, and remained there until 1945. It was inportant work, but
not renotely adequate for soneone of Hanley's considerable intellectua
gifts. But everyone who knew himat this tinme remarked on his nagging
sense of inferiority, and the consequent |ack of anbition

The first point in his |life which aroused our interest was his
decision, in 1945, to enroll for a crash course in the Russian |anguage
at the Joint Services Language School at Canbridge, which both our own
operations and Golitsin had told us was a recruiting ground for the KGB
(but there was not the slightest evidence fromour sources that Hanl ey
had been involved with themj. The Russi an | anguage course was the first
time Hanley cane into contact with Russians, and fromthen on his
career seened an uncanny fit for Coleniewski's allegations. After
service in Budapest, where he served on the Joint Allied Intelligence
Conmittee with the K@ officer naned by Col eni ewski as havi ng nmade the
recruitnment of the mddling-grade agent, Hanley returned to London. He
became the War Office liaison officer with the Soviet mlitary attache,
and dealt mainly with returnee problens. During this tinme he began to
have dealings with M5, and when he was denpbilized in the |ate 1940s,
he applied for a full-tinme post, and joined as a research officer on
Russian Affairs. His first task was the conpilation of the index of
agents of the Rote Kapelle which decades later | was to find so

i nvaluable in nmy D3 work.

Wthin two years Hanley shifted to the Polish desk (D2) and his career
took off. First he went to Hong Kong for two and a half years and then
returned to E Branch (Col onial Affairs) before becom ng head of D2, and
in 1960 a nmenber of the Board as Director C. It was a career with ever-
i ncreasi ng nonentum yet his background presented a possi bl e espi onage
profile. Here was a man froma troubl ed chil dhood, with deep-seated
feelings of insecurity, who cones into continuous contact wi th Russians
at a delicate time of his life, when he is beginning for the first time
to enmerge fromhis shell. Perhaps, |ike Blake, he had a chip on his
shoul der, and the Russians had played skillfully on his conceal ed
feelings of resentnment until they fanned into treachery.

The problem was that neither Patrick nor | believed it, despite the
fact that on paper the surface fit with Gol eniewski's allegation was so
precise. It was the exact reverse of the case with Hollis, where we
were both instinctively convinced of the case against him even though
on paper the connections | ooked far weaker.



As far as Hanl ey was concerned, too much wei ghed agai nst the "chip on

t he shoul der" theory. Fromthe start of his career in M5, Hanley had
been narked out as a flyer. He was val ued by both his peers and his
superiors, despite his often hectoring manner. He had nmarried into the
of fice, and enjoyed a close and devoted relationship with his wife. And
lastly there was the evidence of the psychiatrist.

Espi onage is a crine alnost devoid of evidence, which is why intuition
for better or worse, always has a large part to play in its successfu
detection. Al a counterespionage officer usually has when he confronts
his suspect is a background, a trail, a set of coincidences which are
open to a variety of interpretations but which, as Dick Wite used to
say, lead to the epiphany - that nonent when all the facts add up to
only one conclusion. But with Hanley, the trail |ed one way, and
intuition another. The only possible way to resolve the case was

t hrough interrogation, and when we subnmitted the papers to F.J. he

agr eed.

Mention interrogations, and nost people i magi ne grueling sessions under
bl azing | anps: nen in shirt-sl eeves wearing down a sl eep-deprived
suspect with aggressive questioning until finally he collapses sobbing
on the floor, admitting the truth. The reality is much nore prosaic.
M5 interrogations are orderly affairs, usually conducted between 9: 30
AM and 5 P. M with a break for |unch

So why do so many spies confess? The secret is to achieve superiority
over the man sitting across the table. This was the secret of Skardon's
success as an interrogator. Although we nocked himyears later for his
willingness to clear suspects we subsequently |learned to have been

spi es, he was genuinely feared by Blunt and other nenbers of the Ring
of Five. But his superiority in the interrogation roomwas not based on
intellect or physique. Mainly, of course, it was the devastating briefs
provided for himby Arthur Martin and Evel yn McBarnet which convinced
nmen |i ke Fuchs that Skardon knew them better than they knew t hensel ves.
It was not only the briefs that hel ped Skardon but also the skill of

t he eavesdroppers. In the Fuchs case, Skardon was convinced that he was
i nnocent until they pointed out where Fuchs had lied. This information
enabl ed Skardon to break him But Skardon hinself played an inportant
role too. He epitomized, in his manner, the world of sensible English

m ddl e-cl ass values - tea in the afternoon and | ace curtains - so much
so that it was inpossible for those he interrogated to ever see him as
t he embodi nent of capitalist iniquity, and thus they were thrown off

bal ance fromthe very start.

But none of this stood a chance against Hanley if he was a spy. He was
an insider. He knew all the tricks too well. Like Philby, he would see
t he punches coning. The only way to proceed with a professional is to
put himthrough an extremely thorough vet. A conplete curriculumvitae
of the suspect's life and career is drawn up, and he is taken through
it ininterrogation. If there are any deviations, om ssions, or

i naccuraci es, these are then probed. If the suspect is guilty the
pressure can often lead to further inaccuracies, until his secret life
begi ns to unravel.

The M5 technique is an inperfect system But like trial by jury, it is
the best yet devised. It has the virtue of enabling a man, if he has
not hing to hide, and has the resilience to bear the strain, to clear



hinself. But its disadvantage is that hidden bl eni shes on an i nnocent
man's record can often cone to the surface during intensive

i nvestigation and render continued service inpossible. It is alittle
i ke nedieval justice: sonetinmes innocence can be proved only at the
cost of a career.

F.J. elected to conduct Hanley's interrogation hinself. He knew it
woul d be a difficult encounter and that in the end Hanley's fate would
rest in his own hands, and he felt it unfair to entrust the task to any
other officer. But he ensured that Patrick and | nonitored the entire
interrogation fromthe D operations roomin Leconfield House.

Hanl ey was sumoned into F.J.'s office one norning, and informed that
an all egation had been nade, and that he was required to submt hinself
i mediately for interrogation. The interrogation took place in the
Director-Ceneral's office, with an overt m crophone on the table. It
was recorded in the roomwhere Patrick and | were nonitoring the

i nterrogation. Throughout the first day F.J. took Hanl ey through his
life. Hanl ey was scrupul ously honest, sonetines painfully so. He ducked
no questions, hid no details of his |life or his inner feelings. On the
second day he was given the details of Col eniewski's allegation. He was
not shaken in any way. He agreed that he was a perfect fit, but calmy
stated that he was not a spy, had never been, and had never at any
stage been approached by a Russian or anyone el se, although at | east
once a week in Budapest he had met the Russian officer who was all eged
to have made the approach

Hanl ey's interrogation proved that while secret service is a profession
of deceit and intrigue, many of its practitioners are nen of

exceptional character. Here was a proud man, who cherished his

achi evenents, and those that he felt might be his to come. One norning
he is invited to undergo a trial by ordeal and is stripped apart, year
by year, until his soul is bare. All the while he knows that facel ess
col | eagues have dogged his every step, listening at hone, listening at
the office, listening now The strain nmust have been nore than nost nen
could bear. No one listening could doubt for one nonent that this was
an honest man. Hanl ey was tough, and he showed the system coul d work.
He wal ked through the fire and energed unscat hed.

That night F.J., Patrick Stewart, and I went to ny club, the Oxford and
Canbri dge, to discuss the interrogation. F.J. settled down into a
corner with a large Scotch. His eyes were pinched, as they always were
when he was stressed.

"Are you satisfied?" he asked dully.

"He's in the clear,"” | agreed.

Patrick nodded silently.

"You'll inform FLUENCY, of course...?" said F. J..

At that nonent Hanley hinself wal ked in unexpectedly. He and | shared
the sane club, and occasionally ran into each other, but | never

expected he would cone there so soon after his ordeal. W were in a
qui et corner, and he wal ked past wi thout noticing us, dragging his feet



slightly, as if in shock. His normally florid face was white as a
sheet .

After the HARRIET investigation was closed down, F.J. asked ne to visit
the A and informthemthat M5 considered Hanley cl eared of the

Col eni ewski allegations. It was a job of enormous sensitivity. The C A
were already up in arns over the Mtchell and Hollis cases, and were

t hemsel ves wel | aware of Col eniewski's allegations, and the fact that
Hanl ey was a near-perfect fit. It was essential for the preservation of
the alliance that they be left in no doubt about the veracity of our
concl usi on.

F.J. did not get on with Anericans particularly well, and preferred to
| eave dealings to Mchael McCaul and ne. Partly it was antipathy toward
Angl eton, and partly it was residual upper-mddle-class anti-

Ameri canism Dick White had sonet hing of the sane prejudice. Neither
was a wealthy man, while Helns and Angleton rarely hid the fact that
they were paid handsonely for sinilar duties.

Both nen had reason to distrust the Anmericans deep down. F.J. never
forgave Hel ns and Angleton for the Gray and Coyne affair, while Dick
had cl ashed repeatedly with the Anerican mlitary hierarchy when he
controll ed Counterintelligence in Europe at the end of the war, and was
never forgiven. In 1953, when Sillitoe retired, the Americans stupidly
tried to block his appoi ntment as Director-General

There was, in the end, a fundanental difference in approach. Both F.J.
and Dick saw thenmsel ves as servants of the Crown, and their services as
part of the orderly, tineless configuration of Witehall. They were

i nsi ders, whereas Hel ns, Angleton, and Hoover were all outsiders. There
was a streak of ruthlessness and | awl essness about the American
intelligence community which disturbed nmany in the senior echel ons of
British Intelligence. They feared a future calanity, and wanted to keep
their distance, so inevitably the weight of liaison often fell on the
shoul ders of officers Iike mne.

| traveled to Washington in 1968 to brief Angleton on the results of
the HARRI ET case. W had a businesslike neeting. | outlined the course
of the investigation, and told himwe were unani mously of the view that
Hanl ey was in the clear. Angleton then took ne to see Dick Hel ns and
expl ained to himwhat ny nmission was. Helns said that he did not w sh
to hear anything nore, if | said that Hanley was in the clear, he
uncondi tionally accepted ny word. But the clearance of Hanl ey sol ved
very little.

After we left Helnms, Angleton said that he wanted to discuss with ne

t he question of Coleniewski's being a plant. The HARRIET fit was so
perfect that it did not need a suspicious man to believe the K& had
deliberately planted the allegation to discredit him Angleton and

Hel ms al ready suspected that Col eni ewski had fallen back under Russian
control shortly before he defected. Repeated anal ysis of the
intelligence he provided showed a distinct change in its character from
Polish to Russian natters, as if the Russians were deliberately feeding
out bariumneals of their own intelligence in order to isolate the

| eak. This analysis was shared by M5, and was the main reason why

Col eni ewski's m ddling-grade agent story was ignored for such a |ong
tinme. The clearing of HARRI ET rai sed a major question mark over the



validity of the middling-grade agent, and the validity of Gol eniewski's
information, particularly after he defected. The m ddli ng-grade agent
story did not appear until Novenber 1963. Col eni ewski defected in
January 1961. Now for the K@ to concoct the story in the detail they
did, they would need access to Hanley's record of service. Wth his
position, the only person who could acquire this would be Roger Hollis.

But if Col eni ewski had been turned, or was the unwitting vehicle for

di sinformati on, what were the inplications for the other assets M6 and
the CIA held in Poland, which since the war had been the Wst's nost
consistently fruitful sphere of Eastern Bloc operations? | did sone
prelimnary work on this subject during the HARRI ET investigation.
found, to nmy horror, that for a long period all agents run by M6 were
net at a flat rented by a secretary in the Warsaw M6 station. Over

ni nety neetings had taken place there. | specul ated that perhaps the
reason why the UB and the KGB apparently failed to detect this

ast oni shing series of neetings was that they were planting fal se agents
on us. M6 hackles were raised again, as they had been over the
Penkovsky affair.

The belief that defectors were being sent to deceive Wstern counter-
intelligence during the sudden flood of arrivals in the early 1960s
obsessed all of us. Golitsin's central contention was that the KG had
enbarked on a systematic disinfornmation canpaign, and that false

def ectors woul d be sent to the West to discredit him Al nost

i medi ately Yuri Nossenko arrived on the CIA's doorstep, appearing to
defl ect many of the leads CGolitsin gave about Soviet penetration of
Anerican and British Intelligence.

Nossenko threw the CIAinto turnoil. He told them he had seen the file
bel onging to Lee Harvey Oswal d, the all eged assassin of President
Kennedy. He clainmed the K& had no involvenent in the assassination,
and had nade no contact with Oswald in Russia, despite the fact that he
had worked on a Top Secret W2 surveillance base shortly before
defecting. To many officers in the CIA Nossenko's story was too pat,
especially when it was found that he had |ied about his rank and status
in the KG. But why had he been sent? The Cl A set about trying to break
Nossenko usi ng net hods of inprisonment and physical pressure which
woul d never have been tolerated in M5. But even by 1967 they were no
nearer to solving the riddle.

Suspi cions were al so growi ng about the FBI sources Top Hat and Fedora,
who were passing information while still in place, but refusing to

di scl ose their provenance. They provided bona fides for Nossenko, as if
to assure the Anericans that he was genuine, even to the extent of
supporting Nossenko's claimto a false rank. But if Top Hat and Fedora
wer e phony, what of the |eads they gave to penetrations of British
security?

Fedora had given the tip which led to Martelli, albeit that it resulted
in the disastrous prosecution and his acquittal. Top Hat passed copies
of docunents detailing Arerican weapons gui dance systens to the

Anmeri cans which, he clained, the Soviets were obtaining froma source
in Britain. After investigation we were able to catch Frank Bossard, an
officer in the Mssile Guidance Branch of the Aviation Mnistry. He was
arrested in 1965, and sent to prison for twenty-one years. |If Fedora
and Top Hat were plants, then the Russians were prepared to sacrifice



huge assets in order to build up their bona fides. It nust be taken
into account that had it not been for the skill of GCHQ we probably
woul d not have obtained the evidence which proved that Bossard was
wor ki ng for the GRU

W were in the place Angleton called "the wilderness of mirrors," where
defectors are false, lies are truth, truth lies, and the reflections

| eave you dazzl ed and confused. The idea of false defectors is a hard
one to accept, unless you read the history books and |l earn how M5 did
it wwth the Doubl e Cross Systemthroughout the war. It is now an

unf ashi onabl e theory. But there are very few intelligence officers who
lived through those years of the 1960s who do not believe that during
that period we were the victimof some kind of Soviet ploy involving
defectors. Sonme may di spute whether it was successful, or debate the
limts of its scale, but few would doubt that such a game was bei ng

pl ayed. Furthernore, it could be played only if the Russians had good
feedback fromM5 of intelligence about the gane.

Twenty years later the truth of those years is still inpossible to tie
down. Col eni ewski, Penkovsky, Nossenko, Fedora, and Top Hat - all had
signs of interference in one way or another. | do not nean that each

was a conscious fal se defector, although Fedora and Top Hat certainly
were, as even the FBI were forced to conclude in the 1970s, |long after
| retired. But | do think they were being used at various tines -
Penkovsky to influence our perception of Soviet mssile technol ogy;
Nossenko to influence the American attitude to the Kennedy

assassi nation. Col eni ewski, Fedora, and Top Hat, | believe, were part
of a systematic attenpt to rupture the all-inportant Anglo-Anmerican
intelligence alliance, and also to support the deception about the
performance of the Soviet 1CBMs until the md-1970s.

Consi der the timng of key pieces of intelligence fromthese three
defectors. Col eni ewski gave his informati on about the m ddling-grade
agent in late 1963, nearly three years after his defection. This was at
the tine of Hollis' visit to Washington to brief the FBI and CI A on the
results of the Mtchell investigation. Nothing could be better designed
to precipitate the final breach in relations between British and
Anerican intelligence than another apparently undetected spy in M5.
Luckily, Angleton's doubts about Gol eni ewski ensured that the story did
not have the drastic inpact it mght otherw se have had, and in fact
only served to strengthen Angl o- Aneri can suspicions of both CGol eni ewski
and Hol I'is.

Al nmost i nmedi ately Fedora nade contact with the Anericans, and gave the
| ead which led us to Martelli. Discovery of another nuclear spy was
guaranteed to create the naxi mum possi bl e strain between London and
Washi ngt on, though the K@ coul d never have dreaned that M5 would
botch the prosecution as badly as they did.

Months later, as if part of a coordinated canpaign, Top Hat led us to
Bossard. Once again, Anmerican weapons technol ogy was involved, which
automatically nmeant that the Anerican armed forces would take an active
role in protesting at British security weaknesses. When we nmade the
damage assessnent for Bossard, we concluded that virtually the entire
advanced American gui dance systens had been betrayed. Patrick Stewart
sent an advance copy to Angleton with a one-word nmenorandum attached.

It read sinmply: "Help!"



Luckily for Britain, Angleton was able to protect us fromthe
onslaught. But it was a close-run thing, and few realize today that the
exchange came nearer to breakdown in the early years of the 1960s than
at any tine since the war.

The night before | returned to London, Angleton and | went to dinner at
a small Chinese restaurant in Al exandria, where his son ate regularly.
It was one of Angleton's favorite haunts when he felt the need to talk.
We coul d be assured of privacy, he told ne, because the Chinese kept

t he Russians out.

Angl eton was at the zenith of his power, although the strain was
beginning to tell on him For years he had been waging a covert
bureaucratic war with the Soviet Division of the CIA to ensure the
i ndependence and expansion of his counterintelligence enpire. He had
been successful beyond all expectations, and achieved virtual veto

i nfl uence over all operations and personnel within the Agency. He
controlled the Israeli account, and made the CI A station in Tel Aviv
redundant. He ensured that all inportant comunications with British
Intelligence went through himpersonally, bypassing the London station
He even succeeded in establishing his own counterintelligence cipher
i ndependent of ClI A communi cati ons, which he clained were insecure,

al t hough we all believed that the real reason was enpire-building

The CAZAB conferences were his outstandi ng achi evenent. The best, the
brightest, and the nost senior officers in Western intelligence cane

t oget her once every eighteen nonths to discuss his agenda - the Sovi et
threat, the role of counterintelligence - and to conduct doom| aden
future scenarios. In Angleton's m nd, not unreasonably, the CAZABs were
the first decisive step in creating a unified Western intelligence
conmand capabl e of chall engi ng the Soviet Bl oc.

The CAZAB conferences suited Angl eton's tenperanent perfectly, and he
al ways seened at his nost relaxed in their super-secure, electronically
swept environment, grappling with the endl ess anmbiguities of the

wi |l derness of mirrors. | fully supported these neetings, which were
very inportant.

Ganbl i ng was al ways a major feature of CAZAB conferences. Each daily
session would usually end with a poker school, a ganme at whi ch Angl et on
excel |l ed, although | was sonetines able to "take himto the cl eaners.”
Horse racing was al so an occasional diversion. | renmenber at the New
York CAZAB in the late 1960s-early 1970s, Angl eton becane the booknaker
for CAZAB for the Washington International horse race, featuring horses
fromall over the world, which was scheduled for the first afternoon
Before the nmeeting | asked Angleton to put $100 on the nose of the
British horse. Lester Piggott was riding himand had ridden the w nner
t he previous year. The British horse was unfancied, but the M5 and M6
contingent, anxious to be seen to fly the flag in even the npst secret
chanbers, soon wagered around $500 between them

That afternoon, as Angleton delivered a | ong paper on | ong-range Sovi et
di si nformation techni ques, nost minds, on the British side at |east,
were down at the racetrack. After an hour Angleton's secretary wal ked
in and nervously handed hima slip of paper. She handed himtwo chits;



the first said, "How much do you want for your house, Jin?" and the
second said, "The British horse won!"

"Jesus Christ!" cursed Angleton. "I forgot to lay the bets off, and
t hat goddamm British horse has cone in at 11 to 1!"

That night, as we flew back to Washington in a small Cl A propeller
pl ane, Angleton crawl ed around the belly of the fusel age, paying off
his debts froma huge wad of $100 bills.

"The sacrifices | make for the West..." he said, as he paid nme ny
whack.

But the hunor could not nmask the fact that he was maki ng eneni es

t hroughout the CIA - in the Soviet Division, anong other directors

j eal ous of his power, and anong those officers whose pronotion
prospects he had adversely affected. He was safe while Hel ns was
Director, but the war in Vietnamwas rapidly altering the face of the
Agency, and the gathering political fashion for detente was begi nning
to underm ne the foundations of Cold War suspicion upon which his
enpire was built.

One Cold War veteran, Bill Harvey, had already gone, driven into
retirement by al coholism Angleton, too, was drinking far nore than was
good for him and had begun to | ook not nerely pallid but genuinely
ravaged. Hi s nood changed too. He becane increasingly introspective,
and the dry hunor becane |ess and |l ess visible. He seened pent-up and
aggressive, trusting fewer and fewer people, who were turning nore and
nor e agai nst him

Drinki ng, smoking, and fishing were Angleton's main rel eases. Barry
Russel |l Jones told me in amazenment of acconpanying himon a fishing
trip to a stretch of river he owed in Idaho, and finding that Angleton
had buried bottles of Jack Daniel's under the water at hundred-yard
intervals, so that he could never be caught short. Back in Washi ngton
he found relief in growing exotic orchids (he was a world expert),
crafting | eatherwork, gold-beating, or naking fishing lures for his
friends and admrers.

Angl eton and | talked until 4 AAM W exami ned every possible scenario
of the defections. Who was true, and who was fal se? Wio defected, and
who was sent? The |lines were enbedded like poetry in a child' s nnd. W
were both on the rack. So nuch depended on neking the right assunptions
about the defectors - for him the assassination of his President; for
nme, the next nove in the hunt for the nole. Eventually we wal ked back

t hrough Al exandria toward the 44th Street bridge. Angleton had parked
his car down behind the ki nawa Menorial, near the National Cenetery.
Angl eton was highly patriotic in that unique American way which
expresses itself in reverence for the flag, and synbols of nationa
heritage, |ike the kinawa Menorial, fascinated him He paused to | ook
across at it. The cars sw shed past behind us on the freeway.

"This is Kims work," he nmuttered. It was one of the fewtines | ever
heard himmention his old friend Phil by.

If there was a plot to deceive the West using defectors in the early
1960s, we were easy prey to it. Throughout those years there was a



consci ous policy in both London and Washi ngton to do everything
possible to attract defectors. They were seen as the secret weapon

whi ch coul d disrupt the snooth machi ne in Dzherzhi nsky Square. In part
this policy grew up through feelings of guilt. Early defectors like
CGouzenko and Von Petrov had been poorly rewarded for their services,
and felt bitter at the treatnent they had received. They were paid a
fee, and then pushed back out into the cold, and expected to nake |ives
for thenmsel ves as best they could. Most failed. There was guilt, too,
at the inadequate security arrangenents which led to the deaths of

Vol kov and Krivitsky, and we feared that unless a conscious effort was
made to show the benefits of defection, word would get back East and

i nhibit further approaches.

By the time Golitsin cane over, the policy had hardened. Any neans to
secure defections were authorized, starting with i mmense paynments, but

i ncl udi ng other methods also. | renenber one particul ar operation which
began in the nid-1960s involving a senior K@ officer named Serge
Gigovin (a pseudonym) which illustrates the | engths we were prepared

to go to. Grigovin was al ready known to us, because he had served in
Denmar k, and the Danish intelligence service had alerted us routinely
to his identity. They also provided us with a few sni ppets of
intelligence about him- one in particular was that he had a reputation
for enjoying the conmpany of wonen. The source report was circul ated
through to D4, the agent-running section of D Branch, and they were
instructed to keep an eye out for Gigovin's indiscretions, since he
had left his wife in Mdscow

Any Russi an, and especially a KGB officer, who is caught liaising with
wonen in the West by the KGB security division, the "SK," is in serious
trouble, and the case had distinct possibilities. A year later a D4
agent runner received the first tip. An agent of his, a senior
executive at the DAILY M RROR newspaper, was in the habit of
occasionally neeting Grigovin at dinner parties. A worman friend of his
told himthat Grigovin was having an affair with a friend to whom she
had i ntroduced the Russian. D4 raised the matter at the weekly neeting
with D1 (Operations) and it was agreed that a much cl oser eye woul d be
kept on the situation. The agent runner was told to encourage his agent
gently to keep an eye on the evol ving romance.

Eventually Grigovin finished with the girl, and when he next net the
worman who had introduced them he asked if she knew any other friends.
The D1 realized inmediately this was our chance. |If we could introduce
our own girl to Gigovin we would be in a perfect position to begin an
entrapment operation. The plan was put up to F.J., who gave his
consent, although the operation was kept secret fromthe Foreign
Ofice, on the grounds that they would very likely veto it. D4 were
instructed to produce a wonan suitable for the job. They had a nunber
of high-class call-girls they used for entrapnments, and eventually one
was successfully introduced to Gigovin at a party. He took the bait
perfectly, and was soon engaged in an affair with her

Events began to nove toward their climax. He was placed under intensive
surveill ance, and we anal yzed the various possibilities. It was obvious
fromthe surveillance that Gigovin was purely interested in the girl
for sex, and there was thought to be little chance of playing on his
heartstrings. It had to be straightforward entrapnent.



The plans for a defection are conplex, and require weeks of carefu
planning. First a roomwas hired, and a two-way mirror and canera

equi prent installed. Then safe houses, and transport arrangements were
made to safeguard Grigovin should he decide to defect. He had a famly
in Moscow, and checks were nade on themin case he bargained for them
to be exfiltrated as well.

Finally the day canme. The D1 took charge of the operation hinself.
Gigovin and the girl arrived, and we ensured we had a good ten minutes
of filmof themin bed before the D1 and two burly M5 officers opened
the door with one of Leslie Jagger's keys.

"One of ours, I'"'mafraid..." said the D1, as the girl was hustled out
of the door.

Grigovin | ooked nmomentarily stunned. The D1 pointed to the mirror. For
a noment the KGB man | ooked straight into the camera. Then he
under st ood.

"I ama diplomat," said the Russian. "I demand to speak to the
Enbassy... | have ny pass!”

He tried to reach across toward his trousers. One of our boys stood on
t hem

"Hardly diplomatic behavior," said the D1. He bent down and threw the
naked Russian his underpants. Then he got down to business.

"Let's face it, you're finished, Gigovin. They'll send you back if
they find out."

He | et the thought sink in.

"You |l ook as if you're nore suited to the West. W know, we've checked.
Four years in Anerica, three years in Denmark. Now London. You don't
want to go back anyway, do you? Wiy don't you conme over? W'll | ook
after you. There's a good pension. You'll be safe."

The Russian brushed the offer aside with a wave of his hand, and again
demanded to speak to his Enbassy.

For two hours the D1 tried to reason with him Think of the future, he
told him He would be stripped of his privileges and sent back to
Moscow i n di sgrace, to serve his career out in sone dreary Siberian
out post. No nore forei gn exchange, no nore overseas perks.

“I ama diplomat,"
Enbassy. "

Grigovin kept saying "I demand to speak to ny

He was like a Wrld War |l captured airman, reciting only his nane,
rank, and serial nunmber. He was a crack sol dier, and eventually we
realized there was to be no defection. Hi s clothes were returned and we
dunped hi m back on the pavenment near Kensington Park Gardens. Mnths of
pl anni ng, years of patient waiting were wasted.

The next norning an anonynous brown package was delivered to the
Enbassy, addressed to the Anbassador personally. It contained



phot ographs of Grigovin in bed. That eveni ng Special Branch sighted the
KGB man being escorted onto an Aeroflot plane. We did send a report to
the M6 station in Mdscow advising themto keep an eye out for himin
case he had second thoughts and managed to nake contact. But we never
heard from Gi govi n agai n.

Def ections are always tinged with tragedy, but none was as sad as the
case involving a young nman cal |l ed Nadi ensky - the defector who changed
his mnd. He worked for the shipping section of the Trade Del egation
and we identified himearly on as a KG officer. He was a quiet nan
and his only claimto fame was that his wife was related to a senior
Soviet official in the Politburo. He first came to our attention when
the Watchers saw himnmeet a girl in a London park

Initially all effort went into the girl. The Watchers tracked her hone,
and she was identified as a secretary in a m nor government agency wth
no access to classified nmaterial. Mchael MCaul went to see the girl
and asked why she was neeting a Soviet official. She convinced himthat
Nadi ensky had no interest in her for espionage purposes. They were in

| ove, and she had no idea that he was involve with the K@. She said he
was not at all how she inmagi ned Russians. He was a romantic and rat her
frightened man, who tal ked constantly of making a new |life for hinself
in the West.

Once again DL (Operations) and D4 net to consider the best course of
action. We decided to ask the girl to continue the affair normally,
whil e we pl anned an approach to Nadi ensky. It was obvious that the
operation could not be sustained over the long term The girl was

al ready under great stress, and it seened likely that she would soon
betray herself. But the prize was a considerable one. Al though

Nadi ensky himself was a | ow | evel officer, alnost certainly co-opted
for the duration of his posting in London, he had enornous propaganda
value. This was the tinme of Stalin's daughter Svetlana's defection, and
we knew the enmbarrassment it woul d cause the Russians to have a
relative of one of their senior politicians seek asylumin the West.

On the foll owi ng Sunday Nadi ensky was due to visit Harwi ch on officia
busi ness. He was acconpanyi ng sone Soviet sailors to their ship, which
was due to sail that night, and he applied routinely for perm ssion
fromthe Foreign Ofice to | eave the 80-kilometer restriction which is
i nposed on all Eastern Bloc diplomts. MCaul sat in his car outside
Harwi ch docks with a team of Watchers and waited for Nadi ensky to
energe. As he wal ked past, MCaul called himby name. He hesitated
nonentarily.

"We know about the girl..." hissed McCaul, "we know you want to stay.
Get in the car quickly, and we can talk!"

Nadi ensky | ooked up and down the street and then, seizing his noment,
ducked into the back of the car. McCaul drove straight to nmy house in
Essex. W gave himtea, and tried not to talk too much. W had the
bird, but it was inportant not to panic him

"I hear you want to join us...?" | began, when Nadi ensky had adj usted
to his surroundings.

He nodded, at first nervously, and then decisively.



"W believe you've been co-opted?" | queried.
He gul ped his tea.

"The KGB, you nean?" he asked in good English.
"W assumed you were," | went on

"You have no choice,"” he flashed suddenly with sonme bitterness, "if
they want you to work for them they sinply order you. You have no
choi ce. ™

I ran through the arrangenents we coul d nake. There would be safety and
protection, a pension, and |later perhaps a job. There would be a short
meeting with the girl, but then he would have to work hard for sone
nont hs.

"For British Security I know," he said. He half snmiled. He knew the
gane, co-opted or not.

That evening we drove Nadi ensky to a safe house near W nbl edon, and
arnmed guards were posted inside with him Twelve hours later the
Foreign Ofice received a request fromthe Soviet Enbassy asking if
they had any information concerning the whereabouts of a certain junior
di pl omat who had di sappeared while returning froma routine visit to
Harwi ch.

The Foreign Ofice Northern Departnment had al ready been alerted to the
defection of Nadi ensky by the Deputy Director-General, then F.J.. The
Foreign Ofice treated the matter as they treated all matters which
were likely to upset the Russians, as sonething to be avoi ded at al
costs. They immediately sent an official down to the safe house to

i ntervi ew Nadi ensky. He was asked if he was applying voluntarily, and
whet her he wanted to speak to anyone at the Sovi et Enbassy. He
confirmed his decision was voluntary, and told himhe had no wish to
speak to any Russians. The Foreign O fice broke the news to the Sovi et
Enbassy.

I mredi at el y Nadi ensky's wife was seen | eaving for Moscow The follow ng
day the Sovi et Enbassy denanded that the Foreign Ofice arrange for

Nadi ensky's wife to be able to speak to himon the tel ephone fromthe
Soviet Union. At first Nadi ensky did not wish to speak to her, and we
were very unhappy at this blatant attenpt to pressure a nman al ready
under great strain. But the Foreign Ofice insisted on protocol

The call was only the first of many which the Russians insisted on over
the next four days. Mostly it was Nadi ensky's wife, but other relations
took their turn in tearfully pleading with himto reconsider his
deci si on.

"Think of us,"” they told him "think of the ruin and scandal that wll
befal |l us."

Nadi ensky began to wilt visibly. Over in Wiitehall the Foreign Ofice
and M5 practically cane to blows. Wiy did the Foreign Ofice all ow
these calls, we wanted to know, when the Russians never allowed access



to our people, like Geville Wnne, when they were arrested in Moscow.
But the Foreign Ofice, with little regard for our priorities, and none
for Nadi ensky's interests, sat on the niceties of the diplomatic trade.

"We cannot deny the family humanitarian access," they said.

On the fourth day Nadi ensky told us he had decided to go back. It was
causi ng too much trouble for his family. MCaul tried to point out the
dangers, but it was futile. He was like a patient on the operating
tabl e, hovering between |life and death, and now we could feel him
gently slipping away.

"Are you sure you want to go back?" | asked Nadi ensky when | |ast saw
him shortly before he went back

"What | want no longer matters," he said w thout enotion. "I have done

nmy duty by nmy famly."

Fat al i sm was Nadi ensky's only refuge. He was one of the many facel ess
victins of the Cold War, his |ife ground down between the two great
secret arm es which face each other West and East.

But if it was our own fault that we had stunbled into the maze of
intelligence provided by defectors, we desperately needed a way out.
Angl eton opted for blind faith in Golitsin to lead himto safety. In
one way it nade sense to turn to the architect of the naze to help us
find a way out. But although |I began as a fervent admirer of Golitsin
and all his theories, by the end of the 1960s | was beginning to have
ny doubts.

The problem was Golitsin's obsession with his "methodol ogy." He clai nmed
that if he was given access to the files of Western intelligence
services it would trigger associations in his nmenory which could | ead
himto spies. The theory was that since so much of the intelligence he
saw i n Dzherzhi nsky Square was bowdl eri zed, in other words, source-

di squised to protect the identity of the agent supplying the K&, if he
read the files he nmight be able to seize on points of famliarity with
the material he had seen in the K@ Registry.

There were two ways of playing Golitsin. One was to accept his

nmet hodol ogy, and allow himto dictate the entire thrust of counter-
intelligence policy. The other was to continue the frustrating task of
trying to prize out fromhimthe nuggets of fact, such as the sorts of
infornmati on contained in the reports he had seen, the approxi nmate

| ocation of an agent, and so forth, which could then be investigated by
ort hodox counterintelligence mnethods.

VWhere Western counterespi onage servi ces succeeded in obtaining fromhim
t hese kinds of factual |eads, Golitsin was of enornous help. This was
how we finally put the finger on Vassall, and how Marcel Chal et was
able to identify Georges Paques. It was the sane with Golitsin's
political intelligence. Wiere he stuck to what he saw and what he

heard, he was inpressive and believable. There is no question, for

i nstance, that he attended Shel epin's fanmous conference at which
Directorate D, responsible for D sinformation Operations, was
established. But where Golitsin extrapolated fromwhat he knew to
devel op broad theories, such as his forty-year grand disinformation



program or where he attenpted to fit events which occurred after his
defection into his theories, as he did with the Sino-Soviet split, he
was di sastrous.

Most of the Golitsin acolytes in M5, of which | was one, soon broke
with Golitsin's wilder theories and strict adherence to his

nmet hodol ogy. Only Arthur, and nmore junior officers |ike Stephen de
Mowbr ay, who was responsible for Golitsin during a spell of duty as an
M6 liaison officer in Washington in the early 1960s, remnai ned | oyal .

But in Washington the situation was very different. Angleton swall owed
t he "met hodol ogy” hook, line, and sinker and allowed Golitsin to range
freely across the CIA's files, picking traitors apparently at random
and often unable to justify his decisions on anything other than the
flinmsiest of grounds. The results were disastrous, and led to the worst
excesses of counterintelligence msjudgnment. A string of senior CA

of ficers, nmost notably Dave Miurphy, the head of the Soviet Division
unfairly fell under suspicion, their careers ruined. In the end, the
situation becane so bad, with so many different officers under
suspicion as a result of Golitsin's |leads, that the Cl A decided the
only way of purging the doubt was to disband the Soviet Division, and
start again with a conpletely new conpl enent of officers. It was
obviously a way out of the maze, but it could never justify the damage
to the norale in the Agency as a whol e.

Al t hough M5 avoi ded the excesses of the CIA Golitsin was still badly
handl ed. He was allowed to think himself too inportant. Al defectors
shoul d be treated at arms length, and made to earn their keep, and as
little feedback as possible should ever be given to them so that they
are never able to assess their own significance in relation to the rest
of the Intelligence Service's activities. Right fromhis first visit to
Britain in 1963, we opened up to Goltsin, and | was responsible for
that as much as anyone. Wen the Mtchell case got under way Arthur and
| shared everything with him with Hollis' and F.J.'s agreenent. He
even chose the code nane for the case, SPETERS, after a fanmous old
Chekhist intelligence officer. He knew fromthe start that we were
hunting a high-level spy, and inevitably that nust have colored the
intelligence he gave us. In the tense and al nost hysterical nonths of
1963, as the scent of treachery lingered in every corridor, it is easy
to see how our fears fed on his theories.

But there is no question that he knew of many penetrations in the West.
The record in Britain, Norway, and France proves it. But in our haste
we were never able to get an uncorrupted version of all his |eads, and
this, I amsure, is still costing the Wst dear

The tide finally turned against CGolitsin in 1967. He was invited to
address the first CAZAB conference in Mel bourne, Australia. His
appear ance was eagerly awaited by all those present, since so nmuch of
the previous five years had flowed fromhim Golitsin was cocky as
ever, and soon | aunched into a lengthy oration on the failures of
Western intelligence services to interpret his material correctly.

"I know of nore spies,"
cooperate with ne?"

he boomed, "why are you not willing to



He | aid special enphasis on Britain, and the nmany penetrati ons which,
he cl ai ned, were as yet undi scovered, and which only he could | ocate.
F.J. was smling the smile he reserved for particularly tiresone
peopl e. He always hated his linen to be washed in public. Finally his
pati ence snapped.

"What is it you want?" he asked. "The files... access to your files,"
replied Golitsin. "Al'l right, you can have them - anything you want.
We'll see if you' ve got anything to give us."

Golitsin came over in spring 1968. | initially pressed himto cone over

strai ghtaway, but it was winter in London, and he told nme darkly that
he had al ready seen too nuch snowin his life. He was set up in a safe
house near Brighton, and Mchael MCaul and his wife lived with himto
keep house and provide himw th conpany. Every week | came down from
Leconfield House with a briefcase of files for himto study.

When | first gave himmaterial | warned himthat he could not take
notes. Both F.J. and | were worried that part of the notivation behind
hi s "net hodol ogy" was so that he could amass as nuch intelligence from
each Western service as possible for some unknown future purpose.

"But of course," he replied huffily, "I ama professional, Peter, |
under stand these things."

For four nmonths Golitsin roaned across the nost secret files in M5,
and every nonth M chael MCaul went to Ayn MIIs Bank and drew out
10, 000 pounds in cash, placed it in a snall suitcase, and brought it
down for CGolitsin.

But for all the nmoney, there was little that Golitsin had to give. F.J.
had called his bluff. There were some useful things, of course. He
studi ed the VENONA, and was able to fill in a few groups using his
know edge of KGB procedure. He spent a long tinme studying the files of
the Joint Services Language School in Canbridge, |ooking through the
curriculumvitaes of candidates to see if any caught his attention. W
even conducted voice tests with sone of those he was particularly
interested in, to see if Golitsin could detect, fromthe idions they
used, whether or not they were picking up Russian words from KGB
controllers. It was artful, but it never paid off, and in the end we
decided that the only safe thing to do was to close the school down.

But in the crucial area - whether or not he could shed any light on the
penetration problem- he was a conplete loss. He filled in sone nore
details in the Skripkin allegation and he did have one totally bizarre
theory. He spent weeks studying the VENONA traffic to see if he could
hel p us identify the unknown cryptonyns. There were two in particular
which interested him- David and Rosa - who fromthe nessage already

br oken were obvi ously working together, probably as man and wife, or
per haps brother and sister. Golitsin asked for the files of all M5

of ficers who had served during the time the VENONA traffic was taken
One day he announced he had an answer.

"Your spies are here. My nethodol ogy has uncovered them" he intoned

darkly, pointing his finger like the witch-finder at two files on the
table in front of him | knewthe files well. They belonged to Victor
and Tess Rot hschild.



"Don't be totally absurd, Anatole,” | said. "Victor is one of the best
friends this Service has ever had... how on earth did you junmp at that
concl usi on?"

"They are Jewi sh. David and Rosa are Jew sh nanes..."

It sounded like K& anti-Senmitismto ne, and | could not hel p thinking
that if this had been the CIA and | had been Angleton, Victor and Tess
woul d al nbst certainly have been listed as spies on Golitsin's

groundl ess interpretation

The principal problemw th Golitsin's nethodol ogy was that he
interpreted the files as if he were still in the KG. He | ooked for
operations which went wong, or mstakes which were attributable to a
single officer.

"Where is that man now?" he woul d ask.
"Sanme job," | would reply.

Golitsin would say nothing for a few days, and then announce that he
was sure the man was a traitor.

"But why, Anatole?"

"Because in KGB, failure is a serious offense. You would not be
trusted, and that nmakes a man unhappy, and naybe then he thinks of
turning."

He never understood the culture of the West, and because he hinself was
driven to defect because his career was damaged after his abortive
visit to Stalin, he assuned that anyone in the Wst would act in the
sane way.

"But that's not howit is in the Wst," | used to tell him "W don't
act like that over here - it only happens in the FBI."

Golitsin woul d | ook bl ank. He was a nman al nbst devoi d of hunor.

"Look, Anatole, we've been studying this for twenty years, and we don't
know who the spies are, and your guessing isn't helping us at all."

He | ooked at ne and down at the file, as if to nake ne guilty for
doubting him

"What do you know, Peter," he would grow, "you were not there in
Dzher zhi nsky Square, as | was."

But for all his vanity and greed, he was a genuine man, with that
sudden sadness that all Russians have. | remenber showi ng himthe
Vol kov file one afternoon. As he read the story of the attenpted
defector whose file ended up on Kim Philby's desk, he began to weep.

"How coul d you be so careless, Peter?" he asked in anguish, only too
wel | aware that but for the grace of God Golitsin would have suffered
the sane fate



McCaul and | | ooked sheepi sh. There was no excuse we could give.

By the end of his stay ny sessions with Golitsin had degenerated into
tedi ous diatribes about disinformation, and recycled information which
al ready existed in our Registry. He was a shadow of the nan who
captivated the best nminds in Western counterintelligence with his

phot ographic nenory and his unerring eye for detail. Before he left he
handed us a massive typescript which he had | abored to produce hinself,
typing one-fingered on an old AQivetti portable. He told nme it was the
definitive study on disinformation theory. |I handed it in to the

Regi stry. The time when | waited on his every word had | ong gone. | did
not even bother to read it.

| saw Golitsin once nmore in New York the following winter. W had | unch
at an Italian restaurant near Central Park. It was a sad, furtive
occasion. Colitsin still talked of his plans for an institute for the
study of disinformation, and new | eads he had di scovered. But he knew
he was finished. The Czechosl ovaki an i nvasi on the previ ous summer had
brought a fl ood of new defectors to the West - nen like Frolik and
August, whose information was | ess anbitious but easier to digest. He
knew he was yesterday's newspapers, and | think he could tell | was
hurori ng hi m

He had recently suffered tragedy. H's daughter, upon whom he doted, had
fallen prey to the ultimate Western depravity - drug addiction - and
had commtted suicide. It was a terrible blow, and Golitsin blamed

hi nsel f.

After lunch we wal ked across Central Park together in brilliant w nter
sunshine. He wanted nme to visit his farmin upstate New York, but I
told himl had to get back to London. There was little left to say.

"Are you thinking of going hone?" | asked him as we cane to the
parting.

"Ch no," he replied, after an unusual pause, "they would never forgive
me."

Golitsin rarely tal ked about Russia, but it was clearly on his mnd
"Are you homesi ck?"

“Sonetines..."

We nmade our farewells, and his feet nade a crunching sound as he wal ked

away across the snow. Like all defectors, Golitsin was feeling the
col d.

- 21 -

Wth Golitsin unable to advance the penetration issue any further, M5
were trapped in the mddle of a naze. The search for the high-Ieve
spy, for which FLUENCY considered Sir Roger Hollis the best suspect,



had been suspended since 1966, so that all attention could focus on the
hunt for the middling-grade agent. Wth Hanley's clearance there was no
obvi ous road forward. Did we abandon the search for the m ddling-grade
agent, and assune Col eni ewski's story was planted, or did we continue
to search for other candi dates, of whomthere were a nunber who were

al nost as good a fit as Hanl ey had been? If we assuned that

ol eni ewski's m ddling-grade agent story was planted, did we assune it
was a lure to draw our attention away from another middling-grade
agent, or fromthe high-level spy? Did both exist, or neither? To do
not hing was clearly inpossible, and thus, like actors in a G eek
tragedy, we had no real choice but to continue w dening our

i nvestigations, spreading the poison ever further through the
corridors.

The next best suspect was Gregory Stevens (a pseudonyn), an extravert
and gifted officer with a pucki sh sense of hunor. Stevens was about a
60 percent fit for the Gol eni ewski allegation. He had an even stronger
Pol i sh background than Hanley. He was half Polish by birth, and had
risen to Hanley's old job as head of the Polish Section of M5, where
hi s knowl edge of the | anguage, culture, and history of his mother's
country made him hi ghly successful. Ironically, or perhaps sinisterly,
Stevens was the officer who interviewed Col eni ewski in 1963, and first
heard the story of the m ddling-grade agent. Was this, like Hollis
visit to see Gouzenko, just another coincidence?

Li ke Hanl ey, too, Stevens had been in nmilitary uniformand there was

al so a connection with the K@ officer who CGol eni ewski all eged had nade
the recruitment. Both nen attended the Yalta Conference in 1945,
Stevens as a nmilitary translator assigned to assist Stalin with his
translations into English, until Stalin conplained that he spoke
Russian with a Polish accent.

Li ke Hanl ey, Stevens had al so undergone psychiatric treatnent, and once
again | paid a discreet visit to Harley Street. But whereas Hanl ey had
i nforned his doctor of the nature of his profession, Stevens had never
hinted at his involvenent in national security.

"I wouldn't have thought he was stable enough to be in that line of
work," said the doctor

"Do you find himtrustworthy?" | asked casually.

"He's very clever." replied the doctor, "but | think his cleverness can
sonetines |lead himastray."

"How do you nean?"

"There's a touch of the Walter Mtty about him | don't think you could
al ways rely on what he said."

The nore | | ooked at the case, the nore | cane to doubt whether Stevens
shoul d ever have been recruited in the first place. It seened a hard
thing to say. He was a good officer, and an asset to the Service, but
in the end, if vetting neant anything, this nan ought never to have
been allowed in. The psychiatric problens were only a small part of it.
The real worry was his Polish background. According to his record of
service, he visited Poland regularly with office perm ssion for private



hol i days to see his relations. H's uncle, to whom he was particularly
cl ose, was an active nenber of the Polish Communist Party, and they
occasionally nmet in London. For an organization that was routinely
rejecting any applicant with even the faintest trace of the British
Conmuni st Party in his fam |y background, the Stevens case presented an
obvi ous problem And the fact that he had been linked to the mddling-
grade agent investigation made the situation even nore untenable, since
in order to clear hinself, he had to emerge clean from an exhaustive
vet. Wth half his family living behind the Iron Curtain, an adequate
vet was i npossi bl e.

The investigation was conducted as far as it could possibly go, and
then Stevens was sunmoned for an interrogation, which | conducted with
JimPatrick, a one-eyed Gurkha officer who worked as an interrogator
for D83.

St evens had obvi ously been half expecting the call ever since he had
first heard Gol eni ewski talk about a m ddling-grade agent with Polish
connections. He was alternately truculent and defensive. He stared ne
nervously in the eye, as if to convince ne he was telling the truth. He
agreed that he was a good fit for the allegation, and accepted that
someone of his background was an odd recruitment for an organization
like M5.

"I al ways wondered when everyone woul d wake up to the Polish side of

nme," he said. "I suppose I'll fail the vet now, won't [?"
“l don't know," | replied, "but if it's any consolation, it won't be ne
that'll decide. It'Il be F.J."

He obviously felt that whichever way the interrogation went, he could
not possibly win. Unlike Hanley, he could not really hope to wal k
t hrough the fire unscat hed

We had been going three days when he wal ked coolly into the room one
norni ng and sat down at the table opposite ne.

"It's time for me to tell you sonething," he said. "|'ve decided to
confess..."

I flashed a gl ance over to Jim who inmedi ately began taking notes. It
was only an additional precaution, since all the sessions were taped.

"Yes," he went on, "lI've been wanting to tell sonmeone about it for
years. You're right... I'"'mthe spy you're looking for."

He seenmed to crunmple up in front of us, his shoulders heaving, as if he
were weeping. But it only |asted a monent or two, before he held his
head up, and | ooked straight at ne.

"Do you really nean this, Geg?" | asked.

"You have a witness, don't you?"

"You realize you'll have to give a statement to the Branch?”



He nodded. | |eaned over to Jimand told himto informthe Director-
CGeneral's security man, Tom Roberts, and arrange for Special Branch to
cone i medi ately. Stevens and | sat opposite each other, the files and
guestions in front of ne suddenly redundant.

"It's all true, Peter," he said again, in a clear voice.

| told himthat he had best not say anything until Tom Roberts arrived.
JimPatrick cane back in. For a few seconds nore we sat in silence, and
then | noticed Stevens' shoul ders going again. For a nonent | thought
he was weepi ng, perhaps even about to have a breakdown. It often
happens.

"Dam, " | thought to nyself, "I should have had the office doctor stand
by. "

Then suddenly he began to roar with |aughter

"You really believed nme, didn't you?" he cried.

For a second | felt the hot flush of enbarrassnent.
“I'"'mnot sure | understand...?"

"You wanted a spy, didn't you," he said, reddening suddenly, now that

the joke was over. "I thought 1'd give you one. | was going to get
chopped anyway. | know that!"

"I don't think we should discuss the matter here," | replied. "Tom
Roberts will be here in a mnute, you can explain it all to F.J."
For all 1 knew, it was a real confession, which he was trying to

retract, although I felt | knew Stevens well enough to believe that he
was only horsing about. But it was a stupid thing to do. Any chance he
had of surviving the investigation had al nost certainly gone.

F.J. was appall ed when he heard what had happened. He was a | awyer, and
had a venerabl e respect for the niceties of M5's processes.

"What do you think?" he asked ne when |I got back to his office. "Ws
t he confession bogus, or do you think he retracted it?"

"You know nmy views," | replied. "I amsure he is in the clear because
think the mddling-grade agent was a phony allegation fromthe start. |
just think he had a brainstorm.."

F.J. grunted. Tales of false defectors were never very welcone to a nan
of his solidity.

"You don't suppose he nmade the whole thing up - Gol eniewski's story,
nmean?" he asked.

| told himwe had checked the tapes before the interrogation

"I even got Stevens to verify the translation. On, CGoleniewki said it
all right."



"Don't see how we can keep him" he nuttered, chewing his pipe. "Man's
obvi ously unstable. Polish thing grotesque as well. Sort of thing that
gets into newspapers."

He waved ne out.

Wthin an hour Gregory Stevens' career was terminated. He spent ten
mnutes with F.J., and Tom Roberts escorted himto the paverment outside
Leconfield House. He didn't even have a chance to clear his desk.

A few days later Arthur cane to see nme. He and | had seen little of
each other since his departure to M6. He had aged and seened | ess
driven than he was before, though the past still held him He wanted to
know about Stevens. They were friends in D Branch in the old days, and
Arthur, nuch the ol der man, had an al nost paternal regard for him

"Did you have to do it?" he asked.

| told himabout the m ddling-grade agent, and the retracted
confession, and the confusi on and doubt which plagued us all

"What el se could we do?" | asked. "How can we tell Witehall to do
their vetting, and then turn a blind eye oursel ves?"

Art hur knew we had been right, but the cost was becom ng progressively
hi gher.

"I't's poisoning us all," he said quietly.

Gregory Stevens' departure caused great bitterness in the office. He
was a popul ar officer, and inevitably I was bl aned. No one, apart from
a handful of senior officers, knew the context which had led up to his
i nvestigation - the long history of suspected high-1evel penetration of
M5, the Blunt confessions, the terrible secret of the FLUENCY

concl usions which inplicated Sir Roger Hollis, and the hunt for the

nm ddl i ng- grade agent.

Word began to spread through the office that D3 was conducting vetting
purges in the office, and that officers |ike G egory Stevens were being
victim zed. There was tal k of the Gestapo. Younger officers began to
avoid me in the canteen. Casual conversation with many of ny col | eagues
became a rarity. Those of us involved in the penetration issue were set
apart, feared and distrusted in equal neasure.

It was the sane in M6. After years of neglect, a new head of
Counterintelligence, Christopher Phillpotts, was appointed in the md-
1960s, around the tinme FLUENCY got off the ground. Phillpotts |ooked to
all intents and purposes like a figure fromthe ANCI EN REG ME of
British Intelligence. He was a charismatic war hero with a penchant for
pi nk gins and cravats and bow ties. But he was a strict disciplinarian
who believed that in the wake of Philby's defection, the Augean stables
needed cl eani ng. A thorough review of security procedures and personne
was the precondition for a return to self-respect for a Service which
despite Dick Wite's best efforts, had still to recover fromthe wounds
of Phil by, Suez, and Commander Crabbe. Those who coul d not
satisfactorily account for their backgrounds would have to go. Nationa



security demanded that, at long last, the benefit of the doubt be given
to the state.

Phil | potts supported FLUENCY wi t hout reservation, and initiated his own
program of vetting inside Century House. At |east eight senior officers
were forced to resign in the wake of Phillpotts' new regine. One

of ficer, for instance, was forced to go when it was di scovered that he
had a long affair with Litzi Friedman w thout ever declaring it to the
of fice. Friedman was Philby's first wife, and al nost certainly the
person who recruited himto the Soviet cause. Another senior officer to
suffer had been a nenber of the Comunist Party in the 1930s.

Several officers who had been through the Joint Services Language
School were also unable to account for discrepancies in their
backgrounds, and chose to | eave. Even Nicholas Elliott, for so |ong
Phil by's supporter, until finally traveling to Beirut to obtain his
confession, was investigated, in case Philby had nmanaged to extract
intelligence fromhim But after lengthy interrogation Elliott just
convinced his interrogator, Arthur Martin, that he was in the clear

None of this was a matter of treachery. But for so |ong the normal

rul es of vetting had been waived in the club world of intelligence that
when the reckoning cane it was abrupt and painful. Miuch of the bl ane
for the purges inside M6 was attributed to M5, and to people like
Patrick Stewart and ne in particular. Many felt that M5 were taking
advant age of Philby's defection to even up a few old scores.

| had been unpopul ar inside certain sections of M6 since ny review of
t he Penkovsky case. But it was the Ellis case which really earned ne
the undying ennmity of the M6 old guard, an enmty which | wore as a
mar k of achi evenent.

The Ellis case caused friction between M5 and M6 for al nost as |ong
as the Philby case. It began in the afternath of the Burgess and

Macl ean defections, when M5 began to reanal yze the intelligence
provided by the defector Walter Krivitsky. One of Krivitsky's serials
concerned a Wiite Russian emigre based in Paris nanmed Vladimr Von
Petrov, who, Krivitsky alleged, had been an inportant agent for the
Fourth Departnent, the GRU, during the prewar period, with good sources
in Britain as well as Germany, where he was operating as a doubl e agent
for the Germans and the Russi ans.

M5 were interested to find out who those sources mght be, so they
studied Von Petrov's file and found a series of debriefing reports of
Abwehr of ficers taken at the end of the war. The Abwehr officers
confirmed that Von Petrov was being run by themas their agent,

al t hough, of course, they did not know that he was al so working for the
Russi ans. Several nentioned that Von Petrov had a source in British
Intelligence who could obtain our order of battle, as well as details
of vital operations, such as the tap on the secret tel ephone |ink
between Hitl er and his Anbassador in London, von Ri bbentrop. One Abwehr
of ficer even renenbered the nane of Von Petrov's source - it was a
Captain Ellis, who was an Australian, a brilliant l|inguist, and who had
a Russian wife.

Charles "Dickie" Ellis was then a senior M6 officer, recently pronoted
fromM®6 controller for Far Eastern Affairs to be in charge of al



operations in North and South Arerica. He joined M6 in the 1920s, and
was based in Paris, where he was responsible for recruiting agents in
the White Russian emigre conmunity. During this period he recruited an
agent with access to Von Petrov.

The prewar Russian emigre community was a cesspool of uncertain

| oyalties, and when M5 raised the query against Ellis, M6 rejected
any possibility that he could be a spy. They mmintained that it was
much nore likely that Von Petrov was working for Ellis, than the other
way around, and was lying to protect hinself. In any case, Ellis had
opted for early retirenent, and was planning to return to Australia.
Dick Wite, newWy appointed to M5, and not wanting to aggravate stil
further the tensions already strained to breaki ng point by the

gat hering suspicions agai nst Phil by, agreed to shelve the case, where
it lay festering in the Registry until | took over as D3.

VWhen Phill potts took over as head of Counterintelligence, | approached
hi m as chai rman of FLUENCY and asked himif he was prepared to sanction
ajoint M5-M6 investigation into Ellis to finally resolve the case

He went to Dick Wiite, who gave his agreenent, and | began working with
a young M6 Counterintelligence officer named Bunny Pancheff.

The real difficulty in the Ellis case was trying to deterni ne whether
he was working for the Gernans or the Russians, or both. Early on we
got confirmati on of the Abwehr officer's story, when we traced the
records of the prewar operation to tap the Hitler-von R bbentrop Iink
The officer in charge of processing the product was Ellis. The question
was whet her he was providing the information to Von Petrov in the

know edge that he was a Russian spy, or whether he assunmed he was

wor ki ng only for the Gernans.

The first thing which convinced ne Ellis was al ways a Russi an spy was
the discovery of the distribution of the Abwehr officer's report in
whi ch he clainmed Von Petrov's British source was a Captain Ellis. The
report was sent routinely to KimPhilby, in the Counterintelligence
Departnment. He had scrawled in the margin: "Wo is this nan Ellis?
NFA, " meaning "No further action," before burying the report in the
files. At the tine Ellis' office was just a few doors down the
corridor, but it seened to ne to be a nobst suspicious oversight by the
normal |y eagl e-eyed Phil by.

That was only the first of a number of interesting connections between
Phil by's career and Ellis'. Wthin a year of Philby's falling under
suspicion Ellis took early retirenment, pleading ill-health. He travel ed
to Australia, and took up a job as a consultant to ASIS, the Australian
overseas intelligence-gathering organization. Wile there he was
briefed by the Australians on the inpending defection of Viadimr
Petrov, a Beria henchman who opted to stay in the West rather than take
his chances in Mbscow. Alnost inmediately Ellis returned to Britain and
contacted Kim Phil by, despite being specifically warned agai nst doi ng
so by Maurice A dfield. No one knows what they discussed, but fromthat
date onward Petrov fell under suspicion in Australia, and when he

noti ced his safe had been tanpered with in the Soviet Enbassy, he
defected earlier than anticipated, eluding by hours two burly KGB

of ficers who had been sent out from Moscow to bring hi mback. The
reasons for Ellis' hasty flight from Australia have never been clear
but | have al ways assuned that he thought the Petrov who was about to



def ect was the sane Von Petrov with whom he had been involved in the
1920s, and who nust have known the secret of his treachery.

We | ooked at his wartinme record. He spent npbst of the war in the USA
wor ki ng as deputy to Sir WIIliam Stephenson, the Man Called Intrepid,
at British Security Coordination. Sonme of the Anmerican VENONA showed
clearly that the Soviets were operating a nunber of agents inside BSC,
but al though we tried exhaustive analysis to link Ellis with each of
the cryptonyns, we could never be certain

| began to search further back for nore definite clues connecting Ellis
to the Soviets in the prewar period. At the time | was studying the
prewar period as part of the D3 researches, and was rereadi ng Elizabeth
Por et sky' s aut obi ography, OUR OAN PEOPLE, about her life as the wife of
Ludwi k Poretsky (al so known as | gnace Reiss), one of the "great
illegals" who worked along with Krivitsky as a Fourth Departnent agent
runner for the Soviet CRU. He was nurdered after he refused to return
to Moscow and defected. | first read the book in its English
translation, but this tine | studied the original French text, titled
LES NOTRES. | seized on an extraordi nary statenent which had not
appeared in the English edition. Elizabeth Poretsky said that in the

| ate 1920s Ludwi k had an agent high up in British Intelligence.

In 1966 | traveled to Paris to see Ms Poretsky, a shrew who guarded
her husband's nenory jeal ously and remai ned suspicious of all agents of
Western inperialism | tal ked around the subject for a while, and then
rem nded her of the passage in the book. Surely, | ventured, she had
got her dates wong, and presunably this agent was Phil by? She becane
qui te indignant, squawking at me for my ignorance.

"This was not Philby," she jabbered. "Ludwik ran this agent in
Amst erdam in 1928 and 1929. Phil by was just a school boy then."

"Do you think you could recognize the nan?" | asked, trying hard to
conceal ny excitenent.

She began to hedge. She told nme she was still loyal to LES NOTRES. She
coul d never inform

"Ch no," | told her, "it's nothing like that - we just need it for our
records. "

| produced a spread of twenty photographs fromny briefcase. Sone were
dunmy phot ogr aphs, ot hers were of known col | eagues of her husband, and
one was of Ellis, dating fromthe m d-1920s. She picked out all those
she ought to have known, and Ellis as well.

"l do not know this nman's name," she told ne, "but | amsure he is
famliar."

From Paris | traveled by bus to Ansterdamto see a wonan naned Ms.

Pi eck, the wi dow of a Dutchman, Henri Pieck, who worked as a Sovi et
illegal and recruited several spies in Britain during the prewar

peri od, including John Herbert King, a cipher clerk in the Foreign

O fice. Elizabeth Poretsky had suggested | visit Ms. Pieck in case she
could throw any light on the photograph she had picked out. Ms. Pieck



was a wonan fromthe sanme nold, and had clearly been warned of ny
immnent arrival. She too picked out Ellis' photograph, but refused to
say why.

There was only one other |ead. Elizabeth Poretsky told in her book how

Ri chard Sorge, the great Soviet illegal who eventually built up one of
the nost inportant spy networks in history in China and Japan during
World War |11, had traveled to Britain during the late 1920s. H s

nm ssion had been highly dangerous, but she told me she knew no nore
details, and tried too obviously to dissuade nme fromvisiting Sorge's
wi dow, Christiane, who was living in a semnary near New York. | cabl ed
St ephen de Mowbray, then based in Washington as an M6 |iaison officer
and asked himto visit her

Christiane Sorge placed the final piece in the jigsaw, but left the
picture still infuriatingly unfocused. She did indeed remenber Sorge's
m ssion, and said it was to see a very inportant agent, although she
knew not hing of his identity. She recalled just one fragnent - a
neeting on a street corner in London. She and Rickie had gone together
to neet this agent, but he had told her to stand well back and cover
himin case there was trouble. Could she recogni ze the man? Stephen
asked her. She had seen him but not well. He showed her the
phot ogr aphs.

"This man | ooks famliar," she said, "but | could not be certain, after

over forty years."
It was Ellis' photograph.

Eventually Ellis was interrogated. He was old, and clainmed to be in
ill-health, so Bunny Pancheff and | were instructed to take the
sessions extrenely gently. Ellis denied everything for several days. He
bl ustered and bl amed the whol e thing on jeal ous coll eagues. But as we
produced the evidence, the Abwehr officer's report, and the

i ndoctrination list for the tel ephone tap, he began to wilt.

After lunch on the Friday he returned to the interrogation roomin the
basement of the old War O fice, known as Room 055, with a typed sheet
of paper. It was a confession of sorts. He clained that he had got into
trouble during the early years in M6. He was sent out into the field
with no training and no noney, and began providi ng chicken feed, odd
scraps of information about M6 plans, to his agent Zilenski (his
brother-in-1aw), who was in touch with Von Petrov, in order to obtain
nore intelligence in return. It was a dangerous gane, and soon he was
being bl acknmailed. He clained that his wife was ill, and he needed
noney, so he agreed to supply Zilenski with nore infornmation

Ellis' confession was carefully shaded at the edges to hide precisely
what intelligence he had given, and where it had gone, so, under

i nterrogation, we asked himto clarify it. He admitted passing over
detailed order-of-battle plans for British Intelligence, as well as
betraying the Hitler-von Ri bbentrop tel ephone |ink, even though he knew
this material was bei ng passed by Von Petrov to the Germans. (Part of

t he Abwehr information came from Stevens and Best, who were captured by
a trick on the Dutch-German border by the Gestapo. W were able to talk
to themafter the war, and they said that at their interrogation they
were amazed how nuch the Abwehr knew about the organization of M6. W



asked Ellis when he last had contact with the Russian emgre's. He
admtted that it was in Decenber 1939, after the outbreak of war.

Ellis was a venal, sly nan. He sat there, stripped of his rank, white-
faced and puffy. But never once did | hear an apology. | could

under stand how a man m ght choose the Soviets through ideol ogical
conviction. But to sell colleagues out to the Gernans for a few pounds
intinm of war? | told himthat had he been caught in 1939-40 he woul d
have been hanged.

Ellis clearly thought the interrogation was over. But it had just
begun. W& wanted to know about his involvement with the Soviets, we
said. For a nonent he wavered in front of us, then he fought back

"Never!" he shouted, "never with the Communists..."

The next day we took himthrough the odd chain of events - his trip to
Australia, and his rapid return to Britain, and the coincidence of
Petrov's defection. But he denied everything, even when he was caught
out in repeated lying about his actions until he retired. Not even an
aut horized offer of immunity could make hi mchange his mnd. But | have
l[ittle doubt of Ellis" involvenment with the Russians.

Bunny Pancheff and | wote the case up, and concluded that in our
opinion Ellis had certainly commtted espionage for the Gernans,

i ncluding during the war, and that we believed himalso to have been a
| ong-term agent of the Russian Intelligence Service until his renoval
fromsecret access. The report was endorsed w thout reservation by
Chri stopher Phillpotts, and subnmitted to Dick Wiite and his deputy,
Maurice A dfield.

A dfield was a shy and good man, with a wonderful grasp of the
principles of counterintelligence. But he was a poor judge of

character. At first he doubted the veracity of Ellis' confession, until
eventual |y Bunny Pancheff played the crucial exchanges to him But even
t hough we had uncovered a traitor of najor proportions, | sonetines
felt as if it were | who was being blamed. A dfield despised the
climate of fear engendered by Phillpotts' vetting purges, and

canpai gned hard to change Dick's nmind. The fact that Ellis had
confessed seenmed to weigh hardly at all on his thinking. As far as he
was concerned, it was all a long tinme ago, and best forgotten

As the climte against investigations turned in the |late 1960s,

want ed desperately to have sone of the FLUENCY concl usions circul ated
nore widely inside both Services. | felt sure that this was the only
way we could restore some general consent for a continuation of the
wor k. At the nonment, people knew nothing of the cases, and to them our
activities seened like blind McCarthyism D3 had become such a nassive
section, enbraci ng FLUENCY and the D3 researches into the 1930s.
Inevitably, other senior officers resented its priority call on
resources and personnel, and since they had no way of judging the

i nportance of the work we were conducting, their resentnments grew. |
was accused of being suspicious of everybody. F.J. would defend ne if
the attacks were public. On one occasion he turned around and said to
nmy attacker, "It is Peter's job to be suspicious."” Like Angleton, I
could sense ny enemies multiplying. It was a curious sensation. After
years of being the hunter, | suddenly felt nyself hunted.



Matters cane to a head in 1969 at the annual conference attended by
senior M5 officers at the Sunningdale Cvil Service College in
Berkshire. A nunber of officers launched bitter attacks on ne, and
others involved in Dl (lnvestigations), as well as on the work we were
doi ng. What had D3 ever achieved? they asked. They tal ked of the bonds
of trust between fellow officers ruptured by the climte of suspicion
I nnocent men suffering, they said.

"Whi ch i nnocent nen?" | said. "That's a |ie. Who? You nane them"

My hands were tied - | could not talk in specifics or generalities, and
was forced to defend nyself by stressing that every nove we nade in
relation to a case was endorsed by F.J. personally. But without ny
explaining to themthe Iong history of the search for penetration, they
coul d not possibly understand.

Afterward | appealed to F.J. to publish a paper on the FLUENCY
assessnments. | outlined the sort of thing we could circulate to the top
seventy officers: a resune of the continuous allegations of penetration
since the war, including the attributions to the known spi es wherever
possi bl e, and indicating the | arge nunber of still unexplai ned

all egations. F.J. refused even to consider it.

"If | do this, Peter," he said, "it will break the heart of the
Servi ce. W& woul d never recover."

"But these people don't even know Blunt was a spy. How can they
possi bly synpat hi ze and support our work, if they aren't told
somet hi ng?"

“In ny view," he said, "it would be better if no one knew, ever!"

"But how can we go on?" | asked him "W've got young peopl e com ng
into the Service every year. They listen to the tapes, they read the
office histories, and they Il earn nothing about this, and it's the nost

i mportant subject there is. How can you expect themto live a lie? You
m ght as well not have done any of this work, unless you face up to it,
and show peopl e we have by explaining to themhow it all happened, and
say to people, 'Look, there are these gaps, and that's why we've got to
carry on.' "

F.J. would have none of it. There were nonents, not nany it is true,
but this was one, when he was imutable.

"What about ne?" | asked finally. "How do | go on in the office, facing
this level of hostility?"

He suddenly became steely.

'"'That is a price you have to pay for sitting in judgnent on people."
In 1968, follow ng his clearance, M chael Hanl ey was appoi nted head of
Count er espi onage. Ever since the traumatic events of the previous year

Hanl ey and | had barely spoken. He had never said anything, but | could
tell he blamed me for the decision to investigate him Wen he took



over he lost no time in trying toclip my wings. At first it was public
sl ap- downs.

"Ch, Peter," he would say nockingly, "that's just another one of your
mad t heories."

But then his assault became nore serious. He began to renove staff and
resources from D3 wherever possible. At first | fought ny corner, and
went to F.J. to get themreinstated, but after a while | began to
wonder whether it was worth the fight. The D3 research task was nearing
conpletion. Only the high-level penetration issue renmined unsol ved,
and that had been shelved for nore than three years, with little sign
that it woul d ever be revived. The constant strain of the work was
taking its toll on nmy health. My thoughts turned toward retirenent and
tony first love - farm ng.

| decided that at |east | should confront Hanley personally before
giving up. I went to see himand asked hi m point-blank why he was
trying to drive me out of the Service. He clained there was no
persecution. It was just that D3 had got too big, and there were

i ncreasing conplaints that some of its |ess glanorous, but no | ess

i mportant tasks, like security assessnments for nministers and the |iKke,
wer e bei ng negl ect ed.

"Well, give ne an officer to | ook after the paperwork, then,"
count er ed.

But Hanl ey refused.

"I know I'ma poor administrator,” | admtted, "but are you sure the
real reason for this isn't because you bear a grudge against this type
of work?"

Hanl ey becane red-faced. He knew what | was driving at, but denied his
own experience was coloring his judgnent.

"I suppose you know it was nme?" | said. "Have you ever seen the file?"

The ice was broken. | went back to nmy office and pulled out the file on
the HARRI ET investigation. | showed Hanley everything - the way the
search for the mddling-grade agent arose fromthe FLUENCY report, the
shel ving of the hunt for the high-level spy, the D3 inquiries, the

Wat son and Proctor cases, the investigations, the visit to his

psychi atri st.

"l never realized," he said, as he studied the files.

"We're the people who were asked to do the dirty work,"” | told him
bitterly," and now when we've done nost of the work, they want to brush
it under the carpet and forget us, and forget the things we did."

Indoctrination into the burden of terrible secrets which so few have
shoul dered had a profound effect on Hanley. He realized that he had no
experience of any of this, and his only knowl edge of D Branch was from
his time on the Polish desk in the 1950s. In order to make a success of
D Branch he had to have gui dance. One day he called ne into his office
and expl ained his problem He was quite straightforward, and



respected himfor it. He still wanted to break down D3. Its manmoth
task was al nost finished, he told nme, and in any case, he wanted nme to
becone his personal consultant on the whol e reorgani zati on of D Branch
whi ch he was planning. | was to have sight of every paper, and access
to all cases in the Branch with the brief to guide himwith nmy intinmate
know edge of the previous fifteen years. Unlike any other officer, |
had never noved from D Branch. As Dick Wite promised at ny interview,
| received no pronotion, but then | was not forced to play rmnusical
chairs, switching fromdepartnment to departnent every second year. D
Branch had been nmy life. | knew every case and file. It was a fair
offer, and | accepted i nmedi ately.

But that still left the problem of penetration

"Who is going to continue that work? W can't let the thing slip again
ot herwi se anot her backl og of unresolved cases will build up,” | said.

| had been convinced for nore than a year that we needed sone forna
mechani sm for | ooking at the whole question of internal penetration
The problem of the 1960s was that there was no departnent in the
Service where allegations of penetration could be investigated.

Everyt hing was ad hoc. FLUENCY had no formal status, it was just a

wor ki ng party. The work did not sit easily inside D1 (Investigations),
because their correct job was to investigate penetrations that occurred
outside the Service. It was precisely this |ack of a nechani smwhich
contributed to the accusations of "the Gestapo"” in the office. W were
seen to be peopl e pursuing investigations outside the normal channels,
and in an organi zation as conscious of hierarchy as M5, that was a
consi derabl e problem Wth a proper section devoted to the work, the
Service would be able to see that the nanagenment had given its ful
backing. It would, in other words, have |egitimacy.

There was one other factor in ny mind, | knewthat if the issue of

hi gh-1 evel penetration was ever to be solved, it could be done only by
giving fresh mnds access to the problem Over the past ten years the
subj ect had becone intimately bound up with personalities - principally
mne and Arthur's. W were seen as nmen with grudges, or as nen with
obsessi ons, unable to conceive of any interpretation other than Hollis
being guilty. | |obbied Hanley and F J furiously, trying to persuade
themto set up such a section, and staff it with people who had no
connection with either Arthur or ne, or with the terrible events of the
previous ten years.

Hanl ey was doubtful, but F.J. seized on the idea i mediately, and
persuaded Hanley to incorporate it into his plans. By late 1968 the
reorgani zati on was conplete. D Branch becanme K Branch, which was split
into two separate units KX, which handled all investigative work, and
had its own director on the Board, and KY, which was responsible for
order of battle and operations, also with its own director. KX

i ncorporated D1 (lnvestigations) and much of the old D3, and conpri sed
three sections Kl and K2, which were Soviet and satellite investigating
sections, K3, which was now a research section cut out of D3, a section
servicing the investigation sections, and a new unit, K7, charged with
sole responsibility for investigating allegations of penetration of the
Intelligence Services. KY conprised K4, order of battle, K5, which was
agent running and operations, and K6, which assuned responsibility for
all security assessnments and conpiling the specialist records,



mnisterial briefings, special indexes, and record collection which
previously had been under ny control in D3.

Duncum Wagh was the first officer appointed to head K7. He was a good
choice - a sensible, |evel headed of fi cer who was al ways thorough in his
reasoni ng and, once his mnd was made up, doubly inpressive in
justifying his proposed course of action. H's career had suffered
unduly fromhis nistake in clearing Houghton after his wife's conplaint
ten years previously. But solid hard work, sone of it on nmy Mdscow
Enbassy Working Party, had earned hima major chance, and K7 was
certainly that. He was supported by a forceful ex-nmarine officer naned
John Day. | strongly advised that nobody involved in the penetration

i ssue to date should work in K7.

| had one neeting with Duncum Wagh, and handed over to hi meverything
in m safe which related to FLUENCY - all the records fromm own
freelance inquiries into Hollis' background, ny analyzes of the
Lonsdal e case, some work on the niddling-grade agent It was only when
he took themthat | realized what a burden those small green

conbi nati on boxes had been all those years.

"Here," | said, "it's your problemnow, thank God!"

| had very little to do with K7 in the early days. Neither Duncum Wagh
nor John Day wanted ne around, for fear it would prejudice their own
freedom of maneuver and credibility, and |I understood that. | did

i ntroduce John Day to Blunt, and tal ked again through the whol e
guesti on of why he had been allowed to |leave M5 by the Russians in
1945. Blunt always thought it was odd.

"I think if they had pressured nme, | probably would have stayed on, at
least for a bit. | loved the work, and adored CGuy Liddell and Dick
Wiite, and | expect | could still have pursued ny art but they never
asked ne."

Bl unt could shed no |light on whether there was already a repl acenent
for himin the office, although he knew that was what concerned us. W
showed hi mthe VENONA nessage with the eight cryptonyns. But they neant
nothing to him The only fragment he had was a |unch he attended with
GQuy Burgess and Graham Mtchell at the Reform Cub. It was clearly

anot her | ooki ng-over session, but as to whether Guy had actually made
an approach, Blunt clainmed he knew nothing. Alittle later | was told
that John Day had interrogated Mtchell at long last, and they were
quite satisfied he was in the clear. As | always suspected, it cane
down to Hollis.

For a long tine | heard nothing. Then one day John Day cane to see ne.
He brought with himthe first K7 report on high-1level penetration. It
concl uded categorically that Hollis was the best candidate, and
recommended his i medi ate investigation and interrogation

"I always thought you saw reds under the beds," said John Day after |
had read the report, "but | wanted to tell you that | think you were
right all along."



This tinme there was no escape - not for nyself, for F.J., or for the
man in the black suit playing golf in quiet retirenment in the Sonerset
village of Calcott.

- 22 -

It would have been nice to have crowned ny career with a triunph. It
woul d have been nice to have solved the riddle. Better he was innocent
than the continuing uncertainty. But the secret world is not so sinple,
and at the end the shadows renmi ned, as dense as before, shrouding the
truth.

One norning in 1969 | made nmy way up to a small operations roomin what
had once been the D3 offices. The desk earphones whi spered gently as A2
t echni ci ans checked the mnicrophones in our safe house in South Audley
Street. For themit was another day, another interrogation, but for me
it was the final act in a ten-year drama. The brief lay on the table,
as big as a thick tel ephone directory. On the inside front cover was
the curious single word "Drat,"” Hollis' code name. It was issued to ne
years before, when | was doing nmy D3 private inquiries, by the snal

office in B Branch which allocated cover nanes. | |laughed at the tine.
"Drat" seenmed so absurd. | never realized what pain would be associated
withit.

Anne O r-Ewing was an extrenely thorough officer who had risen fromthe
Transcription Departnment to D3 as a research officer before joining K7.
The K7 case was substantially the same as ny own freel ance inquiries of
1965 and 1966. It was nore detail ed, of course. They had access to
Hollis' Record of Service, and had traced and interviewed his
contenporaries at Oxford, searched the Shanghai Special Branch records,
but no crucial proof had been found. In the end, as always, it cane
down to a matter of belief.

A small white envelope inviting Hollis back up to the office was sent a
few days before the interrogation. The final plans were laid. There was
a row, too, of course. W assuned that Hollis would be placed under
conti nuous surveillance during the period of the interrogation, in
case, like Blake, he panicked and made a nove to contact his Russian
controllers, if he had any. But F.J. would have none of it. He gave no
reasons, but we could tell by his face that he was i nmovabl e. Even
Hanl ey protested about this, pointing out to F.J. that he had not been
spared the full works. But F.J. felt he had been backed into a corner
in sanctioning the interrogation, and this was a final indignity he was
not prepared to inpose on his predecessor

John Day was told to conduct the interview. Anne Or-BEwing and | were
tolisten in to provide analysis as the interrogation proceeded. F.J.
knew he was too conmitted on the subject to be a fair choice, and he
realized that, after so nmany years' delay, he had to be seen to be
all owi ng the troops their chance.

A door opened in South Audley Street. Hollis was shown in.



"Where do you want nme?" he asked, his famliar voice still strong after
all the years.

John Day began to explain the procedure of the interview

"Yes, I'mfaniliar with the procedure... but | need pencil and paper
if you please."

| tried to imagi ne the scene in the roomin South Audley Street. |
could see Hollis in there, sitting upright. | rather thought he would
mss his desk. O course the pencils would be essential. And he would
be wearing his Cheshire cat smle. Wuld he feel humliated?

wondered. Or frightened? | sonehow doubted it. Enotion was never
sonething | associated with him | renenbered sonething he al ways used
to say to ne.

"Peter, you're too enotional on the subject.”
| was doing nmy best to control ny excitenent.

John Day began by going through routine details of Hollis' career and
early life. Hollis knew the procedure, and began runni ng ahead of the
brief.

"W'll take it a little slower, if you don't mnd," said John Day.
Hollis showed faint irritation

"This is a little laborious, if you don't mind nme saying so. You mnust
have this information on ny RI'S."

But John Day was not to be intinidated.

"I think we had best follow procedure in this instance, if you don't
m nd. "

Hollis told a sinple story. He said he | eft home because he realized he
was not religious. But Oxford, he clained, was no escape. It, too,
rem nded himof his religious upbringing.

"I wanted to get away, do sonething with ny life in the outside world.
The only anbition | had was to play golf, and | realized early on at
Oxford that | could never nmake a career out of it. So | decided to
travel ."

The Far East had always attracted him Oiginally he thought he m ght
travel with sone friends - Maurice Ri chardson was one. But the plan
fell through. In retrospect, said Hollis, he was glad. They had far too
l[ittle in commbn to make good traveling conpani ons.

China fascinated him O course, he net the odd | eft-wi ng person out
there, but then that was nornmal. Everyone knew Agnes Snedl ey was |eft-
wing. It was the same at Oxford. He had been friendly with Maurice

Ri chardson and d aud Cockburn, both of whom were best described as

pi nk.



He said his health was a constant problem TB afflicted himthroughout
this period, and in the end it forced his return to Europe. He travel ed
back via Mbscow.

"I wanted to see what it was |like. Awful place. Dirty, depressing.
Nobody smiled. Intellectuals were nmaking a trenendous fuss about the
pl ace. But | hated it."

"Did you neet anybody there?" asked John Day.

"On buses and trains. That sort of thing. But otherwi se no. You don't
nmeet Russians like you do people in other countries, like China, for
i nstance. "

At lunch, Anne O r-Ew ng, John Day, F.J., and | net back at Leconfield
House. Hollis' performance had been cal mand fl aw ess.

"He'll clear hinself, if he goes on like this," said Anne O r-Ew ng.
After lunch we went on to his return to Britain. Suddenly the crisp
focus disintegrated. The delivery was still resolute, but all the
detail disappeared. He could not renenber where he had |ived, whom he
had nmet, what plans he had, and yet we had all the answers in the
brief. W knew what he had been doing. For instance, he had |ived
virtually next door to an old M6 officer naned Archie Lyall, who had
been a close friend of CGuy Burgess. But although they nust have seen
each other nunerous tinmes, Hollis had no recollection of himat all

For an hour or nore Hollis stunbled, until he reached the point in his
career where he joined M5 before the war. Suddenly, and as abruptly as
it had di sappeared, precision returned.

That night the interrogating teammet again at the Oxford and Canbri dge
Club to debate the day's session

"What about this blank year?" | asked.
F.J. placed his pipe on the table wearily.
"You've got that all wong," he said.

He told us that Hollis was in a ness when he came back from China - his
heal th was shot, he had no career, no prospects. It did not seemto
occur to himthat this would have made Hollis much nore vul nerable to
recruitnment. He was drifting, and it was a period in his |ife he had
long wanted to forget. Little wonder, said F.J., that he can't renenber
where he |ived.

"Well, it's a pretty odd state of mind to start applying for a job in
M5 or M6 for that matter,” | remarked. | nmeant it seriously, but it
sounded sarcastic. F.J. bridled.

"For God's sake Peter!"™ Then he cut hinself short. There was stil
anot her session to go.

The following day Hollis sat down again



"Are we ready?" Hollis asked patronizingly. John Day waited in silence.
It was a nice touch, and rem nded Hollis that, for once, he was not in
char ge.

Day began on a different tack

"I want to ask you again about C aud Cockburn's file...'

This had come up the previous norning. Hollis volunteered his
friendship with Cockburn at Oxford, and was asked why he had never
decl ared the fact on Cockburn's file, as any M5 officer was supposed
to do if he handled the file of an acquaintance. Hollis brushed the
guestion aside. He said there was no general requirenment at that tine
to record personal friendships on files.

It was a lie, only a small one, true, but a lie nonetheless. The brief
contained a full annex proving that it was indeed current practice in
M5 prewar to record friendships, and that Hollis woul d have known of
t he regul ati on.

Day began to challenge Hollis on his answer the previous day. Wy had
he lied? Hollis was never a stanmerer, or a flusterer. There was a
slight pause, and then he acknow edged his mi stake. Yes, he admtted,
there was anot her reason. He knew t hat Cockburn was of interest to the
Service as a prominent |eft-wi nger and Com ntern agent, and since he
was a recent arrival, and wanted very much to pursue a career inside
M5, he chose to ignore the regulation in case his friendship with
Cockburn were seen as a bl ack nark agai nst him

"I amsure | wasn't the first or the last officer to break that
particular rule.”

"What about other friends," pressed Day. "Wat about Philby? Wre you
friendly with hin®"

"Not really. He was too much of a drinker. We had good professiona
rel ati ons, but nothing nore."

"And Bl unt ?"

"More so, particularly during the war. | thought he was very gifted.
But | saw himless after he left the Service. Now and again we woul d
neet at the Travelers. Small talk - that sort of thing. He loved to
gossi p. "

Gouzenko, Vol kov, and Skripkin he dispatched swiftly. Gouzenko was
unreliable. He still doubted that Elli really existed. As for his trip
to Canada, there was nothing sinister in Philby's sending the file on
to him

"l was the acknow edged Sovi et expert at the tine. It would be natura
for Philby to refer it to me, particularly because it was a
Comonweal th matter. "

"And Vol kov?"



"I see no reason to disbelieve Philby. He thought Vol kov's spy was
hinself... Wiy should he go all that way to protect sonmeone el se?"

Only once did a trace of the old Director-Ceneral break through, when
John Day began to ask himabout events in the early 1960s. He was asked
about the sacking of Arthur Martin. A harsh tone crept into his voice.

"He was bei ng thoroughly undisciplined. | never knew what he was doing.
Take Blunt. We agreed on a formal inmunity offer relating to events
before 1945. Martin goes in to see him and offers hi m CARTE BLANCHE

i munity. The Attorney-General was incensed, and so was |. There was no
controlling him He and Wight were busy setting up a privil eged

Gest apo, and sonething had to be done to break it up. | don't regret it
for one monent. | think it was absolutely justified in the

circunstances and, if anything, should have happened much earlier."

John Day asked hi mwhy he had not allowed Mtchell to be interrogated
in 1963.

“"It's inthe files. The Prine Mnister would not sanction it."
"Did you actually ask himfor pernission?"

"OfF course | did," replied Hollis testily.

"But he has no recollection of the nmeeting," countered Day.

"That's absurd! The situation was critical. The Profunpo business was at
its height. The whol e question of the exchange with the Americans had
to be considered. Another scandal woul d have brought the Governnent
down. That's why consultation was vital."

It was all shadow boxing. Day noved and jabbed, but he coul d never
really land a bl ow. Sonehow he never got close enough to street-fight,
to grappl e and gouge him and nake hi mconfess. Tine had slipped away.
It was all old, too old, to ever find the truth.

By the end of the afternoon only the routine questions for the record
were |eft.

"Have you at any stage conmunicated official information to any
unaut hori zed person?"

"No," replied Hollis firmy.

"Have you ever been approached by anyone clandestinely to pass
i nfornmation?"

"Never."

The chairs scraped as Hollis got up. He said goodbye, and neant it. He
travel ed back to Sonerset, back to his golf, and his cottage. He |eft
the interrogation roomas unknown as when he entered - an enigma, an
apparently sober man, with a streak of filthy hunor. The autocrat with
crippling insecurity.



F.J. net us again at the Oxford and Canbridge Cub that night. There
was an air of resignation around the table. W knew that we had not
brought the case honme. But equally we felt adamant that there was
enough doubt to keep the case alive. F.J. was silent. He felt the
interrogation vindicated his faith in Hollis.

"I hope we can nove on to other things," he said.

Once again the case was closed. But nothing, and certainly not Hollis'
i nterrogation, could paper over the deep chasm which divided those who
bel i eved penetration had occurred, and those, like F.J., who had
finally come to doubt it. | could not help renenmbering all the wasted
years, the years when it could have been investigated, the years of
negl ect and drift, the years when files gathered dust, when reports
went unanswered, the years when fear of the unknown prevented us from
ever knowing the truth. Only a chance breakthrough, a defector or a

ci pher break, could help us solve the case now. A desperate sense of
failure gripped nme - failure and frustration and a desire to get away
and forget. Looking back, ny retirenent began that night as | traveled
home on the train to Essex. Wat cane after was nostly going through

t he noti ons.

Hollis' interrogation signaled the end of one decade, and ushered in
the new. The 1970s were to be the years of reckoni ng, when the secret
armes of the West were finally and painfully exposed to the searing
searchlight of publicity. For thirty years West and East had fought a
nocturnal battle, hidden and protected by custom and necessity. But
within four years the secrets would come pouring out.

Ironically, the 1970s opened well for M5. We finally got a defector we
believed in. H's name was A eg Lyalin. He was recruited by two of the
best officers in M5, a bluff Yorkshireman named Harry Warton, and a
former SIS undercover officer of conspicuous courage, Tony Brookes, who
with his wife had operated in France AND survived The operation was
managed by the head of KY, a calm dependable officer by the name of
Chri stopher Herbert. Lyalin was having an affair with a girl, and when
Wharton and Brookes nade contact with himhe said he wanted to defect.
They managed to persuade himto stay in place, and for six nonths he
provided M5 with a detailed run-down of the K@ order of battle in
London. He was only a relatively lowlevel K& officer connected to the
Sabot age Departnent, but any breach in the KG' s arnory is inval uable.

As soon as the Lyalin case began we realized that this was the best
possi bl e test as to whether high-level penetration of M5 stil
existed. If Lyalin survived we were in the clear. From 1966 until at

| east 1976 we had no evidence of Russian interference with our
operations. W had five spy cases, and the Lyalin case and the

expul sion of the 105 Russian diplomats, both of which had been in

exi stence for at least six nonths. Yet up to the end of 1965, every
case for twenty years or nore was tainted by Russian "sticky fingers."
We should note that Hollis retired at the end of 1965. The secret was
known to only ten people, and to no one outside the office apart from
Dennis Greenhill, Permanent Secretary at the Foreign Ofice. Geenhil
was a good friend of M5, and | enjoyed especially warmrelations wth
him He too had been to Bishop's Stortford Coll ege, along with D ck
Wiite and ne. | first dealt with himover the French STOCKADE
operation, but we began to have much nmore to do with each ot her when



took over D3, and routinely provided security briefings for his senior
di pl omat s.

Lyal in soon began to exhibit the strain of |eading a double life.
Brookes and Wharton arranged safe houses where he could neet his
girlfriend for | ove sessions. The arrangenents for these visits were

| aborious, and each time one or the other had to sit outside the room
noni toring events inside for telltale signs of stress or betrayal.
Lyalin began to drink too heavily, and when he was posted back to
Moscow we decided to bring his ordeal to an end. Lyalin hinself was
quite ganme to return to Russia and continue to spy in place, but we had
al ready concl uded that he would never survive. Lyalin was attached to
the Trade Del egation but had no diplomatic i mmunity, so we deci ded that
we woul d sinply arrest himas he wal ked through custons at Heat hr ow
Airport, and force his hand.

Al nmost immedi ately our plans fell apart. | was living in London during
t he week, and one night in February 1970, at 3 AM, | received a
tel ephone call fromthe Duty O ficer

"CGet in quick," he said, "we need access to your safe.”

| dressed and took a taxi to the office, to find Tony Brookes waiting
for ne.

"We need the antidote kit," he told me. "Lyalin's blown. He was
arrested for drunken driving a few hours ago, and he's in the clink at
Mar | bor ough Street!"

| unl ocked ny safe and produced a small roll like a toolkit which Dr
Ladel | of Porton Down had given me ten years previously toward the end
of my time as Scientific Oficer. It contained antidotes to all the
known poi sons used by the KGB. Wenever a defector cane out we had the
case near himtwenty four hours a day, but otherwise it remained in ny
safe. No one else cared to hold it so close

I quickly described to Brookes the basic synptons of nerve gas or toxic
poi soning, and told himhow to adm nister the antidote. He rushed off
to the prison to guard Lyalin, while |I hoisted the deputy head of
Speci al Branch out of bed, and got himto alert Marlborough Street to
the identity of the drunk in their basenment cell. Meanwhile the M5
Legal Departnent applied to the Honme Secretary and the Attorney-Cenera
for formal immunity for Lyalin fromhis drunken charge, explaining that
there was serious risk of assassination if he was brought before an
open court.

The successful defection of Lyalin presented M5 with a unique
opportunity. Ever since F.J. becane Director-Ceneral he had nursed the
dream of decisively changing the bal ance of forces ranged agai nst him
He knew that the central problemfacing M5 was the nassive superiority
in the nunbers of Soviet intelligence officers in London. Throughout
the 1960s he had struggled to get the Treasury to agree to an expansi on
of M5's counterespi onage capability, but they were al ways rel uctant.
He had been able to achieve a certain anpunt by redirecting resources
internally in favor of D Branch, but we were still outnunbered by a
factor of nore than three to one. Wth Edward Heath in power, F.J. put
the case for a major reduction of intelligence officers to him citing



the order-of-battle figures for intelligence officers. This was before
Lyalin came on the scene. Heath's reaction was "throw the | ot out," The
Forei gn and Commonweal th Office (FCO protested, but we were not keen
to do this either since we wanted a nunber here to retaliate with if

t he Russians were vindictive. However, the whol e arrangenent was agreed
bet ween us and FCO by March 1971. W del ayed action until the autumm
because Lyalin had cone on the scene and we did not want to disturb
things until he either defected or had gone hone.

In his debriefing, Lyalin identified dozens of K@ officers active
under diplomatic cover. Mdst of these identifications were already
known to us through the Movenents Anal ysis program which | had hel ped
establish in the early 1960s with Arthur Martin and Hal Doyne Ditnass.

Cal cul ati ng K@ strength has al ways been a contentious busi ness, and
yet it lies at the heart of a rational assessment of the threat posed
by hostile intelligence. When | ran D3 | made a series of anal yses of
Soviet strength in 1945, based on the VENONA material. Al though we
broke only a small fraction of the traffic, GCHQ were able to
statistically assess the total nunber of spies active in Britain at

bet ween 150 and 300. (The statistical analysis was conducted using

nmet hodol ogy devi sed by one of the top cryptographers, I.J. Good.) By

t he 1960s, through rough analysis of the VENONA, and through conparing
intelligence provided by defectors, as well as Blunt and Cairncross,

wi th our own passport records, we were confident that there were
between forty-five and fifty Russian intelligence officers in London in
1945, of whom about twenty-five were agent runners. Dividing this into
t he nunber of spies denonstrated in the VENONA gave a nedian figure of
around eight to nine spies per agent runner, which dovetailed neatly
with the one week of VENONA traffic which denonstrated that Krotov was
runni ng ei ght spies.

Now t he real question is how far those figures can be extrapolated into
nodern times. By the late 1960s the Myvenents Anal ysis program was

i ndi cati ng between 450 and 550 Russian intelligence officers active in
Britain. But what percentage of those were agent runners? Even if we
assuned that the number of agent runners had renmi ned static over a
twenty-year period, at around twenty-five, and that the rest were there
to provide cover, countersurveillance, internal security, and anal ysis,
this still left us facing a huge problem It neant that there were
upward of 200 spies currently active in Britain. If we took the figure
of agent runners to have expanded conmensurately with the rise in tota
nunbers of intelligence officers, the situation was even nore al arm ng
- nore than a thousand spies! O course, the vast majority of those
spi es woul d be | ow | evel contacts anbng the Conmuni st Party and vari ous
trade unions, but if even 1 percent were penetrations of the |evel of
Hought on or Vassall, the inplications were disastrous.

VWhenever | placed these anal yses forward to the Hone O fice for
inclusion in the routine threat assessnents, there was strife. John
Allen, a former lawer, and fast rising in K Branch, repeatedly

di sputed ny anal ysis.

"You can't say that, there can't be that many 1Gs in London, the Hone
Ofice will never believe it!"



But Lyalin's defection renoved all the objections. He confirmed the
Moverrents Anal ysis figure of around 450 intelligence officers based in
London, and maintained that a | arge percentage were active agent
runners. He proved beyond any shadow of doubt that the Movenents

Anal ysis programwas quite correct and ny statistical arguments valid.
It was al so apparent that not all the increase was in | owlevel spies.
Wth greater determ nation than | ever saw hi m pursue anything, F.J.

put to the Foreign Ofice the case for nass expul sions of a |arge
nunber of the Russian diplomats. In the end, Ted Heath and the Foreign
Secretary, Al ec Dougl as-Hone, agreed, after a discreet approach by Hone
to the Soviet Foreign Mnister, Al exei Kosygin, suggesting the Russians
renove sonme of their intelligence officers without publicity was
brushed asi de inperiously.

The expul sions were seen as a brilliant coup throughout the Wstern
intelligence world, and we received tel egranms of congratul ation from
t he heads of every Service. It was F.J.'s greatest triunph, made
sweet er because the fact that the plan had clearly not |eaked to the
Russi ans proved that, whatever the truth of the past, high-Ievel
penetration of M5 was definitely at an end.

Angl et on supported the expul sions unreservedly, and confessed that he
had | ong wanted to engi neer something sinilar in Washi ngton. But Henry
Ki ssinger was a firm opponent. Angleton told ne that Kissinger had
expl oded when he | earned of the British expul sions. He was desperately
pursui ng detente with the USSR, and minuted the CIA angrily, telling
them that had he known of the proposal he would have used every power
at his command to get it quashed. Luckily, the CIA were able to state
truthfully that they had known nothing of the plan

But Angl eton was deeply suspicious of Lyalin. After the defection
Angl eton paid a secret visit to London. He | ooked worse than ever,
consuned by the dark, foreboding role he was committed to playing. He
vi ewed hinself as a kind of Cassandra preachi ng doom and decline for
the West. He thought Lyalin was a plant, and told us all so at a
neeting in Mrl borough Street.

"Ch come on, Jim" | said, "Lyalin's just not that big. He's a KGB
t hug, what possible disinformation interest could they have in hinP"

Angl eton felt betrayed. W had not told himabout Lyalin while we were
running himin place, and he told us stiffly that the whol e purpose of
UKUSA was the full exchange of intelligence. Patience with Angleton was
rapidly wearing thin in London in 1970. Maurice O dfield had an ill-
conceal ed hostility to all his ideas and theories, and even inside M5
he had begun to make eneni es.

We | earned later just how far he was prepared to go to discredit

Lyalin. As Lyalin was debriefed, we routinely sent over our
intelligence digests containing his material to the FBI for circul ation
through to the CIA and on to the National Security Council and up to
the President.

Sone months later, J. Edgar Hoover took a vacation in Florida, and took
the opportunity to call on President N xon at his holiday home on Key
Bi scayne



"How do you like the British reports fromtheir source Lyalin, M.
Pr esi dent ?"

"What reports?" replied N xon. He had never received them

When Hoover checked back with Kissinger, he had not received them
either. Kissinger got on to the CIA and instituted a full search. They
were finally found in Angleton's safe. He had concluded Lyalin was a
provocation, and sinply refused to circulate the docunments. Tom
Karanmasi nes, the CIA Director of Plans, issued a stern rebuke, and it
was the begi nning of Angleton's slide from power.

The roots of his demise lay nuch earlier in the CGolitsin-Nossenko feud.
For Angleton it becane an article of faith that Nossenko was a plant,
since that ensured Golitsin prinmacy anong all the defectors who arrived
in the early 1960s. | remenber in 1967, after the first CAZAB
conference, telling Angleton that | was traveling back to Britain via
the USA. My daughter was living in Boston, and | thought | would
conbi ne sonme business with a purely personal visit. As soon as | told
Angl eton | was visiting Washi ngton he becane quite aggressive. He told
me | had no right to visit Washington unless he was in town. At the
time | thought his worry was to do with the Israelis. The Mddle
Eastern situation was brewi ng up, and Angl eton al ways jeal ously
protected his relations with the Israeli secret service, Mssad. He
knew of ny close friendship with Victor Rothschild, and often tried to
break it off. On one occasion he even wote to F.J. to try to curtai

it as an interference in the Cl A-Mdssad liaison, but F.J. treated the
letter with the contenpt it deserved.

But Angleton's distress had nothing to do with Israel. | |earned the
truth. Just before the CAZAB conference an internal CIA inquiry |led by
a security officer named Bruce Solie had concl uded that Nossenko was

al nost certainly a genuine defector, although it could offer no

expl anation for the curious contradictions in his story. Angleton had
never told the British this fact, despite its inplications for
Nossenko's and CGolitsin's information. He was obviously frightened that
if I visited Washington | night get to hear of Solie's report through
anot her channel

Incidents |ike these began to undermi ne Angleton's credibility. The
Nossenko and Lyalin incidents did nuch to shake the faith of even those
who knew hi m best and defended himlongest. W began to doubt whether,
after all, the secret sources to which Angleton clainmed he had access
actual ly existed. Perhaps it was, after all, just a three-card trick

In 1970 Angleton suffered the greatest blow of all. He lost his

admini strative officer and effective nunber two, JimHunt. Hunt was a
hard nman, who treated Angleton's obsessions w th bal anced skepticism
He had his feet on the ground, and he made thi ngs happen. Angleton

like nyself, was a hopel ess adm ni strator, and Hunt ensured that papers
were circul ated, requests replied to, and the day-to-day routine, upon
which an efficient intelligence service relies, was maintai ned. Wthout
him Angl eton becane a ship without anchor, drifting slowy toward the
abyss.

Lyalin's defection and the expul sion of the 105 Russian diplonmats were
not the only signs of a new dawn which seened to be breaking for



British Intelligence in the 1970s. Followi ng his election as Prine

M nister in 1970, Edward Heath appointed Victor Rothschild as head of
the Central Policy Review Staff (CPRS) - the Think Tank. Never was a
man nmore perfectly suited to a job. Victor had the right qualities of
inspiration and radicalismto provide the kind of challenging policy
unit Heath wanted. The call came at just the right tinme for Victor. |
could tell that he was becom ng slightly bored toward the end of the
1960s. He had no regard for Harold WIlson, and there was no role for
himin public life. He maintained his links with British Intelligence,
utilizing his friendship with the Shah of Iran, and running agents
personally for Dick Wiite in the Mddle East, particularly M.
Reporter, who played such a decisive role in M6 operations in the
1950s. It was exciting, but he hankered after a real challenge, and the
Thi nk Tank was exactly what he needed.

As head of the Think Tank, Victor Rothschild took a close interest in
security, and Heath encouraged himto do so, nuch to the irritation of
the Hone O fice, and in particular the powerful Permanent Secretary of
the tine, Philip Allen (now Lord Allen of Abbeydale, and a nmenber of
the Security Conmm ssion). Victor becane, in effect, the Lord Wgg of
Heat h's Governnment. Once inside the Cabinet Ofice Victor teanmed up
with Dick White, the newy installed Cabinet Intelligence Coordinator
following his retirement from M 6. Together they conbined to give
British Intelligence its highest ever postwar profile.

Victor's finest achievement for M5 was securing F.J.'s succession

F.J. was never a popular figure in Wiitehall. He was too rmuch his own
man, and too secret even for that bastion of secrecy. Normally the

out goi ng Director-General has the right to choose his successor, but as
F.J. approached retirenment in 1972, the Home O fice, and especially
Philip Allen, decided it was tine to exert authority. Allen was

convi nced that an outsider should be appointed. He had becone

suspi cious of M5 and feared they had becone a dangerous repository of
scandal . He knew only sketchy details of the full extent of the traumas
of the nole hunts, but he knew about Blunt and Long, and he knew enough
to be worried. He was al armed by what seenmed to himto be the cavalier
use of immunities, and the undoubtedly poor caliber of M5 managenent.
He wanted a safe pair of hands at the hel mof the organization -
sonmeone who could tell himwhat was goi ng on, soneone he could trust.

Sinkins finally retired, to ny great relief, about a year before F.J.'s
schedul ed retirenent, and was replaced by Mchael Hanley. As far as

Al'l en was concerned, Hanley was neither experienced enough nor

i ndependent enough to be entrusted with the top job. Allen's preferred
candi date was Sir Janes Waddel |, a deputy secretary at the Home Ofice,
who was responsible for Police and Security Affairs, and handl ed al
day-to-day liaison between M5 and the Hone O fice. Waddell was a
dependabl e mandarin who had sonehow m ssed out on a permanent
secretary's job. Allen, to whom he had given | oyal service, wanted to
install himas Director-General of the Security Service.

Waddel | ' s prospective appoi ntnent was viewed wi th consi derabl e concern
inside M5. He was a finicky man who insisted on the |last dot and comma
on intercept warrant applications. He | acked the experience as an
intelligence officer to gain the respect of its senior officers. Many
of us felt his candidacy was pure Witehall expediency, which would set



the Service back a decade, in the sanme way that Rennie's appointnent as
Cjust a few years before had caused a nmassive slunp in norale in M6.

O course, there was another consideration as well. There were nany
secrets which ML5 had kept fromtheir political and Cvil Service
masters, and the last thing anyone in M5 wanted at that stage was the
expl osive story of the nmole hunts to receive an airing around
VWi t ehal |

The first | heard of the problem of succession was when F.J. nentioned
it inlate 1971. He told me he was determ ned to stop Waddel | taking
over the Service, and said he had al ready approached Dick White to ask
for assistance. But the situation | ooked gloony. A conmittee of top
per manent secretaries chaired by the Cabinet Secretary and attached to
t he Seni or Appointrments Sel ection Committee had al ready recomended
Waddel I, and al though F.J. had put forward Hanley's name he had
received no votes at all. He was too new, too inexperienced, and the
mandari ns knew too little about him

"I's there anything you can do with your powerful friend?" asked F.J.,
referring in his customary manner to Victor

At the time | used to see Victor informally once a week - sonetines in
his roomat the Cabinet Ofice, nore often at his hone. On ny next
visit | raised the question of the succession. It had all the right
elenents to fire Victor's inmagination - a heady brew of intrigue and
secrecy.

He told nme he had already been alerted to the situation by Dick Wite,
who had told himthat he supported Hanley for the job. Dick had
initially given sone thought to supporting Maurice A dfield for the
job. Sir John Rennie, anxious to renmove the nan who effectively ran

M 6, even though he hinself was the titular head, had put AQdfield's
nane forward, but Adfield had nade it plain he preferred to sit it out
and wait for another chance as Director Cif Rennie retired. (Rennie
did retire prematurely after the disclosure that his son had been
convicted of a drugs charge, and A dfield succeeded him)

"Do the Service want Hanl ey?" asked Victor. He often used ne as a
soundi ng board for Service as opposed to managemnment opi nion

"Certainly," | replied.

"Do you have anythi ng agai nst hi nP"

| told himthe story of the HARRIET affair. Although Victor already
knew of ny suspicions about penetration, and | had di scussed both
Hollis and Mtchell with him the fact that Hanley had once been a
suspect was new to him

I told himl was quite convinced he was in the clear, and so were the
Americans. | told himthe Service were dead set agai nst Waddell, and
that there woul d undoubtedly be serious trouble if he were appointed.

"W need all the help we can get, Victor!"



"Ted won't like it," he told me, for the nonent assunming the GRAVI TAS
of a senior civil servant. Then he cast the sonehow i nappropriate
mantl e aside, and fell into his nore natural conspiratorial nanner

"Let's see what we can do," he nuttered, and asked ne to arrange for
himto neet Hanley as soon as possible.

By this tine Hanley and | had established a reasonabl e worki ng
relationship. HARRI ET was al ways a block to any warnth, but he dealt
with ne in a straightforward nanner, and | tried to be as nuch help as
| could, guiding himaround the previous twenty years of
counterintelligence rather |ike an acconplished chauffeur, pointing out
the sights to admre, and the potholes to avoid. | knew he would bridle
when | told himof nmy meeting with F.J. and Victor. There was just a
trace of socialismabout Hanl ey, which showed itself in utterances
about achieving the job on his nmerits, not through the old boy network.
But in the end anbition was the better master, and he agreed to go with
nme one evening to Victor's elegant flat in St. James's Place. | had one
drink and made a tactical withdrawal to nmy club to allow themto talk
freely. The next day Victor rang ne up.

"He's a very good choice," he said "W nmust mneet toni ght and nake our
pl ans. "

That night, over a particularly fine claret, we drew up our canpaign.
Di ck White had obviously failed to inpress his choice either on his
mandarin col | eagues or on Ted Heath. Dick was always diffident when it
cane to staff matters, and had not been able to sumon up the gunption
to bang the table. OF course, that was never his style. Undoubtedly his
one failure in his career was his inability to make good appoi ntnents.
Too often he was betrayed by sentinment or orthodoxy. He overpronoted
Hollis and Cunming in M5, and he failed to order the decisive purge
necessary in the Philby infected M6 until much too late. It was the
sanme with Hanley. He knew what was best for the Service, but he seened
unable to grasp the nettle and act.

To be fair, he never enjoyed good relations with Edward Heath. Their
styles were so dissimlar. D ck worshi pped Harold Macmi |l an, and the
grand old man had a very high regard for his Chief of Intelligence.
Simlarly, he got on well with Harold WIson. They shared a suppl eness
of mind, and WIson appreci ated Dick's reassuring and conforting manner
on vexed issues such as Rhodesia. But Heath was a thrusting, hectoring
man, quite alien to anything D ck had encountered before, and he found
hi nsel f increasingly unable to stanp his personality on the Prine

M ni ster.

Victor and | went through all the options, even at one point

consi deri ng whether we could run Victor hinmself as an alternative

candi date. | knew he had secretly hankered after the job for years, but
al t hough hi s appoi nt nrent woul d have been a brilliant and popul ar one,
he knew he was too old, and in any case, the Think Tank was the rea
chal l enge for a man of his intellectual horizons.

We di scussed casting around for support in the scientific community,
and we decided that Victor would approach people like Sir WIIliam Cook
to gain their support for Hanley. Victor also told nme he would contrive
a safe neeting w th Heath.



"It's no good bringing it up formally at No 10," he told ne. "As soon
as Robert Armstrong sees it, or hears of it, word will get back to the
bl oody Pernanent Under Secretaries!"

Robert Armstrong, Heath's Principal Private Secretary (today Cabi net
Secretary and head of the Hone Civil Service), was a key figure in the
power struggle, since no one else had closer or nore continuous access
to Heath. Any hint of special pleading by Victor would certainly be
reported by himto the Permanent Secretaries' Committee. Victor decided
that the best plan was to get to Heath in an unguarded nmonent when
Armstrong was not there. The best opportunity was the next Think Tank
weekend conference, scheduled for Chequers in a few weeks' tine.

“I"ll take Ted out for a walk in the garden, where Robert can't hear
and |1'Il bend his ear."

As it happened, | was beginning to see a good deal of Robert Arnstrong
nysel f. | had recently been reviewi ng the Arerican VENONA, and one
unidentified cryptonymin participial had begun to interest ne. It
appeared in the traffic as "Agent Nunber 19." Agent 19 was clearly a
very inportant Soviet asset, who passed over details of a succession of
significant wartine discussions between Churchill and Roosevelt during
the Trident Tal ks in June 1943.

The Americans had assuned the identity of Agent 19 was Eduard Benes,
the former Czechoslovaki an President, whose reward for a lifetime's
work as a Soviet stooge was to be toppled from power ignomniously in
1948. Benes attended the Trident Tal ks, and was well known as a conduit
of intelligence to the Russians. However, when | |ooked at the text of
t he nmessages thensel ves, | becane distinctly skeptical about this

expl anati on. The conversations Agent 19 was reporting were clearly

i nfornal discussions between Churchill and Roosevelt about plans for
the Second Front, and in particular naval and shipping dispositions. It
struck nme as inprobable that Benes woul d have been pernmitted into these
di scussi ons, especially since Czechosl ovakia had no ships at all, being
a | andl ocked country.

| began to wonder if Agent 19 were perhaps soneone closer to hone. The
first task was to locate any avail able British records of the meetings
bet ween Roosevelt and Churchill at the Trident Talks to see if | could
find a record of the particular neeting referred to by Agent 19 and, if
possible, a list of who attended it.

The search for the phantom Trident di scussion was quite the nost

bi zarre experience of ny career. Victor arranged for me to neet Robert
Armmstrong. He was keen to help. He was a fast-rising nandarin, already
ti pped as a future Cabinet Secretary, and since he would need the
support of the intelligence conmunity to obtain the job, he was anxious
to build up friendly relations. He threw hinself boyishly into the task
of searching No. 10 Downing Street for any avail able records. But after
several weeks we drew a bl ank.

Armstrong suggested | call on Lord Ismay, Churchill's former Chief of
Staff, and Sir John Colville, his former Private Secretary, but

al t hough both nen remenbered the Trident Tal ks, they had not been
present at these particular discussions. | tried Mary Churchill, but



she had no records either. Lastly, Arnstrong arranged for ne to see
Martin G lbert, Churchill's historian. For each day Churchill was Prine
M nister, one of his private secretaries kept a record of his
engagenments and Gl bert had all the volunmes. Perhaps here there would
be a record. | gave G lbert the relevant date, and he searched through
t he i ndexed diaries.

"Good CGod," he said, "the diary for that date is blank!"

The search for Agent 19 had run into the sand, and it renains unsol ved
to this day.

The row over the succession to F.J. fell at the height of ny search for
Agent 19, so | suggested to Victor that |, rather than he, sound out
Robert Armstrong. It was inportant to maintain Victor's position of
neutrality, but no one could blame nme for partisanship in the matter of
the succession. On nmy next visit to No. 10 | nade a light reference to
the fears inside M5. He snil ed.

"The cards are stacked agai nst you," he said. "I don't think it's worth
pushing on this one.”

| told himthat if the wise men were intent on Waddel |, they were
maki ng a mi st ake.

"We aren't being civil servants," | told him "and Waddell will be out
of his depth in the job... he'll play it too much by the rules."

Armstrong betrayed little hinmself, beyond telling ne what | already
knew, that the Permanent Secretaries were firmy behind Waddel | .

"They just want to reward him and they can't find hima top job in any
of the other ministries!" | said bitterly.

Ar st rong | aughed.
"Ch no, Peter, we're not that conspiratorial!"

A few weeks later | saw Victor again. He had nanaged to have his talk
with Heath in the sunshine at Chequers, and he told himof the strong
resi stance inside M5 to the appoi ntnent of an outsider. Heath was
synpat hetic, but explained that he woul d have to have a very good
reason to reject unaninmous Cvil Service advice. But eventually Victor
managed to persuade himto interview both candi dates personally.

It was a mmj or breakthrough. W were all certain that Hanl ey woul d

i mpress Heath with the force of his personality, whereas Waddell's

di ffidence would be sure to tell against him Wen Hanley got the news
hi s demeanor changed. He could see events were noving in his direction
Rat her pomnpously he canme into nmy office and told ne that he was to see
the Prime Mnister the foll ow ng day.

"And | don't need a briefing, thank you very much."
| thought the announcement woul d come quickly, but the days passed and

we heard not hing. Throughout the Witehall village, antennae were out
to catch signs of a result. On every visit | made to the Hone Ofice



checked on the latest state of play. But there was no news, apart from
the insistent refrain: "Philip Allen will not have Hanley at any
price."

At the weekend nmy wife and | traveled to Dolgellau in Wales, to buy
cows at an auction for the farmwe had recently purchased in Cornwal
for our retirenent. Ever since Hollis' interrogation, and ny departure
fromD3, | had begun planning a return to agriculture, and a | ess

pai nful future away fromthe whispering corridors and paper nountains
of M5. Wiitehall was the last thing on ny mind as the auctioneer
rattled on in an inpenetrable Wl sh dialect. Steers and heifers were

sl apped in and out of the small crowded ring, their owners croaking and
whistling to keep their animals alert.

Suddenly across the | oudspeaker | heard a voi ce.

"Can M. Wight from London please come to the office for a tel ephone
call..."

| struggled to make nmy way through the crowded terrace, past a hundred
tightly pressed Wl sh farnmers each craning for a view of the ring.
Eventually | reached the tiny office and picked up the tel ephone. It
was Victor.

"Do you know what the buggers have done now?" he roared.
"What are you tal king about, Victor?"

"They' ve switched horses. They want to appoint sone chap call ed G aham
Harrison. Does the nane nmean anything to you?"

"They will never accept him" | yelled back. "The man was a friend of
Bur gess and Macl ean. "

| suddenly renenbered where | was. But | had no need to worry. The
auctioneer's clerk continued to work on his figures, oblivious to ny
conversation. | told Victor I would call on himas soon as | got back
to London.

Francis Graham Harri son was al so a deputy secretary at the Home O fice.
Al t hough there was no suggestion that he was a spy, he was a cl ose
friend of Guy Burgess, and had noved in the Oxford set which included
Jennifer Hart and Arthur Wnn. To appoint a man with those connections
woul d have been, to borrow F.J.'s phrase, grotesque, and | told Victor
that the Service would never wear it.

Early the followi ng week Victor rang again

"An announcenent will be nade tonorrow, " he said. "I think you will be
pl eased. .."

"How did you swing it?"
"I took Dick by the ear and took himin to see Ted. We both told him

there woul d be a nutiny unless he appointed Hanl ey. He soon got the
poi nt!"



The next day F.J. summpned in a couple of the senior officers to tel
us that Hanley had finally been appointed.

“I't's been a difficult canpaign," he told nme gravely, "but | have
finally won through."

"I amvery pleased to hear that, sir," | replied with a straight face.

Shortly before F.J. retired he and | had a short nmeeting to discuss the
loom ng situation in Northern Ireland. It was clearly going to be the
maj or problemfacing his successor. He feared that it would threaten
all that he had done since 1965 to build up M5's counterespi onage
capability. He had | obbied the Treasury to provi de nore resources, but
they had refused. They wanted F.J. to shift resources away from

count er-espionage and into counterterrorism As far as they were
concerned, the expul sion of the 105 di pl onats had eradicated the KGB
threat for a generation. But F.J. believed that conplacency was
precisely the way to fritter away the advantage he had achi eved.

F.J. looked tired, as if he longed to put the burdens aside. He was a
man of few words but | could tell he wanted to talk. He was glad to be
goi ng, he said. The pleasure of the work had all but disappeared. He
was worried, too, about noney. Although he cultivated the air of a
gentl eman, he was not a wealthy man. He had an attractive house in
Hanpst ead, but he had a young daughter still to educate, and he tal ked
bitterly of having to sell hinmself in the marketplace as a security
consul tant, when he should be retiring to his bel oved bird-watching.
(I'n fact, he becarme a consultant to Inperial Chemical Industries [ICI].

)

"Well, how do you think |I've done?" he asked nme as he cl eaned his pipe,
sucki ng and scraping at it al nost nervously.

"What, you want to know, honestly?" | asked.
He nodded.

"You got on top of the Russian problem but | don't think you ever nade
contact with the ordinary officer."

He | ooked surprisingly wounded. "You should have told ne," he said.

"I"'msorry. | didn't feel it was ny place."

| always liked F.J., and | think nost of the senior officers did too.
He was never a wag, but he saw the absurdity of [ife and his
profession. | will always treasure traveling to Australia with himfor
the first CAZAB conference in 1967. As we approached the passport
barrier a party of ASIO officials was waiting to neet us on the other
side. F.J. handed in his passport.

"What's this?" drawl ed the passport officer, pointing to the entry in
F.J.'s passport under "QCccupation.”

F.J. had entered "Gentl eman."



"That is ny occupation,” uttered F.J. in his nost patrician manner, "I
have no other. | ama gentleman. Don't you have them here?"

The Australian drew hinself up to his full height, but luckily | had
managed to attract the attention of the ASIO party, who hurriedly
expl ai ned the situation and whi sked us both through to the other side.
F.J. beanmed for the rest of the day, as if he had won a great team
mat ch si ngl e- handed.

F.J. ran the office as a denocracy of the elect. If you were a trusted
senior officer, his door was always open, his manner always famliar
But he remained a renote figure to the younger generation of officers,
and he was consequently blind to nany of the resentnents which were
bui | di ng up bel ow.

Few i n Waitehall mourned his passing. At the height of the row over his
succession, he offered to stay on another year to give Hanley extra
time to play hinself in as deputy. But the Hone O fice would have none
of it. He told the truth and politicians and civil servants hated him
for it. He also kept the secrets, and that nade himan object of fear
and suspi ci on.

Wthin a year Dick Wite had also left, and British Intelligence had
lost its two nost inportant executives. Their contribution is hard to
overval ue. They were a perfect match. Dick was the subtle interpreter
of intelligence, snoothing feelings in Witehall and Downing Street;
F.J. was the tough man, soundi ng warni ngs and bringi ng bad news.

| broke with themon only one issue in twenty years - high-leve
penetration. | think history will judge that they were never prepared
to force the issue through. Consequently they all owed decisions to go
unmade and the issue to fester so that it caused nore damage than it
ever need have done. But in other ways their contribution was nassive.
They becane a |ink between the A d and the New World, and together they
made British Intelligence respected throughout the world.

- 23 -

Hanl ey seened ill at ease when he first noved into the Director-
Ceneral's office. He knew he was a controversial appointnment, and this
made hi mnmove with a greater degree of caution than ought otherw se to
have been the case. He wanted to please and reassure his political and
Wi tehall masters, and he nade conproni ses a nore secure man mi ght not
have.

Hanl ey was a bright man, intellectually superior to F.J. But he |acked
F.J.'s strength of character. | didn't have faith in him as | had in
F.J., and ny separation fromthe office began once F.J. left. The
Service began to change, and those |ast four years were an extended
farewel |

At first the changes were slight - silly things, like the fact that
Hanl ey, unlike F.J., never offered lifts in his chauffeured car. But
then they were nore pronounced. W noved offices fromLeconfield House,



first to Marl borough Street and then to the drab prem ses on Gower
Street. | suggested to Hanley that we go for a greenfield site, perhaps
in Cheltenham but he was insistent that we had to stay in London. He
began to pronmote his own nmen. They were young and keen, but they were
civil servants: men of safety rather than nmen of arns. | began to
realize that a generation was passing. For all our differences, those
of us involved in the great nole hunts, on whichever side, were fast

di sappearing. The age of heroes was being replaced by the age of

medi ocrity.

Hanl ey sumoned nme in soon after taking over to tal k about ny position

"I have faith in you, Peter, and as long as | amin this job, there
will be work for you here," he told ne, referring to the rising
resent nent which had plagued nmy | ast year in D3.

He told nme he thought | should | eave nmy job as K Branch consultant, and
cone and work for him personally.

"I want you as ny personal consultant on counterespionage," he told ne.

"You'll have an office next to mne, and you'll see every paper as
before. But | want you to | ook at sone fresh problens for nme. | don't
want you wrapped up in the current K Branch cases - | want you to be

| ooki ng ahead."

We drew up a new agenda, sone of it to ny liking, other parts not. He
wanted me to continue to control the VENONA program and agreed that we
should finally initiate a conprehensive worl dwi de search for any

remai ning traffic.

He wanted me to | ook at Northern Irel and.

"I need one of your bright ideas, Peter,’
do..."

he told nme, "see what you can

He wanted ne to sit on the Computer Working Party, which was planni ng
the transition of the M5 Registry into the conputer age, a leap into
the future due to take place in the md-1970s. D3 had given ne a
special insight into the use of the Registry to trace | eads, and he
wanted nme to apply these techniques to conputerization

At first | thought Ireland mght give ne a new |l ease of life. | nmde a
couple of trips. It remnded nme a lot of Cyprus. A fierce, insoluble
conflict nade worse by a vacillating British policy. At the tine |
first went, the Governnent were telling the world that the situation
was getting better. | spent a fortnight reviewing the records of al
expl osi ons over a twelve-nonth period. | drew a graph and proved
conclusively that the weight of explosives being detonated was a
steeply ascending curve. So much for an inproved security situation
But, as in Cyprus, the Arnmy and the politicians sinply refused to face
reality.

The only najor recomendation | nade was that we shoul d devise a system
of tapping the telephone lines of the Irish Republic. Lines across the
border were well covered, but vital Provisional |RA comunications

fl owed back and forth fromthe west coast of the Republic to Dublin.
devi sed a schene for intercepting the mcrowaves fromthe attic of the



British Enmbassy in Dublin using a device no |arger than a packi ng case,
but al though M5 endorsed the plan, the Foreign Office vetoed it. This
was in the period | eading up to what becane the Sunni ngdal e Agreenent,
and the Foreign Ofice were terrified that news of the plan might |eak
| pointed out to themthat the basic | esson from Cyprus had been the

i nherent instability of political solutions negotiated wthout a

deci sive security advantage, but they would not listen. It was no
surprise to me when Sunni ngdal e col | apsed.

| lost heart once the Dublin scheme fell through. It seened to ne a
neasure of how far the bureaucrats had taken control. Twenty years
before, we would have tackled it without any worries at all. | did
suggest exam ning the possibilities of planting booby-trapped
detonators on the Provisionals. It would have been a feasible operation
in conjunction with M6, along the sane lines as the Cyprus plan to

pl ant fake receivers on Givas. But even the M5 nmanagenent took
fright, and refused to investigate the plan any further

"That's nmurder," | was told.

"I nnocent people are being killed and mai ned every day,"” | said. "Which
policy do you think the British people would Iike us to pursue?"

The Irish situation was only one part of a decisive shift inside M5
toward donestic concerns. The growh of student militancy in the 1960s
gave way to industrial militancy in the early 1970s. The miners' strike
of 1972, and a successi on of stoppages in the notorcar industry, had a
prof ound effect on the thinking of the Heath Government. Intelligence
on donestic subversion becane the overriding priority.

This is the nbst sensitive area a Director-General of M5 can get into
and it requires a strong nan to maintain his own i ndependence and t hat
of the Service. Hanley, through the circunstances of his appointnent,
was ill-equipped to deal with this pressure. Wereas F.J. was always a
chanpi on of M5's independence, Hanley resolved to do what his nasters
want ed, and he set about providing themw th as professional and
extensive a source of domestic intelligence as was possible.

Traditionally, K Branch was M5's prestige departnent and F Branch its
poor relation, shunned by the brightest officers, and run shanbolically
by an am able tippler. But Hanl ey began to pour resources and nen into
F Branch and away from K Branch. A whole string of brilliant
count er espi onage officers, including Mchael MCaul, was | ost forever.

The nost significant pointer to this change occurred after | retired,
when Sir John Jones was appointed Director-Ceneral in 1981. He was the
rising star of F Branch in Hanley's new reorganization, and when he
secured the top job he was the first Director-General since Hollis to
have achieved it wi thout any personal counterespi onage experience. He
was an F Branch nman through and through, and his appoi ntnment perfectly
illustrated the decisive shift in M5 s center of gravity.

Early on in his tenure as Director-Ceneral, Hanley called a neeting of
senior staff in A Branch and F Branch to discuss the changi ng shape of
M5's priorities. The neeting began with a presentation from Hanl ey on
the climate of subversion in the country, and the growth of what he

termed the "far and wide left." The Prime Mnister and the Hone O fice,



he said, had left himin no doubt that they wanted a nmmjor increase in
effort on this target. He then handed over to a young and anbitious F
Branch officer, David Ransome, who outlined the activities and
structure of a host of left-wing splinter groups, like the Wrkers
Revol utionary Party (WRP) and the Socialist Wrkers' Party (SWpP).

Hanl ey | oved sem nars, and the neeting went on for nost of the day. The
F Branch people wanted a relaxation in the restrictions governing the
use of telephone taps and letter intercepts, and a much cl oser
relationship with the Post Ofice. The eneny was diffuse, and its
conmuni cati ons so w despread, that this was the only way they coul d get
to grips with the problem John Jones was a forceful advocate. F Branch
needed all the technical resources currently at the disposal of K
Branch, he clained. Agent running was no |onger viable as the principa
nmeans of coverage. For a start, he could not infiltrate his officers
into these left-wing groups since many of themlived prom scuous |ives,
and there were sone sacrifices even an M5 officer would not make for
his country. If, on the other hand, he recruited agents, there was

obvi ously a nuch higher risk of publicity and scandal. The only answer
was to use nassive technical resources. | could see fromHanley's face
t hat he agreed.

I, on the other hand, pushed the val ue of agents.

"Use agents if you want to keep an eye on these groups,” | told Hanley
later in private. "You'll be storing up problens for the future if you
conmit all our technical resources against them The Post Office can't
in the end be trusted as much as our own people. It's bound to go
wrong. "

It was the sane with the Computer Wbrking Party. | soon realized that
the main interest F Branch had in the Conputer Wrking Party was to
establ i sh wi despread conmputer links, principally with the Nationa

I nsurance conputer in Newcastle. In the past, of course, we had al ways
been able to get material fromthe National Insurance records if we
really wanted it. We had a couple of undercover officers posted up
there who could be contacted for our files. But establishing a direct
conputer link was sonething conpletely different.

I was not al one anmpong the old guard, anti-Soviet officers in being

di sturbed by these new devel opnents. We could see all that we had
worked to achieve frittered away chasing these nminor |eft-w ng

groupi ngs. But nore than that, the nove into the conputer generation
signal ed the relegation of the role of the individual officer. From now
on we were to be data processors, scanning tens of thousands of nanes
at the press of a button.

"The fun has gone" was a sentinent | heard nore and nore in those | ast
few years.

Hanl ey hinmself was unable to grasp the difficulties he was getting
hinself into. It was easy to believe that we had the public's consent
when we broke into a Soviet diplomat's house. But the whol esal e
surveillance of a large proportion of the population raised nore than a
guestion mark. "Big Brother" | ooned.



Vet erans of D Branch viewed groups |ike the WRP, SWP, and Canpaign for
Nucl ear Disarmanent (CND) as largely irrel evant pieces of the jigsaw
Certainly an eye should be kept on them but we were quite satisfied
they were not the nmmjor objects of K@ attack. These were the
Intelligence Services, the Cvil Service, and increasingly in the
1960s, the trade unions and the Labor Party.

Since the 1960s a wealth of material about the penetration of the
latter two bodies had been flowing into M5's files, principally from
two Czechosl ovaki an defectors naned Frolik and August. They naned a
series of Labor Party politicians and trade union | eaders as Eastern

Bl oc agents. Sone were certainly well founded, |ike the case of the MP
WIIl Onaen, who adnitted being paid thousands of pounds over a ten-year
period to provide information to Czechosl ovaki an intelligence officers,
and yet, when he was prosecuted in 1970, was acquitted because it was
hel d that he had not had access to classified information, and because
the Czech defector could not produce docunentary evidence of what he
had said at the trial.

Tom Dri berg was anot her MP naned by the Czech defectors. | went to see
Driberg nmyself, and he finally admtted that he was providing nateria
to a Czech controller for nmoney. For a while we ran Driberg on, but
apart from picking up a mass of sal aci ous detail about Labor Party
peccadi | | oes, he had nothing of interest for us.

His only lasting story concerned the tine he lent a Cabinet Mnister
his flat so that the Mnister could try and conduct an affair in strict
privacy. Driberg was determined to find the identity of the woman who
was the recipient of the Mnister's favors, and one evening after the
M ni ster had vacated, he searched the flat and found a |l etter addressed
to a prom nent female nenber of the Labor Party. Driberg clained to be
horrified by his discovery and raised it with the M nister concerned,
suggesting that he ought to be nore careful in case word of his
activities ever becane public! Since Driberg was certainly providing
the sane stories to his Czech friends, his concern for Labor Party
confidentiality seened hollow, to say the |east.

John St onehouse was another MP who the Czech defectors claimed was
working for them but after he was interviewed in the presence of
Harold W1l son, and denied all the charges, the M5 objections agai nst
hi m were withdrawn.

This was the context which shaped the fraught rel ati ons between M5 and
the Prime Mnister for nmuch of this period. Mich has been witten about
Harold Wlson and M5, some of it wildly inaccurate. But as far as | am
concerned, the story started with the prenmature death of Hugh Gait skel
in 1963. Gaitskell was WIson's predecessor as Leader of the Labor
Party. | knew him personally and admired himgreatly. |I had nmet himand
his famly at the Bl ackwater Sailing Club, and | recall about a nmonth
before he died he told ne that he was going to Russia.

After he died his doctor got in touch with M5 and asked to see
sonebody fromthe Service. Arthur Martin, as the head of Russian
Count er espi onage, went to see him The doctor explained that he was

di sturbed by the manner of Gaitskell's death. He said that Gaitskel
had died of a disease called |upus disseninata, which attacks the
body's organs. He said that it was rare in tenperate climtes and that



there was no evidence that Gaitskell had been anywhere recently where
he coul d have contracted the di sease.

Arthur Martin suggested that | should go to Porton Down, the chenica
and m crobi ol ogi cal l|aboratory for the Mnistry of Defense. | went to
see the chief doctor in the chenical warfare |aboratory, Dr. Ladell,
and asked his advice. He said that nobody knew how one contracted

[ upus. There was sone suspicion that it nmight be a formof fungus and
he did not have the foggi est i dea how one woul d i nfect sonebody with
the disease. | cane back and made nmy report in these terns.

The next devel opnment was that Golitsin told us quite independently that
during the last few years of his service he had had sone contacts with
Department 13, which was known as the Departnent of Wet Affairs in the
KGB. This department was responsible for organi zi ng assassi nati ons. He
said that just before he left he knew that the KG were planning a

hi gh-1evel political assassination in Europe in order to get their man
into the top place. He did not know which country it was planned in but
he pointed out that the chief of Departnent 13 was a nman called Cenera
Rodi n, who had been in Britain for many years and had just returned on
promotion to take up the job, so he would have had good know edge of
the political scene in England. W did not know where to go next
because Ladell had said that it wasn't known how the di sease was
contracted. | consulted JimAngl eton about the problem He said that he
woul d get a search nmade of Russian scientific papers to see whet her
there was any hint of what the Russians knew about this disease. A
nonth or two later he sent us a paper about |upus which he had had
translated froma Russian scientific journal. The paper was severa
years old and Angleton reported that there were no other papers in the
Russian literature that they could find. This paper described the use
of a special chemical which the Russians had found woul d i nduce | upus
in experimental rats. However, it was unlikely that this particul ar
chem cal coul d have been used to nurder Gaitskell because the
quantities required to produce |upus were considerable and had to be
given repeatedly. | took the paper to Ladell and, while surprised by
this area of Soviet expertise, he confirmed that it was unlikely that
Gai tskel | coul d have been poi soned by the coffee and biscuits. But he
poi nted out that the paper was seven years old and if the Russians had
continued to work on it they might have found a nmuch better form of the
chemi cal which would require much small er doses and perhaps work as a
one-shot drug. He told ne there was no way of proving it w thout doing
a lot of scientific work and Porton was unable to do the necessary work
as it was already overl oaded.

| said | would take the natter hone and discuss it with ny nmanagenent.
Once again | wote an account of what Ladell had said and confirned its
accuracy with himpersonally. Back in M5 we discussed the problem at
length in the office and it was agreed that nothing could be done

unl ess we had further evidence of the Russians' using such a drug to
assassi nate people. Over the next few years | watched out for any

evi dence and asked Ladell also to watch out for it. Needl ess to say we
had no further exanple of anybody who was in a vul nerabl e position
dyi ng of lupus. However, if there was a high-level leak in M5 to the
Russi ans, they woul d have been inforned of our suspicions and | am sure
t hey woul d have ensured that no other case cane our way.



Harol d W1 son neanwhil e had becone Prime Mnister. It was inevitable
that WIlson would conme to the attention of M5. Before he becane Prinme
M ni ster he worked for an East-Wst tradi ng organi zati on and pai d nmany
visits to Russia. M5, well aware that the K& will stop at nothing to
entrap or frame visitors, were concerned that he should be well aware
of the risk of being conprom sed by the Russians. Wien W/Ison succeeded
Gai tskell as Leader of the Labor Party, there was a further source of
friction between hinmself and M5. He began to surround hinself with

ot her East European enigre busi nessnen, some of whom had thensel ves
been the subject of M5's inquiries.

After Harold WIson becane Prime Mnister in 1964, Angleton made a
special trip to England to see F.J., who was then director of
count er espi onage. Angleton cane to offer us sone very secret
infornmation froma source he woul d not nane. This source alleged,
according to Angleton, that WIlson was a Soviet agent. He said he would
give us nore detailed evidence and information if we could guarantee to
keep the information inside M5 and out of political circles. The
accusation was totally incredible, but given the fact that Angleton was
head of the CIA's Counterintelligence Division, we had no choice but to
take it seriously. Not surprisingly the management of M5 were deeply
di sturbed by the manner in which Angleton passed this information over.
After consideration, they refused to accept Angleton's restrictions on
the use to which we could put the information, and as a result we were
not told anything nore. However, Angleton's approach was recorded in
the files under the code name Catsheaf.

After Hollis retired and Furnival Jones becane Director-Ceneral, | went
to F.J. and said | was paying a visit to the USA and asked whether |
shoul d tackl e Angl eton on the Gatsheaf information, with a viewto
getting nore details. He said that | could, but again insisted that we
could not give Angleton any guarantee about any information which he
gave us. | tackled Angleton in Washington. He put up a vintage
performance. There were dark mutterings about "clandestine neetings"
with the Russians. But when he was pushed for details, there were none,
and | knew frombitter experience that Angleton was nore than capabl e
of manufacturing evidence when none exi sted.

But if the Catsheaf affair was nothing nore than a diversion, by the
end of the 1960s information was comng to M5's attention which
suggested that there al nost certainly was Soviet penetration of the
Labor Party. First the Czechosl ovaki an defectors, Frolik and August,
arrived in the Wst and naned a series of Labor MPs and trade unionists
as successful recruits. Then we received the nost dammgi ng i nfornmation
of all fromQdeg Lyalin. Wiile Lyalin was still in place, he told M5
about a friend of his called Vaygaukas. Vaygaukas was a KGB officer
wor ki ng under cover in the Soviet Trade Del egation in London. Lyalin
told us that Vaygaukas had clainmed to himto be in contact with a nman
cal l ed Joseph Kagan, a Lithuanian em gre who was a close friend of
Harold W1l son's. Kagan had hel ped finance Wl son's private office, and
had even Ilent himan aircraft during elections, and WIson had been
nmuch phot ographed wearing Kagan's raincoats, which he manufactured in a
factory near Leeds.

Inevitably M5 were extremely anxi ous to di scover whet her or not Kagan
had any rel ationship with Vaygaukas. W placed hi munder intensive
surveillance and attenpted to recruit agents inside his factory. Then



foll owi ng the expul sion of the 105 Soviet diplomats in 1971, we finally
got the opportunity to discuss the matter with both nmen. Harold WI son,
by then out of office, approached Sir Arthur Young, head of the Cty of
London police and a consultant to one of Kagan's conpanies. W/Ison
asked to be put in touch with M5 because he wi shed to di scuss Kagan
Furni val Jones thought this approach bizarre, but agreed to send Harry
VWarton, who was then handling Lyalin. Warton briefed Wl son on
Lyalin's information about Kagan's all eged dealings w th Vaygaukas.
Wlson told himbluntly that he knew nothing about it and had never

di scussed confidential matters with Kagan at any tine. Kagan hi nmsel f
|ater admtted neeting Vaygaukas for chess ganes, but strenuously

deni ed that any espionage was invol ved.

Wlson interpreted M5's interest as a crude attenpt to snear the Labor
Party and him But once the Conservative Governnment cane into power
they began to take a great interest in the material as well. Victor
often used to conplain to ne about the quality of the intelligence
reports No. 10 received fromF Branch

"They pull their punches all the tinme," he would say, "can't you give
us sonet hi ng better?”

In 1972 he told ne that Heath had been appalled at a recent Cabinet
neeting, which was addressed by Jack Jones and Hugh Scanl on, the two
power ful trade union bosses of the early 1970s.

"Ted thought they tal ked |i ke Comunists,"” he said. "I asked F Branch
if they had anything, but of course they've got nothing substantial."

He knew from gossip that the recent Czech defectors were providing

mat eri al about trade union and Labor Party subversion, and began
punping nme for the details. |I told himto mnute ne formally with a
request and | would see what | could do. Later that day | got Victor's
m nut e.

"The Prime Mnister is anxious to see..."
styl e.

he began, in typical Victor

| sent Victor's note to F.J. for guidance. He returned it to me with a
handwitten nmessage in the margin: "Tell himwhat he wants to know "

| drew the files, and began patiently to conpose a lengthy brief on the

intelligence provided by Frolik and August. | drew no concl usions, but
neither did | |eave anything out.
The whol e of Whitehall came thundering down on ny head. | was sunmoned

by Sir John Hunt, the Cabinet Secretary, who asked what on earth |
t hought | was doi ng passing material about an opposition party into the
government party's hands at such a delicate tine.

| defended nyself as vigorously as | could. It was not a question of
politics. The head of the Central Policy Review Staff had requested a
briefing, and | had given it to himand it had been approved by DGCSS.
It was not ny fault if the material was unpal atabl e or enbarrassing.

"If we refused to circulate intelligence because it was enbarrassing,
there would be little purpose in our sending anything at all!"



Both F.J. and Victor supported ne loyally throughout. Victor relished
the row and conposed a series of elegant menoranduns which w nged their
way through Wiitehall defending the Security Service's right to provide
intelligence requested of it by No. 10 Downing Street. Philip Allen was
outraged by this flagrant flouting of Hone Ofice prerogative, and
refused to speak to ne for years. To Victor he sent a terse note which
he showed ne gleefully. "Keep off the grass,"” thundered Allen

omni nousl y.

One afternoon, at the height of the row, | was in Victor's roomin the
Cabinet Ofice when Ted Heath put his head around the door

"Prime Mnister," said Victor, "I think you should neet Peter Wi ght,
he is one of the stranger phenonena in Witehall..."

Heat h | ooked hunorlessly over in ny direction, and asked ne where
wor ked.

"The Security Service, sir," | replied.
He grunted.

"Peter is responsible for the briefing on subversion which is currently
causing the problem" said Victor cheerfully.

Heath imedi ately fixed ne with a steely glare.

"You should not be indulging in politics," he glowered, "there are

nmechani sns for this sort of material."

He turned on his heel and stal ked out.

“Christ, Victor," | said.
"Don't worry, " replied Victor, "Ted's always like that. 1'lIl talk to
himlater."

The following day Victor rang up. He told ne Heath had devoured the
briefing that night.

"Is this true, Victor?" he asked in amazenent, and when told it was,
redoubl ed his crusade to remain in power.

But not all the requests for infornmation were legitinate. One evening
Victor invited me around for drinks at St. Janes's Pl ace.

"There's a businessman | think you should neet,” he told ne. "He is a

weal thy industrialist.”

| had been discussing retirement with Victor at the time. In 1972
finally learned that the pronise M5 had nade to ne in 1955 about ny
pensi on was not to be honored. In order to join the Service | had been
forced to give up fifteen years of pension rights with the Admiralty.
At the time Cumming had tal ked snmobothly of ex-gratia payments, and ways
the Service could iron out these problens. But in the new, gray M5 a
gentl eman's agreenent was a thing of the past. According to the rules,



| had no case for a pension, even though every scientist who joined the
Intelligence Services after me (sone fifty in nunber) was able to
transfer his pension, largely through ny pressure to rectify the

i nequity.

It was a bitter blow, and did nuch to sour ny last few years in the
Service. Inevitably | thought about the possibility of security work.

It did not greatly appeal to ne, but it seemed a stable way of propping
up mmy savagely depleted pension. At first Victor and | discussed ny
joining NM Rothschild, but Hanl ey was unhappy about the proposal, so
when Victor heard that this businessman was | ooking for soneone to do
security work, he suggested a neeting.

| took an instant dislike to the man. It was clear to me that he was on
the make. Over drinks he tal ked | oosely about needi ng advi ce and

gui dance from sonmeone "in the know' w thout quite spelling out what he
nmeant, or how nuch he was prepared to pay for it. Eventually he
suggested | lunch with himand sonme coll eagues at a London hotel to

di scuss his proposition in nore detail

Hi s col |l eagues were a ramshackl e bunch. They were retired people from
various branches of intelligence and security organi zati ons whose best
years were well behind them There were others, too, nmainly businessnmen
who seened thrilled to be in the same room as spies, and did not seem
to care how out of date they were.

This time my woul d-be enpl oyer came straight to the point.

"W represent a group of people who are worried about the future of the
country,” he intoned.

He had somet hing of the | ook of Angleton on a bad night about him He
said they were interested in working to prevent the return of a Labor
governnent to power.

"It could spell the end of all the freedoms we know and cherish,"” he
sai d.

The ot hers nodded.

"And how do you suppose | can hel p?" | asked.

"I nformati on,
have it."

he replied, "we want infornation, and | am assured you

"What precisely are you after?" | inquired.

"Anything on WIlson would be hel pful. There are many peopl e who woul d
pay handsonely for material of that sort.”

"But | am a serving nenber of the Security Service..." | began.
He waved his hand i nperiously.

"Retire early. W can arrange sonething..."



| played along for the rest of the evening, but gave nothing away. The
following day | went to see Hanley and told hi mwhat had happened.
suggested that | continue to nonitor the group's activities as an
agent, but Hanl ey thought discretion was a better policy.

"Leave it al one, Peter,"
out of it."

he said, "it's a dirty gane, and you're well

Hanl ey knew [ittle about the material which had been gathered on W son
and the Labor Party during the 1960s, so | encouraged himto study it.
El ections were in the offing, and it coul d becone rel evant again,

told him

"It's |like FLUENCY," he said when he had read the files, "there's lots
of snmoke, but not a lot of fire."

Neverthel ess, he agreed that it was prudent to re-examnm ne the material
Angl eton, in particular, was beginning to badger us constantly about
Wlson, and | told Hanley it would be politic to be seen to be doing
sonet hi ng.

As events nmoved to their political climax in early 1974, with the

el ection of the mnority Labor Government, M5 was sitting on

i nfornmati on which, if |eaked, would undoubtedly have caused a politica
scandal of incal cul abl e consequences. The news that the Prinme Mnister
hi rsel f was being investigated would at the [east have led to his

resi gnati on. The point was not lost on sonme M5 officers.

One afternoon | was in ny office when two coll eagues cane in. They were
with three or four other officers. | closed the file |I was working on
and asked them how | could hel p.

"W understand you' ve reopened the WIlson case,"” said the senior one.
“You know | can't talk about that," | told him

| felt a bit lame, but then I did not much enjoy being cornered in ny
own of fice.

"Wlson's a bloody nenace,"” said one of the younger officers, "and it's
about time the public knew the truth."

It was not the first tinme | had heard that particular sentinment.
Feelings had run high inside M5 during 1968. There had been an effort
totry to stir up trouble for Wlson then, largely because the DAILY
M RROR tycoon, Cecil King, who was a |longtinme agent of ours, made it
clear that he would publish anything M5 night care to leak in his
direction. It was all part of Cecil King's "coup,” which he was

convi nced woul d bring down the Labor CGovernnent and replace it with a
coalition led by Lord Muntbatten.

| told F.J. in 1968 that feelings were running high, but he responded
in a | owkey manner.

"You can tell anyone who has ideas about |eaking classified materia
that there will be nothing I can do to save them"



He knew t he nmessage woul d get back.

But the approach in 1974 was altogether nore serious. The plan was
sinple. In the run-up to the election which, given the |evel of
instability in Parliament, nust be due within a matter of nmonths, M5
woul d arrange for selective details of the intelligence about |eading
Labor Party figures, but especially WIlson, to be | eaked to synpathetic
pressmen. Using our contacts in the press and anpong union officials,
word of the material contained in M5 files and the fact that WI son
was considered a security risk would be passed around.

Soundings in the office had already been taken, and up to thirty

of ficers had given their approval to the scheme. Facsinile copies of
sone files were to be nade and distributed to overseas newspapers, and
the matter was to be raised in Parlianent for maximumeffect. It was a
carbon copy of the Zinoviev letter, which had done so nuch to destroy
the first Ramsay MacDonal d Government in 1924.

"We'll have himout," said one of them "this time we'll have himout."
"But why do you need ne?" | asked.

"Well, you don't like WIlson any nore than we do... besides, you've got
access to the latest files - the Gaitskell business, and all the rest
of it."

"But they're kept in the DG s safe!"

"Yes, but you could copy them"

"I need sonme tine to think," | pleaded. "1've got a lot to think about
before | take a step like this. You'll have to give ne a couple of
days. "

At first | was tenpted. The devil nakes work for idle hands, and | was
pl aying out ny time before retirement. A mad scheme |ike this was bound

to tenpt ne. | felt an irresistible urge to lash out. The country
seened on the brink of catastrophe. Wiy not give it a little push? In
any case, | carried the burden of so many secrets that |ightening the

load a little could only make things easier for nme. It was Victor who
tal ked me out of it.

"I don't like WIlson any nore than you do," he told me, "but you'll end
up getting chopped if you go in for this."
He was right. | had little nore than a year to go. Wy destroy

everything in a nmonent of nadness?

A few days later | told the | eader of the group that | would not get
the files.

“I"'d like to help you," | told him "but | can't risk it. |I've only got
half a pension as it is, | can't afford to lose it all."

Sonme of the operational people becane quite aggressive. They kept
saying it was the last chance to fix WIson.



"Once you've retired," they said, "we'll never get the files!"

But ny mind was nade up, and even their taunts of cowardice could not
shake ne.

Thr oughout the rest of 1974 and early 1975 | kept out of the country as
much as possible, chasing VENONA traffic throughout the world. Although
the full WIlson story never energed, it was obvious to nme that the boys
had been actively pushing their plan as rmuch as they coul d. No wonder
Wlson was later to claimthat he was the victimof a plot!

In the sumrer of 1975 1 dined with Maurice O dfield at Locketts. W
regularly met for dinner. He was a lonely man, and |iked nothing better
than a good gossip at the end of the day. He finally nade it to the top
of M6 after two abortive attenpts, and | was happy for him Murice
was a good man, but inclined to nmeddle. That night | could tel

somet hing was on his mnd

He turned the conversation to WIson. How high had feelings been
running in there? he asked. He kept hearing all sorts of runors.

| was nonconmittal
"Most of us don't like him They think he's wecking the country."

Maurice was clearly preoccupied with the subject, because he returned
to it again and again.

"You're not telling ne the truth," he said finally.
"I"'mnot with you, Maurice..."

"I was called in by the Prine Mnister yesterday," he said, his tone
suddenly changing. "He was tal king about a plot. Apparently he's heard
t hat your boys have been going around town stirring things up about him
and Marci a Fal kender, and Conmmuni sts at No. 10."

He trailed away as if it were all too distasteful for him

"It's serious, Peter," he began again, "I need to know everything. Look
what's happening in Washington with Watergate. The sane thing will
happen here unless we're very careful ."

| ordered another brandy and decided to tell himeverything I knew.
When | had finished describing the plans of the previous sumer he
asked ne if Hanl ey knew.

"No," | replied, "I thought it best just to forget the whole thing."

"I want you to go back to the office tonmorrow and tell him everything."
Maurice tottered up to bed.

"Don't worry," he called back over his shoul der

“I won't," | said, "I've only got a few nonths to go!"



When | saw Hanl ey the next norning, he went white as a sheet. He m ght
have suspected that feelings against Wlson ran high in the office, but
now he was |earning that half of his staff were up to their necks in a
plot to get rid of the Prime Mnister. It was at tines like that | was
glad | never clinbed the executive | adder

Ironically, his first reaction was anger with Maurice.
"Bl oody Maurice!" he raged. "Poking his nose into our business!"
When he had cal med down he asked ne for the nanes.

| gave them Having come so far, | could not very well refuse. As |
reel ed themoff, | knew suddenly what Blunt had felt like. It was never
easy to put on the mask and point the finger

"Look after them won't you?" | asked Hanl ey.
"There will have to be an inquiry, of course," he replied.

| left before the WIlson story ended, and Hanley and | never discussed
it again. | heard that a nmenber of the Security Comm ssion was called
into make a private inquiry for the Cabinet Ofice, and it has since
been reported that Hanl ey nade a number of changes, mainly in the field
of recruitment, with a viewto introducing new blood into M5. This
presunably explains the cryptic letter | received from M chael Hanl ey
shortly after | retired to Australi a.

"You'll be pleased to note," he wote, "that the firm has passed its
recent exam nations, and is doing rather well!"

Shortly afterward W I son resigned. As we always used to say in the
office: "Politicians may conme and go, but the Security Service goes on
forever."

The shanbl es surrounding Harold WIson blew up just as the Hollis
affair flickered briefly back into life in 1974. The case had remai ned
buried since his interrogation in 1969. Oiginally | was hopeful that
Hanl ey might revive things when he took over, but | could soon see that
he took the view that sleeping dogs should lie. He had a deep desire to
put the traumas of the past behind him and was anxi ous to separate ne
as far as possible fromcurrent investigations and K Branch cases.

"I'"ve got an open mnd," he used to tell ne whenever | raised the
guesti on.

Fear of scandal becane the nost inportant consideration affecting
everyone with responsibility for the turmoil of the 1960s, now t hat
there was a growi ng certainty that whatever the problem had been, it
was at an end. | discussed with Victor whether there were any ways of
reopeni ng the case.

"Now is not the tinme," he would say. "W should bide our tine, and
will ook for a way of raising the matter with Ted. But not now. We'|
just end up jeopardizing Hanley's job. The whole thing is too potent.
We nust let some tine go by."



Fear of scandal reached fever pitch when, in 1975, Blunt was thought to
be suffering fromcancer, and likely to die. Victor approached ne
agai n, and asked ne whether | thought it likely that Blunt would | eave
alast will and testanment to be published on his death, blowing the Ilid
off the whole affair. | had often asked Blunt about this, and he had

al ways deni ed maki ng any preparations, but there was a streak of

vi ndi ctiveness in himwhich | never quite trusted.

Vi ctor knew better than any outsider just what damage Bl unt coul d do.
Both he and Heath were obsessed with the damage the Profunb scandal had
done to the | ast Conservative CGovernment, and were terrified that Bl unt
could bring themdown in the same way. It was not just the problem of
the imunity; there was the horrendous possibility that he nmight nane
fell ow conspirators, both living and dead, as well as the chance that
he m ght choose to leave a nore intimate record of the hal cyon days of
the 1930s. Mdre than a handful of reputations stood to suffer if their
sexual peccadilloes fromthat tine were circulated on Fleet Street, not
| east the former Prinme Mnister, Anthony Eden

Victor eventually pressed ne to provide himwith a full brief on the
damage Blunt could do if he chose to tell all. Wen | was in D3 | had
witten a variety of papers for the Home Office on the Ring of Five,

but they were nostly unsatisfactory. The M5 Legal Departnent insisted
on renovi ng nanes |ike Proctor and Watson on the grounds that we had no
pr oof .

"That's not the point," | argued. "W should be providing the Hone
Ofice with intelligence. That's our job. If we filter out things we
believe to be true just because we can't prove them we're failing in
our duty.”

Victor agreed with ny approach totally, and stressed that ny briefing

had to be as full as possible. | drew together the full history of the
Ring of Five, and painstakingly showed how all the connections were
made. Forty nanes were on the list in all. A few weeks later | saw

Robert Armstrong about Agent 19. He thanked ne for the docunent.

"Spl endid piece of work," he beamed, "real intelligence. Not |ike the
civil servant drafts we normally get fromthe Security Service."

Around this time word got back that Arthur and Stephen de Mowbray were
t hensel ves | obbying for the case against Hollis to be reopened. Arthur
had retired, and Stephen de Mowbray's career was in steep decline. He
had made hinsel f deeply unpopular inside M6 during the late 1960s by
his unswerving support for Golitsin and all his theories. H's nentor
was Christopher Phillpotts, under whom he had served i n Washi ngton
Phil I potts brought himback to serve in Counterintelligence, but after
Phillpotts retired in 1970, de Mowbray was |eft exposed. Dick Wite was
determned to get rid of himif at all possible, but Maurice A dfield
suggested that a spell in Malta was the best conprom se.

When de Mowbray returned in 1972 to find that the Hollis case was

shel ved, he began to agitate for action. Both A dfield and Hanl ey were
terrified in case de Mowbray took it into his head to take his fears
about Sovi et penetration to an MP. Arthur, too, was devel opi ng contacts
in Parliament. After retirenment he went off to work there as a clerk as
a way of nmaking up his pension. There were worries in case he deci ded



to brief one of his newfound friends on the traunas of the past twenty
years.

Hollis was not de Mowbray's only concern. He al so believed that the
whol e system for appointing heads of the Secret Services was nepotic
and potentially disastrous. He had a point, in that once a spy

i nsinuated hinself to the sunmt of an organization, he was in a
perfect position to appoint fellowtraitors to follow him

A dfield raised the question of de Mowbray at one of our quiet dinners.

"Can't you rein himin?" he asked. He nade it clear that Hanley would

viewit favorably as well. Odfield, too, had personal reasons for

wi shing to keep the Hollis affair buried. He had been passed over for

the top job in M6 when Dick Wiite returned but was desperately hoping
that he would yet get his chance as C.

| told himthat | doubted whether in the end |I could have nmuch
i nfl uence over himor Arthur.

"Yes, but they don't know what you know;, they don't know how delicate
things are. Any hint of scandal now could deal us all a grievous blow"

Poor Maurice was so transparent, you could read anbition in himlike a
book. Before the evening was out he began to tal k about the future.

"OfF course," he said, "if Rennie left, and | got the chance, | wouldn't
want to stay long..."

His voice trailed away. | knew he wanted ne to pass the nessage al ong.

A few weeks later | lunched with Stephen and tried to persuade hi mthat
now was not the tine to push.

"There are things going on," | said, "I knowit looks as if it's
stalled. But there are many ways of skinning a cat. W just need to
give it tine."

He was not convinced. He thought | was in Hanley's pocket, and nmade no
secret of it.

In fact, | was still hopeful that the VENONA search authorized by
Hanl ey m ght yet yield vital clues to the case. Perhaps sonme nore
traffic would be found hidden away in a dusty cupboard which woul d give
us the matches to unlock the m ssing cryptonyns.

There had recently been a small breakthrough in the existing traffic
whi ch had given cause for hope. Geoffrey Sudbury was working on part of
the HASP material which had never been broken out. Advanced computer
anal ysis reveal ed that this particular traffic was not genui ne VENONA
It did not appear to have been enci phered using a one tinme pad, and
fromthe non-random di stribution of the groups, Sudbury hazarded a
guess that it had been enci phered using sone kind of directory.

We began the search in the British Library, and eventually found a book
of trade statistics fromthe 1930s which fitted. Overnight a huge chunk
of HASP traffic was broken. The GRU traffic was sinmlar to nuch that we



had al ready broken. But there was one series of nessages which was

i nval uabl e. The nessages were sent fromthe GRU resident Sinon Krener
to Moscow Center, and described his neetings with the GRU spy runner
Soni a, alias Ruth Kuzchinski .

The Soni a connection had been di sm ssed throughout the 1960s as too
tenuous to be relied upon. M5 tended to believe the story that she
cane to Britain to escape Nazismand the war, and that she did not
become active for Russian Intelligence until Kl aus Fuchs vol unteered
his services in 1944. |In particular GCHQ denied vehenently that Sonia
coul d ever have been broadcasting her only radi o nessages from her hone
near Oxford during the period between 1941 and 1943

But Krener's nessages utterly destroyed the established beliefs. They
showed that Sonia had i ndeed been sent to the Oxford area by Russian
Intelligence, and that during 1941 she was already running a string of
agents. The traffic even contained the details of the paynents she was
maki ng to these agents, as well as the tines and durations of her own
radi o broadcasts. | thought bitterly of the way this new infornmation

m ght have influenced Hollis' interrogation had we had the material in
1969.

Once this was known | felt nore sure than ever that Elli did exist, and
that he was run by Sonia from Oxford, and that the secret of his
identity lay in her transm ssion, which inexplicably had been | ost al
those years before. The only hope was to travel the world and search
for any sign that her traffic had been taken el sewhere.

Over the four years from 1972 to 1976 | travel ed 370,000 kil oneters
searching for new VENONA and Sonia's transm ssions. |In France, SDECE
told me they had no material, even though Marcel told nme he was sure
they had taken it. Presunmably one of the SAPPHI RE agents had | ong since
destroyed it. In Gernany they professed total ignorance. It was the
same in Italy. Spain refused to entertain the request until we handed
back G braltar. | spent nonths toiling around tel egraph offices in
Canada searching for traces of the telex links out there. But there was
not hi ng. I n Washi ngton, extensive searches also drew a blank. It was
heart-breaki ng to know that what | wanted had once existed, had once
been filed and stored, but somehow had slipped through our fingers.

In 1974 Hanley and | began meki ng preparations for the next CAZAB
conference, which was due to take place in London in May. | told himhe
woul d likely face pressure fromthe Anericans and the Canadi ans for
sone kind of statenent about the Hollis case. We had successfully
stall ed any conmment since the interrogation, but Angleton for one was
determi ned to have sonething on the record.

"What shall | say?" asked Hanl ey.

| told himto play things | ow key.

"Tell themthe facts. There was a series of old allegations, and a
nunber of candi dates were possible starters. Hollis was one, and

probably the best, but in the end, although we interrogated him we
were not able to forma firmconclusion.”



The 1974 CAZAB conference was a far cry fromthe high-spirited

gat herings of the 1960s. Too many faces around the table had

di sappeared. Spry had gone; JimBennett fromthe RCMP had gone, hinself
a suspect in a paralyzing nole hunt inside the RCMP with which | was
peri pherally involved (I believe that, despite Bennett's peculiar
behavi or under interrogation, he was not a spy); Helns had gone; and
Angl eton was clearly living on borrowed tine. |In Washington the

Wat ergate scandal was at its height, and already the cupboard full of
Cl A skel etons was i nching open

Hanl ey made his short statenent about the Hollis case. It was greeted
silently. Mst people had suffered the same traumas thensel ves, and
knew j ust what pain and damage a case |ike that woul d have done. Hanl ey
ended diplomatically by inviting the services represented to nmake

what ever danage assessnents they felt necessary in the light of his
statement. It was a classic Wiitehall ploy. Lay out the difficult
ground, but always let the other nan draw the decisive concl usion

| saw Angl eton only once nore after the CAZAB conference in Washi ngton
at the end of the year. He knew he was being forced out. A new
Director, WIIliam Col by, was determ ned to unseat him Angleton and
Col by had quarrel ed about the conduct of counterintelligence in

Sout heast Asia for several years. \Wen Col by became Director the
opportunity to get rid of Angleton came when THE NEW YORK TI MES
published a story nam ng Angl eton as the nasterm nd behind a nmassive
donestic mail surveillance program Wthin a few days Angl eton and al
hi s senior men had resigned.

When | saw Angl eton he was ragi ng

"Two hundred years of counterintelligence thrown away," he cursed, when
he realized that the whole of his senior staff was departing. It was
obvi ous that THE NEW YORK TIMES story was only the first shot in the
war. Wthin six nonths the ClA was subnerged in a welter of Senate
heari ngs, exposes, and mre. The year when the reckoni ng began was
1974. I n Canada and Australia inquiries began into the past iniquities,
alleged or real, of their intelligence services. W were the nodern
pari ahs - hated, distrusted, hunted.

O dfield and Hanley were terrified by the pace of events abroad,
fearful above all that sone of the revelations would spill over onto
their own services. They realized, too, that the newy el ected Labor
CGovernment mght just be prepared to encourage such devel opnents. |t
was in this context that Stephen de Mowbray finally decided that he had
to act. In md-1974 he approached a friend of his, Philip de Zul uetta,
a former private secretary to Al ec Dougl as- Home when he was Prinme

M nister, and outlined his fears about the penetration of M5, and the
met hod of appointing service chiefs. Zuluetta suggested he approach Sir
John Hunt, the new Cabinet Secretary. After telling Maurice that he
could restrain hinself no | onger, de Mowbray made his appointnment with
No. 10 Downing Street.

"What's that bl oody de Mowbray doi ng now?" roared Hanl ey one norning.

It was the first | heard of the news.



"Bl oody Maurice interfering again. How can he | et one of his officers
prance around to Downing Street and wash all our linen wthout asking
nme... it's intolerable!"

| told Hanley that | felt it was inevitable. In the end de Mwbray was
al ways deternined to nake an approach over the heads of M5 and M 6,
and we ought to be thankful it was to No. 10 Downing Street, rather
than through a parlianentary question

The outcone was a review - a classic maneuver. At the tine they al ways
seem so hopeful; it is only afterward you realize they are designed to
achi eve the answer desired by those who set the inquiry up. This one
was to be conducted by Lord Trend, the forner Cabinet Secretary. He was
to have all the papers, and as much time as he needed, to decide which
of the two faiths was believable.

Trend first appeared in Leconfield House in late 1974. He was given an
office, a safe, and a secretary, and left alone on the fifth floor
After a few weeks he tel ephoned ne and asked ne to conme to his room

He appeared a typical Oxford don, an aesthetic-looking man with a w de
forehead and fairish gray hair

"I don't want to tal k about the case," he began, "I sinply want to get
a picture of howit was all done. Then | amgoing to go off and study
and see people, and | will see you again at the end."

Al ten volunes of the FLUENCY Wirking Party were stacked neatly on the
desk in front of him and for the rest of the nmorning we went through
t hem

"How did it all begin?" he wanted to know.

It was a question | had often asked nyself as | sat in the evening
poring over those sane files. Howdid it all begin? Did it start in
1945, when Blunt left? O did it start when Vol kov and Gouzenko made

t heir approaches? Perhaps it was much earlier, when a frail man with TB
st epped off the boat from China and tried to get a job in British
Intelligence. O later, nuch later, when Tisler told us about the spy
in M5, or when CGolitsin talked of spies, hundreds of them thousands
of them everywhere. O was the Mtchell case the first decisive
nonent, the first tine we |ooked, and could not find the spy in our

nm dst? How do you define the nonent when a fear becones a tangible
presence? It is just there. It was always there, fromthe beginning to
t he end.

The FLUENCY files | ooked curiously distant. They bul ged wi th unseen
hours of work. Mnutes fromevery secret department were carefully
recorded, tracing the distribution of this docunent and that docunent.
Each all egation was carefully broken down; each suspect allotted a code
name. At the end of the last file was the fanpbus minute signed in ny
own hand, giving the nanmes of those who needed urgent investigation

On nore than one occasion Trend asked about the delays in dealing with
cases.



"It's very difficult,”" | explained, "to be told that the nman you' ve
worked with for years, who gave you your job, or whomyou gave his job,
is a spy. That was what Dick Wite and F.J. found so difficult to cone
to terns with... and that's why we adopted code nanes fromthe

begi nning, to depersonalize everything."

"Quite so..." said Trend.

"You do understand that all the FLUENCY deci sions were unani mous. This
was not just ne on ny own. There were six of us, and we all thought
exactly the sane."

"Ah yes," murnmured Trend, pausing over an apparently innocuous exchange
of docunents in the file.

Trend seened especially interested in the mddling-grade agent. He
asked ne to explain how we had broken the allegation down, and the
system we had used to allot marks to each of the thirty-four
candi dat es.

| spent several hours explaining the VENONA. He was fasci nated by that
i nfernal inconplete jigsaw which prom sed so much and reveal ed so
little.

| described how we arrived at our identifications. Stanley, H cks, and
Johnson were al nost certainly Phil by, Burgess, and Blunt, though there
was still roomfor doubt. Stanley was Phil by because of the reference
to Mexican affairs being the responsibility of his Departnent. Hicks
was Burgess because in one nessage Mbscow Center instructs Krotov to
[imt H cks' reports to hard facts, and omt the theories.

"That's Guy to a tee," | said with a laugh, surprised by the intimcy
with which | referred to a man | had net only on paper

"And Johnson?" asked Trend.

"That is where the doubt is... There is a reference here" - | handed
hima sheet of the VENONA wi th paper nessage ri bbons enbossed on it -
"and you can see that Johnson is traveling abroad. That tallies with
Blunt's novenents. He went to Italy at the end of the week this nessage
was received. But it is slightly odd that Krotov appears not to know of
Johnson's plans. | asked Blunt about this, and he was positive that he
told Krotov about his inpending trip at |east six weeks before."

"Could it have been anyone el se?"

"The only officer who nade a sudden trip abroad at the end of this week

was Drat... I'msorry, | mean Hollis, when he went to Canada to see
Gouzenko. "

"And...?"

"I doubt it," | said quietly, "I sonmehow doubt it. | think Johnson was

Blunt, and he was |eading us astray on the six weeks business. Johnson
is just too closely tied to H cks and Stanley to be anyone el se but

Bl unt. Anyway, there are three other cryptonyms still unidentified. Any
of those could be Hollis."



| was inpressed by Trend. He had a quick mnd, and a very thorough one
too. There was no skating across points. | cane away from our first
neeting feeling | had been grilled in a rather quiet, patient way. But
what worried ne was that he had a civil servant's training, not an
intelligence officer's background. Wuld he be able to nake the Kkinds
of judgnents required to nake sense of a mass of contradictory
intelligence material ? He had no frame of reference, no way of judging
the strength of the case against Hollis as against the strength of the
case agai nst other spies, like Philby, or Blunt, or Blake. Only years
of experience in the secret world could give a man that kind of
intuition.

Trend had a high reputation inside M5. Mst people preferred himto
Nor man Brooke, the previous Cabinet Secretary, who was renowned for
getting bees in his bonnet. Norman Brooke and | shared the sane club
and after he retired | occasionally used to talk to him He was carefu
never to criticize his successor, but always gave the inpression things
wer e bei ng handl ed much nore badly now than in his day. Trend was a far
nore relaxed figure, and he fought the Treasury doughtily on behal f of
the Secret Services throughout the 1960s.

Trend continued to work away in Leconfield House for another year
Cccasionally we would neet in the corridor. He never said nmuch, and it
was |l ate 1975 before | was called in to see himagain. By that time we
had finally left Leconfield House and noved to the dismal Cower Street
of fices.

He wanted to tal k about the allegations. He thought they were all very
ol d, when you stripped them down to the bone.

"OfF course, but what is inpressive is the coincidences of the dates of
the all egations. They all cone fromexactly the sane tine. It's quite
uncanny. "

Golitsin, Trend said, did not seemto | ead anywhere - "not hel pful" was
t he expression he used. | agreed that for the purposes of the case for
hi gh-1 evel penetration Golitsin had given us nothing we could

i nvestigate. He was, at best, | conceded, an indicator that penetration
had occurred.

Trend al so di scarded the m ddling-grade agent story.
"Very difficult case that," he agreed, "inpossible not to | ook at, but
I think right to discard today."

"Now Vol kov," he began again, after turning to a relevant file and
adj usting his spectacles.

Wasn't | being finicky in altering the thrust of the allegation after
havi ng the docunent retransl ated? he asked.

"I don't see why," | replied. "There are really only two ways to
proceed in cases like these. One way is to make guesses about what an
al l egation nmeans, and where it |eads, and how seriously to take it. The
other way is to adopt a schol astic approach, and anal yze everyt hing
very carefully and precisely and build scientifically on that bedrock."



"And then there's Elli," said Trend. "I see you checked the story with

Akhmedov. But you've got no follow up, have you? There's no Elli in the
traffic."

"But | didn't expect that there would be," | replied, "ElIli is an
illegal, and if that's the case, his conmunications would be illegal

not through the Enbassy. If we found Sonia's traffic | amsure we woul d
find EIli. But we can't."

"And you still think ElIli was Hollis?"

"Most certainly.”

"And not hing since has caused you to doubt that?"
"No, if anything ny conviction has beconme stronger."

Trend sighed patiently.

"But there's no ideol ogical background..." he began.

"There's China."

"Ah, yes," he murnured, "China..." Hi s voice trailed away.

Trend was professional to the end. | never could detect just what his

feelings were. He certainly gave nme the inpression that he thought the
case for penetration was strong, but apart froma fleeting reference to
the fact that he doubted we had the right candidate in Hollis, he gave
not hi ng away.

Neither did | ever learn from Hanl ey what Trend's concl usions were. The
subj ect was never discussed, and | assune that Trend's report was
conpleted after | left the Service in January 1976. It was only in 1981
that Ms. Thatcher filled in that final gap. Lord Trend, she told the
House of Commons, had concluded that Hollis was not an agent of the
Russian Intelligence Service. He had faith in a man's i nnocence, as |
had faith in his treachery; as another man m ght have faith in God, or
Manmmon. One man's view, as | nowrealize, is in the end worthless. Only
facts will ever clear up the eternal nystery.

As | approached ny final nonths in the office | felt a wave of
tiredness. | did not know whether to stay in England and fight, or cut
ny | osses and run. My health was bad, mnmy pension derisory. But | had ny
nmenori es.

One afternoon toward Christmas | drove up to Canbridge with Victor to
his country house for the last tine. Conversation was difficult. So
much needed to be said. So rmuch was inside nme, bottled up and waiting
to spill out.

"What are you going to do?" he asked.

"Ch, | don't know - maybe Australia,"” | replied.



The wet fenland fields flashed past the car. In the distance | could
feel the draw of the Canbridge spires.

"You want to be persuaded to go, don't you?" said Victor after a while.
"l suppose so."

I was norose. | was on the losing side. The Refornmati on had taken place
in British Intelligence. Catholicismhad given way to Protestantism M
wars were wars of the past.

"You should go, Peter, get out there to the sun, get better, get fit,

| et sonmeone el se take the strain. You' ve done the work of three nen,"
said Victor.

The car engi ne droned.

"“Your problem Peter," he said, "is that you know too many secrets."
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