% B i "’; i .L‘:E,‘ 1",#.:1*. ,‘
' SIGNET +451-AE 2438+ $3.95 @
tt .

NATIONWIDE BESTSELLER!

] AUTHOR OF

EYE OF THE NEEDLE

“FOLLETT'S FINEST!"
—TIME



A SIG OOK
NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY
T

i S MIRRONR



NAL BOOKS ARE AVAILABLE AT QUANTITY DISCOUNTS
WHEN USED TO PROMOTE PRODUCTS OR SERVICES. FOR
INFORMATION PLEASE WRITE TO PREMIUM MARKETING
DIVISION, THE NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY, INC., 1633

BROADWAY, NEW YORK, NEW YORK 10019.

Copyright © 1982 by Fineblend N. V.

All rights reserved. For information address The New American
Library, Inc.

A hardcover edition was published by William Morrow and
Company, Inc.

The quotation on pp. 53-54 is taken from The London Times of
June 14, 1914. |

The quotation on pp. 238-239 is taken from The London Times
of June 29, 1914.

“After the Ball” on p. 216 was written by Charles K. Harris and
published in Great Britain by Francis Day & Hunter.

SIGNET TRADEMARK REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES
REGISTERED TRADEMARK—MARCA REGISTRADA
HECHO EN CHICAGO, U.S.A,

SIGNET, SIGNET CLASSICS, MENTOR, PLUME, MERIDIAN AND NAL
Books are published by The New American Library, Inc.,
1633 Broadway, New York, New York 10019

First Signet Printing, May, 1983
1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA



9,

SIGNET Fiction For Your Library

00 OO0 0000040 O

Addresse

(0451)

THE MAN FROM ST. PETERSBURG by Ken Follett.
(124383—%$3.95)*
EYE OF THE NEEDLE by Ken Follett. (119703—%3.95)
TRIPLE by Ken Follett. (121600—$3.95)
THE KEY TO REBECCA by Ken Follett. (110129—%$3.95)*
THE DEFECTOR by Evelyn Anthony. (117654—%3.50)1

THE FRENCH BRIDE by Evelyn Anthony. (076834—%1.95)

THE JANUS IMPERATIVE by Evelyn Anthony.
(098900—%2.95)t

THE PERSIAN PRICE by Evelyn Anthony.  (072545—%$1.95)

THE POELLENBERG INHERITANCE by Evelyn Anthony.
(078381—%1.75)t

THE SILVER FALCON by Evelyn Anthony. (082117—%2.25)

STRANGER AT THE GATE by Evelyn Anthony.
(060199—%1.80)1

*Prices slightly higher in Canada
tNot available in Canada

Buy them at your local bookstore or use this convenient coupon for ordering.

THE NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY, INC.,
P.0. Box 999, Bergenfield, New Jersey 07621

Please send me the books | have checked above. l amenclosing & _______
(please add $1.00 to this order to cover postage and handling). Send check

or money order—no cash or C.0.D.’s. Prices and numbers are subject to change
without notice.

A e e e s

- —— = S—— s e

(o] ) RS | . — Zip Code

Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery.
This offer is subject to withdrawal without notice.



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

In writing this book I was helped by many friends.
My grateful thanks to Alan Earney, Pat Golbitz,
M. E. Hirsh, Elaine Koster, Diana Levine, Caren
Meyer and her moles, Sue Rapp, Pamela Robinson
and the staff of Bertram Rota Ltd., Hilary Ross,
Christopher Sinclair-Stevenson, Daniel Starer, Colin
Tennant, and—alphabetically last but in every other
way first—Al Zuckerman.



One can’t love humanity.
One can only love people.

—{GRAHAM GREENE



About the Author

Ken Follett is the author of the bestselling EYE OF
THE NEEDLE, which won the Mystery Writers of
America Edgar Allan Poe Award, TRIPLE, and
THE KEY TO REBECCA, all available in Signet
editions. Welsh-born, he is a former journalist for
the London Evening News and editorial director of
Everest Books in England. He now lives in England
with his wife and children.



D

Exciting Fiction From SIGNET

0451
[0 EYE OF THE NEEDLE by Ken Follett. (114442—&3.50;
[J TRIPLE by Ken Follett. (094476—%3.50)
[J THE KEY TO REBECCA by Ken Follett. (110129—%3.95)*
(J COMA by Robin Cook. (097564—%2.75)
(] SPHINX by Robin Cook. (097459—%2.95)
[0 THE YEAR OF THE INTERN by Robin Cook. (076745—%1.75)
[0 BRAIN by Robin Cook. (112601 —$3.95)
[0 HOUR OF THE CLOWN by Amos Aricha. (097173—%2.95)
[0 PHOENIX by Amos Aricha. (098455—%2.95)
[0 THE DELTA DECISION by Wilbur Smith, (113357—%$3.50)
(0 HUNGRY AS THE SEA by Wilbur Smith. (095995—%3.50)
(O LILY CIGAR by Tom Murphy. (088107—%2.75)"

*Price slightly higher in Canada

Buy them at your local bookstore or use this convenient coupon for ordering.

THE NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY, INC.,
P.0. Box 999, Bergenfield, New Jersey 07621

Please send me the books | have checked above. | am enclosing $——

(please add $1.00 to this order to cover postage and handling). Send check
or money order—no cash or C.0.D.'s. Prices and numbers are subject to change
without notice.

Name. —

AOress e i s

(1 (N . . - Zip Code
Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery.
This offer is subject to withdrawal without notice.



ONK

It was a slow Sunday afternoon, the kind Walden
loved. He stood at an open window and looked across
the park. The broad, level lawn was dotted with ma-
ture trees: a Scotch pine, a pair of mighty oaks, several
chestnuts and a willow like a head of girlish curls. The
sun was high and the trees cast dark, cool shadows.
The birds were silent, but a hum of contented bees

came from the flowering creeper beside the window.
The house was still, too. Most of the servants had the
afternoon off. The only weekend guests were Walden’s
brother George, George’s wife, Clarissa, and their chil-
dren. George had gone for a walk, Clarissa was lying
down and the children were out of sight. Walden was
comfortable: he had worn a frock coat to church, of
course, and in an hour or two he would put on his
white tie and tails for dinner, but in the meantime he
was at ease in a tweed suit and a soft-collared shirt.
Now, he thought, if only Lydia will play the piano
tonight, it will have been a perfect day.

He turned to his wife. “Will you play, after dinner?”

Lydia smiled. “If you like.”

Walden heard a noise and turned back to the win-
dow. At the far end of the drive, a quarter of a mile
away, a motor car appeared. Walden felt a twinge of
irritation, like the sly stab of pain in his right leg before

1



2 Ken Follett

a rainstorm. Why should a car annoy me? he thought.
He was not against motor cars—he owned a Lanches-
ter and used it regularly to travel to and from Lon-
don—although in the summer they were a terrible
nuisance to the village, sending up clouds of dust from
the unpaved road as they roared through. He was
thinking of putting down a couple of hundred yards of
tarmacadam along the street. Ordinarily he would not
have hesitated, but the roads had not been his respon-
sibility since 1909 when Lloyd George had set up the
Roads Boards—and that, he realized, was the source
of his irritation. It had been a characteristic piece of
Liberal legislation: they took money from Walden in
order to do themselves what he would have done any-
way; then they failed to do it. I suppose I'll pave the
road myself in the end, he thought; it’s just annoying to
pay for it twice.

The motor car turned into the gravel forecourt and
came to a noisy, shuddering halt opposite the south
door. Exhaust fumes drifted in at the window, and
Walden held his breath. The driver got out, wearing
helmet, goggles and a heavy motoring coat, and opened
the door for the passenger. A short man in a black
coat and a black felt hat stepped down from the car.
Walden recognized the man and his heart sank: the
peaceful summer afternoon was over.

“It’s Winston Churchill,” he said.

Lydia said: “How embarrassing.”

The man just refused to be snubbed. On Thursday
he had sent a note which Walden had ignored. On Fri-
day he had called on Walden at his London house and
had been told that the Earl was not at home. Now he
had driven all the way to Norfolk on a Sunday. He
would be turned away again. Does he think his stub-
bornness is impressive? Walden wondered.

He hated to be rude to people, but Churchill de-
served it. The Liberal government in which Churchill
was a minister was engaged in a vicious attack on the
very foundations of English society—taxing landed
property, undermining the House of Lords, trying to
give Ireland away to the Catholics, emasculating the
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Royal Navy and yielding to the blackmail of trade
unions and damned socialists. Walden and his friends
would not shake hands with such people.

The door opened and Pritchard came into the room.
He was a tall Cockney with brilliantined black hair and
an air of gravity which was transparently fake. He
bad run away to sea as a boy and had jumped ship
in East Africa. Walden, there on safari, had hired him
to supervise the native porters, and they had been to-
gether ever since. Now Pritchard was Walden’s major-
domo, traveling with him from one house to another,
and as much of a friend as a servant could be.

“The First Lord of the Admiralty is here, my lord,”
Pritchard said.

“I’m not at home,” Walden said.

Pritchard looked uncomfortable. He was not used to
throwing out Cabinet ministers. My father’s butler
would have done it without turning a hair, Walden
thought, but old Thomson 1is graciously retired,
growing roses in the garden of that little cottage in the
village, and somehow Pritchard has never acquired that
unassailable dignity.

Pritchard began to drop his aitches, a sign that he
was either very relaxed or very tense. “Mr. Churchill
said you’d say not at ’ome, my lord, and ’e said to give
you this letter.” He proffered an envelope on a tray.

Walden did not like to be pushed. He said crossly:
“Give it back to him—" Then he stopped and looked
again at the handwriting on the envelope. There was
something familiar about the large, clear, sloping let-
ters.

“Oh, dear,” said Walden.

He took the envelope, opened it and drew out a
single sheet of heavy white paper, folded once. At the
top was the royal crest, printed in red. Walden read:

Buckingham Palace
May 1st, 1914
My dear Walden

You will see young Winston.
George R.I.



4 Ken Follett

“Tt’s from the King,” Walden said to Lydia.

He was so embarrassed that he flushed. It was
frightfully bad form to drag the King into something
like this. Walden felt like a schoolboy who is told to
stop quarreling and get on with his prep. For a mo-
ment he was tempted to defy the King. But the conse-~
quences . . . Lydia would no longer be received by the
Queen, people would be unable to invite the Walde_ns
to parties at which a member of the Royal Family
would be present and—worst of all—Walden’s daugh-
ter, Charlotte, could not be presented at court as a
debutante. The family’s social life would be wrecked..
They might as well go and live in another country. No,
there was no question of disobeying the King.

Walden sighed. Churchill had defeated him. In a
way it was a relief, for now he could break ranks and
no one could blame him. Letter from the King, old
boy, he would say in explanation; nothing to be done,
you know.

“Ask Mr. Churchill to come in,” he said to
Pritchard.

He handed the letter to Lydia. The Liberals really
did not understand how the monarchy was supposed to
work, he reflected. He murmured: “The King is just
not firm enough with these people.”

Lydia said: “This is becoming awfully boring.”

She was not bored at all, Walden thought; in fact,
she probably found it all quite exciting; but she said
that because it was the kind of thing an English count-
ess would say, and since she was not English but Rus-
sian, she liked to say typically English things, the way
? man speaking French would say alors and hein? a
ot.

Walden went to the window. Churchill’s motor car
was still rattling and smoking in the forecourt. The
driver stood beside it, with one hand on the door, as if
he had to hold it like a horse to stop it from wandering
away. A few servants were gazing at it from a safe dis-
tance.

i Eritchard came in and said: “Mr. Winston Church-
Churchill was forty, exactly ten years younger than
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Walden. He was a short, slender man who dressed in a
way Walden thought was a shade too elegant to be
quite gentlemanly. His hair was receding rapidly, leav-
ing a peak at the forehead and two curls at the temples
which, together with his short nose and the permanent
sardonic twinkle in his eye, gave him a mischievous
look. It was easy to see why the cartoonists regularly
portrayed him as a malign cherub.

Churchill shook hands and said cheerfully: “Good
afternoon, Lord Walden.” He bowed to Lydia. “Lady
Walden, how do you do.” Walden thought: What is it
about him that grates so on my nerves?

Lydia offered him tea and Walden told him to sit
down. Walden would not make small talk: he was im-
patient to know what all the fuss was about.

Churchill began: “First of all my apologies, together
with the King’s, for imposing myself on you.”

Walden nodded. He was not going to say it was per-
fectly all right.

Churchill said: “I might add that I should not have
done so, other than for the most compelling reasons.”

“You’d better tell me what they are.”

“Do you know what has been happening in the
money market?”

“Yes. The discount rate has gone up.”

“From one and three quarters to just under three
percent. It’s an enormous rise, and it has come about
in a few weeks.”

“I presume you know why.”

Churchill nodded. “German companies have been
factoring debts on a vast scale, collecting cash and buy-
ing gold. A few more weeks of this and Germany will
have got in everything owing to her from other coun-
tries, while leaving her debts to them outstanding—and

ber gold reserves will be higher than they have ever
been before.”

“They are preparing for war.”

“In this and other ways. They have raised a levy of
one billion marks, over and above normal taxation, to
improve an army that is already the strongest in Eu-
rope. You will remember that in 1909, when Lloyd
George increased British taxation by fifteen million
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pounds sterling, there was almost a revolution. Well, a
billion marks is equivalent to fifry million pounds. It’s
the biggest levy in European history—"

“Yes, indeed,” Walden interrupted. Churchill was
threatening to become histrionic: Walden did not want
him making speeches. “We Conservatives have been
worried about German militarism for some time. Now,
at the eleventh hour, you’re telling me that we were
right.”

Churchill was unperturbed. “Germany will attack
France, almost certainly. The question is, will we come
to the aid of France?”

“No,” Walden said in surprise. “The Foreign Secre-
tary has assured us that we have no obligations to
France—"

“Sir Edward is sincere, of course,” Churchill said.
“But he is mistaken. Our understanding with France is
such that we could not possibly stand aside and watch
her be defeated by Germany.”

Walden was shocked. The Liberals had convinced
everyone, him included, that they would not lead En-
gland into war; and now one of their leading ministers
was saying the opposite. The duplicity of the politicians
was infuriating, but Walden forgot that as he began to
contemplate the consequences of war. He thought of
the young men he knew who would have to fight: the
patient gardeners in his park, the cheeky footmen, the
brown-faced farm boys, the hell-raising undergraduates,
the languid idlers in the clubs of St. James’s . . . then
that thought was overtaken by another, much more
chilling, and he said: “But can we win?”

Churchill looked grave. “I think not.”

Walden stared at him. “Dear God, what have you
people done?”

Churchill became defensive. “Our policy has been to

avoid war, and you can’t do that and arm yourself to
the teeth at the same time.”

“But you have failed to avoid war.”
“We're still trying.”
“But you think you will fail.”

Churchill looked belligerent for a moment, then
swallowed his pride. “Yes.”
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“So what will happen?”
“If England and France together cannot defeat Ger-

many, then we must have another ally, a third country
on our side: Russia. If Germany is divided, fighting on
two fronts, we can win. The Russian army is incompe-
tent and corrupt, of course—like everything else in that
country—but it doesn’t matter so long as they draw off

part of Germany’s strength.”

Churchill knew perfectly well that L'ydia was Rus-
sian, and it was characteristically tactless of him to
disparage her country in her presence, but Walden let
it pass, for he was highly intrigued by what Churchill
was saying. “Russia already has an alliance with

France,” he said.
“It’s not enough,” Churchill said. “Russia is obliged

to fight if France is the victim of aggression. It is left to
Russia to decide whether France is the victim or the
aggressor in a particular case. When war breaks out,
both sides always claim to be the victim. Therefore the
alliance obliges Russia to do no more than fight if she
wants to. We need Russia to be freshly and firmly
committed to our side.”

“I can’t imagine you chaps joining hands with the
Czar.”

“Then you misjudge us. To save England, we’ll deal
with the devil.”

“Your supporters won’t like it.”

“They won’t know.”

Walden could see where all this was leading, and the
prospect was exciting. “What have you in mind? A
secret treaty? Or an unwritten understanding?”

“Both.”

Walden looked at Churchill through narrowed eyes.
This young demagogue might have a brain, he thought,
and that brain might not be working in my interest. So
the Liberals want to do a secret deal with the Czar,
despite the hatred which the English people have for
the brutal Russian regime—but why tell me? They
want to rope me in somehow, that much is clear. For
what purpose? So that if it all goes wrong they will
bave a Conservative on whom to put the blame? It will
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take a plotter more subtle than Churchill to lead me
into such a trap.

Walden said: “Go on.” -

“TI have initiated naval talks with the Russians, along
the lines of our military talks with the French. They’'ve
been going on for a while at a rather low level, and
now they are about to get serious. A young Russian
admiral is coming to London. His name is Prince
Aleksey Andreyevich Orlov.”

Lydia said: “Aleks!”

Churchill looked at her. “I believe he is related to
you, Lady Walden.”

“Yes,” Lydia said, and, for some reason Walden
could not even guess at, she looked uneasy. “He is the
son of my elder sister, which makes him my . . .
cousin?”

“Nephew,” Walden said.

“lI didn’t know he had become an admiral,” Lydia
added. “It must be a recent promotion.” She was her
usual, perfectly composed self, and Walden decided he
had imagined that moment of unease. He was pleased
that Aleks would be coming to London: he was very
fond of the lad. Lydia said: “He is young to have so
much authority.”

“He’s thirty,” Churchill said to Lydia, and Walden
recalled that Churchill, at forty, was very young to be
in charge of the entire Royal Navy. Churchill’s ex-
pression seemed to say: The world belongs to brilliant
young men like me and Orlov.

But you need me for something, Walden thought.

“In addition,” Churchill went on, “Orlov is nephew
to the Czar, through his father, the late Prince, and—
more importantly—he is one of the few people other
than Rasputin whom the Czar likes and trusts. If any-
one in the Russian naval establishment can swing the
Czar on to our side, Orlov can.”

Walden asked the question that was on his mind.
“And my part in all this?”

“I want you to represent England in these ‘talks—
and I want you to bring me Russia on a plate.”

The fellow could never resist the temptation to be
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melodramatic, Walden thought. “You want Aleks and
me to negotiate an Anglo-Russian military alliance?”
iiYeS.”

Walden saw immediately how difficult, challenging
and rewarding the task would be. He concealed his ex-
citement and resisted the temptation to get up and pace
about.

Churchill was saying: “You know the Czar person-
ally. You know Russia and speak Russian fluently.
You’re Orlov’s uncle by marriage. Once before you
have persuaded the Czar to side with England rather
than with Germany—in 1906, when you intervened to
prevent the ratification of the Treaty of Bjorko.”
Churchill paused. “Nevertheless, you were not our first
choice to represent Britain at these negotiations. The
way things are at Westminster . . .”

“Yes, yes.” Walden did not want to start discussing
that. “However, something changed your mind.”

“In a nutshell, you were the Czar’s choice. It seems
you are the only Englishman in whom he has any faith.
Anyway, he sent a telegram to his cousin, His Majesty
King George the Fifth, insisting that Orlov deal with
you.”

Walden could imagine the consternation among the
Radicals when they learned they would have to involve
a reactionary old Tory peer in such a clandestine
scheme. “I should think you were horrified,” he said.

“Not at all. In foreign affairs our policies are not so
much at odds with yours. And I have always felt that
domestic political disagreements were no reason why
your talents should be lost to His Majesty’s Govern-
ment.”

Flattery now, Walden thought. They want me badly.
Aloud he said: “How would all this be kept secret?”

“It will seem like a social visit. If you agree, Orlov
will stay with you for the London season. You will in-
troduce him to society. Am I right in thinking that
your daughter is due to come out this year?” He
looked at Lydia.

“That’s right,” she said.

“So you’ll be going about a good deal anyway. Orlov
is a bachelor, as you know, and obviously very eligible,



