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Cryptic I

1 Across
John Fellowes did not flinch at the sight of the machine 
gun. Armed police were a common sight across the 
capital following the recent 7/7 bombs. Even so, loaded 
automatic weapons made most normal people a little 
nervous. But John Fellowes was not a normal person. 
His lack of concern was not because he was a grizzled 
soldier, or an assassin, or even a terrorist, who might 
regard bullet wounds as a mere occupational hazard. 
Far from it. He was a professional cryptic crossword 
setter. At the sight of the firearm, his instinct was to 
compose a clue.

As he wandered across the concourse of the 
underground station, he began mulling over the 
possibilities. Machine gun. He spotted the presence of 
an ‘-ing’, which could give him a pleasing anagram. 
The word menacing would leave uh behind. Or there 
was inhumane with cg left over. Alternatively, machine 
gun spells I can hug men. How about: ‘I can hug men 
armed with this (7, 3)’? Fellowes knew he could do 
better.
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No matter what the occasion, John Fellowes couldn’t 
help but make clues of words that he heard or images 
that he saw. A few days earlier, his accountant had tried 
to explain the financial status of the Bookman Bureau, 
Fellowes’ crossword-setting agency. As soon as he 
had heard the word bankrupt, he jumbled the letters 
and produced: ‘Clever prank, but empty (8)’. The term 
receivership had provoked: ‘Liquidation? Taking in a 
boat, we hear (12)’. Fellowes had even made a clue of 
his accountant’s Sri Lankan name: ‘Lo, he groans at 
me like crazy accountant (6, 12)’. Ramesh Goonatillike 
was unimpressed. But then, he was a sudoku man.

As he stood on the escalator taking him down to the 
platform, Fellowes reached into his jacket pocket and 
pulled out a beautiful black fountain pen: a Pelikan Ibis 
that had belonged to his grandfather. Fellowes liked 
to use it as often as possible. Not only did the pen feel 
good in his hand, he liked to think he was holding a 
small piece of family history. He knew the ink would 
soak into the newspaper as he wrote: ‘Speed of sound – 
I point, for example, by peacekeepers’ weapon (7, 3)’. 
But he didn’t care. He read the clue back to himself, 
smiled and stepped off the escalator.

1 Down
There are almost no circumstances in which someone 
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falling over is not funny. Marcus Johnson had publicly 
fallen over on at least nine occasions since the outbreak 
of the war in 1939. He was confident that this occasion 
was the least amusing. He was, after all, about to 
tell Admiral Bradby, Naval Chief of Staff for the 
Supreme Headquarters of the Allied Expeditionary 
Force, that key code-words Overlord and Neptune had 
just appeared in the cryptic crossword of a national 
newspaper.

The office rang with the slap of Johnson’s palms 
hitting the hard stone floor of his bunker, thinly covered 
in an ancient carpet that the Admiral’s secretary had 
begged from her Auntie Avril. No time for niceties, like 
floorboards, or carpet underlays. Men like Bradby had 
to be protected from Goering’s bombers as quickly as 
possible. Those in the attic offices, like Johnson, were 
clearly deemed less precious.

Bradby, unable to glean the gravity of the situation 
from this desperate tumble, howled with delight. He, 
like Marcus Johnson, had worked the last seventy hours 
without a moment of sleep and had reached the point 
of hysteria. All it needed to tip him into convulsions of 
laughter was the sight of Johnson’s suddenly panicked 
face, already crimson from the sprint down fourteen 
flights of stairs.

As he lay prone on the floor, Marcus Johnson was 
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not a little put out by the admiral’s peals of delight. 
He had hoped for a modicum of sympathy or at least 
an embarrassed cough. He conceded that they were all 
under a great deal of stress. D-Day was imminent and 
the workload immense. Everything had to be right for 
success in Normandy and they were losing precious 
seconds. He scrabbled to pick up the first-edition 
newspaper he had dropped on the floor, which had been 
folded over to the crossword.

‘Sir!’ panted Johnson. ‘It’s the Germans! They know 
we’re coming!’

At once, Bradby’s face fell.

2 Across
Fellowes stepped out from the station onto the high 
street, checking his coat to make sure the Ibis had not 
been pilfered in transit. He then considered the word 
pilfer, and composed a clue: ‘Lift short stack – force 
hesitation (6)’.

***
Walking north towards his office, he caught sight of 
CoffeeNation, the latest clone in a chain that had only 
arrived in London a few years earlier. The citizens 
and workers of this part of town had been deemed 
insufficiently affluent to have their own outpost of 
CoffeeNation until two months ago, when a gleaming 
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new coffee shop arrived, taking the place of a failed 
discount bookseller. The locals had clearly not been 
great readers, even at bargain prices. But wealth had 
crept along the tube line, bringing with it a whole new 
vocabulary of prosperity. What had once been ‘cheap 
office-space’ was now ‘premium business real estate’. 
Likewise, ‘poky, draughty bed-sits’ were now ‘stripped-
floor compact studio apartments’: hardly an honest use 
of language in Fellowes’ opinion. He admitted that he 
played around with language for a living, but the estate 
agents were slowly stabbing it to death.

The gentrification of the area had brought some 
benefits: a non-discount bookstore that sold more 
than recipe books, erotic art and poorly-printed pound 
classics. The price for all this was the promise of higher 
rents. CoffeeNation was a daily reminder that his 
business, the Bookman Bureau, was doomed.

Fellowes was about to walk right past the coffee 
shop when he remembered telling Turner he would 
go in and sample their range of over-priced drinks. In 
recent weeks, his colleague, employee and friend had 
taken to striding smugly into the bureau carrying an 
enormous cardboard vat which appeared to hold nearly 
two pints. Turner would take all morning to drink it, by 
which time it must have turned cold.

Pondering whether milk or water would cool faster, 
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Fellowes thought of a phrase he had heard at school. 
Specific heat capacity would make a good phrase for 
a large Sunday cryptic. He stood there, realising that 
‘cheap tactic pacifies’ gave him a leftover ‘y’, when 
a man bustled past and disappeared into the coffee 
shop, offering a glimpse of CoffeeNation’s clientele. 
It confirmed that he would look distinctly out of place 
in there. The local uniform was rigid informality. 
Although Fellowes spotted clothing he recognised, 
like cloth caps, jeans and pin-striped suit jackets, they 
were worn in such startling combinations that they only 
served to underline how out of touch he was. Though in 
his late thirties, Fellowes had the style and demeanour 
of a man in his early fifties. He eschewed fashion 
for loose, fading corduroy trousers, stretched V-neck 
jumpers and threadbare jackets; colours ranged from 
dark brown to light brown, offset by shirts of a colour 
that could only be described as ‘frequently washed’.

Fellowes was steeling himself to enter when he 
glanced across the street to a tiny coffee kiosk; would 
his temporary defection be noticed by the elderly 
Russian who manned it, he wondered? At least, he 
assumed the man to be Russian. The man could equally 
be Ukrainian or Hungarian, Moldovan or Czech. 
Fellowes acknowledged that millions had died in the 
previous century because Ukrainians, Hungarians, 
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Moldovans and Czechs took exception to being lumped 
into one group, especially at gunpoint by Germans 
or Russians. He did not know the ins and outs of the 
politics and history; the vendor’s permanently severe 
expression did not encourage questions, and his overall 
appearance gave the impression of being, first and 
foremost, a survivor. He was not offering strange hot 
drinks made with bizarre incarnations of milk. He 
offered two drinks: tea and coffee. And milk in only 
two forms: with and without.

Fellowes caught the man’s eye and could not look 
away.

2 Down
Marcus Johnson was happy to acknowledge that he was 
no expert at war. In fact, he didn’t know many people 
who were, despite being one of millions drafted into 
His Majesty’s armed forces. Like most of them, he was 
making it up as he went along. Constructing artificial 
floating harbours, as he had been conscripted to do, 
had never been done before. These ‘Mulberries’, as 
they were curiously called, were to be towed across the 
English Channel hours after a successful amphibious 
assault on Normandy – which had also never been done 
before.

The last serious attempt at such a massive 



13

amphibious manoeuvre had been the attack on Gallipoli 
in 1915. It had ended in utter catastrophe. When the 
Allied fleet started pounding an obscure, rugged 
peninsula in the Dardanelles, then continued to do so 
for several weeks, the Turks suspected something was 
afoot and braced themselves for an attack. Only once 
the lengthy fifteen-thousand gun salute had ended, and 
any chance of surprising the defenders had been utterly 
extinguished, did the assault begin. Allied troops, 
mostly from Australia and New Zealand, were mown 
down in their thousands. The man whose idea it was 
to attack Gallipoli was one Winston Churchill. Nearly 
thirty years on, he was back; and everyone knew how 
desperate he was to avoid repeating his bloody error. 

Marcus Johnson had surmised that the moral of 
the Gallipoli story was the importance of secrecy and 
surprise. How one kept things like Operations Overlord 
and Neptune under wraps was not obvious. Again, no 
one had done anything like this before. But the world 
and even Marcus Johnson’s wife knew the invasion of 
France was coming very soon, although no one could 
be sure exactly where, or precisely when.

He had been doing the crossword at his oversized 
desk, in his undersized attic office, when he encountered 
the clues that made him charge down several flights of 
stairs to Admiral Bradby. He had made light work of 
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the top half of the grid, but when he read 17 Down, he 
started to worry. ‘North-eastern quiet melody – one a 
sailor might even pray to!’ Northern-eastern was NE; 
quiet was P; a melody, a TUNE. A sailor might indeed 
pray to Neptune. He began to feel nauseous. 

When he saw 19 Across, his nausea turned to panic 
and he ran out of his office.

3 Across
Fellowes walked into the Bureau with a small 
styrofoam cup in his hand. The lid, being rather flimsy 
and easily detachable, had failed to stop coffee slopping 
onto his trousers while he negotiated the six flights of 
stairs.

Overend, working at his desk, said nothing. He 
didn’t even look up as his employer entered. 

‘All right, fat boy?’ said Turner, without looking up 
from his garishly coloured tabloid.

‘Good morning,’ replied Fellowes, who was tall and 
broad, but not especially fat; in fact, Turner was the 
plumpest man in the office. He put the coffee on his 
desk before wiping a damp hand on his trousers. 

‘So, you went to the old Russian, again,’ said Turner.
‘Well, he’s just trying to make a living,’ said 

Fellowes. ‘Like us.’
‘And you think buying a nasty instant coffee off him 
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for seventy-five pence is going to save him?’
Fellowes had no answer to this. He felt sorry for the 

poor vendor. He took a sip from the white foam cup. It 
was strong, searingly hot and revolting.

‘It’s just coffee,’ he said. ‘Coffee is coffee.’
‘No, it isn’t,’ said Turner. ‘Try CoffeeNation.’
‘So you keep saying.’
‘Why don’t you, then?’
Fellowes thought for moment. ‘I will not buy my 

coffee from that place on grounds of grammar,’ he 
declared. ‘You can’t just join two words together 
because it looks good. Which, incidentally, it doesn’t.’

Turner shook his head in pity. ‘Move with the 
times, Granddad,’ he said, taking a swig from his own 
beautifully presented reservoir of coffee. 

He then went back to his newspaper, staring at it 
through small round glasses stretched across his wide, 
flat face. His natural expression, crudely topped by a 
fringe of short blonde hair, was a sneer that Fellowes 
had never learned to like. Turner wore a heavy metal 
T-shirt and black faded jeans on stumpy legs; his feet 
were in army boots and were propped up on the corner 
of the desk as he leaned back in his cheap swivel chair. 

Fellowes was appalled that his colleague could bear 
to read a newspaper that required the reading age, and 
imagination, of a ten year old. He knew that by that 
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age, Turner had already read The Lord Of The Rings 
and was grinding his way through The Silmarillion, in 
between various chess tournaments. Over the next ten 
years, he had become a chess grandmaster, had been 
ranked number two in Britain, and had nearly finished 
The Silmarillion. But now, in his mid thirties, he was 
languishing in the Bookman Bureau, setting chess 
puzzles for newspapers.

Fellowes slumped into his own chair, wide, wooden 
and with arms in the shape of a horseshoe. It had 
belonged to his grandfather, whose picture was screwed 
to the wall above his desk. Carl Bookman stared at 
his successor, eyes and brow betraying no emotion 
or judgment, which made the sight of the man all the 
more painful for Fellowes, who was carefully, lovingly 
managing the terminal decline of his once-successful 
business.

From his seat, Fellowes surveyed the office that was 
the Bookman Bureau. Soon, an estate agent just out of 
his teens would be offering the place as ‘a stripped-floor 
compact studio apartment-slash-workspace’. As it was, 
it resembled a small prep school staff room. With the 
addition of a few notice boards, some trophies, a rugby 
ball and a folded school calendar on the mantelpiece, 
the similarity would have been remarkable. The walls 
were wood-panelled; the floorboards were well worn 
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– at least, those that weren’t covered by the threadbare 
blue rug. The office felt cramped because of a sloping 
roof above Overend’s workspace; but the room 
provided plenty of floor space for three desks, each one 
pushed up against its respective wall, away from the 
main door, beside which was a small kitchen area set 
back in an alcove. Gaps beside the desks were filled 
with beige office equipment: an oversized printer, an 
exhausted fax machine, a dust-covered photocopier and 
a menacing shredder.

‘Hello, Overend,’ said Fellowes, deciding against 
further discourse with Turner.

He could see Overend mentally disengaging from 
the documents in front of him. Witnessing the process 
was like watching one computer programme close and 
another one open.

‘Good morning,’ Overend replied eventually, turning 
round. Pale and lean, sporting black trousers, a white 
shirt and a grey tank-top, he looked like he had just 
stepped out of a 1950s public information film.

‘Pleasant journey in?’ asked Fellowes, beginning to 
open the day’s post.

‘No,’ said Overend. ‘The train was delayed again, 
this time by nine minutes, which negates my current 
hypothesis.’

‘What is it now?’ said Turner, sensing obsessive 
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behaviour he would be able to mock.
‘The time in minutes of the delay seems to be in 

proportion to the logarithm of the…’
‘Yeah, all right,’ said Turner. ‘We get the idea.’
Whether Overend had any type of medical 

condition, neither Fellowes nor Turner knew. Many 
people thought him an eccentric. In fact, he was quite 
the reverse. He liked order and routine, constantly 
searching for patterns in apparent chaos. But the 
increasingly frequent delays on the South London Line 
caused him no end of distress; his lean face now gently 
rippled with tics. He pursed his lips and squinted as he 
looked at Turner.

Overend liked to arrive at eight, an hour before his 
colleagues, in order to work on cracking an infamous 
coded message, known as the Petrov document, 
declassified from KGB archives ten years earlier. It was 
heavily enciphered and had, so far, resisted thousands 
of attempts to break it. But when you were born with 
the prodigious intellect and processing power of 
Overend, you needed a challenge.

‘Any luck with your document this morning?’ said 
Fellowes. ‘I’m sure we could all use the reward money.’

‘It’s more a question of process than luck.’
‘Oh, so the answer eludes a supercomputer in 

Cambridge, but you reckon you’re in with a shout?’ 
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said Turner. ‘Muppet.’
Overend ignored him and reached forward to touch 

Mr Gauss, the tired, ancient stuffed pig who sat on his 
desk. Mr Gauss had once been bright pink, but after 
several hundred spins in the washing machine, he was 
now almost completely white.

‘That’s right. Touch your albino pig. Mentalist,’ said 
Turner.

‘Oh dear,’ said Fellowes, staring a letter. ‘I think this 
is the end.’

3 Down
‘What in hell’s name are you blathering about, 
Johnson?’ asked Admiral Bradby. 

Marcus Johnson, rising to his feet, was trying to 
explain what he had found in the crossword but he 
was so breathless, after the sprint from his office, and 
abashed, after his humiliating tumble, that he wasn’t 
making much sense.

‘19 Across, sir,’ he gasped, trying to point at the clue 
on the crossword. ‘Baron elevated above peer!’

Bradby looked at him blankly.
‘Overlord, sir!’
‘Overlord?’ replied Bradby.
‘Elevated above is “over”. And it’s sort of “over” 

because it’s a Down clue,’ said Marcus Johnson. ‘If 
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you’ll just look, sir.’
Bradby waved Johnson and his crossword away 

before leaning slightly to his left, so as not to bellow 
directly at his visitor. ‘Mrs Coulson! Could you come 
in here a moment?’

Barking orders was an essential skill for a Chief 
of Staff in The Royal Navy. As such, Admiral Bradby 
liked to employ it whenever possible. He was good at 
it. Modern amphibious warfare he was much less sure 
about. Most of the time he felt no different from Marcus 
Johnson. Scared. Who wouldn’t be at the prospect of 
sending thousands of men up fortified French beaches 
at low tide? Yelling orders gave him a warm feeling 
of security. Mrs Coulson was clearly gifted at obeying 
them, since Marcus Johnson at once heard the sound of 
footsteps tapping down the corridor.

‘She does those word puzzle things too,’ said 
Bradby.

‘It’s quite simple, sir. You remember those three 
code-words that appeared earlier this month, sir?’ said 
Johnson. ‘Utah, Omaha and Mulberry?’

‘Ah, Mrs Coulson,’ said Bradby as a kind-looking 
lady in her forties rounded the doorpost and entered 
the room. ‘Johnson’s burbling about some crossword 
clues.’

‘Is he now?’ she said, putting on the glasses that 
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hung around her neck.
Johnson handed her the crossword. At first she 

regarded it as if it were a signed order from Churchill 
instructing her to take a cold bath. Then she saw 17 
Down and 19 Across, and her eyes widened with shock. 
Recomposing herself, she turned to Admiral Bradby.

‘I think we should call Number 10, sir.’
On the desk were three telephones. The general 

grabbed the middle one and turned the handle on the 
base unit. As he wound the scrambler, Mrs Coulson 
gave the faintest of coughs. Tutting to himself, he 
stopped winding, replaced the handset and picked up 
the one to the left, receiving a reassuring smile from 
Mrs Coulson.

‘Bradby here. Is he still up? Good. It’s urgent… 
Yes, if you’ll look at today’s crossword you’ll see some 
clues that contain code-words…’

‘Sir,’ said Mrs Coulson. ‘The solutions are code-
words. The clues are just clues.’

‘Did you hear that?’ said Bradby into the phone.
‘And these are the fourth and fifth code-words to 

have appeared,’ piped up Johnson.
‘Yes,’ said Bradby. ‘You see? What? Oh, I’m putting 

on Mrs Coulson.’
He handed over the telephone, then picked up a map 

of the landing beaches and pretended to study it closely.
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‘Hello, Captain Nalder, how’s Peggy? Is she pulling 
through…? Good, good,’ Mrs Coulson cooed. Bradby 
put down his map and started gesticulating that she 
should get to the point. ‘Yes, I’m afraid it’s very 
serious… There’s a very good chance the Germans 
know we’re coming...’

Mrs Coulson withdrew the handset from her ear and 
looked at it.

‘Well,’ she said. ‘That’s hardly a reason for 
language.’

4 Across
‘We’re screwed,’ said Turner.

‘Well, I wouldn’t say we were, er…’ Fellowes 
paused, ‘…that exactly. This is certainly a steep rise. A 
very steep rise.’

‘A steep rise? It’s a rent hike of thirty per cent! 
Unless you’ve got some moolah stashed away 
somewhere, we’re shagged.’

Fellowes made another inspection of the letter, 
nursing the hope that he’d been mistaken the first six 
times. He tried to avoid clueing the word ‘rent’, noting 
its synonyms of paying and ripping. Even though he 
hadn’t read the documents given him by his accountant, 
Goonatillike, he was convinced this was the knock-out 
blow for the Bureau. He thought of the phrase ‘sucker 
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punch’, then the word ‘succour’ and roughly formed a 
clue in his head. He looked up from the letter at Turner 
and Overend, both pallid from too many hours spent 
indoors. Perhaps now was the time to explain that they 
were, in fact, screwed.

Before he could think of a way of starting, there was 
a knock at the door. This was something of a novelty. 
Not many people ventured up six flights of stairs unless 
compelled to by a delivery company bringing toner 
cartridges.

Fellowes looked at Turner and Overend, who both 
shrugged ignorance. Then connecting the presence 
of the visitor to the demand for money in his hand, 
he immediately pictured two neckless bailiffs about 
to burst in and seize goods in lieu of payment. He 
quickly glanced around the room and began working 
out the cash value of every item he could see. Would 
the bailiffs ever realise the true cash value of Turner’s 
chess set, used in the Fischer-Spassky rematch in the 
former Yugoslavia? His eye caught sight of the PC and 
he regretted not learning how to use it properly before 
it was carted away and sold off. Finally, his gaze rested 
on his grandfather, who looked back at him without 
comment.

Suddenly life seemed hideously unfair. He had only 
wanted to continue the work of his grandfather, setting 
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cryptic crosswords for the good people of Britain. 
Surely this was a reasonable ambition? And now he 
would have to suffer the humiliation of seeing the entire 
Bureau packed up into boxes and sent for auction. How 
much would an unpublished cryptic crossword fetch? 
And who would bid for it? What if the auction failed 
to raise enough money to pay off the debts? Would 
he go to prison until he could pay? Or was that just in 
Dickens? What about the disgrace to his family? He 
shuttled between shame and panic. He had betrayed the 
name of the Bookman Bureau and the memory of the 
man who had established it. Then, as the door began to 
open, panic took over.

4 Down
Carl Bookman heaved a sigh of relief as he placed 
the final exercise book face down on the pile. He had 
been up since five o’clock, marking pupils’ work. It 
was obvious that the boys were very distracted. No 
one could miss the enormous build-up of forces all 
over southern England during the last few months. 
Military vehicles were being driven and parked on 
every available space; houses and church halls had 
been commandeered; and the army bases had spawned 
temporary new ones, hastily constructed to keep the 
soldiers dry before the imminent invasion.
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The Fifth Form were convinced that the Allies 
would attack Calais; the Upper Fourth favoured 
Belgium; the Lower Fourth Normandy, mainly because 
they had just learned about William the Conqueror and 
kept hearing the word ‘Normandy’. Naturally excitable, 
they had very little appreciation of the bloodshed that 
would be involved. Bookman remembered all too well 
how his own fresh-faced countrymen had flocked to 
war in 1914; he had been one of them. Nothing could 
have prepared him for the horrors he witnessed and, 
like many, he had simply not talked about it – even to 
his wife, Irene, and especially not to his children. In his 
mind, he had blotted out that period of his life.

He yawned as he rose to his feet. The five o’clock 
reveille was increasingly normal but no less exhausting 
for it. In order to mark books to his satisfaction, he 
needed silence, which meant rising before his children. 
The early start was usually offset by earlier bedtimes, 
but hadn’t been last night. His brother, Sydney, had 
paid an unexpected visit and they had talked late 
into the night. Even though they were not allowed to 
discuss Sydney’s work, which Carl had gleaned was 
aeronautical in nature, they always had plenty to talk 
about: the war, crosswords and chess. The night had 
ended with a lengthy game in which neither brother 
wished to yield. They had been well matched when 
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they were younger but in recent years, Sydney had 
improved to become a truly superb player. 

This most recent game was still laid out on the 
kitchen table. Carl studied the board for a few moments, 
observing his desperate attempts to cling on for a draw. 
At half-past midnight, a combination of bonhomie and 
fatigue had brought the game to an armistice. 

The clock on the mantelpiece showed six twenty-
five. They had agreed to have a quick breakfast 
together at six thirty, before Sydney had to dash for his 
train. Carl walked over to the kitchen, which formed 
the other half of the living room, to make a start on the 
washing-up generated the previous evening. He peered 
into the sink and gingerly picked at the crockery and 
cutlery. He was about to take up a cloth when there was 
a loud knock at the door.

Carl supposed it could be the postman delivering 
a small sack of crossword-related letters, although 
they were normally saved up into bigger sacks and 
delivered at the end of the month. Even in wartime, 
Britain’s linguaphiles found time to correct, rebuke and 
encourage the crossword setters in their duties to the 
nation. He went to the door and opened it.

Standing in the porch were two men. The most 
striking was a tall, well-built man wearing an American 
army uniform. Less noticeable, but much more 
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soothing, was a thin, smaller man in a dark suit. He was 
the first to break the morning’s silence.

‘Carl Bookman?’
‘Yes?’
‘I’m terribly sorry, but you’re under arrest.’
‘Oh?’
‘Erm, well, would you mind coming with us?’ said 

the soothing-faced man. ‘We have some questions to 
ask you.’

‘A whole lotta questions,’ boomed the American.
‘Hmm. Let me get my coat.’
Bookman put his right hand behind the door to reach 

for his Chesterfield.
‘Hands where we can see ’em!’ the American 

snapped.
The suited man looked up and down the street to 

ensure no one had noticed the scene they were making.
‘It’s fine. Bring your coat,’ he said. ‘Might rain 

later.’

5 Across
Everything happened very quickly. As the handle 
turned and the door creaked on its hinges, Fellowes, 
fearing the worst, charged to repel the onslaught of the 
imagined debt collectors. Instead he saw a tall, slim, 
blonde woman in a dark suit. Forced to redirect his 
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momentum, his shoulder hit the door frame with a dull 
thud and he slumped to the floor. Turner snorted with 
laughter.

‘Did you get one of these too?’ demanded the 
woman, waving a letter.

Fellowes offered up the missive he was still holding 
in his hand. Then he reached out his other to Turner, 
whom he hoped would help him up. Turner ignored him 
and continued to ogle their visitor.

‘Are you all right down there?’ she asked.
‘Yes, thank you, Miss…?’ said Fellowes.
‘Amanda’s fine.’
Turner noted that Fellowes had stolen Amanda’s 

attention, so decided now was a good time to offer him 
help. He grabbed his colleague’s arm and yanked him 
into an upright position.

‘Sorry, I thought you might be a debt collector,’ said 
Fellowes, rubbing his shoulder.

‘And you thought you’d charge him down?’ she 
replied. ‘Good plan.’

‘Yes, I’m aware I may have been panicking unduly,’ 
he said, straightening his brown jacket. Then, as he 
lifted his hand to pat down his brown curly hair, he 
winced in pain and clasped his shoulder.

‘So you work downstairs, do you?’ asked Turner.
‘Yes, at the accountants’ on the second floor,’ she 
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said. ‘I’m not technically an accountant. I sort of fell 
into it. It’s not what I want to do.’

‘What’s wrong with being an accountant?’ asked 
Overend, touching Mr Gauss.

‘Well, you know,’ said Amanda. ‘Accountants are 
geeks.’

‘Good word, geek,’ said Fellowes, grabbing his 
Pelikan Ibis from the desk and starting to write on the 
envelope the letter had arrived in.

‘Fellowes sets cryptic crosswords,’ explained 
Turner. ‘Overend does the bridge puzzles.’

‘Incidentally,’ declared Overend, ‘a geek is also a 
carnival or circus artist who performs feats designed to 
repel. Like biting the heads off live animals.’

‘Really?’ said Amanda. ‘So Ozzy Osborne is 
technically a geek.’

‘Oi,’ said Turner. ‘Ozzy is not a geek.’
He looked at their visitor and decided that she was 

not quite as beautiful as he had first thought. She was 
thin rather than slim; more mousy than blonde; but she 
did look good in that dark skirt-suit.

‘So, what are we going to do about the rent 
situation?’ said Amanda.

‘We?’ said Turner.
‘As a building. We’ve all got these letters.’
‘Nothing we can do,’ said Turner. ‘It’s not our 
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building. And it’s a free country. They can charge 
whatever rent they want. If we can’t pay, they’ll find 
someone else who can.’

‘There may be some room for negotiation,’ said 
Amanda. ‘I can be quite persuasive when I want to be.’

‘Yeah, I’ll bet,’ said Turner, trying to smile 
knowingly but producing a leering grin.

Amanda looked away from him and back to 
Fellowes who was at his desk, writing down clues for 
‘geek’.

‘If we could get all the tenants to act together,’ she 
said, ‘we could try and haggle the owners down. They 
couldn’t afford to lose all of us.’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ said Turner. ‘Right, Fellowes?’
‘Swot cries after note,’ said Fellowes.
Amanda looked puzzled.
‘Geek,’ he said.

5 Down
The military-police van ground to a halt in a lay-by 
next to a heavily wooded area. To Bookman it seemed 
exactly the sort of place where enemies of the state 
in certain countries were traditionally marched into a 
clearing, thrown a shovel and forced to dig their own 
grave. But this was not summary justice. They were 
just lost.
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Bookman suspected the vehicle he was sitting in 
was not tailor-made for escorting spies to cells for 
questioning. The lack of a barrier separating the back of 
the van from the cab, as well as a faint aroma of crusty 
bread, suggested it had been commandeered from a 
local baker. From his seat, or rear wheel-arch, he had 
been able to observe the suited man and the American 
bickering about the directions for the last few miles. 
The American, who was driving, had been deceived 
by the road signs, which had been pointed incorrectly 
to bamboozle invading German Panzer drivers four 
years earlier. In anger, he had argued that expecting 
the well-trained Wehrmacht to be fooled by such signs 
was insanely optimistic. The suit partially agreed, and 
recounted a story about a car journey with his wife 
that had ended in frosty unpleasantness and a missed 
dinner engagement. Bookman, at least, appreciated 
that sabotaged road signs made civilians feel they were 
doing something to thwart the Germans.

Eventually, when both voices had gone up several 
decibels, the American had pulled over. From his seat, 
the suited man had turned and smiled weakly at the 
suspect, keen to convey the impression that everything 
was fine, Britain was running smoothly and that it 
could win the war against Germany any day it wanted 
to. It just didn’t want to do so today.



32

‘Ah,’ he said, surveying the local countryside. 
‘Church with a spire. We must be able to find that on 
the map. Now is that a cross with a blob, or a square?’

‘What in hell are you talking about?’
‘Over there. Through those trees. Ooh, look, is that 

a chaffinch? Anyway, let’s put the map on the bonnet.’
The American looked back at him with puzzlement.
‘Or the hood, I think is what you chaps call it,’ said 

the suit.
As the two men got out, leaving the engine running, 

Bookman realised the back door was not locked.

Opening Gambit
Inmate 27142629 was cold. 

As usual, he was spending the day chipping rocks 
out of the side of a hill. In north-eastern Russia, the 
west wind has a few thousand miles to get its act 
together, lose all of its heat and blow straight through 
any malnourished, badly shod, barely clothed body that 
happens to be in its way.

Exactly where in north-eastern Russia he was, he 
still did not know. None of the guards who had kicked 
him into a train heading east nearly a decade earlier 
had taken the trouble to explain. Even if they had, they 
would have struggled to find a map to point at. The area 
had not been heavily mapped since, before the gulags 
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arrived, there had been very little to map. Besides, 
people were sent to these parts to be forgotten about. 
Maps granted dignity. Even legitimacy. These inmates 
were worthless enemies of the Soviet state. Inmate 
27142629 had been surprised to be branded as such, 
given that he was born in the Soviet Union, brought up 
to love the Soviet Union, and had fought to defend the 
Soviet Union.

Despite the intense cold, Inmate 27142629 knew 
his skeletal body had just enough energy to last until 
they were called back into the hut for lunch. Dry 
bread and rotten cabbage awaited, a meal which bore a 
remarkable similarity to breakfast and supper.

The lack of nourishing food meant he could only 
survive the cold if he did not waste precious energy 
doing any of the assigned physical labour; so for now he 
leaned on his pick-axe and watched out for the guards. 
He only worked under observation. His inability to do 
any useful work rendered his presence on this howling 
hillside pointless. It rather neatly summed up the self-
defeating system of forced labour in the Soviet Union.

As a member of the Party, Inmate 27142629 had 
been well informed about ‘Comrade’ Stalin’s views 
on forced labour. Stalin believed that millions of 
slaves could form the backbone of the Soviet Union’s 
progress. About twenty years earlier, a canal from St 
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Petersburg to the northern coast of Russia had been 
forged by gulag workers. So keen and frightened were 
the authorities to see this plan through, the inmates had 
had to stop pretending to work and expend precious 
calories on actual work. Exhausted, emaciated and 
ill-equipped, they were often forced to dig with their 
bare hands. Thousands died building a canal that was 
poorly designed, hastily constructed and so shallow 
that it was utterly useless for the purposes of serious 
shipping. Fortunately, there was no actual demand 
for this canal in the first place, so it was barely used, 
its embarrassingly large flaws remaining hidden. But 
the Party’s great leader had mistaken this catastrophic 
disaster for success. This happens with cold-blooded, 
mass-murdering dictators. They completely lose touch 
with reality. You can’t blame them.

Now Inmate 27142629 found himself part of 
his exalted leader’s forced-labour system, in which 
millions of loyal Soviets were imprisoned by the state 
at immense cost, and kept in such poor conditions they 
were unable to do the very task they were wrongfully 
incarcerated to perform. As far as pointless white 
elephants went, this one was quite a size. In fact, 
Inmate 27142629 might well have laughed out loud as 
he leaned on his pick-axe, but he didn’t have the energy 
even for that because, although he didn’t know it, he 
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had contracted tuberculosis.

6 Across
When a slim, blonde woman in her early thirties offers 
to buy you a coffee, it is curmudgeonly to refuse on the 
grounds of a capital ‘N’. Fellowes sat in the corner of 
CoffeeNation, nursing his shoulder and grappling with 
a cappuccino. He raised the cup with some uncertainty 
and tipped it up to drink. No liquid was forthcoming, 
just a sugary froth. He put the cup back down and 
began investigating the whereabouts of the coffee with 
a long spoon.

‘You’ll have to take your shirt off,’ said Amanda, 
arriving at the table with some ice in a plastic bag. ‘Or 
at least your jumper.’

He took off his crumpled brown jacket and faded 
red jersey. Amanda draped them on the back of the 
seat. Fellowes winced as the frozen cubes got to work 
through his shirt.

‘So, the Bookman Bureau sets crosswords,’ she said. 
‘Unusual.’

‘It was started by my grandfather. He’d been setting 
crosswords since the late 1920s, but he didn’t set up 
the Bureau till after the war. With his brother, Sydney. 
Became a family business. My mum was the secretary. 
Then she took over when Granddad died and Sydney 
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emigrated to New Zealand, of all places.’
‘Did he have relations out there?’
‘No. Don’t know why he went. Mum reckons he felt 

Britain was moving on from the war too quickly. That 
he felt taken for granted. I’m not sure. Anyway, he’s 
pretty ill now but he is in his nineties. So – probably 
on his last legs.’ Fellowes fought the urge to clue ‘last 
legs’. ‘Anyway, my mum passed the Bureau on to me 
and I brought in my old school friend, Turner, to do 
chess puzzles.’

‘Turner’s the one with the mouth, yes?’
‘Quite so.’
‘Such a shame he couldn’t join us,’ said Amanda.
‘Ha. Yes, well, his deadline is round about now,’ said 

Fellowes, looking at his watch. ‘And Overend does the 
bridge.’

‘Do you do sudoku?’ she said, a little excitedly.
‘No.’ 
‘Oh.’
‘It’s fine. They’re probably set by computers. No 

art to them. Not like a good old-fashioned cryptic 
crossword.’

Amanda shrugged.
‘Number puzzles are fine, but pretty perfunctory. 

Crosswords are an art,’ said Fellowes, suddenly 
thinking of the possibilities held by perfunctory. 
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Although the word implied joylessness, it contained 
fun which could be useful in creating a playful clue. He 
decided to make a note of it.

‘You all right?’ asked Amanda.
‘Fine. Erm,’ he said, looking at his jacket. ‘Could 

you pass me my pen? It’s in the inside jacket pocket.’
Amanda reached into the pocket and pulled out 

Fellowes’ fountain pen, giving it a brief inspection. 
‘Wow, this is quite a pen.’

‘It’s a Pelikan Ibis. Also belonged to my grandfather.’
Amanda attempted to hand it over to Fellowes, who 

was still holding the ice in place with his right hand.
‘Can you write with your left hand?’ she said.
‘No. Oh, I see. Maybe you could write it down for 

me. With your own pen?’
She rolled her eyes and placed the fountain pen on 

the table.
‘Sorry,’ he went on. ‘It’s just the way the nib is worn 

down by one’s particular…’
‘It’s no problem,’ said Amanda, rummaging in her 

bag and swiftly pulling out a biro and a notepad. ‘Go.’
‘Erm,’ he murmured, ‘I can’t actually remember 

what I was going to write down now. It was a good 
word but it’s gone. Sorry. It might come back.’

‘Right,’ she said, putting down her pen and pad. 
‘How’s the shoulder?’
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‘Cold,’ he replied. ‘Huh, I’m getting the cold 
shoulder. That’s good, can you write that down, please?’

‘Cold shoulder?’
‘Yeah. Feels like there’s something there.’
Amanda obediently wrote down cold shoulder and 

put her pad back on the table. ‘So. What about this rent 
rise?’

‘It’s the coup de grace,’ sighed Fellowes. ‘We were 
barely a going concern at the best of times, but this… 
Actually, would you mind writing down coup de 
grace?’

Amanda picked up her pen and paper once more.
‘Anyway. You were saying, about the rent?’ said 

Fellowes.
‘I was. Well, I don’t actually know what we’re going 

to do. I mean, it’s not my company but I don’t want to 
move. The only redeeming part of my work is the fact 
that it’s practically on my doorstep.’

‘Oh? So you live around here, then.’
‘Yup. It’s just the way it worked out. With someone. 

But he’s moved out now,’ she said, tapping her biro on 
the pad.

‘Oi, fat boy!’ came a voice from the café door. It 
was Turner’s. ‘You need to phone your mum. Sounds 
serious.’
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6 Down
Carl Bookman had not seen a gun drawn in anger for 
many years. He was surprised at his reaction, which 
was not terror, but the desire to think of a clue for the 
phrase just uttered by the American.

‘Major Carter! Put that thing down!’ cried the suited 
man. ‘Somebody could get hurt.’

‘Sounds good to me,’ said the American, cocking 
the pistol.

‘This man is our only hope of getting out of these 
woods! And that’s why he was getting out of the back 
of the van. Am I right?’

The suited man looked at Bookman, who nodded.
‘Listen, Fritz,’ said Carter, glowering at Bookman, 

‘I’m onto you.’
‘Fritz?’ asked Bookman.
‘Yeah, Fritz! You’re a Nazi spy and you’re gonna 

swing from a tree!’
‘He’s innocent until proven guilty,’ said the suit. 

‘And in the meantime, he’s kindly offered to show us 
how to get back to the secret base.’

‘Major Thomason,’ said Carter. ‘He was trying to 
escape. I saw that look in his eye.’

‘I was only offering to help,’ said Bookman. ‘The 
sooner we get to the base, the sooner we can get this 
unfortunate business over with. Now, if we continue 
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down this road and take the next left, then right at the 
water tower and stay on that road, your secret base is a 
few miles along on the left, isn’t it?’

‘So much for the secret base,’ said Carter.
‘Much obliged,’ said Thomason, picking up the map 

and folding it. ‘You see, Major? No need for violence.’
At that moment, the engine whined, moaned and 

died.
‘We’re out of gas,’ said Carter.
‘What?’ said Thomason. ‘Oh, petrol.’

7 Across
As Fellowes approached the blue door of the terraced 
house, he quickly tried to smarten himself up. He 
ensured his shirt was adequately tucked in and, after a 
brief attempt to comb his hair using his fingers, rang the 
doorbell. He ran his hand over his chin and felt bristles, 
which he was sure would be commented upon. The 
door opened and Mary Fellowes stood there, looking 
up at her son. Her hair was white, but her skin had a 
youthful glow, somewhere between pink and brown, 
from hours spent pottering around the garden.

‘Ah, there you are,’ she said. ‘Huh, would it have 
killed you to shave?’

‘Hello, Mum.’
He followed his mother into the predominantly 



41

brown and mauve living room, his mind flicking 
through surviving relatives who might have passed 
away. His father had died of heart disease some 
years earlier, but Fellowes’ brother, Thomas, looked 
destined to go the same way, being extremely large and 
uninterested in either fruit or exercise.

‘It’s your great-uncle Sydney,’ said Mary. ‘Died in 
his sleep last night.’

Fellowes was at once relieved that his brother was 
still alive, although they were not at all close. But 
he was at the same time upset that venerable Great-
Uncle Sydney had died, even though the man had been 
extremely old. Fellowes had read in a newspaper that 
it was insensitive to comfort the bereaved by talking 
about ‘length of innings’. Unable to come up with an 
alternative, he eventually said, ‘Ah.’

‘Still, he was well into his nineties, so it was a good 
innings,’ his mother declared. ‘And he was in a lot of 
pain by the end. Cup of tea?’

‘Er, yes, please.’ 
Mary scuttled off into the kitchen and put the kettle 

on while her son settled into what had been his father’s 
chair. He was annoyed with himself. He had questions 
to ask Great-Uncle Sydney; questions he should have 
asked his father, but hadn’t; questions he could ask his 
mother, but didn’t like to; questions he had wanted to 
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ask his grandfather, but couldn’t. All these questions 
could be summed up as one: ‘What did you do during 
the war, Granddad?’

‘I know what you’re thinking,’ said his mum, 
suddenly appearing in the doorway with a tea-towel 
in one hand and a teapot in the other. ‘You’re thinking 
your great-uncle could have told you about your 
grandfather.’

‘Well,’ he said, surprised at his own legibility. ‘I do 
run his Bureau.’ He suspected this was not the ideal 
time to explain that the entire enterprise was on the 
verge of financial collapse.

‘And you want to know what he did during the war,’ 
said Mary.

‘I have my theories.’
‘Hmm. Well, theories are one thing,’ she said, 

disappearing into the kitchen again.
‘What have you found out?’ he asked, leaning 

forward. ‘Mum?’

7 Down
Sitting alone on a wooden chair in a whitewashed cell, 
Bookman tried to occupy his mind encrypting words 
that had occurred to him so far that day. He reflected 
on the main events. After making his arrest, getting lost 
and running out of petrol, Major Carter had managed to 
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commandeer a car from a formidable lady in a nearby 
village who only agreed after he went away, came back 
and asked again. Nicely. The word ‘commandeer’ stood 
out and he began to play with it.

His train of thought was disturbed by the sound of 
keys rattling outside the cell. Thomason, still deeply 
embarrassed about the amateur nature of the arrest, 
walked in with the day’s newspaper tucked under his 
left arm. He was followed by an American GI carrying 
two cups.

‘Here’s your coffee,’ said the soldier, handing over 
the chipped enamel vessels.

‘Sorry, I thought I’d asked for tea,’ said Thomason. 
‘Still, coffee might be OK.’ He took out a pocket watch 
and glanced at the time. ‘Now, any chance you could 
return Mrs Winslow’s car? She said she needs it to take 
her daughter to the railway station this afternoon.’

‘Yes, sir,’ said the American, simultaneously saluting 
and shutting the door behind him. 

Thomason was unable to return the gesture with a 
cup in one hand and his watch in the other; he did his 
best by raising an arm a token distance, which sent a 
small splash of coffee slopping onto the ground.

‘Bother,’ he said.
Recomposing himself, he turned to face his captive. 

He put down his cup and removed the newspaper from 
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under his other arm. He then looked around the room, 
apparently searching for a chair. Not finding one, he 
decided to pass off this lack of seating as intentional. 
He stood up straight and took hold of his coffee cup 
again.

‘Now,’ he said, firmly. ‘I should probably ask you 
some questions.’

8 Across
Fellowes’ stomach churned. His throat had dried up. 
His theories about his grandfather’s role in the war were 
all related to Bletchley Park in some way. As one of the 
nation’s premier crossword setters, he was a prime 
candidate for recruitment. If he were not a code-breaker 
himself, he may have been put to work finding suitable 
candidates, composing the special prize crosswords that 
appeared in national newspapers. The winners would be 
summoned and set further puzzles before being asked 
to report for duty at a railway station roughly halfway 
between Oxford and Cambridge. Some way or another, 
Carl Bookman simply had to be part of the intelligence 
establishment; Fellowes was sure of it. But he’d never 
got round to finding out how. He wondered if he hadn’t 
done the research in case it was a big disappointment.

The kettle juddered to a bubbling climax, and, after 
a click, subsided. A few moments later, Mary emerged 
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with a tray laden with a vast pot of tea, a biscuit tin and 
her best cups and saucers.

‘I never told you this,’ she said, as her son leaped 
to relieve her of the tray, ‘but when I was very little, in 
’44, my father disappeared for a few days. Well, just 
over a week.’

‘What do you mean, “disappeared”?’ asked 
Fellowes, putting the tea things on the table in front of 
the sofa.

‘Well, we came downstairs one morning and he’d 
gone. And about a week later, he came back. Never 
said where he went. We were worried sick and didn’t 
care where he’d been. We asked again after the war, 
years later, but he said nothing. Stubborn old thing. 
Eventually, we stopped asking. And then he died.’

‘Oh,’ said Fellowes. ‘What do you think happened?’
‘We had our theories, but we were pretty sure Uncle 

Sydney knew something, but he wasn’t letting on 
either. So the other day I asked him.’

‘Tried to get a death-bed confession?’ said Fellowes, 
trying to make a mental note of death-bed confession 
for future use.

‘It wasn’t a very good line and he couldn’t talk for 
long. He wasn’t well at all and I didn’t like to dwell.’

‘Mum! What did he say?’
‘You’re not going to like it.’
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8 Down
‘This morning’s crossword was set by your good self, 
I believe,’ said Thomason, showing Bookman his 
crossword, half-completed.

The bottom left-hand corner had been mostly filled 
in.

‘Couldn’t get started on the top right?’ asked 
Bookman. ‘If you need some hints, I’m more than 
happy to...’

‘You know perfectly well what I’m referring to,’ 
cried Thomason.

Bookman did his best to look unfazed, but could not 
help recoiling a little.

‘To what are you referring?’ he replied softly. 
He saw that the solutions ‘Neptune’ and ‘Overlord’ 
had been circled on the grid. ‘Not my best clues, but 
adequate. Is there a problem?’

‘Yes. You could say there’s a problem. To some 
people in this country, and, shortly, to some other 
people in other countries, these words have great 
significance,’ said Thomason, already frustrated that 
his captive had not immediately confessed to being 
a crucial link in a German spy ring. ‘There are other 
words with similar significance that you have also used 
in recent weeks.’

‘For example?’
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‘I think you know what those words are.’
‘Not really,’ replied Bookman, sipping his own 

coffee, which he discovered was already cold.
‘What about if I mention certain states of America?’ 

said Thomason, cryptically. ‘Or a certain type of bush 
that you go round and round?’

‘Iowa?’ guessed Bookman. ‘New Jersey? Mulberry 
bush?’

‘Mulberry! So you know all about that.’
‘I’m aware of the children’s rhyme. But I don’t 

really understand what this has to do with…’
‘I think you know exactly where this is going,’ said 

Thomason sternly.
‘I’m sorry, but I really don’t.’
Thomason sighed and started again. He turned away 

from Bookman, then back to face him again. ‘Just tell 
me who else is involved in your little crossword-setting 
operation.’

‘Just me,’ said Bookman innocently.
‘Just you?’
‘Just me.’
‘You never used anyone else?’
‘No.’
‘Never?’
‘Never.’
‘Ever?’
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‘Ever.’
‘Never ever?’
‘Not ever.’
Thomason nodded to himself.
‘Sure?’ he added quickly, after a moment’s pause, as 

if hoping to catch his captive off-guard.
‘Quite sure,’ said Bookman, beginning to tire of this 

particular line of questioning.
Thomason picked up the newspaper again and stared 

at the crossword, losing himself in deep thought. It was 
several moments before he spoke.

‘What is four across?’ he asked quietly, pointing to 
the clue on the page.

‘Do you want me to tell you?’ asked Bookman.
‘Just to get me started on the top right-hand corner.’
‘Mottled.’
‘Mottled!’ exploded Thomason. ‘Of course!’
He enthusiastically began to write in the answer, 

only to discover that his pen had run out.

9 Across
‘He was arrested,’ said Mary, pouring the tea. ‘You 
know he was German.’

‘Yes,’ he said, fully aware that Carl Bookman had 
been born in Düsseldorf. ‘But I thought he’d managed 
to hide that.’
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‘One wonders why,’ said Mary, adding the milk.
‘Because he didn’t want to be interned on the Isle of 

Man? Mum! He wasn’t a spy!’
‘I know. He probably wasn’t but…’
‘Probably?’ said Fellowes, almost shouting. ‘Mum, 

you can’t possibly believe that your father, my 
grandfather, was working for the Nazis!’

‘No, of course not. Of course not.’
Mary picked up a biscuit and dunked it in her tea.
‘He really couldn’t have been!’ exclaimed Fellowes. 

‘He was probably brought in because he was 
being approved for some secret mission for British 
Intelligence, or something.’

Mary looked at her son with pity. ‘John, this idea 
that my father worked for British Intelligence or 
Bletchley Park – it’s a fantasy.’

‘It’s not! I’m sure he must have been involved. 
Even though he was German. I read somewhere that 
Bletchley happily tolerated foreigners. They didn’t 
even mind communists, as long as you weren’t a spy 
for Stalin.’

‘He was only gone a week. He can’t have worked 
there, John. He was at home for the whole war.’

‘You were young, Mum. You can’t remember 
everything. Especially the early years of the war.’

Having finished her biscuit, Mary raised both hands 
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in defeat. ‘I know what I remember. And what my 
brothers said.’

‘What did they say?’
‘Well, he did do those crosswords in the paper. And 

they went all over the world. He had the means. But 
I’m sure he wasn’t a Nazi. Anyway, he was a good 
father, and that’s what counts.’

Fellowes was shaking his head. Being a good father 
did not make you a good person. Even Stalin liked 
some of his children. Passing secrets in crosswords 
to Jew-gassing fascists did, however, make you a bad 
person.

‘Anyway,’ said Mary. ‘They brought him back soon 
after and he was never charged with anything. Here, 
have a biscuit.’

Mary offered her son the tin. He ignored her, sitting 
in silence. Not knowing what to think himself, his mind 
had slipped into what it did naturally. He made a clue of 
the word ‘espionage’.

9 Down
The third cup of coffee had been a big mistake. Carl 
Bookman felt wired, tired and in desperate need of the 
lavatory. Major Thomason, who would have let him 
relieve himself, had been replaced by his colleague. 
Major Carter was less inclined to make his captive 
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comfortable and gave a more convincing impression of 
knowing what he was doing.

‘So let me get this straight,’ said Carter. ‘Even 
though you’re a so-called professional setter of 
crosswords, you get school kids to write words into 
grids that you hand out?’

‘Sometimes. Fills up the end of a lesson. And helps 
them think about words and improve their vocabulary.’

‘And you use some of these filled-out grids?’
‘Now and then.’
‘And you could name exactly what grids you used 

when and which kids filled them out?’
‘If I sat down and thought about it.’
‘Well think about it,’ said Carter, delving into 

a trouser pocket to produce some paper, which he 
put on the table. From another pocket, he pulled out 
Bookman’s precious Pelikan, originally procured by 
his brother Sydney. Carter had confiscated it when 
Bookman had had his pockets emptied on the way into 
the cell. Now he returned the item, tossing it onto the 
paper.

‘I’ll say one thing for you Germans,’ he said. ‘You 
make good pens.’

10 Across
‘I wonder what it is,’ said Turner, inspecting the parcel. 
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‘Plain brown packaging. Could be porn.’
As he gave it a rattle, Overend got up from his desk 

to have a look. He was scandalised by the accusation.
‘It seems very unlikely,’ he said. ‘Those stamps are 

from New Zealand.’
‘They do have porn in New Zealand, moose-brain. 

It’s probably about sheep,’ said Turner, hacking at the 
brown packing tape with a butter knife, which was 
the only sharp-bladed implement he could find in the 
kitchen that didn’t need washing.

‘I don’t think you should open his mail,’ said 
Overend. ‘It looks personal.’

‘Why the hell do you think I want to see inside?’
Overend went back to his desk; he could hear 

footsteps outside, which puzzled him since Fellowes 
didn’t normally arrive for another eighteen minutes 
and the postman had already been. The door opened. 
The lady he had yesterday estimated as being 161 
centimetres tall was standing there. He revised that 
estimate to 163 centimetres.

‘Hello!’ said Turner, brightly. He was a little 
unnerved by the chirpiness of his own voice. 

‘I’ve got your boss’s pen,’ she said, holding up the 
Pelikan Ibis. ‘He left it in the coffee shop yesterday.’

Turner sniggered as he put down the butter knife and 
plucked a fork from the sink.
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‘Something funny?’ asked Amanda.
‘Well, he’s hardly our boss, is he? We’re all mates 

working together really,’ he said, hacking at the packing 
tape with the prongs.

‘Oh, so this is more of a collective, is it?’
‘Yeah, we go back a long way. Me and Fellowes. 

Not him,’ he said, gesturing at Overend with his head. 
‘Fellowes met him at a bridge tournament a couple of 
years ago.’

Overend nodded.
‘Me and Fellowes were at school together,’ Turner 

continued. ‘Met at the chess club. Turned out one of us 
could actually play.’

In fact, Turner and Fellowes had appeared together 
on the BBC children’s show Play Chess, a public-
service attempt to promote the game to young people. 
Turner had been invited to appear because, even at such 
a young age, he had shown real promise as a future 
grandmaster. Unwilling to appear on the programme 
alone, he insisted on bringing his school chess club, 
which mainly consisted of John Fellowes, who only 
joined because cross-country running made him sick. 
The day after the broadcast of the programme had not 
been a pleasant one in the playground. The ruthless 
bullying had bound them together.

‘Anything exciting in the package?’ asked Amanda.
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‘No idea,’ said Turner. ‘That’s why I’m trying to 
open it.’

‘It’s not for him,’ said Overend. ‘It’s for Fellowes. 
From New Zealand. Turner thinks it’s a video of people 
having sex with sheep.’

‘That was a joke!’ said Turner.
‘You shouldn’t be doing that,’ said Overend, feeling 

strengthened by Amanda’s presence.
‘Yes. Two of us think you shouldn’t be opening it,’ 

said Amanda. ‘So, two versus one: you should stop.’
‘Well, one of us doesn’t actually work here,’ said 

Turner, ‘so technically her vote doesn’t count.’
Turner made one final flick with the fork. A small 

hole opened in the package; an object popped out and 
fell onto Overend’s desk. Overend picked it up and held 
the item aloft for inspection.

‘Is that a chess piece?’ asked Amanda.
‘It’s a pawn,’ said Turner. ‘A very ordinary pawn 

from a bog-standard chess set.’
Turner took the pawn from Overend and placed it on 

the flat of his hand. They could see it was of the round 
wooden variety with the regular bobble at the top.

‘A pawn? For Fellowes?’ said Amanda. ‘I thought 
you were the one who did the chess.’

‘I am,’ he said. ‘Maybe he ordered the wrong kind of 
porn.’ Turner smiled broadly at his own joke. 
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Amanda smirked and held out her hand to take the 
piece. ‘Let’s just put it back in the package,’ she said, 
‘and we’ll say no more about it.’

To his amazement, Turner found himself giving 
her the pawn. She popped it back in the package and 
attempted to repair the hole by resticking the brown 
tape.

‘Have you got any packing tape?’ she asked, 
surveying the shambolic office that clearly hadn’t been 
cleaned or tidied in several years. It reminded her of a 
second-hand bookshop, Speaking Volumes, which she 
used to pass every day on her way home from school. 
Sometimes she would pop in and browse, reading a 
book sitting on the floor for an hour or two. The owner 
would smile warmly at her. As she relaxed at the feeling 
of familiarity, she realised that ‘Speaking Volumes’ 
would be much better suited to a shop that sold audio 
books; and might also make a good crossword clue for 
Fellowes. She picked up a piece of scrap paper and 
wrote it down. 

‘I said, “Where’s the harm?”,’ said Turner.
Amanda had missed part of the conversation, but 

didn’t really feel she’d missed out.
‘We might as well open it now,’ Turner went on. 

‘Let’s face it, we’re all curious.’
‘I’m not,’ said Overend.
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‘OK, well, the majority of us are curious.’
‘Although one of us doesn’t work here,’ said 

Amanda.
Turner sighed. ‘Let’s say that it got delivered to your 

office by mistake,’ he went on, ‘and your receptionist 
opened it without realising. She’s pretty dozy, isn’t 
she?’

‘Tabitha is lovely,’ said Amanda. ‘But she’s not the 
brightest.’

‘Atta girl!’ said Turner, and he began to tear merrily 
at the package.

10 Down
‘If you are German, shouldn’t you be on the Isle of 
Man?’ asked Thomason, sitting across the table from 
Bookman. ‘Under Regulation 18B and all that?’

‘Forgive me for not volunteering,’ he replied. ‘I do 
have my professional reputation to think of.’

‘But it’s a pretty influential job you have.’
‘Yes. Today’s children are tomorrow’s society.’
‘Not teaching. Setting these,’ said Thomason, 

picking up the newspaper, still folded at the crossword. 
‘You know this thing goes to Lisbon, Madrid and 
Moscow. And I’m sure it ends up on Hitler’s desk 
sooner or later.’

‘Perhaps,’ said Bookman, coolly. ‘I don’t know what 
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paper he takes.’
Thomason looked at the list of names in his 

hand: Hordern, Foster, Searles, Senior (Minor) and 
Heggetter-Fender. He sighed as he remembered all of 
these suspects were under the age of fifteen.

‘I think the first two have been evacuated,’ said 
Bookman. ‘The school will know where they are, 
though.’

‘Oh, well. It’s a start.’
‘Can I go now?’
‘I’m afraid that won’t be possible at the moment,’ 

said Thomason. ‘Things are going to be getting 
pretty hairy fairly soon, so it’s probably safest for all 
concerned if you stay here. I’m sure this whole thing’s 
a big misunderstanding, but you can’t be too careful.’

‘Can I at least go to the lavatory?’
‘Oh, my dear fellow! It’s second on the left,’ said 

Thomason.
He was about to stand up and lead the way when the 

door opened. It was Carter.
‘The chap needs to visit the little boys’ room. Shall 

I…’
‘He ain’t going anywhere,’ boomed the American.
‘I need to go somewhere,’ said Bookman.
Carter bent forward to put his face close to the 

prisoner’s. ‘Maybe you should have thought about 
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that before you joined the Third Reich, you piece of 
German scum.’

Carter held his pose. Bookman did his best to stare 
back at him. Thomason didn’t know where to look. The 
door opened again and another American soldier poked 
his head into the room.

‘Excuse me, sirs,’ he said. ‘I’ve got a Mrs Winslow 
on the horn. Something about not getting her car back?’

Carter closed his eyes.

11 Across
Turner examined the chess set. It was packed in an 
unmarked grey box which had worked itself open at 
one corner and secreted pawns around the inside of 
the package. He opened up the board and exclaimed 
as two pieces of paper fell out and glided onto the 
floor. Overend gave chase to the one that had gone 
a surprisingly long way towards the kitchen area. 
Amanda picked up the nearer other. It was a hand-
written letter dated ten days earlier. Turner peered 
around her shoulder to see.

‘I’m not sure we should be reading this,’ said 
Amanda.

‘Bit late for second thoughts,’ said Turner. ‘Let’s 
have a look.’

On plain buff notepaper, written in biro, it read:
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Dear John,
I don’t think we’ve met, but I’m a neighbour of 

Sydney Bookman (he taught me chess – Sydney’s VERY 
good, by the way). He wants you to have this chess 
set. Not sure why. Sydney’s condition has deteriorated 
rapidly in recent days and we don’t think it will be long 
now. When I said I was sending it, he talked about 
something that happened during the war concerning 
your grandfather, who, as you probably know, was 
accused of being a German spy. All very exciting, 
but I’m sure there’s nothing in it. Enjoy the chess set. 
Doesn’t look too special, but it clearly meant something 
to Sydney. Things are naturally sad here, but we all 
appreciate he’s had a good innings.

Best wishes,
Brendon Parry

Turner made sure he read the letter faster than Amanda, 
then went over to Overend who was concentrating on 
the other piece of paper. 

‘What is it?’ 
‘A crossword,’ said Overend.

11 Down
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Marcus Johnson stood on his Mulberry, the floating 
concrete harbour tethered to a dock somewhere near 
Southampton along with the armada of ships and 
boats that stretched out into the Channel as far as he 
could see. For a moment, he felt his temporary harbour 
was pointless, since it now looked possible to walk to 
France on the decks of the countless vessels before him.

He felt ashamed not to be one of the troops being 
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prodded aboard. But his superiors were always quick to 
remind the bureaucratic cohorts that keeping soldiers 
supplied was noble, war-winning work. Marcus 
Johnson understood this, but when you’re a terrified 
teenager, weaving through the undergrowth of northern 
France, being shot at by crack German troops, it is little 
consolation that a clerk at HQ is carefully working out 
how you’re going to be fed and ferried to another front 
line to be shot at by different German troops, or maybe 
a Panzer tank.

Despite the obvious value of his work, Johnson 
still felt like a coward; especially when it came to 
Mrs Johnson, who was not allowed to know what 
her husband did at the Admiralty. She was always 
very supportive, understanding that her husband felt 
like a schoolboy with a sick note, being unable to 
participate in the big grudge match against the school 
down the road. She had a way of encouraging him in 
his work and expressing admiration for men like him 
who were carefully making sure the forces of Good 
would triumph over Evil. The devil was in the detail, 
she would tell him. Satan would grab at the smallest 
undotted i or uncrossed t to bring down the Allies.

Mrs Johnson was extremely relieved that her 
husband had never been given the option of taking up 
arms and snarling at the German defences. This was not 
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just because he was a rather unathletic, sickly man with 
a talent for picking up and multiplying any available 
germs; but also because he was astonishingly clumsy. 
If he had had to jump off a landing vessel onto a beach 
in Normandy among the mines and mortars, he would 
have tripped over his boots and drowned in a couple 
of inches of water within seconds, having accidentally 
shot one of his platoon.

Johnson could see hard-hatted heads poking out 
from the ships and felt a vicarious sickness for their 
owners. They all knew exactly what lay ahead of 
them; machine-gun nests and mortars; land mines and 
barbed wire; then the fields and rivers of France; and 
eventually, Germany. They had the equipment and 
resources to take them all the way. But everyone, the 
Allies and the Germans, knew that ‘getting ashore’ was 
the tricky, bloody part. And it would be far trickier and 
gallons bloodier if a traitor happened to have told the 
Germans where and when the Allies were coming.

Pawn Sacrifice
Inmate 27142629 coughed; then again, harder. Nearly 
falling over at the expense of such energy, he steadied 
himself on his pick-axe handle. This cough was more 
than just ten years of systematic fatigue and abuse, he 
decided. The question was whether he would admit 
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himself to the medical unit. He weighed up the pros 
and cons.

The pros were straightforward enough. He might 
get to lie down for a couple of days rather than stand 
around pretending to work. Maybe there would be 
slightly more bread and rotten cabbage. He would 
almost certainly be deloused, which would be a major 
improvement. The lice had begun to arrive when he, 
and other undesirables, had first been herded onto the 
railway cattle truck and sent east.

This turn of events had come as a relief to Inmate 
27142629. When the three-man tribunal had settled 
on a charge of treason, he had fully expected to be put 
against a wall and shot. Instead of a swift end, he had 
been given a fifteen-year stretch at a gulag. En route, 
he had watched the lice take over his body, but he 
didn’t seem to mind. He had now been a witness to so 
much arbitrary violence that he was just happy at being 
allowed to live.

Inmate 27142629 had only fought in combat in 
the first part of the war – which had been a military 
catastrophe. ‘Comrade’ Stalin had been at work 
again. Their esteemed leader had been so convinced 
that Hitler would never be so treacherous as to break 
their pact, he thought he could afford to purge anyone 
in military uniform who had anything resembling 
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leadership abilities. He filled the vacancies with his 
loyal followers whose main gift was for clapping. 
This talent was displayed to its best effect in party 
conferences, for hours on end. No one wanted to be the 
first to stop. Such a gift for extended applause was of 
little use against the heavily armed Teutonic hordes that 
poured into Russia in 1941.

Not only had Inmate 27142629 been sent into battle 
without proper officers, he had also been given no 
weapons to speak of. ‘Comrade’ Stalin’s order was 
neither reassuring nor helpful: they must take guns from 
their dead comrades. This did not imbue confidence. 
They were also told to steal the Germans’ weapons. 
How they would do that unarmed was unclear; the 
fascists were unlikely to lob Lugers in their direction to 
make a game of it. They were, after all, fascists. 

The result wasn’t pretty. An army without guns is 
just a large group of men hiding in hedges. And an 
army with guns fighting an army without is just hide 
and seek, played for keeps. 

Soon it became clear that Inmate 27142629’s combat 
skills were limited to cowering in ditches praying to 
a previously disregarded God for mercy. When his 
other more cerebral talents were recognised, he was 
summoned back to Moscow. But it was employing 
these that had landed him in a labour camp, serving 
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time, not for a crime, or even his own failure, but for a 
so-called ally’s oversight.

Nearly ten years on, a purge of the parasites was 
long overdue. But a stay in the hospital opened up 
the possibility of catching something worse than he 
already had. This would be fine if it meant a swift, 
painless death, but it could herald a long, slow one, 
albeit lice-free and in slightly cleaner bedding. A little 
peace might bring him the chance to compose some last 
words that were so poignant that he would, at least, be 
remembered for their poetic ennui.

Even though his mind was largely made up, the 
choice was made for Inmate 27142629 when he 
coughed again, let go of the pick-axe handle and 
collapsed.

12 Across
Fellowes began the long climb up the stairs to his 
office, to the business he had battled for years to 
preserve. Modern newspapers were not concerned with 
crossword heritage. They simply wanted acceptable 
crosswords at the lowest possible cost. It had become 
apparent to him that the Bureau had struggled through 
the eighties and into the nineties largely through the 
unprofessional loyalty of a few charitable crossword 
editors who appreciated the Bureau’s history. One by 
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one, they had retired. 
Forced to diversify, he was confident the Bookman 

brothers would have approved of his move into chess 
and bridge puzzles – the ultimate strategic board game, 
at which Sydney Bookman had excelled; and the card 
game of kings. The former meant employing his school 
friend and bully, Turner, who then terrorised the next 
recruit, Overend.

The extra revenue at least slowed the decline of the 
Bureau, but the slide seemed unstoppable. Why fight to 
preserve the business now? Piecing together the past, 
Mary had given her son further cause to suspect treason 
on the part of her father. She explained that one of her 
brothers, some years after the war, had heard that five 
D-Day code-words had appeared in crosswords in May 
and June 1944. Each had been set by their father. It 
smacked of more than coincidence.

Somehow, Carl Bookman had been exonerated by 
his brother, Sydney, who had apparently spent his war 
designing aeroplanes. That an aeronautical engineer 
had pulled the right strings to effect the liberation of 
a suspected Nazi spy was bizarre. Irritatingly, the man 
was now permanently silent.

As he considered this, Fellowes realised the word 
‘broke’ was an excellent word to clue since it contained 
the letters ‘ok’, which suggested the exact opposite of 
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the word itself. Reaching into his jacket to note this, he 
realised he had mislaid his Pelikan Ibis. He panicked. 
He could see the sweat on his own hand as he reached 
for the door to the Bookman Bureau. The sixty-two 
steps up to the third floor had been more exhausting 
than usual. He couldn’t imagine how he had climbed 
them two at a time in his youth.

The door to the Bureau creaked its usual tune as 
he pushed it open. It astonished Fellowes that neither 
Turner nor Overend had ever thought to oil it. As he 
entered, he saw Amanda, standing in front of his desk, 
suddenly turning to face him. Any joy at the sight of her 
was immediately cancelled by the presence of Turner 
lolling in his chair and grinning. The latter had just 
spent an hour googling Carl Bookman and made some 
interesting discoveries.

‘Is your mum OK?’ asked Amanda.
‘She’s fine. It’s my great-uncle. He died. He was 

quite old so…’
‘He’d had a good innings,’ said Turner.
‘You are not helping,’ she said. ‘John, can I get you 

a cup of tea, or something?’
‘Please,’ said Fellowes.
‘Turner?’ she said. ‘Do you want to do the honours?’
‘Why me?’ Turner protested. ‘You’re the one that 

offered it.’
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‘Because I’m talking to John.’
‘So?’ said Turner, beginning to doodle on a piece of 

paper. ‘And I’ll have one too. If John is having one.’
‘I am not making it,’ she said with resolve. ‘I’m 

going to stand here while you make it.’
‘You can’t order me around. You don’t work here.’
‘Did I miss something?’ said Fellowes.
Fellowes looked at Overend, whom he realised was 

staring in the direction of the picture of his grandfather. 
Unsighted by Amanda, Fellowes leaned to his left to 
see the photograph. Amanda mirrored Fellowes’ move, 
blocking his view.

‘Would you mind letting me see?’ asked Fellowes.
‘I’m sorry,’ said Amanda. ‘I tried to stop him, but I 

heard you coming up the stairs so…’
Fellowes saw the picture of Carl Bookman. A black 

Hitler moustache had been stuck above his mouth.
‘But how did you…’ began Fellowes, turning to 

Turner. 
It was clear that his friend didn’t even have the 

decency to play innocent. Turner’s face did not bear a 
smirk but a full-blown sneer. Fellowes shook his head 
and made for the door. 

‘What?’ Turner protested as Fellowes left. ‘It’s 
just a joke! So your granddad was a Nazi? It’s a good 
anecdote!’ He knew that his joke had gone very wrong, 
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so he was forced to persevere. ‘My grandfather was 
a conscientious objector,’ he went on as Fellowes 
thundered down the stairs, ‘but we all knew he was just 
a coward.’

Amanda looked at Turner, aghast.
‘He’ll be back in a minute,’ said Turner.
He went back to his scribble, which had turned into 

a line-drawing of a Panzer tank. Amanda stared at him 
in amazement. Then she looked at Overend, who had 
sensed that all was not well. 

‘Isn’t anyone going to…’ she said. 
When it became clear that Turner and Overend 

had neither the inclination nor the ability to provide 
propitiation for this practical joke, she made a dash 
for the door. She arrived at the tube station, holding 
nothing but an expensive fountain pen, in time to see 
Fellowes disappear underground.

12 Down
Admiral Bradby sat on a wooden bench in a cold 
whitewashed corridor. Above his head was a London 
Underground sign proudly displaying the name ‘Down 
Street’. The local residents of Mayfair had made their 
feelings about using the London Underground quite 
clear. Down Street station, a short stroll from Green 
Park and Hyde Park Corner, had been closed twelve 
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years earlier. The London Electric Railway Company’s 
loss had been the War Cabinet’s gain, providing it 
with useful bomb-proof space below street level from 
which to conduct a war. Churchill had used these 
rooms frequently in the early years of the war, but now 
preferred other subterranean rooms nearer Downing 
Street in Whitehall. The Prime Minister’s current 
retreat to these rooms was a worrying sign. And worry 
was infectious. If their great, inspiring leader was 
preparing for the worst, what hope was there?

This invasion simply had to be a success. Bradby 
had spoken to some Americans about their amphibious 
assaults in the Pacific. He soon wished he hadn’t and 
instead focused on making sure that everything had 
been planned and prepared. But there were so many 
variables in play. Tides were predictable – but the 
weather was fickle. One storm could finish them. 
Security was paramount – but everyone had a price. 
One tip-off could mean slaughter on the beaches; 
something far worse for the PM than Gallipoli – a 
British Gallipoli.

The door in front of him opened and an immaculately 
dressed lady stepped out. She did not show a flicker of 
concern, but smiled warmly. Bradby decided there and 
then that it was ladies like this who made Britain great. 
She looked over her shoulder before closing the door 
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behind her.
‘Admiral Bradby?’ she said quietly. ‘I’m afraid he’s 

in one of his moods again. Having doubts. I just think 
he needs someone in an important uniform to tell him 
that everything’s going to be all right. It is going to be 
all right, isn’t it?’

‘Well, this is war. It’s like Test Cricket,’ said the 
admiral. Then he saw the stern look on the lady’s face. 
‘But I’m sure it’ll go swimmingly.’

‘Thank you,’ she said, lighting up the corridor with 
a big smile.

She turned and opened the door.
‘Bradby?’ said Churchill, slumped behind a table 

that filled most of the room. In the feeble light provided 
by some dangling bulbs, the man looked his age, plus 
a little extra.

Bradby stepped into the room, worried by the sight 
of this man who, until the Americans had taken over, 
had been the leader of the free world. At the moment, 
Roosevelt looked the more likely of the two to win a 
hundred-yard dash, despite being crippled with polio.

‘If you’re an admiral, why the hell aren’t you on a 
ship?’

‘I get chronic seasickness, sir,’ said Bradby. ‘Always 
have.’

‘That’s all we need. A navy full of landlubbers. 
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Can’t believe you made it past Able Seaman.’
Churchill picked up a tumbler that had been resting 

on a pile of papers, which in turn had been lying on 
stuffed folders. After taking a gulp of whisky, he gazed 
at the maps, drawings and charts that covered every 
inch of the table.

‘What’s going to happen, Bradby?’ said Churchill.
Bradby paused to consider what was required. ‘I 

don’t know, Prime Minister,’ he said. The PM looked a 
little startled. ‘Some men will die. Hundreds. Probably 
thousands. Possibly more. It is war.’ He decided against 
the Test Match analogy; Churchill saw international 
cricket as a waste of good drinking time.

‘I know it’s war, you bloody fool.’ 
Bradby was unsure whether he was meant to say 

anything, so opted to say nothing for a few moments. 
‘I think,’ he said eventually, ‘we’re all pretty 

confident of getting ashore, sir.’
‘The Australians got ashore in Gallipoli. Would have 

been better if they hadn’t,’ Churchill said.
‘And don’t forget Fortitude. We’re confident the 

deception plan will buy us some time to dig in.’
‘Hmm. Well, at least Stalin will get his second front.’
‘Third front, Prime Minster. Don’t forget Italy.’
‘Huh,’ grunted the premier. ‘So much for the soft 

underbelly. The rate we’re going, we won’t reach 
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Florence till ’47. By then, Stalin’ll be in Paris. God 
help us.’ He took another gulp of Scotch. ‘I know 
I’m a bloody nuisance, Bradby. Just be grateful I’m 
a democratic bloody nuisance who doesn’t insist on 
commanding his own armed forces.’

‘Better the devil you know, Prime Minister.’
‘For God’s sake, Bradby, say something useful!’

En Passant
Inmate 27142629’s hopes for the hospital had not 
been high, but the reality was still disappointing. The 
worryingly light-brown sheets were slightly damp; his 
sleep was constantly interrupted by the screams of the 
man in the corner bed; and the lice, which had been 
defeated several days before, were mounting a spirited 
counterattack.

These factors also conspired against his attempts to 
compose his last words. The hospital, at least, presented 
a recipient for this pithy literary masterpiece: the man 
in the next bed. Inmate 27142629 was encouraged that 
he looked like a fighter, determined to pull through in 
spite of whatever ailment he harboured. Moreover, he 
looked educated, and the sort who might even write 
some memoirs about his own years in the gulag. This 
impression was based almost entirely on the presence 
of a chess set beside his bed, sitting on an upturned 
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cabbage crate.
On his third morning in the medical unit, he was 

about to offer his neighbour a game of chess when the 
doctor entered in a coat that had last been white in the 
1930s. The doctor bore a permanent frown. He had not 
gone through training simply to administer ineffective 
drugs to enemies of the state in a filthy gulag hospital. 
But then ‘Comrade’ Stalin’s Soviet Union didn’t really 
offer choices. The people of Chechnya had not been 
consulted before they were put in trucks and made to 
perform hard labour for an unelected government they 
despised.

‘You are a spy!’ barked the doctor, stopping at the 
base of his bed.

Inmate 27142629 had not expected this. He had 
anticipated an estimated time of death, which he would 
do his best to defy in one final act of rebellion. It was 
well known in the gulag that people tended to die 
when they were good and ready. This explained why 
husbands tended to follow their wives to the grave so 
quickly; it was not just because the husband couldn’t 
find where his wife kept all the food.

‘Well?’ said the doctor.
‘No,’ he replied.
‘Then what are these letters on your body?’
The doctor was referring to the tattoos Inmate 
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27142629 had had done shortly before being arrested. 
Convinced his freedom was about to be severely 
restricted for several years, he’d had the letters tattooed 
on his arms, legs and torso so that he could work on 
breaking the code at a later date. That way, he’d always 
have something to do. The tattooing process had been 
excruciating, despite the vodka anaesthetic taken by 
both him and the tattooist.

‘I have a file on you. It says you worked with the 
British in the war. You’re just an imperialist dog!’ the 
doctor went on.

Inmate 27142629 thought it wise to head off this 
particular line of inquiry. It was a long story and he 
did not feel the doctor would appreciate it, so he tried 
a new angle. ‘The letters were etched onto my body by 
mysterious creatures from the woods.’

The doctor, who considered himself a highly rational 
man of letters, could not suppress his old Russian 
superstitions. He took a tiny step backwards.

‘I think they were from the moon,’ the inmate went 
on.

‘Woodland creatures? From the moon?’ the doctor 
replied. ‘Do you take me for an idiot?’

‘I hardly know you. Anyway, the creatures from 
space were not woodland creatures. They just happened 
to be in the woods when I found them. Or they found 
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me.’
The doctor took a slightly bigger step back. He 

glanced round the room, then down at his clipboard, as 
if that was where he had intended to glance in the first 
place.

‘Well, you’re going to die soon anyway,’ he declared.
‘Thank you. Any idea why?’
‘I don’t have to tell you,’ said the doctor. ‘You’re a 

traitor. That’s why you’re here.’
‘Then why are you here?’
Tired of such insubordination from a dying man, 

the doctor turned to the patient in the next bed, whose 
sheets were much cleaner and whiter than those of his 
neighbour. Inmate 27142629 felt pleased with his petty 
rhetorical victory, despite the sure knowledge that the 
doctor would live a lot longer than him.

13 Across
Amanda strode into the office and stood in front of 
Turner, who sat defiantly doodling swastikas. Overend 
was still hunched over his desk, working.

‘Now who in this room has got the tact of Adolf 
Hitler?’ she said. ‘Oh, I know this one. It’s you.’ She 
pointed at Turner accusingly.

‘He’ll be fine,’ said Turner. ‘He knows I’m only 
having a laugh.’
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‘Well, he looked distinctly un-fine as he disappeared 
into the tube,’ she said. ‘He was in tears!’

Turner’s face betrayed a flicker of concern that was 
quickly suppressed. He thought for a moment.

‘He’s a big Jessie,’ he declared.
Amanda sighed heavily and turned to Overend.
‘How do you put up with this relentless stream of 

negativity?’
‘You get used to it,’ said Overend, looking up for a 

moment before touching Mr Gauss.
‘But surely it must… don’t you ever want to… oh, I 

don’t know,’ she said, finally running out of steam and 
slumping into Fellowes’ chair. 

‘What are we going to do?’ she said, fingering the 
Pandoran parcel, which sat on the desk having spewed 
out sin and secrets.

‘ “We?’’ ’ said Turner.
‘Yes? We.’
‘Who’s we?’
‘Us,’ said Amanda, gesturing around the room.
‘You are not us,’ said Turner. ‘Or we. You are you. 

You plural. Part of them downstairs. Me and him and 
Fellowes are we.’

‘Oh, so you’re a united threesome all of a sudden?’
‘What’s it got to do with you anyway?’
‘Because,’ said Amanda, trying to work out the 
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reason for herself, ‘until very recently, this was a 
nice place to be. And the three of you – you plural – 
are interesting. Compared to them. Downstairs. And 
I’m here because I feel at least partly responsible for 
what’s happened. I should never have let you open the 
package.’

‘I would have opened it anyway,’ said Turner. ‘I am 
old enough to make my own decisions.’

‘Well, you still can’t dress yourself,’ she said, 
waving a hand at his attire. ‘A heavy-metal T-shirt, 
long beach shorts and combat boots? You look like a 
Hawaiian Hell’s Angel.’

‘Oi! I bought this T-shirt in Madison Square 
Gardens!’

‘And?’
‘And I’m very proud of it,’ said Turner.
‘I’m proud of my twenty-five-metres freestyle-

swimming badge, but I’m not going to sew it onto my 
dress,’ said Amanda, walking towards the door. She 
turned at the threshold. ‘Well, I’ll leave you to it. Just 
promise me you’ll call Fellowes. Just to make sure he’s 
all right.’

‘He’ll be fine,’ said Turner.
‘Typical male response. He won’t be fine if he’s got 

no one to talk to. If you ask me, he needs a hug more 
than anything,’ she said.
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‘I’m not hugging him,’ said Turner. 
‘Course not,’ said Amanda with a sigh. ‘Forget it. 

Forget I ever came here. Forget I took an interest in you 
and your weird little business. I was just trying to keep 
the rent down for all of us. Forget that I ever tried to 
help you. You plural.’

13 Down
‘MI5 said we might as well drop it,’ said Thomason 
with a sigh, sitting on the edge of the table across which 
they had earlier questioned Bookman.

‘I don’t care what MI5 said,’ Carter boomed, 
occupying the only seat in the room. ‘Something’s 
going on. I can smell it.’

‘It does seem a bit of a coincidence with the code-
words and all,’ said Thomason. ‘But they do happen. I 
remember once how my Aunt Franny wrote a letter to 
a chap called Cuthbertson. Cousin, or something. I tell 
a lie – he was a former neighbour who moved to the 
country. Anyway she never got round to posting this 
letter because she didn’t have his address. Well, a few 
weeks later, she gets a letter from Cuthbertson thanking 
her for the correspondence…’

‘Thomason? Will you shut up about your Aunt 
Fanny?’

‘Franny.’
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‘This is a big coincidence,’ said Carter. ‘Too big.’
‘You’ll never guess how the letter arrived.’
‘I don’t care how the goddam letter arrived!’ shouted 

Carter. ‘In twelve hours, American soldiers will be 
landing on Utah and Omaha! If the Germans know 
they’re coming, they’ll be shot to hell before they get 
halfway up the beach! It’ll be Dieppe all over again.’

‘I understand,’ said Thomason, calmly. ‘I’m not wild 
about the prospect of our boys taking a pounding on 
Juno and Sword either.’

‘What about Romulus and Remus?’
‘This might not be them.’
‘Now unless MI5 can tell me who Romulus and 

Remus are, and how these code-words ended up in 
this word puzzle,’ said Carter, waving the offending 
newspaper, dog-eared after a couple of days of scrutiny, 
‘I’m gonna keep sniffing till I find something.’

Thomason thought for a moment. MI5 had dropped 
the case, but Majors Thomason and Carter worked for 
the Allied armed forces and were therefore at liberty to 
conduct their own investigation. 

‘Maybe you’re right,’ said Thomason.
‘Maybe I’m wrong. I hope to hell I’m wrong. But 

if I am right, do you wanna tell a GI’s mom her son’s 
whole platoon got wiped out because the Nazis knew 
we were coming?’
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‘Point taken,’ said Thomason, looking at his shoes.
They sat in contemplative silence.
‘Can I tell you how that letter arrived now?’ said 

Thomason. ‘You see, Cuthbertson knew this lady called 
Greenshields…’

Carter closed his eyes.

14 Across
With seventeen minutes to go until work began, 
Overend was at his desk plotting his seventy-fourth 
major attack on the Petrov document. His seventy-third 
assault, which had been planned and executed over 
the last twenty-six days, had ended in more frustrating 
gobbledegook. He stared at the letters of the document 
intently. They simply stared back at him:

RALWC SKVEW IGNES YTKQC LNUDT HBLCJ VFKGZ 

RKFAO JVYKW ROSQA HOIVW ZIADX EIHTN QPJGM 

RQTAL DHNTN BATNV BMTVQ CZTCT QTMSF TYIOD 

LFDVU YYCYO LZJAU VROWC STEGZ KSMWS YEITP 

DNNZB HWIES HVIDL XUIKC PKJQW QCILG JGOXT 

TQFGI QEURA EPAQX RWPBK IYEGC LRNWY KSSEN

Overend’s concentration was rudely broken as the 
door of the Bureau flew open. It came to an abrupt, 
clanging halt as it hit the grey filing cabinet. Turner 
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strode in with his large cup of coffee in one hand; in his 
other a thick, aged brown book. More remarkable was 
the absence of a tabloid newspaper. Most extraordinary, 
however, was Turner’s attire, which was blue jeans and 
a plain white cotton shirt stretched across his torso.

‘Hello,’ said Overend.
‘When you’re spoken to, face-ache,’ replied Turner, 

walking across to his desk and sitting down.
Overend put his hands up to his cheeks. ‘But it 

doesn’t ache.’
Shaking his head, Turner put his feet up and began 

thumbing through the book in his hand, making noises 
as he read. Overend was within earshot but didn’t seem 
to understand that when people sighed heavily or tutted 
loudly at what they were reading, they wanted to be 
asked about it.

After a couple of minutes of noisy reading and 
slurping, Turner looked up from his book and stared at 
Overend, who was still staring at the Petrov document, 
oblivious to Fellowes’ former distress and the Bureau’s 
brewing bankruptcy. For Overend, life was a series of 
binary digits. Either the Bureau was in business (1) 
or was not (0). Either Fellowes arrived for work (1) 
or he did not (0). For the last two days, he had not; 
neither had Amanda. The office had been very quiet, 
except for the occasional phone call from an anxious 



83

section editor pursuing their absent crossword. So far, 
Turner’s improving telephone manner had allayed their 
concerns.

‘So how’s Petrov this morning?’ said Turner.
‘Still… dead?’ offered Overend.
‘I meant the document. Cracked it yet?’
‘No.’
Overend went back to work, unaware of Turner’s 

fascination with the perpetually mysterious Petrov 
document. The name ‘Petrov’ written in Cyrillic text 
at the top was the only legible part of the original 
artefact, the rest being 210 characters of standard 
Roman lettering whose meaning had remained elusive. 
The document was purportedly from 1944 since it was 
found in the KGB archives with some dated ticket 
stubs for the Bolshoi, but the code employed did not 
correspond to any used that year, or indeed any year. In 
the same file were a stack of chess match reports from a 
number of games involving Russian chess grandmasters 
including the unvaunted genius Krawchenko. Herein 
lay the fascination for Turner.

‘Ah,’ said Turner after a few minutes of perusing 
his book. ‘Here’s a good chess match for my readers. 
Could make a good puzzle. They’ll never guess what 
happens next.’

Overend did not respond.
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‘A classic match involving Krawchenko,’ Turner 
added, looking at his colleague, who stopped what he 
was doing.

‘Krawchenko?’ said Overend, with wide eyes. 
‘Details of a fascinating but little-known match in 

1979 between an elderly Krawchenko and a sixteen 
year old by the name of Gary Kasparov,’ said Turner, 
as if reading aloud a children’s story. ‘Oh, now hang 
on. Wasn’t there a Krawchenko linked to the Petrov 
document? Do you know, I think there was.’

Overend stood up and walked towards the book as 
Turner pretended to begin reading again.

‘How much do you know about Krawchenko?’
‘Quite a lot, actually,’ said Turner. ‘Allow me to 

explain.’

14 Down
Demitry Ganapolsky looked out west over the sea, 
which swirled and spumed under a blanket of fine 
drizzle. It had been another disappointing summer’s 
day, compensated only by the knowledge that such 
weather made invasion impossible. The rifle slung over 
his shoulder would have to be stripped and oiled once 
more in readiness for another day of waiting. He threw 
his cigarette butt onto the sand.

‘Don’t make a mess,’ said Corporal Schultz, standing 
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next to him. ‘Someone will have to clean that up.’
Given the state of the once-beautiful French beach 

in front of him, strewn with metal anti-tank posts, land 
mines and barbed wire, complaining about a cigarette 
butt seemed curmudgeonly to Demitry.

A Russian by birth, Demitry found himself 
defending France from a beach near Hermanville-sur-
Mer in Normandy, on behalf of the Germans against 
a force that would be made up of British, American, 
Canadian, Free French and Polish soldiers. Why travel 
the world, he thought, when the world is prepared to 
come to you? Albeit heavily armed.

His attempts at desertion from the Russian army had 
been only a partial success. His disguise as a peasant 
farmer had been effective. He was captured by the 
Germans as a prisoner of war in 1941, when the Soviet 
army was almost annihilated by the initial invasion. 
Despite the deaths of most of his friends, he was at 
least contented that Stalin and the communists had 
lost. He felt fascism was a marginal improvement on 
communism, as long as you weren’t Jewish. When a 
gun is put to your head, he mused, most people choose 
fascism over communism. In 1942 a gun had been put 
to his head and he had been forced to choose. Thus he 
was conscripted into the German army. This was an 
improvement on being in the Soviet army, not least 
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because the Nazis had an admirable tradition of giving 
guns to all their soldiers. 

Demitry’s fortunes had taken a downturn in the 
following year as the Soviets, in his absence, had 
worked out how to wage large battles without being 
killed in such vast numbers. But things improved after 
eighteen months of bitter fighting, when he was posted 
to Western France to protect Europe from an Allied 
invasion. To him, it was an extended beach holiday 
with land mines. But these devices were a trifling 
inconvenience. He enjoyed an abundance of food and 
cigarettes and a complete absence of marauding Soviets 
who, by now, had a gun each and were heading west 
with alarming speed.

Corporal Schultz was also relieved to be serving 
Hitler in the West rather than the East, although, when 
no superior officer was listening, he liked to make 
extravagant speeches about what he would do to a 
Soviet if he ever got his hands on one.

Schultz looked at Demitry’s cigarette butt, which 
glowed red in the sand. It was clear the soldier 
would not be prepared to clamber down onto the 
beach to retrieve his litter; so rather than suffer the 
embarrassment of defiance, and the paperwork entailed 
by discipline, Schultz marched with unnecessary speed 
to the machine-gun nest fifty yards away, followed 
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reluctantly by his insubordinate subordinate.
By the time the Russian had sloped into the bunker, 

Schultz was busy polishing the MG42 that pointed out 
expectantly onto the beach.

‘The rain’s just stopped,’ said the Russian, before 
gesturing at the merciless weapon. ‘We might need that 
tomorrow.’

‘Doubt it,’ retorted Schultz. ‘If the Allies come at 
first light, the tide will be out. Anyway, we all know the 
attack will be at Calais.’

‘Do we?’
‘Why do you think most of the bombing has been 

there, you stupid Slav?’ said Schultz. ‘And Rommel has 
left France altogether. He must know. The Führer has 
spies everywhere. Everywhere.’

Demitry slumped down on the concrete chair and 
folded his arms. With any luck, it would be another 
quiet week and his beach holiday would continue.

15 Across
‘Krawchenko,’ declared Turner, pointing to a page of 
his book, ‘was a Russian in his mid sixties, untamed 
by age and experience. Here we see he has launched 
an all-out attack on his young foe, Kasparov. But the 
old-timer has been slowly and patiently worn down by 
the whipper-snapper from Azerbaijan who turns out to 
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be the greatest chess player who ever lived. At least, 
the chess establishment thinks so. But then, he was a 
product of their hot-housing system, the Chosen One of 
the Soviet chess community, selected practically from 
the womb to become the world’s best at the ultimate 
game of strategy.’

‘I thought that was the Japanese game Go.’
‘Shut up.’
‘So, what about Krawchenko?’
‘All in good time. Chess players cannot be rushed.’
‘I thought chess was played against a clock.’
‘Well, yes, it is,’ said Turner, slightly deflated. ‘But 

I shall tell you all about Krawchenko once I’ve set the 
scene. I need to tell you about chess and its place in the 
psyche of the Soviet people. Peoples. People. Are you 
sitting comfortably?’

‘No.’ said Overend, standing a few feet from him.
‘Sit comfortably, then,’ said Turner, offering a chair, 

‘and I’ll begin.’
Overend obediently sat down.
‘Chess has always held a special place in Soviet 

consciousness. It was believed, at least by the insane 
Party leaders, that the mastery of chess demonstrated a 
mastery of life. And he who can master life can master 
the world. So, it was pretty important to them.’

‘Why chess and not some other game? Like Go?’
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‘Will you shut up about that stupid game?’
‘But surely…’
‘Yes, all right,’ conceded Turner, ‘the Japanese game 

of Go is more complex, but in chess there’s a simple, 
comprehensible complexity, if I may be oxymoronic for 
a moment,’ he mused, regaining his poise and leaning 
back in his seat. ‘The point is, the Russians decided 
that chess would be their game. They felt that showing 
the world they were good at chess would in some way 
commend communism.’

‘Right.’
‘And if chess wasn’t your thing, there was always 

the ballet or the circus. Now, the big question is whether 
a chess champion, a decent production of Swan Lake or 
an amusingly thrown bucket of confetti can ever justify 
countless millions sent to the gulag. Probably not, but 
that’s just my opinion.’

Turner, pleased with his elegance and wit, was only 
sorry that Amanda wasn’t present to witness it. Taking a 
moment to appreciate his pontifications, he leaned back 
further in his chair, nearly losing his balance. 

‘Now, where was I?’ he said, after steadying himself 
on his desk.

‘Krawchenko? And the Petrov document?’
‘Oh yes. Erm, no, not yet. The problem is that 

you’ve got all these Soviets desperate to validate 
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themselves by playing chess. But Western non-
communist countries were showing them that they 
were superior by producing chess world champions 
without really trying. And then in 1927, the Soviets 
got really hacked off when Alekhine won the World 
Championship.’

‘Why?’
‘He was from Russia,’ said Turner, before quickly 

adding, ‘but he wasn’t a communist or Soviet. He 
moved to France, became a French citizen and, to be 
quite honest, ended up as a bit of a Nazi. Apart from 
three years when a Dutchman held the title, Alekhine 
was champion from ’27 ’til ’48.’

‘When it was won by Botvinnik.’
‘Very good. And he was, surprise surprise, a Soviet. 

Hallelujah. Finally they got their world champion, 
mainly because they’d hot-housed and bullied any 
kids that showed promise. Kasparov was one of 
the later products of that system. And in this game, 
he’s up against one of the true geniuses of the game. 
Krawchenko. But of course Krawchenko never had all 
the coaching and development because he was rash. 
The Soviets wanted a Pete Sampras. A Steve Davis. Not 
a Bjorn Borg. Or a Jimmy White.’

‘Bjorn Borg won Wimbledon five times.’
‘The point is Krawchenko was a one-off!’ said 
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Turner, standing up and walking around. ‘He was into 
all-out attack. Throw it all forward! Attack! Don’t 
let the enemy settle for a second. Bishops, knights, 
castles, fling them into battle. To some it looked like 
recklessness but Krawchenko was fearless. Look at this 
game!’

Turner thrust the open book into Overend’s face.
‘Kasparov is having to pull out all the stops to 

defend. Which he’s annoyingly good at for a sixteen 
year old. But there’s one point in the game where 
Kasparov let his guard down. A chink in the armour, 
where Krawchenko should have piled through,’ he 
declared. ‘Like a German Blitzkrieg! But, look what he 
does! Look!’

Turner pointed vigorously at the book that Overend 
was now holding and studying. He understood what the 
numbers and letters meant. He could picture the game 
precisely, but, not being an advanced player, he could 
not immediately see what the monumental blunder was.

‘He moves his bishop. His bishop! To E4,’ Turner 
cried before pulling a face and making a buzzer sound. 
‘It’s mistakes like that that a chess academy, or borstal 
or whatever the Soviets ran for their hopefuls, could 
have pummelled out of him. And he could have been 
better than boring Kasparov. He could have been a 
Bobby Fischer, minus the lunacy. Krawchenko was a 
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rare natural talent. A gem, cast aside in the late thirties 
by the chess authorities because they thought him too 
careless. It was just wrong.’

Turner slumped back into his seat, exhausted by his 
tale. Overend examined the front cover of the book, 
which was plain brown, missing its dust jacket. On 
the spine was Great Games of Krawchenko – E.P. 
Bornavitsa in gold lettering.

‘Only five hundred copies of that ever printed,’ said 
Turner proudly. ‘And most of them got pulped. But, 
lucky for you, I’ve got one. I’ve been trying to analyse 
how he plays so I can teach my chess computer.’

‘So,’ said Overend, unsurely, ‘how does this affect 
the Petrov document?’

Turner sat and pondered for a moment. ‘I don’t 
know! You’re the expert!’

‘Oh,’ said Overend. ‘I see.’
‘Wait. Listen,’ Turner replied. ‘The Petrov document 

was found with details of chess matches involving 
Krawchenko, yes?’

‘Yes. Along with other players’ matches. And tickets 
to the ballet.’

‘Maybe the document itself is about chess.’
‘Or ballet?’ said Overend.
‘It’s hardly going to be about ballet, is it?’
‘Is it more likely to be about chess?’



93

‘Maybe it’s coded moves,’ said Turner. ‘Some 
impenetrable opening that someone worked out and 
sent through. In code, obviously.’

‘But the document is a letter cipher. There are no 
numbers. Just letters.’

‘You can have letters for numbers. I don’t know. I’m 
only trying to help.’

‘I see,’ said Overend. ‘Thank you.’
Turner felt he was being patronised, if Overend was 

capable of such a thing.
‘I thought you’d be pleased at a new avenue of 

inquiry,’ he said. ‘Let’s face it, your number crunching 
method isn’t exactly working.’

‘Oh, and so you’re suggesting that we go through 
the games in this book and compare them with the 
games the document was found with and that might 
give us some kind of a clue?’

‘Er, yeah, that was my thinking,’ Turner lied.
‘Thank you.’
‘Don’t mention it,’ he said. ‘Until you come to claim 

the prize. Then you may mention it many times and 
reward me accordingly.’

A prize of fifty thousand dollars had been offered by 
the Russian authorities to the successful code-breaker. 
The mystery of the document had sparked many 
amateur historians to begin delving into the annals 
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of the Soviet Union, looking for clues. The Russians 
were thrilled that their recent history was being sorted, 
logged and categorised by willing volunteers at no cost 
to the Russian taxpayer.

‘OK,’ said Overend after a moment’s thought. 
‘Half?’

‘Half?’ said Turner, surprised at the generosity of the 
offer. He pretended to consider it. ‘Done.’

‘How do you want to work, then?’
‘Hang on. I’m not proposing doing any actual 

work. I was thinking of working in a more consultative 
capacity.’

‘Oh,’ Overend replied. ‘OK.’
He closed the book and placed it on his desk with his 

right hand, immediately picking up a file with his left. 
He began to pack his Petrov-cracking folders away.

‘What are you doing?’
‘It’s nine o’clock,’ said Overend. ‘Time for work.’

15 Down
Sergeant Padfield had learned not to be angry with 
himself for being nervous. He had seen five years 
of active service in the British army and was still 
frightened of battle. Who wouldn’t be? Padfield had 
been one of the last to be rescued from the beaches of 
Dunkirk and had lived to fight another day – 1,462 days 
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to be exact. In that time, he had been to countries he 
had never wished to visit to shoot at men against whom 
he had no personal grievance. But meals and a uniform 
were provided, and it beat trying to make a living in his 
home town of Wigan.

The frightened young man of 1940 was now, in 
effect, the leader of a platoon. Second Lieutenant 
Harrison was in charge as far as the regiment was 
concerned, but he was still damp from the dew of the 
fields at Sandhurst. Padfield did not envy Harrison, 
who was most likely well-meaning and brave. He had 
little doubt that Harrison would be first off the landing 
craft. He knew that the second lieutenant could not 
help but be in awe of him. Padfield had fought under 
Montgomery in North Africa, and been first off the 
boats in Sicily. And survived. Padfield didn’t like to 
point out that the Italians were completely ill-equipped 
to repel the invasion and quietly surrendered in large 
numbers. Padfield had cantered into Syracuse having 
barely fired a shot. But this was different. The Germans 
were ready, waiting, dug in for a proper scrap.

Harrison had gathered the platoon together on the 
ship that would take them to the Queen Sector of 
Sword Beach. Padfield saw forty-two terrified men 
standing on the deck, some of them just boys when 
the war began. These men did not have the stomach 
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for a fight. They weren’t fighting for their freedom, or 
defending their homeland against an evil oppressor. 
They were fighting for the freedom of Europe and, 
in the first place, the French. They cared little about 
Europe; and they actively disliked the French. But they 
were about to stumble, soaking wet, across minefields 
under withering fire because it was the decent thing to 
do. They would throw themselves at concrete German 
bunkers because this Hitler business wasn’t on. They 
would use bayonets in hand-to-hand combat if they had 
to. Padfield had finally realised why he was nervous; 
he wasn’t worried for himself but for these pale-faced 
conscripts staring at their over-trained, completely 
inexperienced second lieutenant.

‘Well, men,’ said Harrison, finding his voice. ‘We 
sail in two hours. And we go to do what we’ve been 
trained to do. Our duty. Our duty to France. To our 
Allies. Not because we must, but because we can.’

Great, thought Padfield, a half-cocked Churchillian 
pep talk, barely audible above the sea and the engines.

‘And this is a noble thing,’ Harrison concluded. 
That was it. He didn’t really know why he was 

wearing that stupid uniform, standing on a boat, 
preparing to lead over three dozen men into battle. And 
it showed. 

He looked in desperation at his sergeant. ‘Sergeant 
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Padfield? Do you have any words for the men?’
Padfield did.
‘Who’s scared?’ said Padfield, looking around at 

the platoon. They shuffled nervously. ‘I am,’ he said. 
‘Course I bloody am. Who wouldn’t be? They got guns 
and everything.’ 

A few men chuckled. 
‘They got an MG42 that’ll take yer head off.’ 
The chuckling stopped. 
‘And they’re waiting for us. In the bunkers. On the 

beaches.’ 
Harrison looked worried. 
‘Now our bombers are giving ’em summat to think 

about. The navy’ll have a go an’ all. Good luck to 
’em. But it’s up to us. Us. Together. Now you may be 
thinking to yourself, why bother? It’s not my country. 
Can’t bloody stand the French meself. I wouldn’t cross 
the street for that ponce de Gaulle. But this ain’t about 
them. It’s about us. Us! Who knows someone killed 
in the Blitz? Eh? Now I’m not a Londoner. I reckon 
a bit o’ bombing might toughen up the southern city 
poofs.’ A few noises of agreement. ‘But it’s time to put 
a bloody stop to it. Who the hell does Goering think he 
is, flying his bombers over our country? Our country! 
England! I like England. And I don’t want any more 
fookin’ holes in it!’ 
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He paused and looked around. Some men were 
smiling. One was in tears. The rest didn’t know how to 
look. 

‘And who’s lost a brother or an uncle to those Nazi 
bastards, eh? Who knows someone whose bomber 
never came back one night? Whose mum or dad cried 
for weeks because they lost someone special in the last 
bloody war started by the fookin’ Germans?’ 

A few more tears. 
‘No more. No bloody more! You hear me? I’m sick 

of this war. I’m sick of people dying because of that 
fascist sod Hitler. And I’m sick o’ powdered bloody 
egg.’ 

One man, Baker, laughed loudly. 
‘So let’s finish it. Together. All right, we’re not 

gonna finish it tomorrow morning. It’s just the start. 
But if we don’t make a start on that beach tomorrow, 
if we have another Dunkirk, or Dieppe, if we’re 
clambering aboard a boat and coming back here, they 
will win. Hitler will win. And I’m not having that. I’m 
sorry, I’m fookin’ not. So tomorrow morning, we fight. 
Like men. And we don’t stop till we get to Berlin and 
see that bastard Hitler swinging from a lamp post.’

Padfield gave one last stare and marched inside the 
cabin.
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16 Across
Straightening her knee-length pencil skirt, and 
tentatively repositioning her hair with her fingers, 
Amanda knocked on the door.

‘What?’ came a gruff voice from inside.
Amanda identified the grunt as Turner’s.
‘It’s me,’ she replied in a slightly raised voice, even 

though a normal voice would have been perfectly 
audible through the flimsy door. ‘Amanda.’

‘We’re a bit busy,’ Turner invisibly continued.
Amanda was not a little put out by this. She thought 

her visits to the Bureau were something of an event and 
usually caused more than a little excitement. To her, 
that was the main attraction of the place.

‘Oh. Well, should I come back later?’ she asked.
‘If you want.’
‘I’m just finding out if John’s all right.’
‘Dunno. He’s not been in.’
‘Well, have you phoned him?’
‘No answer on the landline,’ said Turner. ‘Mobile 

switched off.’
‘Sorry, could we actually have this conversation 

face to face?’ she suggested, but was surprised to hear a 
sigh. ‘No, don’t worry. You’re busy,’ she went on. ‘I’ll 
come back another time.’

She began to walk back down the stairs. She hadn’t 
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got further than the third step when she heard Turner 
thunder across the office and pull open the door.

‘You can come in if you want,’ he said.
Amanda took in his smarter attire. ‘Was it something 

I said?’ she asked.
‘I don’t always wear heavy metal T-shirts and army 

boots,’ he said, before returning to his desk, leaving the 
door wide open. 

Amanda climbed the stairs again and walked in. ‘So 
where’s John?’ 

‘No idea,’ said Turner. ‘But I did call.’
‘Did you leave a message?’
‘No.’
Amanda sighed. ‘Well, at least you tried to make 

your peace with him. That’s a good step.’
‘Hold your horses, Barbie,’ said Turner. ‘I was just 

trying to tell him that if he didn’t get his crossword in 
by lunchtime, he’d probably lose the account.’

‘Account? With the newspaper?’ Amanda asked, 
slightly offended but also slightly flattered at being 
called ‘Barbie’. ‘He must feel under so much pressure. 
I hope he hasn’t done anything stupid.’

‘Don’t worry. He’s not the sort who’s going to blow 
his brains out or jump off a bridge,’ Turner said. ‘Fall 
off a bridge maybe, but he could do that anytime.’ 
He sipped his tea nonchalantly. The mug bore the 
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slogan ‘Your Move’ in slanted text to give it a more 
casual look. The words ‘Pan-European Youth Chess 
Championship 1982’ were crammed underneath, 
stretching round the back towards the handle.

Amanda looked at the recently moustached Carl 
Bookman.

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘You don’t really think his 
grandfather was a spy, do you?’

‘Perfect method of communication, crosswords. 
Especially cryptic ones,’ said Turner. ‘You’ve got to 
admit it looks bad.’

‘OK, so there’s those crosswords from 1944, but 
that’s not exactly evidence.’

‘Five separate code-words seems like a pretty big 
coincidence.’

‘But unless the answers to the crosswords spelled, 
“Look out Germany. The Allies will be landing in 
Normandy in a couple of days,” I don’t see how they 
could have meant anything.’

‘Yeah, but great-uncle Syd clearly wanted to get 
something off his chest before he died,’ said Turner. 
‘Pretty obvious he was going to tell Fellowes his 
grandfather was a spy.’

‘Well, I don’t believe it,’ said Amanda.
‘Nor do I,’ said Overend. ‘Germany only had one 

spy in Britain in 1944. The Russians had more than 
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that.’
‘I thought the Russians were on our side,’ said 

Amanda.
‘Only just,’ said Turner. ‘With friends like Stalin you 

don’t need enemies.’
‘Whatever,’ said Amanda, hoping to head off a 

display of Soviet war knowledge. ‘If the Germans did 
know the time and place of D-Day because of Carl 
Bookman, why didn’t they stop it?’

‘Because,’ said Turner, hunting for inspiration. 
‘Because… the Allies were good, and good eventually 
triumphs over evil.’

‘OK, now I know you’re making it up.’ 
‘Don’t you think good eventually triumphs over 

evil?’ asked Turner.
‘I might,’ she said. ‘You certainly don’t.’
‘I’m unaware of any statistical evidence supporting 

either theory,’ said Overend.
‘Well, maybe we can prove it with this case,’ said 

Amanda. ‘We could find out the facts. Starting with that 
parcel from New Zealand.’

16 Down
Sydney Bookman was carrying a light-brown satchel 
as he entered the kitchen. Yawning heavily, he 
regretted his late-night chess match. His brother was 
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still annoyingly hard to defeat, being so methodical 
and thorough. The pieces remained undisturbed on 
the table and he walked across the kitchen to remind 
himself of the final position. His bare feet were quickly 
numbed by the cold morning flagstones so he made 
a beeline for his shoes, which sat on the hearth. He 
donned them, without socks, as he perched on the edge 
of the armchair that had only a few minutes earlier been 
occupied by his brother.

Sydney was taller and thinner than his stocky older 
brother. He was also very different in manner. Carl 
moved slowly and deliberately; he was cautious and 
reserved. Sydney, however, had élan and dash; he 
glided gracefully through life, less hampered by his 
brother’s scruples and concerns. They appreciated each 
other’s differences; Sydney depended on his brother’s 
unshakeable patience, Carl on his brother’s wiliness, 
which had allowed them to live in Britain unimpeded 
by the outbreak of war with their Fatherland. 

Sitting back in the chair, Sydney drank in the 
silence. It was half past six. Soon the house would 
be clattering with Irene starting the household chores 
and Mary getting ready for school. William, Jim and 
John had been evacuated following rumours about a 
new angel of death arriving from the sky. Hitler had 
apparently developed some kind of large self-propelled 
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rocket, which could carry tons of explosives, although 
rumours wildly differed about the exact amount. 
Parents not wishing to take any chances bundled their 
children onto trains and despatched them to far-flung 
relatives. As a result, a few of Carl’s crossword-grid-
filling pupils had been among them, presenting Sydney 
with a perfect chance to sneak another one of his own 
into the national press.

He reached inside his jacket pocket for the piece 
of paper with his cherished crossword written on 
it, complete with suggested clues. He knew his 
brother was so pushed for time, with exams coming 
up at school, that he might look more favourably 
on Sydney’s efforts. But he also suspected that Carl 
would be keen to remind his brother that, although 
Sydney may be the superior chess player, he himself 
was the expert crossword setter. Therefore, Carl would 
most likely take the crossword, use the grid with its 
solutions, but change the clues to his own. This did not 
matter to Sydney, as long as the solutions remained 
intact. He had expected this theory to be corroborated 
over breakfast, but so far, there was no sign of Carl. He 
was surprised not to have found him already sitting in 
the chair he was currently enjoying, getting a head start 
on the day.

Looking to his right, he saw a pile of exercise books; 
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they had been face up the night before. They were 
now face down. Clearly Carl had risen. Sydney sensed 
something had happened and his heart began to thump 
a little harder, especially when his inspection of the 
front door revealed his brother’s coat to be missing. 
They had agreed to have breakfast together. Could he 
have gone to the bakery? He saw a ration book on the 
sideboard, so ruled out that possibility.

Sydney opened the front door, which he noticed had 
been unlocked; nothing unusual in the countryside. 
Walking to the end of the garden path, he stood in the 
road, acknowledging to himself that this would yield 
little information. But bereft of ready alternatives, he 
looked both ways down the main street of the village. 
Nothing moved. The only sound to be heard was distant 
birdsong.

Then he heard a low rumble. Instinctively he looked 
to the sky, expecting to see Allied bombers on their way 
to France; but the sky was empty. The low drone grew 
rapidly louder as an armed personnel carrier rounded 
the corner at the end of the road and thundered towards 
him. Instinctively, he withdrew from the road and 
returned to the house.

With the personnel carrier long gone, all was 
peaceful again, though the silence in the house was now 
ominous and oppressive. He felt like he was intruding 
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on a crime scene and that he was the owner of a bloody 
knife and next in line for questioning. He looked at 
the clock once more and worked out that a train to 
Bletchley was leaving in twenty minutes. He decided 
he would be on it.

The Challenge
‘Game of chess?’ said Inmate 27142629 to the man in 
the bed next to him.

Inmate 27142629 had said these very words to Stalin 
about ten years earlier. It was the only time he had met 
their esteemed leader, who liked to pay unexpected 
visits to his ministries to check up on people. Surprise 
was one of the Soviet leader’s key tactics, as many 
discovered when they were arrested for no apparent 
reason at four o’clock in the morning, having been 
found guilty of a crime they didn’t understand. 

There Stalin had stood, with only two aides, in front 
of Inmate 27142629-to-be. It was almost cosy. The 
future inmate had looked into his leader’s eyes, hoping 
to see avarice, desperation and megalomania, which 
would have made sense of the suffering, paranoia and 
violence. To his horror, he saw affable confidence, 
almost avuncular charm. Stalin wasn’t in power 
for himself. Secret wealth was not being accrued in 
contravention of the publicly stated views of the party. 
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He wasn’t even compensating for not getting girls. The 
truth was much worse. He believed he was doing the 
right thing. That made him nothing more than an idiot. 
Millions were dying, or were being forced to pretend to 
work in camps for the sake of a half-wit everyone was 
too frightened to correct.

Inmate 27142629 had offered Stalin a game of 
chess, since boards and pieces were to hand. But his 
leader had declined, joking with a warm smile that he 
did not care for chess: you could only take one piece at 
a time and that wasn’t his style. Everyone laughed as if 
their lives depended on it, which they did. 

Before leaving, Stalin wished them well in their 
plans and reminded them that, although he was no 
chess fan himself, the Soviet people wanted, and 
expected, a world chess champion soon. This seemed 
unlikely to Inmate 27142629, since the country was in 
a perpetual state of hunger and terror.

His nation’s plans for chess supremacy had spared 
him a grisly fate at the hands of Hitler several years 
earlier. But his redeployment to the ministry had 
sparked a series of events that had led to his slow, 
frozen demise in this camp. Perhaps this irony could be 
encapsulated in his famous last words which he would 
relay to his neighbour, who had just grunted acceptance 
of his challenge, and was arranging the pieces on the 
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board.
Then came Inmate 27142629’s personal dilemma. 

Would it be fair to tell his opponent that he was 
himself, in fact, a chess grandmaster? Would it make 
him all the more memorable? Or would it immediately 
put a dampener on proceedings and a refusal of the 
challenge? He decided to say nothing. He would use his 
vast chess knowledge to give his opponent a superbly 
close-run game, during the course of which he would 
decide whether to allow him to win. In the meantime, 
he played dumb, saying that he preferred to play black. 
His opponent shrugged, reversed the board and moved 
the queen’s pawn forward two spaces.

17 Across
The blue door opened.

‘Mrs Fellowes?’
‘You must be Amanda,’ said Mary. ‘Come on in.’
‘Thank you very much,’ said Amanda, turning to the 

two men behind her. ‘Wipe your feet, you two.’
‘Yeah, all right,’ said Turner defensively. ‘Wipe your 

feet, Overend.’
‘OK.’
They proceeded through to the living room.
‘Nice to see you, Mrs F,’ said Turner, as if he were 

eleven and coming to play at a friend’s house. He 
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nervously held the package from New Zealand as he 
shifted from one foot to the other.

‘Cyril, please, call me Mary,’ said Mary.
Amanda’s eyes widened in disbelief. Cyril? Turner’s 

posture visibly wilted.
‘And hello, Clarence,’ said Mary, turning to 

Overend.
Amanda coughed to cover a laugh. ‘Excuse me,’ she 

said, thumping her chest, having finished a few blasts 
and given herself a slightly sore throat.

‘You all right, dear?’ said Mary. ‘You probably need 
a cup of tea.’

‘Thank you. That would be lovely. And I’m sure 
Cyril and Clarence would too,’ she said with an 
innocent smile.

‘I’ll put the kettle on. Make yourselves comfortable.’
As Mrs Fellowes clattered trays, cups and saucers 

in the kitchen, the three guests arranged themselves 
on the furniture. Amanda and Turner felt it was not 
right to speak to each other while Mary was within 
earshot in the kitchen. Overend, who felt no such 
compunction, happened to have nothing to say. He was 
still exhilarated at being inside a house other than his 
own mother’s. The last time this had occurred had been 
426 days ago.

Amanda had become increasingly worried about 
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Fellowes’ fate. Having failed to get through to him on 
his home number or mobile phone, she had called his 
mother, finding her number on a telephone bill, which 
sat in the middle of an unresolved pile of invoices, 
receipts and assorted paperwork on Fellowes’ desk. 
The bill had also revealed that the Bureau was on a very 
expensive tariff, totally unsuitable for its needs; so her 
first telephone call was to the telecoms provider. Turner 
watched in awe as she politely, but forcefully, accused 
the telephone company of surreptitiously switching 
the Bookman Bureau onto an overpriced, intransigent 
call plan with superfluous or unusable benefits. A 
supervisor apologised profusely, switched the company 
to a cheaper, more flexible tariff and refunded a 
hundred pounds.

The next call was to one of the two Tooting numbers 
that were on the latest telephone bill. Turner had 
remembered that Fellowes’ mum lived in that area, near 
the company’s accountant. She had only two numbers 
to pick from and she guessed wrong. Soon she found 
herself in a lengthy conversation with the Bureau’s 
bean-counter. After a few minutes of questioning the 
Sri Lankan about his preferred accounting procedures, 
Amanda proposed he be relieved of his duties, and 
asked to be sent all financial records pertaining to the 
Bureau. Goonatillike seemed more than happy with this 



111

arrangement.
Calling the other number, Amanda had finally 

tracked down Mary Fellowes. She had said that John 
had gone to stay with his brother, Thomas, for a few 
days. But on hearing about the package from New 
Zealand, she had suggested they paid her a visit so she 
could explain one or two things about the Bureau that 
might be of use. Plus, she said, she would be glad of the 
company. Two hours – and one Overend panic attack 
on the tube – later, they found themselves at Mary’s 
house being served tea in small china cups. Amanda 
made polite chit-chat while Turner sat patiently with 
the package, waiting for the right moment to reveal 
its contents. Eventually conversation turned to the 
revelations about Carl Bookman.

‘I mean, I personally can’t believe that he would be 
a traitor, Mrs F,’ said Turner.

‘It does all seem rather unlikely,’ said Amanda.
‘Well, there are a few things you don’t know about 

my family,’ said Mary, putting her hands on her lap. 
‘You know my father was German. Even fought for 
them in the Great War.’

‘Really?’ said Amanda.
‘I knew that,’ said Turner.
‘His older brother was killed in 1918,’ said Mary. 

‘Just before the armistice. Such a waste.’
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‘And then after the war, the whole family moved to 
Britain?’ said Amanda hopefully.

‘My father did when he met Irene, my mother. She 
was British. They got married in ’28 and settled in 
Surrey. His brother Sydney came over from Germany 
for a visit in ’36, I think it was. Never went back.’

‘So by the time World War Two started, they were 
both British citizens,’ Amanda suggested.

‘My father never got a British passport. Didn’t seem 
to worry him. Although his brother Sydney got one. I 
say “Sydney”. He was christened Gunther, but he got 
that changed early on.’

‘What about Carl?’ said Turner. ‘Was that his real 
name?’

‘Yes. Originally with a K, but he changed it to a C 
when he came over. Didn’t really have the imagination 
of his brother to think up something completely 
different. But Sydney was always more unconventional. 
Good job he was. How he managed to get my father off 
the hook when he was arrested I’ll never know.’

‘Hmm,’ said Amanda. ‘So the Bookman brothers 
spent the whole war in Britain.’

‘Well, Carl and Sydney did. Dieter didn’t.’
‘Another brother?’ asked Turner.
‘Yes. There were four… Heinrich, the eldest, died 

in the first war. Dieter worked in signals. For Germany. 
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In the second war he was captured at Stalingrad. Never 
made it back. But then hardly any did.’

‘And what do you think happened?’ asked Amanda. 
‘Do you think your father was a… you know…?’

‘Who can say? There was a big build-up round our 
way for the second front, so there was no shortage of 
things to spy on. Tanks, trucks and soldiers to-ing and 
fro-ing. You could overhear quite a lot if you wanted 
to.’

‘So it is possible,’ said Turner.
‘What about Sydney?’ asked Amanda.
‘Hmm. He was a slippery fish,’ said Mary. ‘I never 

fathomed him, even though we worked together at the 
Bureau for a few years in the early seventies. But he 
spent his war building aeroplanes. Or so he said.’

‘Which ones?’ asked Turner.
‘Muttered something about de Havilland.’
‘Might have made the Mosquito,’ Turner confirmed. 

‘Good plane.’
‘But Sydney clearly had something on his mind 

when he died,’ said Amanda, ignoring Turner’s brief 
display of knowledge. ‘Or why would he have sent 
this?’

Turner, choosing his most sober expression, picked 
up the package from the floor with a flourish and pulled 
out the contents.
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‘Sorry we opened it when it wasn’t addressed to any 
of us,’ said Amanda.

Mary Fellowes seemed unconcerned and regarded 
the chess set and crossword without any discernible 
interest. ‘Oh,’ she said.

‘What do you mean, “Oh”?’ said Turner, unable to 
hide his disappointment.

‘Well, it’s just a chessboard and an old crossword.’
‘You were expecting something else?’ asked 

Amanda.
‘No. Possibly. I don’t know, really,’ she said, a little 

flustered. ‘It was more than twenty-five years ago.’
‘Er, the war was more like sixty years ago,’ said 

Turner.
‘I know that. I’ve not lost my marbles yet. This was 

something in ’82. Something else.’

17 Down
The best vehicle Thomason could secure for the drive 
to Bletchley was an Austin 8HP. From the front, it 
looked like a perfectly suitable vehicle for making an 
austere arrival at the Government Code and Cipher 
School. But from the side, its stumpy cab and rear 
made it look like it had been rammed from behind by a 
lorry. Majors Thomason and Carter were both squeezed 
into the back. The former tried to put a cheerful face 
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on it, reminding his colleague that there was a war on, 
and that this vehicle would almost make them look 
undercover, which might be fun.

‘You got spare fuel in the trunk, right?’ said Carter, 
who had been sitting in brooding silence since they 
left their base. He had been unmoved by Thomason’s 
attempts to engage him in conversation by pointing out 
the flora and fauna in the fading light.

‘Trunk?’ replied Thomason. ‘I don’t… oh, trunk. 
Boot! Yes. I managed to beg a few gallons in case we 
get lost again. Not that we will. I’m sure.’

A convoy of trucks and large cars roared past.
‘Everything’s heading south for the greatest 

amphibious assault in the history of mankind,’ 
smouldered Carter, ‘and I’m driving north to some 
nuthouse in the country.’

‘Carter! Bletchley’s hardly a nuthouse. It’s got 
its fair share of eccentrics, granted, but it’s hardly a 
bedlam. Apparently,’ he continued, looking around the 
car in case a German spy had secretly climbed into the 
tiny moving vehicle unnoticed, ‘they’ve got a machine 
that can think.’

‘You Limeys could sure use one of those.’
‘Well, if it wasn’t for that machine, I’ll bet that note 

from Lisbon would have remained unbroken,’ said 
Thomason with pride.
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Carter preferred to grunt than concede.
‘I don’t know the ins and outs of it,’ said Thomason, 

still in hushed tones. ‘But HQ said this wasn’t just the 
standard German code. It was some special high-level 
one. Hitler’s own personal cipher. It’s called Lorenzo or 
something. Why he’d name it after an Italian, I haven’t 
the foggiest. Maybe there was a man called Lorenzo in 
the room when he was trying to think of a name. Secret 
names are very hard to think up. Let’s face it, Operation 
Neptune’s hardly lateral thinking. Sounds pretty sea-
based to me. Although I suppose it could be a double 
bluff.’ 

Thomason paused to allow his colleague a turn. 
Carter said nothing. 

‘I mean, two spies called Romulus and Remus,’ 
Thomason went on. ‘It sounds like they’re brothers. I 
mean, Romulus and Remus were brothers who founded 
Rome and all that. But maybe that’s too obvious. Could 
be linked to Lorenzo. If that’s what it’s called…’

‘What the hell is this Lorenzo bull?’ interrupted 
Carter. ‘All we know is there’s a guy in Lisbon telling 
the Nazis he’s got agents in England called Romulus 
and Remus. We find one guy putting D-Day code-
words into crosswords. This guy’s a kraut. And he has a 
brother who works at Code-breaking Central. We pick 
up the other Bookman. We tell him we got the other 
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one. Give ’em both the third degree and bingo; they 
sing like Nazi canaries. Mission accomplished.’

‘Yes,’ said Thomason with a sigh. ‘But we may 
already be too late.’

‘For Plan A, maybe. For Plan B, maybe not.’
‘Plan B?’
‘Operation Fortitude.’
‘Ah. Yes. Well, if they find out about that, it’s 

curtains.’
Whether the Wehrmacht knew an invasion was 

coming to Normandy was now immaterial. The ships 
had sailed. The bombers and gliders were airborne. 
‘Plan A’ was under way. But it would be a catastrophe 
if Romulus or Remus had told Rommel that the First 
American Army Group at Dover was complete fiction, 
and the tanks visible from the air inflatable. This would 
indicate that the Normandy landings weren’t just 
an invasion, or an initial invasion, but the invasion, 
meaning a thousand Panzers could then leave Pas-de-
Calais and throw the Allied Normandy bridgehead back 
into the sea.

‘Did you know,’ said Thomason, ‘that there was an 
Italian ruler called Lorenzo the Magnificent? Lived 
in Florence in the fifteenth century. I’m sure he was a 
good chap, but “the Magnificent” soubriquet seems a 
little extravagant and vain, don’t you think? Couldn’t 
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he have gone with something a bit more modest, like…’
Once again, Carter stopped listening.

18 Across
‘So what happened in ’82?’ asked Amanda.

‘A note arrived. For Sydney. It was mainly just a 
jumble of letters. At the top it said something like “A 
note for Sydney” or something. Signed by “a friend”. 
I thought it a bit odd. Like it was a new kind of word 
puzzle for the papers or something.’

‘And what did Sydney make of it?’ asked Amanda, 
leaning forward.

‘He didn’t read it when it arrived. He’d been in New 
Zealand for nearly ten years. He’d retired in ’73 and 
handed the Bureau on to me.’

‘So Sydney Bookman ran the Bureau after his 
brother?’ said Turner.

‘Yes, my father died in ’71. Old as the year. Left the 
Bureau to his brother as a final “thank you” for getting 
him out of his bother in ’44. Wasn’t much of a gift, 
really, as we were more of liability; but Sydney made 
it work. Turned out he was a superb crossword setter. 
Better than his brother in my opinion. He left me to do 
most of the paperwork, which I was more than happy 
to do. He called it a day when he turned sixty-five and 
moved to New Zealand.’
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‘Why New Zealand?’ asked Turner.
‘Don’t know. It was rather unexpected. He said he 

fancied the clean air and the slower pace of life, but 
you can get that in Cornwall. Still, he was determined. 
I carried on running the Bureau with a few new recruits 
and that was that,’ said Mary, sitting back in her chair 
as if the story had ended.

‘And so this note from “a friend”?’ inquired 
Amanda, after a few moments’ silence.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Mary, reanimated. ‘This strange note 
– well, I didn’t know what to do with it. I decided not to 
bother sending it on, but mentioned it in passing when 
I next wrote a letter. A couple of weeks later, I had a 
phone call from Sydney.’

‘In New Zealand?’ asked Turner.
‘Yes.’
‘That can’t have been cheap in ’82.’
‘Exactly, so he kept it very short. He said if anyone 

should come looking for him, I was to say that Sydney 
Bookman had moved away and had left no forwarding 
address.’

‘If anyone should come looking?’ repeated Amanda. 
‘Like who? The police? The Inland Revenue?’

‘He said it was better that I didn’t know. And then 
he hung up.’

‘So what did you do?’ asked Amanda.
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‘Well, I thought I’d better send the note on. I made 
a copy before I put it in the envelope in case it got lost 
in the post.’

‘Where’s the copy?’ said Turner.
‘No idea. Probably in the files somewhere.’
‘And did anyone turn up? Wanting to find him?’ 

asked Amanda.
‘We had a spate of phone calls where I’d answer the 

phone and the other end would hang up. And then one 
day, July, I think, ’82, a man arrived. Fairly tall. Not 
too healthy looking. Didn’t give much away. Just kept 
demanding, “Where is Bookman?” Sounded Russian 
or something. I said that Carl was dead and that Sydney 
was abroad and had left no forwarding address. I said 
he could leave a message in case Sydney should ever 
resurface, but he refused. Got rather aggressive. Chap 
called Parker was working for us and stepped in. 
Said he used to box at school and asked him to leave. 
Fortunately the man left without a fight, because he 
would have flattened Parker. And that was that.’

They all sat back and paused for a moment’s 
thought. Then they looked at the crossword and chess 
set before them.

‘So I can’t really explain the relevance of those 
items.’ 

Mary leaned forward and held out a hand to examine 
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the crossword, which Turner plucked off the floor and 
handed over. She produced a pair of glasses from a 
drawer in the small table beside her chair and put them 
on. The grid had been hand-drawn in black ink, with the 
clues typed up, rather than printed, underneath.

‘It’s not a published one, obviously,’ said Turner. 
‘Although it’s clearly ready for publication.’

‘Do you think it could be one of your father’s?’ 
asked Amanda.

‘I suppose it could be,’ she said. ‘Do you know when 
it’s from?’

‘I’ve had a look, but nothing,’ said Turner, 
shrugging.

‘So, this date in pencil on the back doesn’t mean 
anything?’ asked Mary.

Amanda smirked. Turner couldn’t think of anything 
to say.

‘10th June 1944?’ said Overend.
They all looked at him.
‘You could have said!’ protested Turner.
‘I assumed you’d all seen it,’ said Overend. ‘Sorry.’
‘10th June ’44. A week after Dad’s arrest,’ said 

Mary. ‘A few days after D-Day. And what’s Uncle 
Sydney doing with it?’

They sat and pondered this, no one daring to say 
aloud with any confidence that Sydney Bookman, not 
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Carl, appeared to be the problem child of the family. 
Eventually Turner said it. ‘So it’s possible that 

Sydney was passing secrets via the crosswords?’
‘Well, this is peculiar,’ said Mary. ‘Do you have the 

answers?’
‘No,’ he said, embarrassed. ‘They were originally 

written in pencil. But they’re faded now.’
‘Well, we can do them again. Shouldn’t take long,’ 

she said.
Amanda grabbed her pad and wrote down the 

answers as Mary, Turner and Overend set about the 
crossword with gusto. Even though some of the clues 
and words were dated or unfamiliar, Mary and Overend 
were able to apply ruthless linguistic logic. Turner 
lagged behind, conceding that cryptic clues, like all 
codes, are easier to encrypt than break and claiming 
that he was primarily a chess man. Thus he was 
particularly irked when the answer to a clue solved by 
Overend was ‘gambit’. The best Turner could do was 
loudly and quickly repeat answers to Amanda, who, by 
virtue of sitting four feet away, had already heard them.

After twelve minutes, the crossword had been 
completed and they looked at Amanda’s list. Rather 
than recreate the grid, she had simply written down the 
solutions in order.

‘So, I presume we’ve all seen it,’ said Turner, 
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knowing they hadn’t.
‘Seen what?’ said Amanda.
‘Sword?’ said Turner.
‘What about it?’ said Mary.
‘Duh!’ he said. ‘Sword was one of the beaches at 

D-Day.’
‘Except the date of this crossword is a week after 

D-Day,’ said Overend. ‘And there is no advantage in 
telling the Nazis a code for a beach that was already 
under Allied control.’

‘Well, what about the word traitor?’ said Turner.
‘Come on, Clarence,’ said Amanda. ‘You wouldn’t 

exactly put that in a crossword if you were one, would 
you?’

Turner scanned the solutions again, desperate to 
redeem himself by finding some hidden code or word 
combination that would betray some great aeronautical 
wartime secret.

‘Gambit tallies with the chess set,’ he said. ‘And 
knight.’

‘That is true,’ said Amanda. ‘But what’s it got to do 
with the war?’

‘The Nazis organised some chess tournaments,’ said 
Turner. ‘Alekhine played in them. But so what?’

‘You could say that about any chess tournament,’ 
said Amanda, with a big smile.
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‘It could be a combination of words that suggest 
aviation,’ Overend proposed.

‘Like Rolls and Royce? Or tail and fin?’ Turner 
replied savagely, momentarily forgetting where he was. 
‘I think we’d have spotted that.’

‘Is there anything special about the board or box?’ 
said Mary.

Turner picked up the chess set. It was in a plain 
brown cardboard box just big enough to contain a 
chessboard made from thick card, folded in half. There 
were two compartments containing black and white 
pieces respectively.

‘Probably made in Taiwan,’ said Mary. ‘Everything 
is these days.’

‘Doesn’t say,’ said Turner, absorbed in his task.
‘Well, then that’s a mystery,’ Mary said. ‘More tea, 

anyone?’

18 Down
The chessboard was resting on a pile of papers and 
documents. Sydney stared at the pieces as they closed 
in on his king. The game was taking place in a cramped 
office that was only just big enough for two small desks 
pushed up together. As a contest it was as unevenly 
matched as the game against his brother a few days 
before. This time, Sydney was the weak player; the 
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stronger was Sydney’s nineteen-year-old colleague, 
Radek Ziobro, one of the few Poles at Bletchley.

The dominance of the English-speaking Allies at 
Bletchley was extremely offensive to Ziobro. The 
Polish had been busy breaking the Germans’ Enigma 
code way before the British got involved. Ziobro’s 
father had been part of Rejewski’s team, the group 
that produced the first bombe, the machine used for 
automating part of the code-breaking process. Unlike 
Rejewski and the rest of his cryptanalysts, Ziobro 
Senior had been unwilling to leave his wife and 
homeland when the Nazis took Warsaw. In his place, 
he had sent his son, Radek, who had already proved a 
mathematician of comparable brilliance to his father, as 
well as an excellent chess player.

Chess had been Ziobro Junior’s only comfort 
through the months and years spent constantly on the 
move, escaping Poland for Romania, then heading to 
Vichy France, before ending up in Britain via a Spanish 
prison and Portuguese port. Once they had enlisted 
with the Polish Army in London, Rejewski and his 
countryman, Zygalski, were packed off to a more junior 
code-breaking unit in Hemel Hempstead and given 
insultingly easy codes to break.

Ziobro would have remained there but for Sydney 
Bookman. A Bletchley chess team had visited the Poles 
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in search of a good game – and found one in the young 
Radek Ziobro. He beat everyone except Sydney who 
had somehow carved out a draw. Sydney then arranged 
a game between Ziobro and Hut 8’s Hugh O’Donel 
Alexander, former British chess champion. Ziobro 
flattened him. After that, Sydney’s request to recruit 
Ziobro for his own project was quickly approved. 
Ziobro had been reluctant to join Sydney. This was 
not just because he wanted to remain with his fellow 
countrymen, but also because he secretly nursed a hope 
of joining the Polish Special Operations Executive so 
he could be airdropped home to fight the Nazis in his 
own land.

Over one year on, Ziobro appeared to have almost 
forgiven Sydney for the transfer. He was able to harbour 
a grudge longer than Sydney had ever seen in anyone, 
especially one so young. Sydney had done his best to 
befriend Ziobro, silently over the chessboard. Having 
finished their shift, the pair were supposed to leave the 
hut, taking nothing with them. A game of chess played 
in their tiny workspace, however, was harmless enough. 
In fact, it could almost qualify as overtime, given the 
nature of the project they were working on. And so they 
played their umpteenth game under the watchful gaze of 
the Turk, whose picture hung beside them on the wall. 
Their superior, de Havillande, fancied himself as an 
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artist. By way of inspiring his charges, he had drawn a 
picture of this turbaned automaton, known as the Turk, 
which amazed the world in the late eighteenth and early 
nineteenth centuries by appearing to play chess. In fact, 
the Turk was a mechanical puppet secretly manipulated 
by a grandmaster who had been wedged into a small 
box underneath. Bookman sympathised with the poor 
operator, having been contained in this tiny office for 
months.

He glanced at Ziobro to gauge what part of the 
board he might be looking at, but all he saw were 
bulging eyes, taking in the whole game, sending all 
possible moves to his brain for processing. Leaning 
slightly forward, the Pole’s head seemed even more out 
of proportion to the rest of his body than normal, his 
fragile torso dangling beneath his thin neck. Yet he was 
clearly an extremely resilient human being, having seen 
more countries in the last five years than most saw in a 
lifetime. He moved his hands slowly up and down his 
slender inner thighs as he concentrated. There was still 
surplus energy crackling around Ziobro’s body. Despite 
being wiry, he loved to play sports, always competing 
hard to win for the honour of Poland. But the cricket 
match scheduled for the next day, in which Ziobro had 
hoped to hit a hard red ball onto the roof of the main 
house, had been cancelled.
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Nobody said it, but they all knew why. Bletchley 
was about to become very busy.

The Middle Game
Inmate 27142629 studied the chessboard. So far, the 
game had lasted two hours. This was not because 
he was a grandmaster toying with his opponent in a 
particularly skilful and pleasing way. It was because 
his opponent was clearly a grandmaster as well, who 
had likewise worked out Inmate 27142629’s status. 
He, like Inmate 27142629, had neglected to tell his 
adversary of any previous experience. Having started 
the match assuming that the other was a rank amateur, 
both had tried to play to the others’ strengths to make 
them feel they were doing well. But after a dozen or so 
moves, the respective realisations of the two players 
dawned, and the gloves came off. The match was now 
truly raging.

The game was played in complete silence, except 
for a brief interlude when the doctor returned to give 
them some bread. Inmate 27142629 felt he himself was 
only receiving rations because of his association with 
the doctor’s favourite patient. The man was presumably 
being revered by the medic for his chess expertise. 
Perhaps he was playing a well-known grandmaster. 
Inmate 27142629 had met many of the country’s chess 



129

aristocracy while working on his doomed project at 
the Ministry. This one he did not recognise, at least not 
by sight. He had his suspicions, given the way he was 
playing his game, but it seemed somehow inappropriate 
to puncture the atmosphere by swapping names or life 
stories. These details could be exchanged after the 
game, before the delivery of his famous last words.

The man’s inferred standing in the chess world did, 
at least, bode well for the possibility of a memoir, the 
perfect place for these last words to be recorded. But 
in order to win the grandmaster’s respect and stand a 
chance of being even mentioned in his autobiography, 
Inmate 27142629 realised he had to execute the most 
exciting, entertaining and memorable game of chess he 
had ever played. He felt he was playing chess for his 
life. In fact, he was playing for some kind of immortality 
after his death. For now, the mental gymnastics he was 
forced to pull exhilarated his mind and fired his spirit, 
in spite of his frailty and sickness. Suddenly he felt a 
surge of confidence that he could drag his own body 
through to next week. Perhaps he could play well 
enough to earn a five-game series, giving him ample 
time to think of something unforgettable.

Inmate 27142629 cleared his throat; unwise, given 
his tuberculosis. The cough shook his entire body, 
nearly finishing him off where he sat. His nose decided 
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a cough was not enough and produced a sneeze, just 
as his stomach joined in the proceedings with a hearty 
vomit. It was all he could do to aim down onto himself 
rather than into the face of his opponent or onto the 
board. An array of dark-coloured substances found their 
way onto his shirt. He looked across at his opponent, 
who had been staring at the board the entire time, as if 
in a trance. Inmate 27142629 deemed it best to remove 
his shirt altogether and deal with it later. Taking it off, 
he wrapped his blanket around himself to retain any 
heat that his body had been able to cling on to. Without 
looking up, his opponent moved his knight’s pawn 
forward one square.
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Cryptic II

1 Across
The ancient bowels of the Bookman Bureau had been 
spilled out onto the floor of the office. Amanda, dressed 
for the weekend in jeans and T-shirt, was going through 
every box-file and stack of paper she could find. It 
was nearly midday and she had already worked her 
way through the filing cabinet that sat conveniently 
beside the shredder. Filled to bursting, the decrepit 
metal drawers contained records stretching back only 
nine years. She quickly realised that she would not find 
the mysterious note to Sydney from 1982 among these 
hanging folders. But it had been a handy excuse to poke 
her nose further into the inept workings of this strange 
company. The paperwork showed that Fellowes had 
been chronically overpaying for all his office utilities 
as well as incurring punitive, pointless bank charges. 
Taking notes as she went, she compiled a dossier of 
statements and invoices that she would deal with when 
she got in on Monday morning.

After filleting the filing cabinet, she had asked 
Turner where the rest of the paperwork was kept. He 
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had pointed to a large cupboard behind Fellowes’ desk. 
Inside she discovered a pantry-sized room containing 
shelves that drooped with further box files, folders and 
piles of papers tied up with string.

At this point, she unsuccessfully requested help 
from Turner, who had been alternating between his 
desk and the computer, trying to solve the riddle of the 
crossword from 1944. Finally persuaded that ‘sword’ 
was a red herring or coincidence, he looked for a secret 
message or code among the other solutions, running the 
other words through internet search engines, checking 
them for any military significance. None of them had 
been operational code-words in 1944, or any other year.

He was frustrated at his task, but happy at least to 
be spending time alone with Amanda. Overend was 
at home, since he spent every Saturday alone with 
the Petrov document, so there was no chance of him 
cramping his style. He watched Amanda open another 
box file and take out its aged contents; two inches of 
papers, a comb and a small portable set of Nine Men’s 
Morris.

‘If you fancy a break from your code-breaking, I 
could really use some help here,’ said Amanda.

Turner sighed, picked up one of his pieces of paper 
and looked again at the words. ‘Why would Sydney 
send it to Fellowes if there was nothing in it?’ he said.
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‘Sydney didn’t. His neighbour did. Maybe he just 
assumed Sydney wanted it sent on. Maybe if we find 
this note from ’82, it might shed some light on the 
crossword and the chess set.’

Amanda picked up the stack of papers. ‘Oh,’ she 
said. ‘Found it.’

1 Down
Unwell King at the end, as written (4)

***
Second Lieutenant Harrison had insisted on being 
the first into the landing craft. Sergeant Padfield had 
watched him clamber down the ship’s netting into the 
open boat that would take them to the beach. Harrison 
steadied himself before vomiting onto the deck. It could 
have been the seasickness. It could have been the anti-
seasickness pills. It was probably nothing to do with 
either. The battle was starting.

Private Arnold looked at Sword Beach with terror, 
rooted to the deck of the ship. 

‘Well, don’t hang around up here,’ said Padfield. 
‘We’re Stuka-meat bobbing around this place on our 
arses. Safest place to be is the beach.’ He felt a pang 
of guilt at the last bit, because it was a lie. The beach 
would most likely be a bloodbath. ‘Now come on, 
squad! Let’s get down there!’
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They had all been told time and time again that 
Bomber Command would have flattened every coastal 
concrete bunker in Normandy; but it didn’t take 
a genius to work out that a machine-gun nest was 
considerably harder to hit than a factory in Berlin. 

‘Come on! Two at a time! We’ve got the beach 
booked for half six and you know the Germans like 
to be punctual! Come on, Jones! Addison, mind your 
rifle!’ 

Not that it would be of any use against the dozens of 
German spandaus firing a thousand rounds a second. 
What did the Brits have to fire back with? Bren guns, 
notorious for jamming unless you fitted and reloaded 
everything perfectly – ideal for a wet sandy beach 
under withering enemy fire without cover. 

‘Look lively, Renfrew!’
Some said that having a Bren was worse than having 

no gun at all. At least, without a Bren, you knew you 
were buggered. The Bren promised satisfying rapid 
fire – not at the same rate or intensity as anything the 
Germans had; that would be stupid. That would be 
expecting the British Army to learn from their enemy. 

‘Right, here I come!’ Padfield scuttled down the 
net into the landing craft; it was a little steadier on the 
water with the weight of the platoon. ‘Now, who’s got 
the buckets and spades?’
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‘I got the wind-break, Sergeant!’ yelled Harrison, 
managing a smile from the front. ‘But no time for sand 
castles, chaps. We’ve got to be in Caen by supper.’

‘Good,’ shouted Padfield, above the noise of the sea. 
‘The Froggies can buy us dinner. Might even get a real 
egg!’ 

Caen by supper. Not a bloody chance.
‘OK, men!’ bellowed Harrison. ‘Off we go.’
The driver turned up the throttle and the platoon 

sped towards Sword beach.

2 Across
Turner sat down next to Amanda, using a small pile 
of crossword drafts from 1987 as a makeshift chair. 
He saw the handwritten note on its thick, yellowing 
paper. Written in black biro, presumably penned by Mrs 
Fellowes, it read:

Just a little puzzle for Sydney!
ICGURZIMELV
VYEKPINODFM
OBREJIRQHNJ
TOQRVHRBXOJ
LDLDBWDQXNG
From an old friend.
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The sight of the note made Turner’s heart leap. It 
was a new challenge. Having failed to help solve the 
crossword at Mary Fellowes’ house, he was glad of this 
chance to redeem himself. He immediately grabbed it 
from Amanda.

‘There’s not a moment to lose!’ he said.
‘No,’ said Amanda. ‘Although it has been sitting 

here for twenty-five years.’
Turner wasn’t listening. He was already sitting at 

his desk, writing out the block of letters on a piece of 
paper.

‘Interesting,’ he said pensively. ‘Very interesting.’
‘What is?’ Amanda felt obliged to ask.
‘A block of text eleven letters by five.’
‘What does that mean?’
‘I don’t know. But it’s interesting.’
He wrote down the numbers ‘5’ and ‘11’ and then 

‘55’. A moment later, to look like he was making 
progress, he wrote ‘5+11=16’ and then underlined each 
number in turn.

‘Could it be an anagram?’ asked Amanda.
‘Probably a code.’
‘So how do we break it?’
‘It’s not going to be easy. This Sydney bloke was 

clearly a cunning fox.’
‘But he didn’t write the note.’
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‘No, but whoever sent it knew Sydney would have to 
break it. If he was an engineering type, it’s probably all 
about numbers.’ To emphasise this hypothesis he wrote 
out the numbers one to ten. ‘It’s probably some kind of 
matrix. Pairs of letters you have to swap around. Maybe 
numerical values.’

‘So you’ve broken codes before.’
‘I’ve seen it done.’
‘On TV?’
‘No,’ said Turner, with indignation. ‘By Overend, 

for a start. Although he hasn’t actually broken that 
Petrov document yet.’

‘Petrov document?’
‘You don’t wanna know. Basically it’s a coded 

message Overend’s been trying to break for the last 
three years. It’s probably a hoax.’

‘We should phone him, if he’s the expert on code-
breaking.’

‘No!’ said Turner abruptly. ‘I mean, he’s hardly the 
expert if he’s been trying for the last three years and 
failed.’

‘Have you ever tried to break this document by 
Pavlov, or whoever?’

‘Not really. I’ve offered him a few leads. Just lent 
him a book on Krawchenko.’

Amanda looked puzzled.
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‘The document was found with some chess matches 
played by a Russian chess genius called Krawchenko,’ 
Turner explained. ‘A much-overlooked genius and my 
chess inspiration. He believed in all-out attack. I’m 
teaching my computer to play like him.’

‘Right,’ said Amanda. ‘So you’re helping Overend? 
That’s nice.’

‘No. I haven’t got time to waste cracking obscure 
codes from Soviet archives.’

‘That’s not what it sounds like,’ said Amanda.
‘Well, I don’t,’ said Turner pointedly.
‘But you’ve got time for this one, I take it?’ she said, 

pointing at the fifty-five letters in front of him.
Turner grunted, grabbed a thick pad of paper from 

the undergrowth on his desk and began his assault on 
the letters.

2 Down
As far as Octavian de Havillande could tell, it was his 
personal responsibility to inspire and encourage his 
men – both of them. He knew Bookman and Ziobro 
were locked in another game of chess next door, and he 
was considering popping in to urge them to go outside 
and get some fresh air. But he felt uncomfortable giving 
an order when Bookman was nearly ten years older 
than him. He was happier ordering Ziobro around, 
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since the man was only nineteen – eight years his junior 
– and Polish.

As a classicist from Cambridge, de Havillande 
didn’t feel he could contribute a great deal to the actual 
work that Ziobro and Bookman were doing, but he 
was gifted at being in charge of things. One was often 
expected to take control when one was called Octavian 
de Havillande. Bookman seemed perfectly amenable to 
de Havillande’s authority but Ziobro was much more 
obstinate.

A few weeks earlier, Ziobro had applied to be 
transferred to the Cichociemni, a branch of the Polish 
SOE – so he could be airdropped back into Poland. With 
the Soviets edging towards Warsaw, there were rumours 
of an uprising, and Ziobro wanted to be a part of it. It 
seemed suicidal to de Havillande, so he had refused 
the repeated requests, especially as tomorrow would 
see him begging for more resources from Churchill’s 
minions in London. This was always difficult, since the 
project itself could not be discussed in even the vaguest 
way. But it hardly seemed appropriate to ask for more 
time and money when half your team wanted to jump 
out of an aeroplane straight into the hands of the enemy.

He was gathering up the documents he had prepared 
for his meeting when the door opened. Dewes, his 
superior, poked his head round.
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‘De Havillande?’ he said.
‘Sir?’
‘Seen Bookman?’
‘I think he’s next door. Locked in mortal combat 

with Zio. Can I help?’
‘Don’t think so,’ said Dewes, shaking his head. 

‘Need Bookman. It’s probably nothing. It had to be 
tonight of course.’

‘It never rains,’ said de Havillande, rolling his eyes.

3 Across
Fellowes sat in a public library, surrounded by piles 
of books about the war. This had not been the original 
plan.

He had gone to his brother’s house because he 
knew that Turner didn’t have the address or phone 
number and would be unwilling to ask for it, should 
he suddenly take an interest in Fellowes’ welfare. But 
after two hours at Thomas’s, he remembered why he 
never spent time with his brother. Fellowes had tried to 
engage him in conversation about their shared past and 
German heritage, but Tom couldn’t hear him over the 
noise of the Spanish Grand Prix qualifying heats. It did 
not bother him that their grandfather might have been 
giving secrets to the Nazis. He mused on the Germans’ 
superior engineering and Formula One drivers while 
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Fellowes made his excuses and headed out to the local 
library.

Once he had explained his quest for information 
about his grandfather, the war and D-Day to Joan, the 
librarian, she crashed around her library, yanking books 
off shelves, thumbing through them and dropping them 
off at his table with bookmarks in relevant pages. In 
Fellowes’ opinion, Joan was rather too boisterous to be 
both a librarian and a sexagenarian, but he allowed her 
to expend her energies while he read whatever was put 
on the pile.

In a few hours, he had learned a great deal about the 
tangled web of wartime alliances that had been filled 
with mutual mistrust. The only Allied leader more 
odious and obstinate than De Gaulle was Stalin. As 
the war went the way of the Allies in 1944, the main 
concern was prising Eastern Europe out of the hands of 
the Russian Bear. While it was hard to discern the true 
winners of the war, the real loser was clear: Poland. It 
had been the primary bone of contention, over which 
Britain had gone to war in the first place. It had then 
been brutalised by its invaders, betrayed by its allies 
and enslaved by its liberators. Fellowes thought the 
Poles had every right to feel bitter about the whole 
thing.

Joan had also found a slender book on life in Hut 7 in 
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Bletchley Park, written by a man called T.H. Fentiman. 
Fellowes noticed that it had been a gift to the library 
many years previously and after reading a few pages, it 
became clear why no one would have petitioned for it 
to have been purchased with precious library funds. It 
was a self-aggrandising work that read like it had been 
dictated to a secretary. It contained useful information 
on security, and boldly stated that there had been no 
German spies at Bletchley Park, but that there had been 
three Soviet ones: John Cairncross, who had worked in 
Hut 3 and passed hundreds of documents to the KGB; 
Leo Long, who had served in MI14 and was similarly 
free in his dispersal of information; and a third agent, 
who had remained unknown.

Fentiman then spent several pages describing his 
own sporting achievements. He wrote: ‘A number of 
cricket matches were organised each summer for the 
bright sparks to let off steam. Since Bletchley was 
chock full of unathletic, ‘indoor’ types, these were 
some of the worst games of cricket ever played. They 
were, however, among the best documented, being 
scrupulously scored by a swarm of some of the finest 
statistical analysts the world had ever seen. The batting 
averages were worked out to a dozen decimal places 
and posted on boards within seconds of the final over. 
Of course, like almost all records from Bletchley, they 



143

were destroyed after the war in ’45.’
Without fear of contradiction, then, Fentiman 

could relay his finest innings in detail. At the end of a 
paragraph which commented on a weak bowling attack 
and his own outstanding cover drive, he recorded his 
score thus:

Fentiman, T.H. lbw b. Bookman 109
‘When that charlatan appealed, he knew full well it 

wasn’t out,’ wrote Fentiman. 

3 Down
Sydney Bookman had been sitting on a hard wooden 
chair for over an hour. Although it was very early in 
the morning, the room, without windows or ventilation, 
was stiflingly hot. Carter, sitting opposite him, looked 
uncomfortably warm in his uniform but did his best to 
look at his captive with loathing.

Carter felt out of his depth at this strange secret 
establishment, which performed a function that he 
barely understood. Bookman did his best to look 
unperturbed about his brother’s arrest, and refused to 
believe that his sibling had confessed to any crime.

There had been a fair amount of verbal jousting, 
along with periods where no one said a word. These 
were normally broken by Thomason, who found 
the pauses unbearably awkward. Eventually, Carter, 



144

having despatched his colleague to find tea, took the 
opportunity to stare his suspect out. But the atmosphere 
was hardly tense. The feeble thinness of the internal 
walls of the makeshift huts brought a steady stream 
of muffled conversations and clattering machinery 
into their room. The heavily reinforced night-shift 
were already working on a flurry of hastily coded 
messages from German sentries spotting the arrival of 
paratroopers and gliders before the main event of the 
coming day.

Carter decided to unsettle his adversary by visibly 
smiling to himself, attempting to give the impression he 
had many more cards to play. In fact, he was down to his 
final card, but he felt it could be an ace. And he decided 
that now was the time to strike, while Thomason would 
have no chance of sabotaging his subtle questioning 
techniques. He would play the card and look closely 
for a flicker of reaction. Carter looked away, gazing 
around the room, observing two types of paint used on 
the same wall. He then stood up, as if the interview was 
almost over. In so doing, he ended up standing next to 
the door, since there was hardly anywhere else for his 
frame to fit. He exercised his shoulders, moving them 
up and down, attempting to convey tiredness, following 
this up with a stifled yawn. Stealing a glance at his 
prey, he noticed a slight loosening of demeanour, even 
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a hint of relaxation. The moment had arrived.
Spinning round to make direct eye contact, he said: 

‘So, are you Romulus or Remus?’
Carter was unable to see the reaction in Bookman’s 

eyes because at that moment, the door directly behind 
him opened, sending him sprawling forwards into his 
recoiling captive.

‘Tea up!’ said Thomason, backing into the room 
with three precariously held muddy-green mugs. He 
thanked the man who had opened the door for him and 
turned round to face Carter, or at least the place where 
Carter had been sitting. Turning further to his right, he 
saw his partner draped over the seated prisoner in some 
kind of embrace. This was yet another technique he was 
unfamiliar with. 

Carter, at a total loss for words, untangled himself 
and stood up straight, his ace of spades now in shreds 
on the floor.

‘Did I come in at a bad time?’ Thomason went on. 
‘Probably should have knocked. Sorry.’

4 Across
Turner’s mood had deteriorated. He had rearranged 
and carved up the fifty-five letters in a hundred 
different ways; he had counted up how many times 
various letters occurred and correlated them with the 
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most common letters in English usage, explaining the 
concept of frequency analysis to Amanda. She did not 
fully grasp what he was talking about, but could see 
how his bravado had diminished with every failure to 
crack the code.

‘The problem is, everyone knows that frequency 
analysis can break the Caesar code,’ he said, staring 
glumly at the text.

‘Do they?’ she replied, trying to sound sympathetic.
‘So this is probably a Vignère code.’
‘I see.’ She didn’t see.
‘In which case, you need to know the keywords, 

and unless you know the keywords, you haven’t got a 
hope.’

‘I probably can’t help, but if you explain it slowly 
and clearly, we can rule that out,’ said Amanda.

‘OK. In an uncoded block of text, A equals A, B 
equals B. Obviously.’

‘Obviously.’
‘In a Caesar code, you agree that A equals B. So that 

means B equals C and C, D, et cetera.’
‘So it’s like all the letters are shunted along one.’
‘Precisely. Or shunted three. Or Five. Whatever 

you’ve agreed with the person you’re sending the code 
to.’

‘Well, how do they know what you’ve agreed?’
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‘You have to agree it beforehand. Clearly if you 
write A equals F at the top of your coded message, 
you’re making it pretty easy for anyone who’s not 
meant to be reading it.’

‘Right. I almost understand that.’
‘Now in normal English, where A equals A, certain 

letters come up more than others.’
‘Like E, S and T – oh, is this that frequency thing?’
‘Exactly. Now you can’t hide the frequency of 

letters with this sort of code. And incidentally, it’s how 
Walsingham stitched up Mary Queen of Scots.’

‘Can we stick to the point? I’m in danger of getting 
this,’ Amanda interrupted.

‘Great!’ said Turner. ‘So the way to put a stop to 
this “frequency thing” is to change your “A equals” 
principle. And for that you need a keyword.’

‘You’ve lost me again.’
‘No! You can do this,’ he insisted. ‘Let’s say you’ve 

got a code where A equals D. How about having a 
different code for every second and third letter?’

‘I’m way off now.’
‘Say your keyword is DOG,’ said Turner. ‘A equals 

D in the first letter. A equals O in the second letter. 
A equals G in the third letter. Then A equals D in the 
fourth letter, O in fifth, G in the sixth.’

‘Oh,’ said Amanda, the concept slowly dawning. 
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‘Actually, I get it! I think I understand! It’s not that 
hard, is it?’

She grabbed a piece of paper and wrote out THE 
BOOKMAN BUREAU. Turner wrote the alphabet out 
onto the bottom of one piece of paper and again on the 
top of another, and handed it to her so she could shuffle 
the letters along to their respective meanings. She chose 
the keyword ‘DOG’ and began gleefully encrypting. 
After a few minutes, she showed off her handiwork to 
Turner.

‘WVK ECUNAGQ PAUSGX,’ she said, beaming. 
‘Isn’t that great? If you didn’t know the keyword was 
DOG you wouldn’t have a hope!’

‘Well, I’d have a hope, but it would be tricky. Time-
consuming, at least.’

‘Why?’ she said, taking back her code and holding it 
protectively to her chest. ‘How could you break this?’

‘I might guess your keyword.’
‘No, you couldn’t. How could you guess my 

keyword?’
‘For a start, it was me that suggested the keyword 

DOG.’
‘I could have chosen any word in the world!’
‘Yeah, but you didn’t. You chose DOG. Humans 

are crap at being random. We always take words 
from somewhere. That’s one of the ways they broke 
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the German Enigma codes. Krauts aren’t all that 
imaginative.’

‘Bit of a generalisation.’
‘Well, they do have a tendency to do the same thing 

day after day, which, in code terms, is fatal. Every day, 
before sending a message, the operator had to type 
three letters twice to establish a new keyword. So, you 
start by trying HIT.’

‘HIT?’
‘-ler? Hitler?’ said Turner, doing his best not to 

sound patronising.
‘Right. I’m lost again,’ said Amanda, looking at her 

own code.
‘All you need to know is that the German Enigma 

machine is a really complicated version of what you’ve 
got there.’

‘So could Sydney have had an Enigma machine?’
‘Unlikely. Given it was 1982.’
‘What about if he was a German spy and kept it from 

the war? Did they all have Enigma machines?’
‘You’d have thought so, wouldn’t you? I’m liking 

this.’ 
At that moment, Turner seemed almost human. 

Amanda felt she was actually being listened to and 
treated as an equal.

‘So what do we do now?’ she asked, looking at him 
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expectantly.
Turner realised that the sensible thing would be to 

suggest phoning Overend, since he was now officially 
out of his depth. Even though the Enigma system 
was seventy years old, he knew it was still very hard 
to break. Unless you had a key, or any kind of idea 
as to what the message might be saying, the chances 
of breaking it were tiny, especially with such a small 
amount of text. Overend would know what to do next.

But that would also ruin this moment with Amanda. 
Perhaps Overend could be persuaded to work from 
home. On reflection, that seemed very likely, since he 
was not used to using trains on Saturdays; and since he 
had no specific target arrival time, it would ruin his bar 
chart on the train company’s tardiness.

Turner also considered Fellowes for a moment. 
The Hitler moustache on Carl Bookman’s portrait was 
insensitive in the circumstances, he now conceded. He 
wanted to exonerate the Bureau’s founder, perhaps at 
the cost of Great-Uncle Sydney’s reputation, to whom 
Fellowes seemed less attached. Turner saw a chance 
to assuage some guilt. And perhaps Amanda would be 
impressed with such an act of penitence.

After a moment, he looked at her and said: ‘Let’s 
call Overend.’
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4 Down
No one spoke for a few minutes, as there was hot tea to 
be drunk. Thomason drank his sheepishly, aware that he 
had spoiled some kind of moment. He tried a winsome 
smile at Carter, who was now sulking and hating every 
sip of foul, weak, rationed English tea. Bookman did 
his best to look calm, despite having been rattled by 
sixteen stone of prime Uncle Sam being thrust at him.

Eventually, Carter began the next round of 
questioning, empty-handed. Bookman claimed he 
had never heard of anyone who went by the name 
of Romulus or Remus, and Carter could not prove 
otherwise. This did not stop him trying.

‘So you’re the one with all the info and when you 
knew D-Day was coming, you called your brother and 
told him to place the code-words?’

‘I have no idea what you’re talking about.’
‘What about your other brother?’ ventured Carter.
‘Carl?’
‘Not Carl. The other one?’
‘The other one?’ said Bookman, with a look of 

concern.
‘Erm, sorry to point this out,’ said Thomason, ‘but I 

don’t believe there is another brother.’
Carter sighed heavily and turned round to glare at 

his colleague.
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‘Oh,’ said Thomason. Then, recomposing himself, 
he tried a new voice of authority. ‘Yes, what about this 
other brother of yours? German, is he? I’ll bet he is.’

‘Forget about it,’ said Carter, standing up. ‘You talk 
to him. I need a real drink: coffee.’

With that, he left the office with his mug, while 
Thomason said: ‘Yes, you leave him to me. We’ll have 
a bit of a chinwag and sort this whole thing out.’

The door was closed firmly, making the whole 
internal wall shake like a wobbly piece of stage set 
from a village play. Thomason was about to take his 
jacket off when he remembered his manners.

‘Do you mind?’ he asked Bookman, who shrugged 
in response. With the suit jacket hung up on a small 
nail driven into the back of the door, his interrogation 
continued. ‘So, do you want to tell me how we’ve 
ended up in this pickle?’ 

‘You tell me.’
‘That’s just it. Can’t seem to make head nor tail of it. 

You’ve got to admit that your brother putting all those 
code-words in the crosswords is pretty suspicious.’

‘What code-words, exactly?’
‘Omaha? Mulberry? Overlord?’
Bookman looked puzzled.
‘Your brother’s been inserting them into his 

crosswords,’ said Thomason.
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‘I can see the problem with Overlord,’ he conceded. 
He had been alarmed when he realised that a solution 
to last week’s crossword had been the code name of the 
long-awaited second front. Given his own plans, it was 
an unfortunate coincidence. ‘What about the others?’

‘You don’t know about Omaha?’
‘It’s in Nebraska, isn’t it?’
‘Omaha, the beach!’
‘Is it on the coast? Sorry, my American geography’s 

pretty hazy. Mind you, it’s not as if they’re that 
interested in ours,’ said Bookman.

‘Goodness, you really don’t know, do you?’ 
Thomason replied, shaking his head. ‘You sure you’re 
not Romulus?’

‘Romulus?’
‘Or Remus?’
‘Nor am I Caesar, Caligula or Cicero. And I am 

certainly not Spartacus,’ said Sydney firmly. ‘Now if 
you’ll kindly let me go, maybe we can sort this thing 
out like Englishmen. Especially with that Yank out of 
the room.’

‘Yes, he can be a bit much, can’t he?’ said Thomason. 
‘But he means well. Loves his country.’

‘So does Hitler.’
‘Except that technically, Hitler’s Austrian,’ 

Thomason retorted with a smile. ‘And he seems to love 
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everyone else’s country. Can’t seem to stop helping 
himself.’

‘Fair point. Stalin loves his country too.’
‘Georgian.’
‘Of course,’ said Bookman. ‘It’s not my day, is it?’
‘Not really, old thing. You should probably tell me 

what you’ve been up to for the last couple of weeks.’
‘Can’t do that,’ he replied, ruefully. ‘Unless you’ve 

got a note from Churchill himself.’
‘Got one from Admiral Bradby – Naval Chief 

of Staff for the SHAEF,’ said Thomason, rifling his 
pockets for a piece of paper.

‘Not good enough,’ said Bookman, shaking his head.
Thomason sighed. He feared this would happen. The 

generally accepted ‘need to know’ policy made even 
basic detective work almost impossible.

‘We should probably talk to your superior,’ said 
Thomason. ‘Who is he?’

‘Octavian de Havillande.’
‘Sounds very superior,’ Turner responded, nodding 

respectfully at such an imposing appellation. ‘Any 
relation?’

‘To the plane people? No. He has an ‘e’ at the end.’
‘Hmm. Excuse me,’ said Thomason, standing up.
He opened the door and, taking his jacket, walked 

out in search of de Havillande with an ‘e’.
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5 Across
For the first time, Amanda was impressed by Turner. 
She knew he had been trying to impress her since she 
first walked into the Bureau. He had even changed the 
way he dressed, today sporting jeans, a clean white 
T-shirt and a V-neck jumper, a look that was almost 
‘in’.

She could see that he had been desperate to make 
some breakthrough in the Bookman/spying riddle. In 
fact, there were several riddles to solve. Why did Carl 
Bookman have D-Day code-words in his crossword? 
How would that have helped the Germans? Why 
did Sydney have a draft crossword dated 10th June 
1944? What did the solutions mean? What was the 
significance of the chess set? And what about the note 
from 1982? And who was the mysterious Russian? 
What or who was Sydney afraid of? So far, Turner had 
not been able to answer any of these questions and this 
clearly bothered him a great deal.

Having been given permission to consult Overend, 
Amanda called him and explained the note they had 
found and their theory that it was generated by an 
Enigma machine. As she began to stumble over the 
details, Turner took over and started relaying his 
complicated theories at speed. He then returned the 
handset to her so that she could read out the note 
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in its entirety. Overend said that he would email a 
solution as quickly as he could, and hung up. Turner 
began feverishly applying his mind to the code again. 
Competition with his colleague had sparked new 
thoughts and ideas.

Meanwhile, Amanda sat down at Overend’s desk 
and placed the chess set from New Zealand on it. She 
ran her fingers over its coarse cardboard box, giving 
herself goosebumps in the process. As she removed the 
lid, the air comically belched inwards.

‘Excuse me,’ said Amanda, looking at Turner, 
whom she felt would enjoy the funny sound. He hadn’t 
noticed. Placing the folded board to one side, she 
looked carefully inside the box and then at each chess 
piece, one by one, by the light of Overend’s anglepoise 
lamp which was attached to the wall beside his desk.

The inquiry continued with a thorough examination 
of the folded card that had separated the pieces, closely 
checking it for clues. It came out easily, so she held it 
up to the light, inspecting every square inch of it. It was 
rough grey card of poor quality, but thick enough to be 
resilient. Finally, she turned to the board, made of more 
rigid cardboard with a hint of gloss finish. She checked 
to see if there was a slit in the end that could contain a 
note of some kind.

As she flipped the board in her hands one last time, 
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she caught sight of an impression of some writing on 
its surface.

‘Ooh,’ she said, without realising. Turner ignored 
her. 

She decided not to bother him until she had worked 
out what the writing actually said. So she placed 
the board on the desk and began to manipulate the 
anglepoise lamp.

5 Down
The first thing Demitry knew about the invasion was 
being woken up by an ear-splitting bombardment, 
courtesy of the Royal Air Force. The noise was unlike 
anything he had ever heard before, outstripping even the 
aural poundings he had received in the East. Cowering 
and shuddering with other soldiers in deep reinforced 
concrete bunkers, he listened to the cacophony that 
gave the impression that the world above and everyone 
in it had been utterly destroyed.

‘So much for the Führer’s network of spies!’ he 
carped, as another explosion sent judders through the 
bare concrete room.

‘Silence!’ screamed Schultz, who was lying under 
a table having wrapped his body around an Enigma 
machine.

Both men were unaware of a message containing 
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intelligence about an invasion on 6th June. 21st Panzer 
Division had been alerted to such a message the night 
before, but General Feuchtinger was missing, presumed 
with a woman. Generals at 15th Army Headquarters 
decided it was probably another false alarm and 
continued their subjugation of France by drinking the 
country dry.

They were sobered up soon enough by the 
arrival of thousands of Allied soldiers (as well as 
a few thousand mannequins dressed as soldiers) 
parachuting into France under the cover of darkness. 
Havoc and confusion reigned, not least amongst the 
Allies themselves, thousands of whom had landed in 
completely the wrong place with equipment that was 
incorrect, missing, or in many hundreds of pieces. 
The Germans made the mistake of assuming that the 
Allies had landed exactly where they had intended to. 
Many crucial hours were then wasted studying maps 
and troop movements in an attempt to work out the 
Allies’ objectives. All of the above was exacerbated by 
the French Resistance cutting any cable that looked as 
though it might be attached to anything important. And 
then the bombing started.

As the apocalyptic din subsided, Schultz and 
Demitry went back upstairs to discover that the 
machine-gun nest had barely been scratched. Demitry 
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was less delighted than Schultz about this since it 
meant they would now be expected to resist the soldiers 
in landing craft that were currently no more than black 
dots on the horizon.

‘Well?’ Schultz yelled at his reluctant henchman. 
‘Go and get some more ammunition! Now!’

Demitry paused for an insubordinate moment before 
hauling himself downstairs to pick up more boxes of 
ammunition. Several yards beneath them, next to the 
mess room in which they had recently been clutching 
their ears in pitiful submission, was the arsenal, which 
doubled as Demitry’s bedroom. This yielded the chance 
for him to pick up his emergency desertion kit, which 
mainly consisted of mufti and a beret. The disguise 
rather hung on his accent, which he had been trying 
to perfect for the last few weeks. He was now ready 
for the Allied invasion, which he reckoned would 
be successful, given that much of France was being 
defended for the Germans by foreigners who had barely 
heard of the country until a couple of years ago.

He staggered back upstairs with a case of 
ammunition to find that Corporal Schultz had flown 
the nest. There was a retching sound outside. He looked 
through the open door to see the corporal vomiting onto 
the ground.

‘Bad food!’ gasped Schultz. ‘You’ve poisoned me, 



160

you Soviet scum!’
Demitry was unimpressed by his superior’s lie. He 

pointed at the horizon. ‘Sorry, sir, but they’ll be here in 
a minute, sir,’ he said meekly.

Schultz gagged and then vomited again.
‘What should I do, sir?’ Demitry insisted, enjoying 

his superior’s panic and humiliation.
‘Take the post! Get ready! I’ll be back. I just need to 

see a medic,’ said Schultz, retreating.
‘Yes, sir!’ said Demitry, enthusiastically saluting and 

returning to his post.
As the British troops began to wade ashore, Demitry 

pulled the trigger of the mounted gun. It spat huge 
bullets at the invaders, who immediately started 
taking casualties from the network of nests and mortar 
positions all over the beach. He was starting to enjoy 
himself as his adrenalin surged, his aim improved and 
large, well-fed men fell screaming to the sand.

Within half an hour, however, his ammunition 
was running low and the invasion showed little 
sign of abating. Wave upon wave of men arrived to 
replace their fallen brothers. The beach was littered 
with soldiers performing all kinds of tasks, such as 
attempting to neutralise mines and other defences 
that were exposed by the low tide. But it had been the 
sight of a tank driving with stately grandeur directly 
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out of the sea and onto the beach that caused Demitry 
to reach for his beret. The tank was soon followed by 
another with the most extraordinary frontal attachments 
that began whirring in front of it. He wondered what 
the purpose of this contraption could be, but was not 
sufficiently curious to pay for the information with his 
life. Reaching for his emergency bag and practising his 
French vowels, he headed out of the door.

6 Across
In the tiny shadows created by the light, Amanda could 
just make out the word ‘proletariat’, a word that she 
had often heard without ever quite understanding what 
it meant. After further handiwork with the anglepoise 
lamp, she discovered the impression of the words 
‘Manufactured by the Proletariat of USSR’.

‘You might want to see this,’ she said.
Turner looked up.
‘What?’ he said, appearing hard to impress.
‘There’s something written on the board.’
‘What?’ he cried, standing up at once.
‘Well, it’s not actually written on the board. It’s an 

indent. Someone must have written something on a 
piece of paper that went with it.’

‘Why? What? What does it say?’
‘The first bit says “Manufactured by the proletariat 
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of USSR”. Always wondered what proletariat means.’
‘The workers. Normally in an industrial Marxist 

sense.’
‘So that would be a Russian thing?’
‘Which at least means the board is pre-nineties, I 

suppose,’ he said. ‘Made in USSR? Maybe this set 
belonged to the Russian who came looking for it in 
1982.’

‘It’s a lot of fuss over a chess set.’
‘Perhaps it’s worth a lot of money. Maybe it’s rare. 

Or belonged to Stalin. Or contains secret instructions to 
something valuable.’

‘I’ve checked it all over in the light and there’s 
nothing.’

‘Did you check with UV?’
‘UV?’
‘Ultraviolet?’
‘Oh, no,’ said Amanda. ‘I left my UV bulbs at home 

today. You know, with it being Saturday.’
‘Yeah, all right,’ said Turner. ‘Just making a 

suggestion. Maybe there’s something hidden in one of 
the pieces.’

‘I checked them too. Nothing.’ 
Turner picked up a knight and examined it closely. 

Then he tapped it on the table and listened. He then did 
the same with another to see if it sounded different. It 
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did not. He tried other pieces but to no avail. Running 
out of options, he repeated the phrase ‘Made by the 
Proletariat of Russia’ while Amanda showed him why 
she thought the second half of the sentence looked 
similar.

A thought then occurred to Turner. 
‘Don’t you think it’s a bit odd that it says 

“Manufactured by the Proletariat of USSR”?’ he asked.
‘No?’ 
‘Well, if this is a Russian chess set, why’s that text 

not written in Russian?’
Amanda paused to think. After a moment, she said, 

‘Maybe it was for export. Like stuff that says Made In 
Taiwan. In English, not Taiwanese.’

‘Yes,’ he replied, thinking fast, since this was a 
better answer than he’d expected. ‘But that’s normally 
printed somewhere on the box or the board. Not written 
separately on a note. By hand.’

‘What’s your point?’ she said.
‘I don’t know,’ said Turner.
The computer behind him made a plinking sound, 

denoting the arrival of an email. Turner glanced at the 
screen. To begin with, he couldn’t see what it said, but 
he knew full well it was from Overend.

‘You’re joking me,’ he moaned.
His heart sank as he went over to the computer 
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screen and saw the words written in the subject line of 
the email. It read ‘Code Broken’. 

6 Down
The tide was still low at eight o’clock in the morning, 
but the small waves inched their way steadily towards 
the coastal defences with every passing minute. Unlike 
the GIs, who were landing in their hundreds, the sea’s 
progress up the beach was not impeded one bit by the 
blizzard of bullets that blew bloody death from the 
bunkers of concrete, untouched by a night’s bombing 
and the best barrage the Royal Navy could offer.

The beach had no idea that it had been named 
Omaha and designated a place where terrified GIs 
would wade ashore. Anti-tank defences, looking like 
twisted metal crosses dropped on the sand, clanked 
and twitched as bullets hit them. The attackers briefly 
hid behind them, disoriented. They had been promised 
mangled machine-gun nests and dazed defenders.

The tide, unaware of the Allies’ arrangements, 
had placed almost every man some distance from his 
intended location, surprising defenders who had waited 
patiently to slaughter their attackers at anticipated 
landing sites. All along the coast, tens of thousands of 
nauseous soldiers from half a dozen nations stumbled 
ashore, some on foot, others encased in tanks or sitting 
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atop bulldozers; many exhilarated at the beginning 
of a long journey to Paris and beyond; others grimly 
determined to do their assigned duty of deactivating 
mines, or clearing defences; all dreading the arrival of 
that one bullet or bomb that would end everything – at 
least for them.

***
Sergeant Padfield was moved by Harrison’s bravery. 
First off the boat, the man splashed ashore and 
eschewed easy cover for a bomb crater further up the 
beach. He dived in, confident that any mines would 
have been blown up in the initial blast that formed 
the hole. Most of his men followed and arrived at the 
crater, ducking and weaving, as if able to pick a path 
through the gale of bullets blowing past them. Inspired 
by his Second Lieutenant, and the progress of some 
comical mine-clearing DD Tanks, Padfield decided to 
lead on even further.

Two hundred yards away, Corporal Schultz had 
regained his composure, not least as a result of the 
imaginatively violent threats of an SS officer who was 
unimpressed with the corporal’s alleged queasiness. 
Back on the front line, Schultz was barking orders at 
the few men under his jurisdiction, and cursing the 
absence of fickle types like Demitry Ganapolsky, who 
was calmly cycling away from the coast in civilian 
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clothes with the air of a man who had merely popped 
out of the house to buy bread.

***
A hundred miles north, Mary Bookman was in a bakery 
with her mother, Irene, who had just been told that her 
husband had been temporarily detained on account of 
his nationality. She felt exposed by the lack of male 
company, her sons safely out of reach of Hitler’s 
rumoured wonder-weapon. But Mary had avoided 
evacuation. When put on the train with her brothers, 
she had yelled and shouted and employed a number of 
new words that had left her mother open-mouthed and 
ashen. Irene rightly assumed her daughter had picked 
up the filthy language from the local soldiers. Taking 
advantage of his wife’s embarrassed paralysis, Carl had 
plucked his favourite child off the carriage and waved 
goodbye to his sons, who voiced their bitter dissent, 
albeit more politely.

Rather than sit around the house with just her 
daughter, Irene was trying to go about her normal 
routine with extra gusto. Fumbling with her ration-
book and coins, she stepped forward to the counter and 
ordered a loaf.

***
At that moment, a train pulled into Crofton Park station 
in south-east London. Octavian de Havillande alighted. 
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He took security seriously. Probably too seriously. 
Having driven his Wolseley from Bletchley to St 
Albans station and then having changed train twice, he 
was now thoroughly exhausted, but confident he was 
not being followed. Any pursuer would have been very 
obvious.

He left the station and walked down Brockley Road, 
stopping to buy a newspaper. Ignoring the headline 
news, he turned straight to the crossword and began to 
decrypt it as he walked. He read 1 Across – ‘Latin from 
pamphlet found by monastery missing a removal? (10)’

***
Fifteen hundred miles to his east, a tall slender man 
wandered into a tattoo parlour on Ogarava Street in 
Moscow. He was tired from a long day at the ministry 
and a night at the ballet. The extravagance of a trip to 
the Bolshoi was his way of celebrating freedom which 
he was sure would not last. He was convinced that men 
from another ministry would be coming for him soon – 
his crime was of failure rather than espionage, but the 
men would not care. Treason was always the charge.

News had already reached him of the landings 
in France – before the landings had actually started. 
Soviet intelligence was wide-ranging and surprisingly 
reliable, even about so-called Allies. Stalin poured 
massive resources into espionage. In his deranged 
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paranoia, he at least understood that knowledge was 
power. So he wanted to know everything, especially the 
things his Allies were not telling him. The fact that they 
hadn’t told him such things was in itself telling – things 
that he didn’t even know he didn’t know, which was the 
most satisfying kind of knowledge.

The man’s entrance to the parlour was greeted with 
a toothless grin from the wizened proprietor, deemed 
by the conscriptors to be too old and decrepit even to 
be cannon fodder on the front line. Given that it was 
nearly lunchtime, the tattooist had already had plenty 
of time to drink half a bottle of vodka. His customer 
took a piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to 
the body artist, who was sober enough to be surprised at 
the sight of 210 characters of standard Roman lettering 
rather than a sketch of a snake wrapped round a dagger, 
or some other symbol of machismo. He shrugged, 
pointed at a filthy chaise longue made from cloth-
covered crates, and picked up his implements.

***
Two and half thousand miles south-west, a portly man 
with an olive complexion and a bushy, black moustache 
sat in Praça do Comercio in Lisbon. Every morning 
he would arrive at Martinho da Arcada, the café that 
had provided front-row seats to many a revolution. 
He would drink coffee, looking out at the pigeons that 
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regularly congregated there. After about ten minutes, 
a tiny van bursting with fresh produce would arrive, 
scattering the birds. That morning, as usual, he finished 
reading the previous day’s British newspapers. Folding 
them up, he tucked them into his brown satchel and 
took out a small index card. He gazed into the air for a 
moment and then, taking a pencil, wrote: ‘Romulus and 
Remus have contacted Hannibal.’

The Bishop
The battle had been bloody. It was only instinct for 
survival that prevented total carnage. The casualties 
were lined in neat rows, awaiting their last rites. Inmate 
27142629, waiting for his opponent to make his move, 
clung onto the game as his own spirit fought for life 
itself. He was faint with exhilaration, albeit enhanced 
by the tuberculosis, for which he was receiving no 
obvious treatment beyond the placebo effect of being 
in the hospital hut.

Effective drugs were not plentiful in the Soviet 
Union in 1953. Medical supplies had been cheerfully 
handed over by their so-called Allies in the war, keen 
to ensure that as many Russians as possible could 
ride into battle and spill their own blood rather than 
rely on the lives of Brits or Yanks. Inmate 27142629 
was torn between admiration and disgust for the way 
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Churchill and Roosevelt had tried to protect their 
people. Stalin had no such scruples. As far as Uncle Joe 
was concerned, the British had just been playing games 
with Rommel in the desert while Stalingrad was being 
brutally retaken street by street, house by house, room 
by room.

Every square of the chessboard had been bitterly 
contested, but he knew he was fighting a losing battle. 
His plan to enthral his opponent with the chess game 
of his life had ground to a halt. A few points down 
on pieces, his king was so exposed he might as well 
be wearing a little sign saying, ‘Check me’. Since 
they both had time on their hands with no pressing 
engagements, it seemed unnecessary to resign at this 
hopeless position, in which he faced his opponent’s 
three pawns, two rooks and a bishop with his own 
single rook and knight, kept company by four pawns. 
Unless his opponent made a mistake of Dieppe-raid 
proportions, he was finished.

His opponent made his move, planting the bishop 
on the most curious of squares. Inmate 27142629, 
scarcely believing his eyes, computed his options and 
planned his moves, looking for a fatal trap that would 
explain this apparent folly. For several minutes he sat 
and stared at the board, mentally manipulating the 
remaining pieces, looking for the catch. There wasn’t 
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one. The worst that could happen was that his king 
would be pushed into a corner, an acceptable outcome 
if it meant nearly levelling up the pieces on the board. 
Far from delivering a subtle death-blow, his adversary 
had made an appalling episcopal blunder. Suddenly, 
Inmate 27142629 knew his name.

7 Across
‘I could have done that!’ said Turner. ‘If I’d written 
down the whole message rather than just the fifty-five 
letters.’

Amanda peered over his shoulder to read the 
email on the screen. Turner clicked the mouse and the 
enormous beige printer sitting on its own small table 
began to hum. 

‘Ah, thank you,’ she said, taking the warm piece of 
paper from the tray on a machine that she could see was 
ridiculously overpowered for the Bureau’s needs. She 
turned her attention to the text in her hand.

To: Cyril Turner

From: Clarence Overend

Subject: Code Broken

Hello.
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CODE TEXT

ICGURZIMELVVYEKPINODFMOBREJIRQHNJ 

TOQRVHRBXOJLDLDBWDQXNG

KEY

JUSTALITTLEPUZZLEFORSYDNEYFROMAN 

OLDFRIEND

Therefore:

CODE TEXT

ICGURZIMELVVYEKPINODFMOBREJIRQHNJTO 

QRVHRBXOJLDL DBWDQXNG

KEY:

JUSTALITTLEPUZZLEFORSYDNEYFROMANOLD 

FRIENDJUSTA LITTLEPUZ

PLAINTEXT:

ZIOBROATLARGEFLEEIAMNOLONGERDEHA 

VILLANDEYOURS DAVIDSMITH

Message End.

Goodbye.

Clarence (Overend)
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Amanda was puzzled. ‘I don’t see what this has got 
to do with the Enigma machine.’ 

‘Nothing,’ said Turner glumly. ‘It was just a simple 
keyword code.’

‘Doesn’t look that simple.’
Turner tutted.
‘Well, pardon me for not being an expert code-

breaker,’ she said. ‘But I’ve got, you know, a life? 
What’s your excuse?’

‘You’ve got a life?’
‘Yes.’
‘Then why are you in an office you don’t work in 

outside office hours?’
‘Because,’ she said, realising the alternative was a 

day at home finishing her chores and phoning her mum 
before an evening in front of the telly because all of 
their friends had turned out to be his friends, ‘because 
I’m nice. And I like to help. And I have helped. I found 
the note, no thanks to you.’

‘I would have found it if I’d looked.’
‘Well, you didn’t look. I did. And I found that imprint 

on the chess board. So a bit more bloody gratitude and a 
bit less bloody tutting, if you don’t mind.’

Turner looked taken aback.
‘Sorry,’ said Amanda. ‘Please just explain this note 

from Overend.’
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Turner, seeing Amanda was at least hooked on the 
espionage and intrigue, asked her to find the piece of 
paper on which he’d explained the DOG-enciphered 
code. Then he explained that this 1982 case was just the 
same, except the code keyword was much longer and 
was disguised as a greeting and a sign off.

‘Well, now you put it like that, it seems a bit easy to 
break,’ she said.

‘Yes,’ said Turner.
‘I mean it’s hardly that complicated Enigma code 

you need the machine for. You can do this with pen and 
pencil.’

‘That’s true, which could be significant. Perhaps it 
was done by this de Havillande in a hurry. Or it just 
needed to be secret enough for Sydney and not for 
prying eyes. Or the sender didn’t need to encode it at all 
and was just paranoid. Or the thing’s a hoax.’

None of these theories seemed more likely than 
the others. Turner, desperate to get something right, 
had written out the message with the most probable 
punctuation so that it now read: ‘ZIOBRO AT LARGE. 
FLEE. I AM NO LONGER DE HAVILLANDE. YOURS 

DAVID SMITH.’ 
The note was still cryptic, and Amanda sighed in 

frustration.
‘At least we’ve got some more names,’ said Turner. 
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‘Something to go on.’
Amanda shrugged. ‘What sort of a name is Ziobro?’ 
‘Clearly it’s Eastern European. Rings a bell, 

actually.’ Turner almost skipped back to the computer, 
excited by the challenge of a new puzzle. A minute or 
two spent trawling the internet revealed that the name 
was probably Polish, since it was the surname of a 
member of the Polish Cabinet.

‘You think the Polish Government are involved?’ 
asked Amanda.

‘I don’t know. I doubt it. This bloke probably isn’t 
the right age. Could be a common name in Poland 
for all we know. I’m sure I know a Ziobro from 
somewhere.’

‘I suppose a de Havillande might be easier to find.’
‘Which is why he probably changed his name to 

David Smith.’
‘So what we’re saying,’ said Amanda, pointing with 

her finger at an imaginary flow diagram in the air, ‘is 
that Ziobro had it in for Sydney Bookman and another 
guy called de Havillande. And… then… erm…’

‘And de Havillande found out that Ziobro was about 
to strike at some point in ’82. And was telling Uncle 
Sydney to keep a low profile. And your profile can’t get 
much lower than New Zealand.’

‘But what was he in danger from? In 1982 of all 
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times? Did he know about some KGB plot to crush the 
New Romantics?’

‘That would have been a start,’ said Turner.
‘I take it you weren’t into Adam and the Ants, then?’
‘No.’
‘Duran Duran?’

7 Down
‘What do you mean, “You think he drove away?”’ 
Carter was standing in the corridor of the hut, trying 
to establish the whereabouts of Sydney Bookman’s 
superior, de Havillande.

‘You never said he couldn’t leave,’ replied the 
shorter of two military policemen, nervously. ‘And we 
can’t just stop people coming and going for no reason.’

‘There is a reason, you stupid Limey,’ Carter 
growled, leaning forward. ‘He could be giving our 
secrets to the Nazis! You thought about that?’

‘Doesn’t strike me as the type, sir,’ said the taller 
MP.

‘They never do,’ said Thomason, philosophically, 
standing beside Carter. ‘That’s not to say he is. He 
might not be. But it would be good to be sure either 
way.’

‘We sure as hell can’t find out if he’s not here, can 
we?’ cried Carter. ‘When did he leave?’
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‘About half two this morning, sir.’
‘He’ll probably be in soon,’ said the shorter MP, 

looking at his watch. ‘He’s normally in for ten.’
‘Not today, he won’t!’ said Bookman from inside his 

makeshift cell.
‘Excuse me, but I don’t think you should have been 

listening!’ scolded Thomason.
‘Well, the walls are thin,’ Bookman went on. ‘And 

I can’t put my fingers in my ears because someone’s 
handcuffed my wrists to a chair.’

‘All right, where is he?’ said Thomason.
‘He said he was off to London. By car.’
‘Thank you.’
‘No problem.’
Seeing that this investigation was rapidly losing its 

dignity, Carter looked at his associate and pointed to the 
door leading outside. Once they were out in the open, 
they talked in hushed voices.

‘We’ll have to set up roadblocks,’ said Carter.
‘Now steady on.’
‘What else do you suggest? He can’t be more than 

fifty miles away. And how many roads are there to 
London, for Chrissakes?’

‘All roads lead to Rome,’ Thomason replied, 
after slightly faltering at his colleague’s unexpected 
blasphemy.
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‘I’ve had just about as much of this as I can take!’ 
exploded Carter. 

The booming words dissipated into the morning’s 
cloudy sky. They both looked round to see if anyone 
had noticed. 

‘What if he’s Romulus?’ said Carter, more quietly, 
but with great intensity. ‘On his way to tell Remus 
about the invasion?’

‘Well, that’s started now,’ said Thomason. ‘Bit late 
for that.’

‘Or Fortitude?’
‘We don’t know he knows about that.’
‘We don’t know he don’t.’
Thomason processed Carter’s grammar and then 

nodded sympathetically. ‘You’re right,’ he said. ‘It 
doesn’t bear thinking about. But we need to be realistic. 
We’re pretty low in the pecking order around here. 
Let’s face it. We’re just checking up on some words 
that turned up in a few crosswords that happen to be the 
same as code-words. No one’s shot the king or blown 
up the Long Room at Lords. But we must do what we 
can within the powers we’ve been granted.’

Carter was especially irritated by the knowledge that 
his partner was right. The authorities at Bletchley were 
hardly falling over themselves to be helpful. Whether de 
Havillande was Romulus or Bookman was Remus was 
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of little concern. Everyone was busy cracking messages 
hastily tapped out by Germans begging for help against 
the invasion. At the same time, Carter was nagged by the 
concern that there was treachery afoot and if the bodies 
of thousands of his countrymen were driven back into 
the sea, he would never forgive himself, even if history 
would – which he thought it wouldn’t.

‘So what do you suggest?’ he said, using the 
meekest, calmest tone he could summon.

‘Get Octavian to call us when he gets to where he’s 
going,’ suggested Thomason.

‘How are we going to find out where that is?’
Thomason smiled. ‘I’ll have a word with Sydney.’
With that, he walked back into the hut.

The Feint
‘Krawchenko?’ asked Inmate 27142629.

His opponent looked surprised. ‘Yes?’ 
‘Just curious.’
Pleased with his own simple detective work, Inmate 

27142629 took the bishop with his knight, which he 
knew could not be taken by the pawn because of a 
discovered check from his rook.

‘Check.’
Krawchenko did not flinch. He moved his king 

one square to his left. This was slightly unexpected, 
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but hardly daring. The knight was moved away from 
the pawn, which in turn moved forwards. The game 
progressed as calculated, the pieces moving around 
the empty board with ease. Moves were made with 
increasing speed and élan until suddenly Inmate 
27142629 realised the worst.

His planned assault on the right flank was hampered 
by the white king’s unexpected presence on the vital 
square, having had a head start on the position from the 
earlier move to his left. The attack would have to be 
altered or called off. Running through the alternatives, 
he cobbled together a new plan that would attempt to 
dislodge the king from the square. To do so, he moved 
his own king one square to his left.

Half an hour later, his attack had ended in a 
humiliating exchange of pawns and his own king was 
now cowering in the corner, yelling for protection. He 
stared at the board, looking for a way out, but even 
stalemate seemed well out of reach. 

Krawchenko leaned forward a couple of inches. 
Given that he had remained virtually static for the 
entire game, it seemed as though he had moved a very 
long way.

‘Thought I’d blundered, didn’t you?’
‘Perhaps.’
‘That’s what Krawchenko does, you thought,’ his 
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opponent scowled. ‘Pisses it all away on a stupid move. 
That’s what they say.’

Inmate 27142629 did not wish to reply, since that 
was indeed what they did say. Even though he wished 
to ingratiate himself with Krawchenko, he was reluctant 
to lie. Having lived through a regime built on delusion 
and deception, he was determined not to descend to 
Stalin’s art. He noticed that the famous grandmaster 
was beginning to smile and then chuckle to himself.

‘That is how I beat you!’ the man crowed. ‘I used my 
reputation to win.’

His laughter turned into spluttering, followed 
by a series of noises that did not indicate longevity. 
During these convulsions, Inmate 27142629 decided 
against pointing out that he hadn’t actually resigned 
his position. The sound of Krawchenko’s pealing lungs 
summoned the doctor, whose intervention would more 
likely be fatal than remedial; his apparent medical 
qualifications were an ancient stethoscope and a white 
coat, stretched over a very thick jumper. He listened to 
the chest of his preferred patient as Inmate 27142629 
looked on, assuming the chess match to be over.

When the doctor left, Inmate 27142629 was about 
to launch into an explanation as to why he was familiar 
with the Krawchenko style, having studied many of his 
games during his time working on the doomed project 
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at the Ministry. It did not seem quite right to start this 
dialogue, however, before Krawchenko was breathing 
properly again.

As he waited for the right time to speak, Inmate 
27142629 realised his own situation was hardly better 
than that of his stranded king. He had been so focused 
on the game that he had not noticed how the solitary 
blanket was not nearly enough protection against the 
cold. There was no longer enough heat in his body to 
go round. He resigned himself to the fact that his own 
prognosis was not good. His quest for immortality was 
a race against death itself.

8 Across
The staff of CoffeeNation, who found running the place 
much easier without customers, were clearly quite 
annoyed at the presence of Turner and Amanda. The 
barista had succeeded in conveying her irritation by 
taking much longer than normal to make their drinks 
and toast their sandwiches. Turner was pleased that 
there was someone to witness his taking a late lunch 
with a woman who could be described with a clear 
conscience as pretty. He felt something approaching 
happiness as the two of them sat in crescent-backed 
easy chairs, drinking coffee and eating authentically 
heated and squashed Italian snacks.
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‘I suppose I was a bit young to be a proper New 
Romantic,’ explained Amanda. ‘I remember liking 
Adam and the Ants, but I wasn’t allowed to see them 
play live. What were you doing in 1982?’

‘Playing in the Pan-European Youth Championship,’ 
said Turner, without even thinking. ‘In Leeds. I was 
only ten so I would have been a reserve that year.’

‘A reserve? In a chess team? What, you sat on a 
bench for nine hours waiting to get subbed on?’

‘Very funny. I was just learning the ropes. And 
getting thrashed by the Russians. It was all pretty ugly.’

‘I can well imagine. A load of teenage chess 
players…’ she said, shuddering.

‘I meant the chess.’
‘Oh,’ said Amanda. ‘Still, at least you all had a 

hobby. Something you all liked doing.’
‘I liked it. Not sure the Eastern Europeans were 

always all that keen, but it did mean they got to leave 
their country for a couple of weeks. I’d have got good 
at any game to get out of communist Hungary.’

‘Budapest is nice. Went with… well, it doesn’t 
matter who with.’

‘You should’ve seen Kidgarda in 1983 – near the 
border with the Ukraine,’ Turner said, before pulling a 
wince. ‘Not good. Still, we started it, by dragging them 
round Leeds.’
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‘You see?’ said Amanda, with despair. ‘You were 
only eleven and you were seeing the world. You’d 
probably seen most of it by the time you were twenty-
one.’

‘Mainly the chess-playing communist parts. And we 
were indoors most of the time.’

‘Still, while you were in mysterious exotic locations 
behind the Iron Curtain playing chess, I was at home 
painting my nails and trying to meet boys. Look at me 
now. I’m a single accountant. Wasting my time working 
for a company that has no interest in whether I’m in the 
office or upstairs talking to a bunch of weirdos who set 
crossword, chess and bridge puzzles. No offence.’ 

‘At least you’re not some saddo with no prospects 
who spent their entire teens doing nothing but play 
chess,’ responded Turner, heartily encouraged that 
Amanda’s self-loathing nearly matched his own. 

‘There’s one thing about chess I’ve often wondered 
about. Well, thought about once and didn’t have 
someone to ask. Don’t you, erm…’ said Amanda, with 
uncertainty. ‘This is going to sound silly, but don’t you 
sort of run out of moves? Since you can only move 
certain pieces in certain ways? There can only be a 
finite number of games.’

‘It’s a good point,’ said Turner. ‘Certainly there are 
lots of set openings, and good and bad ways to start a 
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game. So lots of moves are possible, but many are very 
stupid. That’s the problem with chess computers. They 
can’t tell the difference between a good move and a 
bad one. They have to work every possibility, and then 
every further possibility after that, and then again. It’s 
called “depth”. The one that beat Kasparov in New 
York could go to a depth of nine.’

Amanda look puzzled.
‘So it could plan nine moves ahead,’ Turner 

explained, and Amanda started to smile again. ‘Nine 
moves ahead doesn’t sound much for such a massive 
computer built for the sole purpose of crushing 
Kasparov, but that means it was crunching billions of 
moves a minute. So in answer to your original question 
– sorry – there are trillions of possible games.’

‘I did ask.’
‘You did ask. And you asked someone who’s trying 

to teach a computer to play chess; whose computer can 
beat other people’s chess computers.’

‘What, like in tournaments? Chess tournaments with 
machines?’

‘Hmm. A bit like Robot Wars, without the violence,’ 
said Turner, taking a gulp of coffee, ‘and Philippa 
Forrester. Still, can’t have everything.’

8 Down
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Thomason felt extremely tired, having spent most of 
the night dozing on a chair opposite Sydney Bookman. 
There was no need to guard his prisoner in this way, 
since there was at least one guard outside the door to 
block any escape; but he had nowhere else to go. He 
and his American partner had not been welcomed by 
the powers of Bletchley. They had been served cups of 
tea courteously enough, but that was hardly hospitality. 
As far as the British were concerned, tea was a basic 
human right. They were given no bed, no breakfast and 
no Octavian de Havillande.

Dewes, de Havillande’s superior, had seemed 
unimpressed by their continued investigation, given 
MI5 had already declared the crossword matter to be an 
‘irritating and intriguing lexicographical coincidence’. 
He had even given the odds of it happening. Thomason 
could not remember the number, but it was a large one 
– to one. Dewes’ only concession to his visitors was 
a promise to verify de Havillande’s whereabouts by 
phoning him back when he next called through.

While Carter paced around outside, Thomason tried 
to forget his lack of breakfast by reading a newspaper, 
which contained no news of D-Day since it had been 
printed before the attack had begun. He had turned at 
once to the crossword. Having rapidly ground to a halt, 
he asked his cellmate for help.
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‘Still can’t do 1 Across. Ten letters,’ he said. ‘Latin 
from pamphlet found by monastery missing a removal?’

‘You want me to tell you the answer?’ said Bookman.
‘No, no. Teach me how to find the answer!’
‘I’m not that inclined to help you much further. 

Having been manacled to a chair all night.’
‘Fair enough.’
Sighing, Thomason stood up and searched the 

pockets of his trousers for the key to Bookman’s 
handcuffs. He then checked through his jacket hanging 
on the back of the door and, after a thorough rummage, 
found the item in the breast pocket. A few moments 
later, Bookman was no longer bound to his chair.

‘I’ve got a feeling you’re still reading the clues as 
complete sentences,’ said Bookman, rubbing his left 
wrist with his right hand.

‘How do you mean?’
‘You normally need to chop up the clues and piece 

them back together. First, find what the clue is most 
likely to mean, which is normally at the beginning or 
the end.’

‘So it’s either “Latin from pamphlet” or “removal”. 
Probably the latter. Couldn’t tell you why. Just instinct.’

‘I think you’re right, but we’ll soon find out,’ said 
Bookman. ‘Any idea what “removal” could mean?’

‘Not really. I’m thinking removal men taking things 
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out of a house. Ooh, withdrawal? Is that ten letters?’ He 
counted to himself on his fingers. ‘Yes!’

‘OK, so it might be withdrawal. Let’s look at the 
clues. “Latin from pamphlet found by monastery 
missing a”.’

‘Latin from pamphlet? Did the Romans write 
pamphlets? I suppose they wrote pamphlets in medieval 
times. Luther wrote pamphlets. But he wrote those in 
German. One of the causes of the Reformation, in fact, 
writing in the vernacular. Oh, this is maddening. This is 
why I can never do them! Always so many options! But 
none at the same time.’

‘They don’t go together. You’re just reading the 
surface. Think “Latin from” and then “pamphlet”,’ said 
Bookman. ‘ “From” is what in Latin?’

‘From is “ex”. Takes the ablative,’ said Thomason.
‘Yes. And pamphlet is what? Think religion again.’
‘Erm, a… tract! Aha! Extract!’ cried Thomason. 

‘Brilliant.’
‘And then let’s not forget the monastery.’
‘Monastery. Cluny?’
‘Well, what’s the answer to the whole clue going to 

be? Removal is what?’
‘Extraction?’ said Thomason. ‘Must be. So the 

monastery is “ion”. Missing “a”. Oh, I see. Iona. Very 
good.’
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‘There we go,’ said Bookman.
As Thomason wrote the word into the grid, Carter 

walked in.
‘No sign of de Havillande yet,’ he said, before 

shifting his gaze to an unshackled Bookman. 
‘Bookman’s free!’

‘It’s OK,’ said Bookman, standing up.
Thomason was still immersed in thought, staring at 

another clue, but Carter wasn’t taking any risks with 
their charge on the loose. He launched himself at his 
prisoner for the second time in twelve hours. Bookman 
nimbly stepped aside and Carter sailed past, hitting the 
flimsy wall with such force he passed right through it.

Dewes was very strict about people knocking on 
his door before entering his office. Preferring also that 
they use the door rather than the wall, he regarded this 
intruder with considerable disdain as he lay on the 
floor, covered in fragments of white plaster.

‘I’m not sure if they have doors in your part of the 
world, Major Carter,’ he said, ‘but we rather like them 
here.’

End Game
When the doctor returned, carrying a bulky black box, 
he saw Inmate 27142629 inspecting his crumpled, 
vomit-covered shirt.
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‘Since you’re an enemy spy,’ the doctor shouted, 
‘you clearly know how to use a camera. You may take 
one of me and the grandmaster.’

Inmate 27142629 obediently got up from his 
bed and turned to pick up his blanket. Krawchenko, 
the doctor, and anyone else in the ward who wasn’t 
dead, could now clearly see the letters tattooed on the 
inmate’s chest.

‘Look!’ cried the doctor. ‘Letters! English letters! I 
tell you, he’s a fascist pig-spy!’

The doctor looked him up and down as the pig-
spy held out his hand to take receipt of the box-like 
camera. As the doctor handed it over, Inmate 27142629 
nearly dropped it on the floor, the weight being an 
unaccustomed burden on his enfeebled body.

‘Don’t drop it! It is precious,’ said the doctor.
‘I’m sure you paid a lot of good money for it,’ 

Inmate 27142629 mumbled, knowing that it must have 
been stolen from an inmate.

The doctor went over to Krawchenko’s bed and 
perched beside him. ‘You will take a picture of us now,’ 
he declared.

Inmate 27142629 struggled with the camera, which 
he could see bore 16-Brownie Special and Made in 
the USA in small white letters on the front around the 
lens. The doctor had to get up several times to show 
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the capitalist pig how to operate the contraption. As the 
minutes ticked by, however, Inmate 27142629 could 
feel the heat slipping away from his body.

‘Could I fetch my blanket?’ he asked the doctor, who 
was sitting with a big forced smile next to his chess 
hero.

‘If you don’t take the picture now,’ the doctor 
replied, without moving his lips, ‘I will shoot you 
dead.’

Inmate 27142629 struggled on, and after a few more 
minutes, was confident that the picture had been taken.

‘And now one with the two grandmasters,’ said 
Krawchenko, pointing at the photographer.

‘Grandmaster?’ said the doctor. ‘That capitalist 
dog?’

Inmate 27142629 noted to himself that it was the 
doctor who possessed the American-made camera.

‘That capitalist dog gave me the best game of chess 
I’ve had in years.’

Inmate 27142629 felt a pain around his face. At 
first, he thought it was the intense cold that had taken 
hold of his extremities and was now working its way 
quickly to the core of his being. Then he realised it 
was because he was smiling, using muscles that had 
not been exercised since his friend, Demitry, put on an 
old woman’s dress and paraded around on top of a tank 
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before being propositioned by a visiting sergeant. He 
briefly wondered what had become of the man.

‘I have only limited film,’ said the doctor.
‘I can repay you,’ said Krawchenko.
‘You have nothing to pay me with.’
‘I can teach you the game,’ he replied, pointing at 

the chess board.
This offer was clearly very tempting to the doctor. 

Rather than say anything, he just got up, went to Inmate 
27142629 and took the camera.

‘If you wish,’ he said.
Inmate 27142629, still smiling, staggered towards 

Krawchenko’s bed and sat down next to him. The 
two grandmasters looked at the doctor who, feeling 
excluded from the camaraderie, was sourly fiddling 
with the camera.

‘OK, say Stalin.’
Neither man said anything. Inmate 27142629 smiled 

yet further, having found not only a grandmaster with 
access to a camera, but another Stalin-hater. The picture 
was taken.

‘Thank you,’ said Krawchenko. ‘You will give me 
the photograph on your first lesson?’

‘Yes, yes,’ said the doctor.
‘Perhaps our friend here would like to join in,’ 

he went on, turning to his neighbour, who was still 
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smiling. ‘How about it? You could even teach me a 
thing or two! And maybe explain these strange letters 
on your...’

But Inmate 27142629 could do neither of those 
things, nor utter any memorable last words, because he 
was dead. Perched precariously on the edge of the bed, 
his posture had been difficult enough to maintain while 
alive. Now, drained of his spirit, all it took was one 
nudge to ruin the pose. Krawchenko prodded his new 
friend to wake him, but succeeded only in sending his 
body to the floor, where it landed with a crack.

Mildly irritated at the paperwork this would entail, 
the doctor sighed.

‘Do you still want that photo?’ he asked.
‘All the more so,’ said Krawchenko. ‘What was his 

name?’
‘Petrov,’ said the doctor. ‘What were his last words? 

I didn’t hear him say anything, but spies never do. The 
pig-dog even refused to say Stalin.’

‘Well, that’s something.’

9 Across
Having cracked the code sent by Turner, Overend got 
up from his computer and returned to the desk on the 
other side of his bed. This area was reserved for Petrov 
document research. Turner’s book on Krawchenko by 
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E.P. Bornavitsa lay open, and next to it was a copy of 
one of the photographs from the book. On a pad of 
squared paper, Overend had written the following: 

Petrov document: BATNV BMTVQ CZTCT 
Man’s chest: BATVN RMTVQ CSTCT 

The moment Overend had seen the picture, he had 
known at once he was staring at Petrov, although the 
author had been unaware of the man’s name. Bornavitsa 
had included the picture since it had been found in a 
collection of the grandmaster’s papers that had been 
left to his son. Krawchenko Senior, released from the 
camp in 1954, a year after Stalin’s death, subsequently 
died in 1961, having written up and annotated some of 
his more notable games. This photograph, Bornavitsa 
claimed, had been taken after the grandmaster’s only 
game against the man with letters tattooed all over his 
trunk. The moves had been written in ink on the back of 
the photograph. Although it wasn’t a truly great game, 
despite the bishop’s feint, it seemed a shame not to 
include it, given its setting and the enigmatic nature of 
the graffitied opponent.

The author had suggested that the lettering was 
some kind of prison-camp branding, such as those used 
by farmers on cattle. Once Overend had scanned the 
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picture, blown it up on his screen and printed it out, he 
concluded it was more likely to be a tattoo. Some letters 
were hard to make out, but a run of fifteen were clearly 
discernible. Overend spotted three differences with 
the fifteen-letter sequence from the Petrov document 
– the NV the wrong way round, the S for the Z, one 
B for an R. These, he thought, could only be errors in 
transmission. If four letters were wrong in total, albeit 
two just switched, twelve were correct, and the chances 
of these letters occurring randomly on the man’s chest 
were approximately 95,429 trillion to 1. The reasons 
for the discrepancies could be narrowed down. Overend 
wrote them on a list:
1. The Petrov document is incorrect and Petrov’s 
chest is correct. This might explain several thousand 
hours of unsuccessful code-breaking (plus others, 
supercomputers, etc…)
2. The Petrov document is correct and Petrov’s chest 
is incorrect. If the markings are tattoos, they would 
have been made by a Russian before 1953. Possibly 
illiterate, even in Cyrillic. Roman alphabet alien. Zs 
and Ss confusable. Bs and Rs likewise. Tattooist drunk? 
Possible.
3. Both documents are incorrect. Current evidence can 
neither confirm nor contradict this theory.
4. An event with odds of 95,429 trillion to 1 has 
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happened.
Overend stared at the picture again, hoping to make 

out more letters that would make Possibility 4 even less 
likely. The dim light and the arrangement of shadows 
hid the rest of the tattooed text from view. Petrov had 
a haunting look, his smile broad, almost sickly, but his 
eyes empty and lifeless. Looking at every detail of the 
photograph, Overend was desperate for further clues or 
hints as to the reason for this act of autoscription. He 
listed the possible explanations:
1. Petrov was mad. His act was irrational and had 
no explanation beyond his insanity. Petrov drunk? 
Possible.
2. Petrov wrote it on his chest in an act of desperation. 
Unlikely. An excessive and painful solution to not 
being able to find a pen and/or paper.
3. Petrov wanted to make himself inseparable from the 
text of the document so he could solve it at his leisure.
4. Petrov was tattooed with these marks against his 
will. No obvious reason for this. Torture?
5. Petrov had unusual and highly improbable birthmarks 
that spell letters. See previous list, point (4).

Explanations 3 and 4 were clear favourites from 
this list. He circled the numbers and stared at the 
photograph again, realising that none of these theories 
could help him to break the code itself.
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9 Down
With his jacket still dusted with white powder from 
the destroyed wall, Carter was now standing by the 
lake, throwing small stones into it. A guard stood at a 
distance, observing the American while pretending that 
he happened to be getting some air at exactly the same 
time as his quarry. Thomason emerged from the hut and 
stood next to Carter.

‘Sorry to hear your chaps took a bit of a beating at 
Omaha,’ said Thomason.

‘We’re ashore. That’s it,’ said Carter in low voice. 
‘But if they find out about Operation Fortitude, they’re 
gonna hit that bridgehead like a sledgehammer.’

‘True.’
‘And until we have Romulus and Remus behind 

bars, or wired to a chair, I’m not going to be sleeping 
easy.’

‘Steady on. We’re not a hundred per cent sure on 
those Lisbon intercepts. It makes sense because we’ve 
got two brothers, but if we can clear one of them, I feel 
the whole thing rather falls apart.’

Thomason was just dropping his shoulder, 
positioning himself to skim a stone, when he heard a 
voice behind him.

‘Busy, I see, Thomason?’ said Dewes.
Flustered, Thomason put the stone in his pocket and 
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stood upright.
‘Message for you,’ Dewes went on, looking 

distinctly unimpressed. Ignoring his office intruder and 
wall-destroyer, he handed the folded note to Thomason.

‘From de Havillande?’
‘Still no sign of him,’ said Dewes. ‘He’s probably 

under the weather. He’s pretty reliable, you know.’
‘No. We don’t know,’ grunted Carter.
‘So what’s it about?’ asked Thomason, frowning 

down at the note.
‘How could I know?’ said Dewes, clearly affronted.
‘Sorry. Thank you.’
‘Anyway, much as I enjoy being a courier for 

messages, I have real work to get on with.’
‘And what work is that, exactly?’ said Carter.
‘Oh for heaven’s sake, you know I can’t tell you 

that,’ said Dewes. ‘This place is unbelievably hush 
hush. Why anyone’s given you licence to get under our 
feet is beyond me. So until you get someone I answer 
to to order me to assist you, you will find me and my 
colleagues most unhelpful. Please leave.’

Turning round, Dewes marched himself back to the 
huts while Thomason opened the note. It was short, but 
worrying.

‘Our man in Lisbon,’ he said. ‘Well, not our man, 
but their man. Potentially.’
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‘What does he say?’ said Carter, grabbing the note. 
‘Romulus has contacted Hannibal. Hannibal? Who in 
hell’s Hannibal?’

‘A third party?’ said Thomason.
‘I knew it. De Havillande. Even sounds like 

Hannibal,’ cried Carter.
‘Especially if you change the V to a B.’
Carter looked at him in genuine befuddlement.
‘It’s a Hispanic thing,’ said Thomason. ‘Or is it 

Roman? I don’t know. Anyway, if you do, that would 
make it Habillande which is a bit like Hannibal. Sort 
of.’

‘We gotta find that guy. He could be dangerous.’
‘Yes, although, thinking about it, maybe it’s a little 

too obvious.’
‘Of course it’s obvious. That’s why I thought of it. 

What, you think I’m stupid?’
Thomason paused, widening his eyes as he looked 

at the ground. ‘I mean that if you have an agent whose 
real name is de Havillande, you’re going to call him 
“Pompey” or “Caesar”. Something that’s nothing like 
the name.’

Carter thought to himself for a moment. His 
colleague had a good point. ‘OK, if it’s not de 
Havillande, which I still think it is, who’s left?’

‘The Pole?’
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‘I talked to Ziobro earlier,’ said Carter. ‘He’s just 
plain weird.’

‘A little intense, perhaps.’
‘Let’s bring him in and give him the third degree!’
Thomason knew that Ziobro had already gone back 

to his digs for the night. He was unsure that Dewes 
would be happy for them to put a second person 
under lock and key. There was a war on – although 
it was far from clear how either Bookman, Ziobro or 
de Havillande were involved in it. It was certainly 
frustrating that no one seemed to be willing or able to 
fill them in on the details. Perhaps this threesome were 
Romulus, Remus and Hannibal. And maybe Dewes was 
Pompey! 

He then remembered he had just invented Pompey. 
So many questions, he thought to himself. So many 
answers. And so little confidence in any of them.

10 Across
‘OK. These are the facts,’ said Turner, trying to take 
charge of the conversation, since he felt he was 
being asked to do that for the first time that he could 
remember. ‘We know that Fellowes’ granddad, Carl 
Bookman, was accused of being a spy for sticking 
D-Day code-words in his crosswords.’

‘Carl Bookman. Accused. Spy. D-Day code-words,’ 
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Amanda said as she wrote the words down on her pad. 
Her pen then hovered, waiting for Turner to speak forth 
again, which he was more than happy to do.

‘Sydney somehow got his brother off the hook. 
According to Mary.’

‘Sydney. Brother. Involved. Question-mark,’ she 
dictated to herself before rereading the deciphered note: 
‘Ziobro at large. Flee. I am no longer de Havillande. 
Yours David Smith. So de Havillande’s changed his 
name to David Smith. Why would he do that? Other 
than to avoid being called de Havillande?’

‘Well, he changed it from something very distinctive 
to something very common. So he didn’t want to be 
found – by this Russian who turned up in ’82. The 
one that Fellowes’ mum talked about. Looking for 
Bookman. He might have been Ziobro.’

‘It sounds like this Ziobro wanted to settle a score 
with Sydney too,’ said Amanda.

‘So de Havillande tried to warn Sydney that Ziobro 
was at large, but Syd was already in New Zealand. 
Something like that.’

Amanda went to write something down but decided 
against it. ‘So how are we going to find this de 
Havillande guy?’ she asked. ‘He’s probably dead by 
now.’

‘Maybe,’ Turner replied. ‘But if he was in his early 
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twenties during the war, he might still be knocking 
about. In his eighties. But plenty of blokes make it to 
eighty.’

‘But even if he is alive, he’s now called David 
Smith. There must be thousands of David Smiths.’

‘Yeah, but maybe only hundreds who are that old. 
And only one who would have changed his name by 
deed poll to that name.’

‘You think we might be able to get a list of people 
who’ve changed their names?’ asked Amanda.

‘Probably not. Kind of defeats the point of wanting 
to change your name,’ said Turner, sensing that the 
customary edge of hostility had unwittingly returned to 
his voice. ‘But it’s a good suggestion. There’s probably 
a list somewhere, but I can’t imagine they’d allow the 
public to see it.’

‘So we have no way of finding this guy,’ said 
Amanda, slumping back into her chair.

‘I wouldn’t say that exactly,’ Turner replied. 

10 Down
Despite working in counter-intelligence, albeit for 
SHAEF rather than MI6, Thomason knew that he was a 
hopeless liar. Discovering that he was also a thoroughly 
amateur thief came as no great surprise. His attempts 
at breaking and entering made his heart thump so fast 
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and loud that he could hear his pulse ringing in his ears. 
His mouth had dried up, his palms were sweating and 
his hands were shaking as he looked round. The sight 
of the Turk’s accusing eyes nearly made him collapse 
altogether.

The investigation had come to a complete standstill, 
so Thomason had yielded to Carter’s demands that 
they take matters into their own hands. Some kind 
of evidence had to be found before they returned to 
SHAEF HQ.

To this end, Carter had formulated a plan. With one 
guard watching Bookman, there was only one guard left 
to watch both Thomason and Carter, who had hitherto 
remained relatively close together. Carter proposed to 
behave suspiciously and wander off, drawing away the 
guard, leaving Thomason free to access Bookman’s 
office and work out what he had been up to. The plan 
was annoyingly simple and good.

Carter, duly followed by the guard, had wandered 
off to some more remote buildings that looked secret 
enough to have armed guards. When both were out 
of sight, Thomason had snuck into the hut, found the 
room that bore the words ‘Bookman’ and ‘Ziobro’ 
and cautiously entered. He found a switch to his right, 
which, when flicked down, turned on a feeble bulb 
that dangled from the ceiling by its wire. The light had 
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revealed the picture of the turbaned Turk that hung on 
the wall.

After the initial shock, Thomason studied the picture 
for a moment. The Turk’s opponent was a caricature of 
Napoleon who was standing beside a Victorian-looking 
Englishman, another foreign prince, and a man in more 
modest, dour clothing carrying a quill and a document 
labelled ‘Declaration’.

Beneath the picture was a table piled high with 
papers, topped off with a chess board on which pieces 
were sparsely arranged, the game still in progress. 
Trying to avoid disturbing the match, he eased out 
some of the papers. He managed to grab half an inch 
of them and pull them out so they could be inspected 
without removing them from the stack altogether. The 
paper on the top caught his eye; it sported a strange 
assortment of letters and numbers. He turned it to the 
light for a better look.

11 Across
File Not Accessible appeared on the monitor in small 
scarlet letters.

‘Odd,’ said Joan, frowning at the screen. 
‘But it’s over sixty years ago,’ said Fellowes, sitting 

down beside the librarian, who was herself sitting in 
front of the library’s only public computer. ‘They must 
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have released it by now, surely?’ 
Joan was fully experienced in online archives, 

having traced her own lineage back to Nell Gwyn. In 
fifty-five minutes, she had found what would have 
taken Fellowes several days to unearth, which was 
almost nothing. More specifically, they had learned 
that all information concerning his grandfather was still 
classified.

What was confusing, and intriguing, was the location 
of the Bookman file. It was not in the archives of 
Government Communication Headquarters, GCHQ, the 
intentionally bland name for Bletchley’s code-breaking 
operations – changed when they realised that GC&CS, 
Government Code and Cipher School, somewhat 
gave the game away. The Bookman file had appeared 
in British Army records. Fellowes now wondered if 
his grandfather had been a code-breaker, or perhaps 
a code-setter, for the army. But if that were the case, 
which Bookman had trapped pompous old Fentiman’s 
leg before wicket? Could Sydney be involved? A quick 
check of the RAF and Air Ministry archives produced 
only a Stephen Bachman.

‘You’ll have to apply for your grandfather’s file in 
person,’ said Joan. ‘Explain who you are. And tell them 
what you do. They’ll probably love that, those archivist 
types.’
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Fellowes thought it unlikely that his status as a 
professional crossword-setter would open any doors or 
secret files. Joan had been impressed, being a devotee 
of the cryptic kind herself.

‘I’m not sure they’ll be all that interested in me,’ he 
said.

‘If you explain you’re a relative of the man in 
question, they might be helpful. It’s probably been 
overlooked for declassification. Oh, and say your great-
uncle just died. Play the sympathy card.’

‘And if that doesn’t work?’
‘You’ll just have to break in,’ she said, popping a 

boiled sweet into her mouth.
‘Break in?’
‘I had to play fast and loose to find out about my 

own great-grandfather. Had to steal a parish register 
to confirm he’d committed bigamy. The vicar was an 
obstreperous old so-and-so, so I picked the lock on the 
vestry and walked off with three volumes. Put them 
back the next day. No one knew. And no harm done.’

‘How did you learn how to pick locks?’ said 
Fellowes, amazed at this silver-haired burglar. 

‘I do have access to a lot of knowledge,’ she said, 
standing up and gesturing at the shelves around her. ‘I 
could probably find the lock-picking book somewhere. 
I’d imagine the security’s a bit tighter at the National 
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Archive than at St Mary’s, Chewton Cantello. But 
he who dares wins.’ Before disappearing among the 
shelves, she looked back at Fellowes and whispered: 
‘My father was in the SAS, you know.’

11 Down
1.e4 e5 2.Nc3 Nf6 3.d4 Bb4 4.Nf3 d6 5.Bd2 

Nc6 6.d5 Nd4 7.h4 Bg4 8.a4 Nxf3+ 9.gxf3 

Bh5 10.Bb5+ c6 11.dxc6 0-0 12.cxb7 Rb8 

13.Ba6 Qa5 14.Qe2 Nd7 15.Rg1 Nc5 16.Rg5 

Bg6 17.Bb5 Nxb7 18.0-0-0 Nc5 19.Bc6 Rfc8 

20.Bd5 Bxc3 21.Bxc3 Qxa4 22.Kd2? 22...

Ne6 23.Rg4 Nd4? [23...Rxb2! 24.Bxb2 

Rxc2+] 24.Qd3 Nb5 25.Bb3 Qa6 26.Bc4 Bh5 

27.Rg3 Qa4 28.Bxb5 Qxb5 29.Qxd6 Rd8 0-1.

Thomason was mystified. Lifting up the sheet, he 
saw the page below looked very similar. Much further 
down, he saw one that was equally incomprehensible, 
despite having no numbers at all: just a block of letters.

RALWC SKVEW IGNES YTKQC LNUDT HBLCJ VFKGZ 

RKFAO JVYKW ROSQA HOIVW ZIADX EIHTN QPJGM 

RQTAL DHNTN BATNV BMTVQ CZTCT QTMSF TYIOD 

LFDVU YYCYO LZJAU VROWC STEGZ KSMWS YEITP 

DNNZB HWIES HVIDL XUIKC PKJQW QCILG JGOXT 
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TQFGI QEURA EPAQX RWPBK IYEGC LRNWY KSSEN

As he continued down this handful of documents, 
he found a sheet of slightly thicker, but more dog-
eared paper, folded up. Looking around, as if he was 
expecting someone to jump out on him at any minute, 
he plucked it out and carefully eased the rest back into 
the stack.

His heart almost left his torso as he opened up his 
discovery. It was a hand-drawn crossword with clues 
underneath. It seemed the solutions had been written 
in with a pencil, and then erased. Refolding it, he put it 
inside his jacket pocket. Then he paused and, thinking 
he heard footsteps, took out the crossword again and 
put it down his trousers, using his belt to prevent it 
from slipping down his leg. Remaining in the room, he 
turned the light off and gently tried to open the door. It 
was pushed back at him. At the sound of Dewes’ voice, 
he felt extremely sick.

‘If that’s you, Thomason,’ the man said, with a sigh, 
‘you’re a bally fool. And I’m going to have place you 
under arrest.’ 
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Concise

1 Across
‘Get out of it, fat-boy!’ said Turner, who had found 
his little brother, Boris, sitting on the floor of his room 
playing a zombie-based game on his console. 

‘But I’ve nearly finished this level!’ said Boris 
without turning round, as the sound of swiped 
candlestick reverberated around the room. It was so 
realistic that Amanda, who was standing behind Turner, 
flinched.

‘Don’t care. Get out, Boris,’ said Turner, switching 
on the light to reveal a room containing a bed, a 
desk and a lot of beige boxes containing computing 
equipment.

The noises halted as Boris hit a key on his pad, 
pausing the zombie on screen mid-swish. He turned 
round to confront his older brother, but was stunned to 
see the assumed apparition of a tall, blonde-ish woman 
standing in the doorway.

‘Hello, Boris,’ said Amanda. 
Still dumbstruck, Boris struggled to his feet and 

waddled out, giving her a broad grin as he passed her 
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before raising and sucking on an inhaler.
Turner was now busy taking T-shirts and pairs of 

socks off an easy chair that had hitherto lain buried in 
clothing for many years.

‘Boris is quite a name,’ Amanda commented. ‘Mind 
you, so’s Cyril.’

‘I was named after Cyril Smith. The MP? You know, 
the fat one. Mum voted for him once. It’s my brother 
who actually looks like him, but he was named after 
Boris Becker. Born the week Becker won Wimbledon.’

‘Right,’ said Amanda, gingerly sitting down on the 
newly cleared chair. ‘I understand.’

Turner plonked himself into a large office chair in 
front of the desk and flicked a switch on the monitor.

‘Right, brace yourself,’ he said.
Despite the warning, Amanda jumped at the loud 

orchestral fanfare that boomed out, which sounded like 
it was announcing the Second Coming. 

Turner smiled. ‘Just the machine saying “Hello”.’ 
Amanda noted that the room had not been cleaned 

for several months, possibly years. It had probably 
been abandoned by Mrs Turner and told the tale of a 
man who needed a woman to help him be a man. The 
bed looked permanently unmade. The posters of Kim 
Basinger and Sharon Stone were yellowing images that 
had clearly been up for years. Next to Sharon Stone, 
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however, was a large framed picture: a black-and-white 
line drawing of an Eastern-looking man in a large 
turban, seated behind a chess board.

‘What’s that?’ asked Amanda, pointing at it.
‘The Turk,’ Turner replied.
‘Which is?’
‘An automated chess machine from a few hundred 

years ago.’
‘Like a chess computer?’
‘Sort of. More like a chess robot. Except it was a 

con. Just a man in a box working some levers. This is 
the real thing,’ he said, pointing to the stack of hard 
drives. The screen was still mainly black with flashing 
and scrolling white numbers. ‘He’s called Krawcho. 
Sorry, takes forever to start up.’

‘My computer at work takes yonks,’ said Amanda, 
not dwelling on the fact that Turner had named his 
computer, which seemed a little tragic. Then she 
remembered that she called her car Bernard. And that 
Bernard had always been his car. ‘I leave it on most 
of the time. I know it’s a waste of energy, and causes 
global warming and all that, but who can be bothered 
to sit and wait for their computer to power up every 
morning?’

‘Quite.’



212

1 Down
Carter tried to work his hands free from the handcuffs 
that shackled him to the radiator in the corner of the 
room.

‘They only get tighter if you struggle,’ said 
Thomason.

While he had been found snooping in Bookman 
and Ziobro’s office, Carter had wandered too near an 
outbuilding that contained something extremely secret. 
Weapons were drawn, Dewes was summoned and he 
asked the military police to place them under arrest. 
They were no longer in the flimsy tin sheds but in the 
main house, and that was at least made of sturdier stuff. 
Carter was so angry he contemplated trying to rip the 
entire radiator from the wall, but he had been manacled 
in such a way that he would have to carry the whole 
wrought-iron heater with him should any detachment 
plan be successful. Given his current mood, he felt 
more than capable of lugging it all the way back to 
SHAEF headquarters on foot.

‘There must be a way out of this place,’ he said, 
straining to look around the room, which appeared 
somehow odd at first. It was no prison cell, being 
one of the reading rooms of the house. Next to the 
central coffee table was an armchair which contained 
Thomason. Wood panelling clad the few parts of the 
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wall that weren’t lined with bookshelves stuffed with 
dark brown tomes of little direct relevance to the war 
effort. It took Carter a moment to realise the room’s 
appearance was unusual for lack of a door.

‘I’m not sure that escaping’s an altogether good 
idea, old fruit. Might arouse further suspicion. Can’t 
imagine they’re too thrilled about this at HQ already,’ 
said Thomason, whose right wrist was handcuffed to 
the heavy metal wooden-topped occasional table that 
sat beside the armchair. He didn’t like to struggle with 
his handcuffs since there was a large ceramic lamp 
on the table, which he was worried about breaking. 
Besides, this light was their only source of illumination; 
the main lights were off and it was still dark outside.

‘Why are they keeping us here? Why won’t they help 
us? We’re meant to be on the same side, goddammit.’ 
In frustration, Carter rattled his handcuffs again, which 
began to pinch severely at his wrists.

‘Yes, well, this place seems to be a law unto itself. 
And to be fair, we did rather take matters into our own 
hands,’ said Thomason mournfully. ‘I’m not sure I 
picked up an awful lot. Except this.’ He reached inside 
his trousers with his left hand and pulled out a piece of 
paper. Eventually he singlehandedly unfolded it and 
placed it on his thigh. 

Carter stared. ‘What was Bookman doing with 
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a crossword? I knew there was a link! We’re onto 
something.’

‘Hold your horses. These boffins get through 
crosswords like our soldiers get through cigarettes.’

‘What are the answers?’ asked Carter. ‘Any other 
code-words? What about Torch? Or place names? 
Caen? Cherbourg?’

‘There are no answers written in. I think they’ve 
been erased. And I’m pretty hopeless at doing these 
things.’

‘Well, let’s snap to it!’ said Carter.
Thomason looked at the clues and took a deep 

breath.
‘I’ll look for an easy one to start us off.’

2 Across
‘So, why is your computer called Groucho?’ asked 
Amanda. ‘Is that after the comedian?’

‘Not Groucho. Krawcho,’ said Turner. ‘After 
Krawchenko? The chess grandmaster? The one I told 
you about?’

‘Ah. Right.’ She smiled kindly. ‘Of course.’
‘Most chess computers normally just crunch 

numbers to find the best position, so they end up being 
defensive. I’m trying to teach Krawcho to attack. Based 
on how Krawchenko did it. I think it’s the only way to 
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beat the competition.’
‘And I’m sure you have a lot of fun doing it,’ said 

Amanda.
‘I know how it sounds,’ Turner shrugged. ‘But 

it’s not just about having fun. It’s about pushing the 
boundaries of computers. Anyone can throw millions 
at a computer that just crunches numbers and finds the 
best move by sheer brute force.’

‘Not anyone. You need to have millions to throw.’
‘Yeah, all right. IBM did it and beat Kasparov. Big 

deal. The real skill is in getting the computer to think. 
Your brain does it all the time without, well, thinking. 
But getting a computer not to waste brain space on a 
whole load of redundant chess moves is more difficult.’

‘So, and please don’t take this the wrong way,’ said 
Amanda, making soothing gestures with her hands, 
‘why bother?’

Turner looked confused by the question and didn’t 
answer. For a moment, he felt like Overend, his own 
internal programming having been paralysed by a non-
question.

‘I mean,’ Amanda went on, ‘if humans are so much 
more intuitive than machines, why not just play other 
people?’

‘Oh,’ said Turner, rebooting his brain. ‘For starters, 
other people aren’t always available, especially the 
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ones that are better than you. That’s a problem if you’re 
one of the best in the country and you need to train for 
a tournament.’

‘Are you the best in the country?’ said Amanda.
‘I was ranked number two in Britain for a few 

months in ’96, I think it was,’ said Turner, knowing full 
well he was number two for eighty-seven days.

‘OK, that is quite impressive.’
‘But I couldn’t exactly practise against the number 

one, because I didn’t want to give him practice beating 
me, or let him work out my game.’

‘Sensible,’ said Amanda.
‘So if I wanted to improve outside competitions, I 

had to create a computer that was better at chess than 
me.’

‘Makes you sound like Frankenstein. At least you 
didn’t need body parts,’ she said, before realising that 
this was another area of Turner’s life that should not be 
mocked. ‘So did you manage to make a computer that 
was better than you?’

‘Not while I was playing. I’ve managed it in the last 
few years. Krawcho regularly beats me now, don’t you, 
mate?’ he said, patting the top of the monitor. ‘But that’s 
partly because I’ve not worked on my game so much. 
The tournaments started to do my head in. At least ones 
for me. So I started entering Krawcho instead.’
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‘There are tournaments for chess computers?’
‘Yeah. Krawcho does all right. His attacking style 

is quite unusual for chess computers. But one small 
breakthrough on the programming and I could win 
World Computer Chess Champion. Or at least one of 
the speed computer chess tournaments.’

Amanda nodded and tried to remember the original 
purpose of her visit to Turner’s home. ‘This David 
Smith,’ she said, rather suddenly. ‘How exactly do we 
propose to find him?’

‘Through the power of the internet. The power of 
Krawcho. And some good old-fashioned hacking.’

2 Down
In his much-neglected blue naval uniform, Marcus 
Johnson proudly stood on his Mulberry, anchored 
firmly off the coast of Normandy. The pontoon bridge 
ran from the harbour to the liberated beach.

The initial elation of establishing a bridgehead 
had passed; everyone was much more concerned that 
Caen, an optimistic Day One objective, had still not 
been taken after a few days of fighting. Already, they 
were bracing themselves for a vicious counter-attack. 
Johnson strained to hear the noise of actual battle over 
the waves and the lorries, but instead heard only the 
whooshing water and whining engines. Suddenly, a 
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jeep screeched to a halt beside him.
‘Johnson!’ yapped Admiral Bradby, sitting erect 

in the back. ‘Come and meet the PM! He’s tickled 
pink with all this gubbins and he’s desperate for a few 
johnnies to thank. Hop in.’

Obediently, Marcus Johnson climbed into the jeep 
and nestled awkwardly beside the admiral, whose 
uniform was heavy with decoration; Johnson’s looked 
bare beside it. Soon, they were juddering off the ramp 
and onto the sand.

Ahead of them was a clearing in which a large black 
car was parked; a small crowd of men had gathered 
around it. Churchill was obviously at the centre. 
Johnson was excited at the prospect of meeting the 
great man, but was also ashamed of not being a true 
soldier. Just a desk-johnny to be thanked. Still, it would 
be something to tell Mrs Johnson in lieu of stories of 
pluck and bravery in combat. 

The jeep pulled up. As Bradby and Johnson got out, 
the crowd parted before them like the Jordan before 
Joshua. They were greeted by the sight of Britain’s 
premier in a dark suit, holding a cigar in one hand 
and a walking stick in the other, a bigger and more 
comical figure in reality than any parody could achieve. 
Johnson almost laughed.

‘Bradby!’ said Churchill. ‘Thought I might find you 
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here. How about all this?’ He gesticulated vaguely at 
the chaos of the beach, beaming with delight.

‘Yes, Prime Minister,’ said Bradby. ‘Quite a 
spectacle.’

‘I said everything would be all right, didn’t I?’
‘Indeed, Prime Minister.’
‘Should shut Stalin up for a bit.’
‘That’s the idea, sir.’
‘Oh?’ said Churchill. ‘You think all this is just for 

Marshal Stalin?’
‘Uh,’ said Bradby, suddenly lost for words, unsure 

where Churchill was leading. ‘This is for the liberty of 
Europe, and the defeat of Hitler and fascist forces of… 
erm…’

‘It’s not just for Stalin. But for the freedom of 
France. And of course, de Gaulle. Because,’ Churchill 
went on, ‘if we don’t get that man out of London and 
back in France soon, I’ll drown him in the Thames 
myself.’

Everyone roared with laughter, led heartily by 
Bradby. As they did so, Churchill stared directly at 
Marcus Johnson.

‘And who are you?’ he said.
Johnson was struck dumb. 
Bradby intervened. ‘This is Johnson, one of the 

chaps who’s been working on the Mulberries.’
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Marcus Johnson suddenly realised he was being 
introduced to the leader of the free world. He panicked 
and went to shake hands with Churchill, who furrowed 
his eyebrows. Remembering he was wearing military 
uniform, Johnson turned his hand movement into a 
salute, which felt extremely unnatural. Then he dropped 
his arm back to his side and shifted his feet, hoping 
to find an unexploded mine that would relieve the 
excruciating pain of this sorry sequence of events.

‘Damn fine work, Johnson. Without you, our chaps 
over that hill wouldn’t stand a chance,’ said the premier, 
purposefully pointing his cigar at an unspecified 
location beyond the beach.

‘Thank you, sir.’
‘Good,’ said Churchill. ‘Now, where’s my lunch 

meant to be happening?’

3 Across
After a few minutes, Turner had found a website linked 
to the Deed Poll register. Amanda had insisted they try 
to obtain the information they wanted legitimately, but 
the site had not co-operated. Pleased at officialdom’s 
obduracy, Turner decided to bring his hacking skills 
into play. He began casually tapping away at the 
keyboard as his partner in crime protested.

‘This is definitely not legal,’ she said. ‘And it 
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probably won’t work.’
‘I’m in,’ he said, in the coolest voice he could 

muster, despite his obvious excitement.
‘Well, I don’t think much of the government’s anti-

hacking software.’
‘That’s the public sector for you,’ he said.
Amanda had taken clothes off a taller chair and 

dragged it up to get a front-row view of the screen. 
She hadn’t felt like this since she was twelve, when 
she’d tiptoed into her sister’s room to read her diary. 
This time, there was a real buzz, rather than the 
disappointment of picking the least secure lock in 
Europe in order to read the pretentious sub-Austen 
ramblings of a self-important fourteen-year-old girl.

‘Ooh, there he is!’ she cried, spotting the words ‘de 
Havillande’ on the monitor. 

After a few clicks, they discovered the man’s file. 
All it said was:

Formerly: Octavian de Havillande

Currently: David Smith

Date of Registry: <withheld>

Place of Registry: <error%$>

The computer made a plinking noise. Amanda felt a 
sudden stab of terror, as though her sister might walk in 
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at any moment and start pulling her hair, again.
‘That’s odd,’ said Turner, frowning at the screen.
‘What?’ said Amanda, starting to shake. ‘I told you. 

I told you!’ she went on, seeing but not reading a new 
window that had appeared on the screen. ‘This is bad. 
This is really bad. Somehow I’m going to get fired for 
this.’

‘It’s a Saturday. You’re not at work.’
Amanda clutched her handbag protectively to her 

belly. ‘Or prosecuted! If I get a criminal record because 
of you…’

‘Relax,’ said Turner, although he himself was more 
than a little tense. ‘Someone seems to have attached 
something to this file.’

‘Is it a virus? You’ve got virus checkers, haven’t 
you? I hope it’s not a virus. I feel sick.’

‘Someone’s spying on us.’
‘The police!’
‘Not the police.’
‘MI6? MI5? Never really worked out which is which 

or what they actually do…’
‘If MI6 were involved, we wouldn’t have got the 

information this quickly. And I can’t imagine they’d be 
sufficiently bothered to schlep all the way over here to 
arrest a couple of hackers.’

‘What the hell’s that?’ said Amanda, seeing a small 
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pale yellow box appear on the screen. It displayed three 
simple words:

Who are you?

Under the words was a box in which a cursor was 
flashing, awaiting a response. Next to that was a small 
square with send written inside.

‘This might be de Havillande. He could have put 
something on the system as an alert in case Ziobro 
came looking for him.’

‘Let’s just ignore it,’ she said. ‘Quickly! Turn 
everything off. Let’s pretend all this never happened.’

Turner typed: What if I’m Ziobro? and clicked 
send.

‘What are you doing?’ she cried. ‘He might think 
we’re trying to kill him. Now we’ll never find him.’

‘I was trying to show that we knew something.’
‘Then why didn’t you say you were Bookman?’
Turner paused. ‘Yes, that would have been better,’ he 

said. ‘Oh well, I’ve sent it now.’
‘What if he decides to kill us?’
‘By email?’
‘I don’t know. He might be able to find us,’ said 

Amanda, starting to panic properly. ‘Through the 
internet… protocol… GPS… thing. I’m leaving now.’

She stood up and looked around for her coat.
‘Listen, I’ve got massive complex firewalls for this 
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place. Honestly, he’ll never find us.’
‘This whole thing has been a big mistake,’ said 

Amanda. ‘A huge mistake.’
At the sound of another plink, she froze. She heard 

Turner give a short grunt of approval. Unable to pull 
herself away, she turned and looked at the screen, 
which had a new yellow box that read:

What if you’re not Ziobro?

‘What sort of a question is that?’ she said, trying to 
work out their next move. But before she could suggest 
anything, Turner typed, with admirable speed: It’s 
Bookman. Talk to me and clicked send.

‘Wait!’ she said.
‘What?’
‘We have to be careful about what we say,’ she said, 

sitting down again and pulling her what-we-know pad 
out of her bag.

‘Why? What were you going to suggest?’
‘I don’t know,’ she said, flustered. ‘We just – need to 

play it cool. This could be our only chance.’
‘Oh it’s us again all of sudden, is it?’
‘Sorry about that.’
‘It’s fine,’ he sighed.
Amanda could see that he had many mechanisms for 

dealing with rejection from women. One of them had 
clearly been activated in some way. She automatically 
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assumed she was pleased about this, but realised after 
a moment that she wasn’t. Any further thoughts in 
this area were curtailed by another plink. Looking at 
the screen, she screamed loudly as she read: You’re 
dead. guess again.

‘Dead? He is going to kill us! OK, he doesn’t know 
what we look like so if we just…’

‘No!’ he said. ‘He’s just telling us that Sydney 
Bookman, or Carl, is dead. So we can’t be Bookman.’

‘Oh,’ she said, breathing quickly. ‘Right. Yes. Of 
course.’

‘What next? He must know what’s going on.’ A 
different chime sounded. Turner frowned and clicked 
on his email icon, bringing up his inbox. ‘He’s found 
us.’

3 Down
‘Generations will look back on these days with regret, 
sorrow and sadness for those who have spilled blood 
for the freedom of their human fellows. But, as the 
histories are written, and tales told of victory, they 
will be moved most not by the evidence of the depth 
of man’s depravity, but the stories of the splendour of 
his immense bravery and costly sacrifice. And it is the 
future hope of those momentous memories that stirs us 
to action now.’
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Marcus Johnson had almost wept as the great man 
spoke these words to the assembled crowd on the 
beach, before clambering and cursing his way into the 
car that would take him to his lunch. 

Once Churchill had left, there was a moment of 
stillness and silent reflection before the sound of 
distant artillery called everyone back to work. Johnson 
remained intoxicated with the speech, especially as he 
found himself suddenly thrust into the theatre of war.

The sound of Bradby’s jeep jerked him out of his 
dreamlike state, especially when the jeep drove off 
without him. His heart began to pound. How would 
he get back onto the Mulberry in time for his trip 
home? The unloading operation was already heavily 
supervised by seamen and engineers; he had been 
ordered back to London for other, more pedestrian 
duties.

Looking around, he saw trucks thundering past him 
in all directions, some driving off the pontoon bridge, 
some reversing to points on the beach to be unloaded 
and others joining the queue to return to the Mulberry, 
which took up most of the horizon. Johnson realised 
that he would have to assert himself and find a lift from 
a benign truck driver. He approached a rank of lorries 
near the water’s edge and knocked on the door.

‘Yeah?’ came a strangely high voice from inside the 
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cab.
‘Could I possibly scrounge a lift back out to the 

harbour?’ said Johnson.
‘What for?’
‘I’m meant to be catching a boat back to Blighty.’
‘It’s all right for some. Hop in.’
‘Thank you!’
Johnson scurried round the front and hauled himself 

up into the truck. He was surprised to find himself 
sitting next to a uniformed lady in the driver’s seat, 
checking her face in a small compact. She looked over 
at Johnson.

‘Hello, sailor,’ she said, without affection.
Johnson did his best to make conversation while 

they waited their turn to drive out to sea. After a few 
minutes, they were waved on to the gangway and 
arrived in time to watch his intended vessel chug off 
into the choppy seas.

‘There she blows,’ said Johnson.
‘Missed your ride home?’
‘Yes.’

4 Across
Turner and Amanda gawped at the email on the screen.

From: [name withheld]
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To: Cyril@krawcho.co.uk

Reply to:ppwiqmna@jpwrhxeki.wpq

Subject: Who are you?

Message:

You’re not Carl Bookman. You’re not 

Sydney Bookman. You’re probably not 

Radek Ziobro. So who are you?

Turner hastily typed a reply:

From: Cyril@krawcho.co.uk

To: ppwiqmna@jpwrhxeki.wpq

Subject: Re: Who are you?

Message:

Cyril Turner. How did you find my email 

address?

The response arrived within seconds.

From: [name withheld]

To: Cyril@krawcho.co.uk 

Reply to:ppwiqmna@jpwrhxeki.wpq

Subject: Re: Who are you?

Message:

Cyril Turner. The chess player?
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‘He’s heard of me!’ cried Turner, with a joy Amanda 
had never seen before.

‘He could have googled you,’ said Amanda.
‘Not that quickly,’ said Turner, as excited as a 

teenage girl who’d just been invited to the Prom. ‘Ooh, 
what shall I write back?’

From: Cyril@krawcho.co.uk

To: ppwiqmna@jpwrhxeki.wpq

Subject: Re: Who are you?

Message:

The same. Who are you?

‘Why don’t you write him a proper email explaining 
everything?’ said Amanda. ‘There doesn’t seem much 
point in keeping things so brief.’

‘He’s the one who likes to keep things short.’
‘Yes, but we don’t have to. And he’s not going away 

now. We’ve got his email address.’
Turner said nothing while he waited for more fan-

mail to arrive.

From: [name withheld]

To: Cyril@krawcho.co.uk 

Reply to:ppwiqmna@jpwrhxeki.wpq

Subject: Goodbye.
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Message:

I am someone who does not wish to be 

contacted. Goodbye.

‘Great,’ said Turner. ‘The old man goes all quiet. 
Assuming it is an old man. Unless they’ve got to him.’

‘They?’ said Amanda. ‘Who are they?’
‘I don’t know!’ Turner snapped. ‘I’ve never looked 

for a man who’s the friend of a friend’s great-uncle, 
who changed his name because some Pole called Radek 
Ziobro wants to kill him. And presumably they’re 
both in their eighties if they are still alive. What are 
they going to do? Beat each other to death with their 
Zimmer frames?’

‘Is that his first name?’ Amanda asked. ‘Radek? 
That’s a new piece of information.’

She got out her pad and wrote the name Radek 
Ziobro, then underlined it.

‘Yeah. Radek,’ Turner replied slowly, narrowing his 
eyes to focus his memory. ‘It’s still ringing a bell.’

4 Down
Marcus Johnson was swelling with pride. He had 
talked his way onto a vessel, the Felix, which had been 
delivering huge containers of petrol. With the cross-
channel pipeline not yet complete, every drop of the 
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army’s fuel had to be canned, shipped and delivered. 
The volatile cargo having been set down safely, the 
Felix was loaded up with empty barrels.

As it ploughed its way through the waves, the ship 
now sat high in the water. Marcus Johnson stood on the 
prow, surveying the turbulent seascape while clinging 
to the railings for dear life. A seaman had urged 
Johnson inside, but he was enjoying himself too much. 
He had asserted himself to get this passage home, seen 
his Mulberry in full flow, spoken to Churchill in person 
and heard shelling from the front line. He no longer felt 
like an inferior member of His Majesty’s armed forces. 
Already looking forward to the stories he could tell Mrs 
Johnson, he felt that he was ready for anything. But he 
was not.

The ship struck a wave, sending the bow far into 
the air. Johnson was jerked first up, and then suddenly 
down, with surprising force. Unable to keep his grip on 
the railing, he was sent spiralling, unseen, into the sea.

5 Across
Monday morning saw Fellowes thumping up the 
steps of the National Archive in Kew, clutching his 
photocopy of Fentiman’s fateful scorecard, and the 
printout about the denial of access to Bookman’s file. 
At last, he felt like he was making progress. But this 
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exhilaration did not last beyond the turnstile. At the 
information desk, he found a small but formidable-
looking man in his forties, with large black eyebrows 
and a severe expression that made Fellowes feel like he 
had just asked for an egg-white omelette.

‘It’s about my grandfather…’ Fellowes explained.
‘You want births, marriages and deaths,’ said the 

man, raising a finger to point across the lobby.
‘No, no. I know all that. He died almost exactly the 

same day I was born.’
‘Really,’ said the man, without a flicker of interest.
‘And according to this book by T.H. Fentiman, he 

worked at Bletchley Park.’
The man had to try a little harder to appear bored.
‘Or at least he was there long enough to get invited 

to play a game of cricket,’ Fellowes went on, thrusting 
the photocopy forward. ‘Although he doesn’t specify 
when this particular game was. Anyway, he was also 
accused of treason and then released, but the file for 
that seems to be classified.’ He also proffered his screen 
print-out.

The man perused the pieces of paper in silence. 
Fellowes stood looking at the sign marked Information. 
Rather than making a cryptic clue of the word, he noted 
that so far, the only one providing any information was 
he himself. He then saw that a small queue had formed 
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behind him, and he started to feel nervous.
‘Hmm,’ said the man. ‘Fascinating.’ He seemed to 

mean it.
‘The thing is, erm,’ said Fellowes, looking around 

for a badge or sign that would provide a name for this 
man. He would have to ask for it. ‘Mr… er?’

‘Frank,’ said Frank.
‘Mr Frank?’
‘No, just Frank. We’ve been instructed to keep 

things informal.’ He did his best to raise an informal 
smile, and failed.

‘Anyway, the thing is,’ Fellowes went on, ‘I’m a bit 
stuck. How do I go about getting that file?’

‘Hmm. Not accessible. Says so there,’ said Frank, 
pointing at the printout where it said Not accessible.

‘Yes, I know. But how do I go about accessing it?’
Frank turned his head slightly and furrowed his 

brow. ‘The document you require is still classified. It 
says so on your own bit of paper.’

‘But it’s about events that took place over sixty years 
ago! Surely…’

Frank interrupted him, rather loudly, Fellowes 
thought, and scribbled on his piece of paper.

‘It is not for minions such as I to pontificate about 
the sensitivity of certain materials!’ he said, taking 
out a pencil and writing on the printout. ‘I mean, it 
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could simply be a file that hasn’t been processed and 
declassified, but then again, all kinds of things went 
on at Bletchley that this government would not like 
to own up to. This is of course a free country. You are 
more than welcome to write to your MP asking him 
to table a motion in Parliament that would declassify 
these potentially invaluable historical documents. That 
process could take several years. But I’m afraid, in the 
meantime, we can’t be of any further use to you. Good 
day to you, sir.’

Frank handed back Fellowes’ documents. ‘Next, 
please.’

Fellowes wandered off in a daze, looking at what 
Frank had written. The words simply stated: ‘Come 
back at twelve-thirty.’

5 Down
Demitry Ganapolsky sat on the dune, staring down at 
the beach. For someone as well travelled as himself, he 
felt he should have had a much better sense of where he 
was headed. But with such a poor grasp of French and a 
thick Russian accent, he was reluctant to ask directions. 
Having left his pillbox without a map, he had spent the 
last few days cycling round and round with no clear 
idea of where he was. This was not a complete disaster, 
since he had no particular destination to aim for. His 
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only plan was to lie low at a safe distance from the 
front line and wait for advancing Allies to charge past 
in pursuit of retreating Germans. He felt his plan, such 
as it was, was foolproof.

But he had not reckoned on the ineptitude of the 
Allies. From snatches of overheard conversations 
among German soldiers and French peasants, Demitry 
had learned that the British progress east had been 
half-hearted and piecemeal. Even Caen had not fallen. 
Meanwhile the Americans were racing away from 
Berlin in a westerly direction towards Cherbourg.

Demitry’s aimless wanderings had delivered him 
back to the French coast, where he examined his 
options. He could stay in France, where life had been 
good as part of the Wehrmacht. But that had been 
because the Wehrmacht was an occupying army that 
simply treated France as a giant larder. They were 
eating all they could before being ejected like a fat, 
greedy child with a face covered in pie. Life as a 
civilian in post-war France would be less of a self-
service buffet.

Britain appealed. Despite their global dominance, 
the Brits seemed a pleasant enough bunch. If you kept 
out of people’s way, they wouldn’t lock you up without 
reason or cart you off to a labour camp. Blending into 
Britain would be difficult, however. How could he pass 
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himself off as an Englishman without ever having met 
one? Or knowing any of the language? He had had the 
luxury of learning some basic French words from the 
safety of a German uniform. A British uniform would 
really help. And then he saw one.

A body, in dark blue, lay washed up on the beach.

6 Across
Fellowes approached the information desk for the 
second time. Frank had spotted him, but was currently 
talking to a man holding a large scroll that had been 
partly unfurled to reveal a family tree. He sent the man 
off in the direction of ‘Births, Marriages and Deaths’ 
and emerged from behind the desk.

‘Hello,’ said Fellowes, as Frank walked right past 
him.

‘Follow me,’ Frank replied, without looking round.
Fellowes had been hoping to be led into the bowels 

of the National Archive. Instead, he followed Frank 
into the canteen. They both gathered meals in silence, 
Fellowes favouring the shepherd’s pie over Frank’s 
pasta bake. After paying separately, Frank found a table 
in the corner that could seat four. 

Again without making eye contact, he said: ‘Don’t 
sit opposite me.’

Frank sat down in the corner, against the wall, while 
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Fellowes placed himself at a diagonal. They both began 
to eat their lunch. Fellowes, intrigued at this curious 
performance, didn’t know what to say. After a few 
mouthfuls of pasta shells coated in a thin tomato sauce, 
Frank, gazing straight ahead, began to talk.

‘Some of us here would happily give you the 
information you seek. In fact, we’d give anyone any 
information they seek. We want to set information free.’ 

‘What do you mean, we?’ 
‘You’ve already met one of our people.’
Puzzled, Fellowes looked down at his mashed 

potato. Then he realised. ‘What, Joan?’ he said, 
directing the words at his crinkle-cut carrots.

Frank looked around to check they hadn’t been 
heard. ‘Now, listen,’ he said, dispensing with the 
precautions and looking squarely at Fellowes. ‘I can’t 
get you what you want. If I’m caught, I’m out and, no 
disrespect to you, I have bigger fish to fry. But there is 
a way for you to get it.’

‘You mean break in?’
‘You don’t have to force any locks, or break any 

windows,’ said Frank. ‘If you don’t steal anything, 
there’s not a lot they can do. So get in, read and go. 
But if you’re caught, you’ll be arrested. And we never 
spoke. Anyway, I’ll leave you with this.’

Fellowes couldn’t help hoping for some final words 
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of wisdom, but Frank said nothing, picked up his tray 
and walked off. Looking back at where he’d been 
sitting, Fellowes saw a sheet of paper lying on the 
table. Checking the coast was clear of whatever it was 
meant to be clear of, he moved himself and his tray one 
seat to the left. He peered at the sheet. It contained a 
detailed hand-drawn map of a section of the building 
with arrows and times. He noted his start time was to 
be 17:27. This seemed sensible, since many staff would 
have their hearts set on going home and their guard 
would thus be down.

Suddenly, Fellowes came to his senses. He was 
actually considering breaking into the National 
Archive, in contravention of any number of laws. And 
he was the world’s worst thief and liar. He wouldn’t get 
past the first door without being apprehended. What’s 
more, coded doors were marked on the map, but the 
codes were not provided. How was he meant to get 
through? Guesswork?

But at the bottom of the paper, Frank had written: 
‘Take a crossword. It opens doors.’ 

Fellowes began to burn with curiosity, not just about 
his grandfather, who had trapped Fentiman LBW, but 
about how crosswords could open doors; all these 
years as a professional crossword setter, and he’d never 
realised their versatility. He looked at his watch. He 
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had plenty of time to make a decision – and to buy a 
newspaper.

6 Down
Radek Ziobro stood to attention; unnecessarily stiffly, 
in Dewes’ opinion. His steely glare was also rather 
insubordinate.

‘As far as I’m concerned,’ said Dewes, avoiding his 
underling’s gaze, ‘you can swim the Channel naked 
and attack Jerry with a blunderbuss. But you’re not 
going anywhere until you’ve been signed off by de 
Havillande.’

‘He is missing! He is gone! How can he sign when 
he no here?’ said Ziobro, before remembering he was 
speaking to his superior’s superior. ‘Sir.’

‘There are procedures for such eventualities,’ said 
Dewes. ‘Wheels are in motion. If he doesn’t surface 
tomorrow, I assume all his responsibilities. Sadly. And 
once I’ve got authorisation from upstairs, you can go.’

‘But when? Sir.’
‘All in good time. The war won’t be won or lost in 

that space of time, Radek.’
‘For my country, it is already lost, sir.’
‘Come off it, Zio. Your country’s weeks away from 

liberation.’
‘Liberation? By Comrade Stalin? He is no friend of 
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Poland.’
They both heard another door open. Looking to his 

right, through the connecting hole made by Carter’s 
shoulder earlier, Dewes saw Sydney Bookman entering 
the room next door.

‘Now, if you’ll excuse me,’ he said, pointing at 
Bookman, ‘I need to talk to Bookman. Leave it with 
me.’

‘I just want to be with my people, sir.’
‘Don’t we all?’ said Dewes, with a sigh. 
Ziobro vigorously saluted and marched himself 

out of the room, which entailed turning on the spot, 
opening the door and manoeuvring himself around it 
and out. He pulled it firmly closed behind him, causing 
the rest of the wall to wobble.

‘He’s started practising all the military stuff,’ said 
Dewes. ‘Saluting and all that.’

‘Has he actually been accepted into the army?’ asked 
Bookman. ‘He’s not exactly strapping.’

‘I don’t think the Poles are terribly fussy. If you’re 
prepared to be airdropped into Poland, they don’t ask 
you too many difficult questions. It’s a shame.’

‘He won’t last five minutes.’
‘It’s not that. Well, not just that. He could be useful 

in so many areas. This war against the Japs could run 
and run. Who knows how many code-breakers we’ll 
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need for that?’
‘And the war against Hitler won’t be over 

by Christmas,’ said Bookman. ‘Unless you know 
something I don’t.’

‘Highly unlikely. I haven’t a clue about what’s going 
on round here half the time. Still trying to get a final 
word on Operation Plumbline, but Winston’s been 
charging around France like a boy with new set of toy 
soldiers and a nice big carpet to play on.’

‘Plumbline must be over. Surely?’
‘You would have thought so,’ said Dewes. ‘Now 

Stalin’s got his second front.’
‘And what Stalin wants, Stalin gets.’

7 Across
‘Oh, come on!’ cried Turner. ‘You’ve got to help us!’

‘I am not legally obliged to help you beyond the 
specific remit of my duties,’ said Frank, looking down 
at his computer screen. ‘This man changed his name by 
deed poll for security reasons, so I’m not able to pass 
on any further information.’

Amanda had worked too hard to get herself, Turner 
and especially Overend to the National Archive. The 
latter was now sitting in the lobby, drinking his mid-
afternoon tea from a flask. She was not going to let 
Turner’s tactlessness blow their chances. She stepped 
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in front of him and tried to give Frank a winning smile.
‘I totally understand your position,’ she said, 

flicking her hair in a way she hoped looked flirtatious 
rather than desperate.

‘You do realise,’ said Turner, popping out from 
behind her, ‘that if we don’t find out this info, someone 
could die!’

‘Well, one could argue that that gives me even 
more reason to keep it secret,’ said Frank. ‘If there are 
genuinely lives at stake, even if this man in his eighties 
and therefore statistically more likely to be dead…’

‘Hang on,’ said Amanda, feigning indignance. ‘He 
could be a relative of mine.’

‘He’s not, though, is he?’ said Frank.
‘Well, no. But still.’
‘If you’re concerned about someone’s life, you 

should contact the police, who will request that a judge 
give them an order to acquire this information which 
they may or may not share with you.’

‘Isn’t there meant to be freedom of information?’ 
said Turner.

‘Certainly government action hasn’t necessarily 
followed policy in this area, but we don’t have to vote 
for them.’

‘Yeah, well, I didn’t.’
‘Nor did I, but the fact remains that I cannot give 
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you any information relating to Mr David Smith’s deed 
poll.’

‘Jobsworth,’ Turner sneered.
‘I beg your pardon.’ said Frank. ‘Are you calling me 

a jobsworth?’
‘He didn’t mean it,’ said Amanda.
‘Yes, I did,’ said Turner.
‘He meant it,’ said Frank, looking at Amanda.
‘Look, would you excuse us for a few minutes?’ said 

Amanda, ushering Turner over to Overend, who was 
sitting watching people come and go from a security-
coded door near the information desk.

7 Down
Demitry didn’t consider himself a bad person. Sure, 
he’d recently mown down a hundred-odd Allied 
soldiers from the safety of his bunker, but it was war; 
and a few years back he’d shot some surrendering 
German soldiers who put up their hands so invitingly, 
but they had invaded his country so it was fair enough; 
and he’d deserted his Russian comrades, passing 
himself off as a Pole, and then as a Belarusian when 
he realised what the Germans thought of Poles. And 
he’d just risked his life crossing a mined beach to haul 
a man out of the ocean. Without him, the Brit would 
have certainly died. Pinching his uniform wasn’t theft, 
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but fair payment. In fact, that didn’t nearly make them 
even. This Brit could be made to pay a little more, 
surely? Demitry wanted some English lessons.

Marcus Johnson lay on his left side. He preferred 
to lie on his right, as a rule, especially when sleeping 
next to Mrs Johnson. But he was unable to turn over. 
All he could do was breathe in and breathe out; no 
small achievement when you had been bobbing around 
in the English Channel for a couple of hours. Only a 
large piece of floating canvas from a ditched Hawker 
Hurricane had saved him. He had grabbed it and hauled 
himself on top, committing himself to drifting wherever 
the currents took him. Now, the currents, God or the 
Devil had brought him to the same beach as Demitry 
Ganapolsky.

8 Across
‘What an arse,’ said Turner, dropping himself into the 
shiny orange sofa next to Overend.

‘His hands are tied,’ said Amanda, sitting in a wire-
framed easy chair that looked more comfortable than 
it was. ‘He can’t just dish out information willy-nilly.’

‘We need a break from somewhere,’ said Turner. ‘De 
Havillande’s stopped responding to emails. We have no 
idea who this Ziobro is, or where to start looking. And 
we don’t know what he wanted with de Havillande or 
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Sydney Bookman, other than to hurt one of them in 
some way. Or both. And we don’t know what any of 
this has got to do with Carl Bookman being arrested for 
spying.’

‘OK,’ said Amanda. ‘We don’t know what’s going 
on. At all. But… but… there’s no but, is there?’

‘We have no cards left to play,’ said Turner. ‘Do we, 
Overend?’

‘You could go through that doorway and look 
around,’ said Overend, still staring at the doorway near 
the information desk.

‘Er, I don’t think they let just anyone walk in and 
help themselves to the archives,’ said Turner.

‘Oh. Well, that’s it, then,’ said Overend. ‘Are we 
going home now?’

‘I suppose,’ said Amanda.
‘No, we can’t go home empty-handed,’ said Turner. 

‘I refuse to let coping with Overend’s panic attack 
on the District Line be for nothing. We’ve got to try 
something.’

‘You’re not going to try and break in, are you?’ 
Amanda looked agog.

‘Maybe?’ said Turner, trying to think how he could 
avoid breaking in.

‘You don’t have to force entry,’ said Overend. ‘You 
just need to go through that door.’
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‘Duh!’ said Turner. ‘That door’s locked.’
‘Only with a code.’
‘But we don’t know the code.’
‘We do.’
‘Do we?’ said Amanda.
‘Well, I do,’ said Overend. ‘They keep punching it in 

over there. It’s 050353.’
‘Hang on, let me write that down,’ said Turner.
‘No, no,’ said Amanda. ‘That’ll look bad. You need 

to know it by heart or they’ll suspect.’
‘Well, I’ll need to write it out a few times then.’
Turner leaned back and plucked a pamphlet off a 

nearby stand and wrote the number down: 05-03-53.
‘Hang on,’ he said. ‘Looks like a date.’
Amanda leaned forward and looked at what Turner 

had written. ‘5th March 1953. Anything happen then?’
‘Stalin died,’ said Overend. ‘At least that’s the 

official date of his death.’
‘What a coincidence,’ said Amanda.
‘Maybe not.’ said Turner. The door swung open and 

a greying, balding, middle-aged man wandered out. 
‘It’s probably their little in-joke. About information 
suppression.’

‘Prokofiev died that day too,’ said Overend.
‘Really?’ said Amanda. ‘So we’ve got one code. 

How far’s that going to get us?’
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‘Us? So you’re coming in too?’ said Turner.
‘Well, we’ve got this far, haven’t we?’ said Amanda.
‘This is far, is it?’
‘It’s not bad,’ said Amanda, a little hurt. She, at least, 

had been impressed with their progress, even if they 
had more questions than answers; and more suspects 
than crimes, or at least threats; and she was excited to 
be doing something out of the ordinary. After all, she 
was now contemplating breaking into the National 
Archive in contravention of any number of laws she’d 
never heard of. ‘And I think three of us will be less 
suspicious than one of us. In a way, people might see 
us and think: Well, there’s three of them, so they’re 
probably getting the tour. Maybe they’re new. That’s it, 
we’ll pretend to be new.’

‘Except we don’t have the staff passes.’
‘We’re new. They haven’t been issued yet,’ said 

Amanda, getting into the part. ‘Or maybe you two are 
new and I’m showing you around. And if we’re caught, 
well, they can’t arrest all three of us.’

‘Yes, they can.’
‘Can they?’
‘I think they can only arrest us for trespassing,’ said 

Overend. ‘We’re not breaking and entering if we’ve got 
the code for the door.’

‘Right,’ said Amanda. ‘When do we strike?’
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8 Down
The beach was deserted and devoid of any military 
defences bigger than land mines, being a completely 
unsuitable site for an invasion. On spotting the 
castaway, Demitry had scurried down the path to 
the sands, made his way across a half-heartedly laid 
minefield, and dragged his sodden still-life-on-canvas 
to the back of the beach. As Johnson inhaled and 
exhaled with great concentration, Demitry planned 
his next move. When Johnson’s breathing appeared to 
be less of an effort, he began to ask some exploratory 
questions.

‘Do you speak Russian?’ he asked, in Russian.
‘I’m sorry,’ said Johnson, in English. ‘I’ve no 

German.’
‘Parlez-vous français?’ said Demitry, with such a 

thick Russian accent it sounded Russian.
‘I’m pretty good in Latin,’ said Johnson, still 

panting.
‘Français?’ said Demitry, doing his best with the 

French vowels.
‘Oh, you’re French! I see. Yes, I speak a little 

français! I mean oui! Un peu français. Or is it une peu? 
I forget.’

Demitry realised it was going to be a long night.
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9 Across
Fellowes thought the thump of his heart alone would 
give him away as he stood by some lifts, waiting for 
one to take him down into the bowels of the archives. 
He was already inside a restricted area. The first 
door, near Births, Marriages and Deaths, had been 
alarmingly easy. A young lady came out of the door as 
he approached and, being polite, she had held it open 
for him. Fellowes could just about garble a thank you 
without retching from nerves. After negotiating a few 
corridors, he arrived at three lifts, where his instructions 
told him to descend two floors. Rather than look around 
nervously, he stared down at his cryptic crossword, 
which he had nearly completed earlier without even 
thinking.

‘Reject!’ said a voice next to him. ‘Of course!’
Fellowes’ heart nearly stopped beating and his throat 

dried up. 
The voice went on. ‘Which means seven down looks 

like jackboot but I don’t know why. “Plug and start-up. 
Here’s the kicker”?’

Fellowes plucked up the courage to look at the 
source of the voice: a short man with freckles and 
sandy hair.

‘ “Plug and start-up”,’ said Fellowes. ‘A plug is a 
jack. Start-up, as in computer, is boot.’
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‘ “Here’s the kicker”! Very good!’
The lift bonged as the doors opened.
‘Ah, here we go,’ said the sandy-haired man, leading 

the way into the lift. ‘What floor?’
‘Er, minus two?’ said Fellowes, trying not to look at 

his map to check.
‘Me too,’ the man replied with a smile.
‘Good-o!’
The sandy man pressed a button marked -2 and the 

doors closed.
‘You new, then?’ said the sandy man.
‘Er, yes,’ croaked Fellowes, feeling the sweat on his 

hands beginning to soak the newspaper.
‘I’m Sandy,’ said the sandy man. 
‘John,’ said Fellowes, before cursing himself for not 

lying.
‘What’s your area?’
Area? Did he mean area of the building? Or area 

of expertise? Did archivists specialise? Surely it was 
just like being a librarian, wasn’t it? It was about 
classification, not content? He would have to say 
something.

‘The war,’ said Fellowes. ‘Just clearing up loose 
ends.’

‘Huh. Plenty of those,’ said Sandy. ‘I’m in divorces. 
For now. Boring.’
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The lift doors opened with another bong.
‘Well,’ said Sandy, thrusting out a hand to Fellowes. 

‘See you around, no doubt.’
‘Yes, indeed,’ said Fellowes, wincing as he put his 

sweaty paw into that of his new colleague’s.
Sandy glanced down, acknowledging his colleague’s 

perspiration.
‘No need to be nervous,’ he said, before leaning 

forward conspiratorially. ‘Those doors upstairs? 
They’re not to stop the public seeing sensitive files. 
They’re to stop them seeing all our mistakes!’ He 
laughed and walked off down the corridor.

Fellowes glanced at his map and walked in the 
opposite direction. Shortly he found himself in front of 
another door with a numbered keypad next to it. With 
no hope of guessing the code, he tried the door anyway. 
It was open. Elated, but nauseous, he went through. He 
stepped into a small room with two occupied desks to 
either side of a door. 

‘Can I help you?’ said a stern, formidable-looking 
lady dressed mainly in a mauve trouser-suit. 

‘Sorry, I’m new,’ said Fellowes.
‘Not you as well,’ said the mauve lady. ‘I just 

had two other new boys blunder in here with some 
personnel officer I’ve never seen before. But then 
nobody tells me anything.’
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‘Huh, it’s like the start of a new term,’ said Fellowes.
‘Yes,’ she said, with a sigh. ‘So where are you meant 

to be?’
‘Um, war?’
‘Through there,’ she said, flicking her head towards 

the door by her desk. ‘Although in future, this is not a 
short cut.’

Fellowes muttered an apology and headed for the 
door before discovering it was coded. He was about to 
panic properly when the mauve lady spoke.

‘Wait,’ she said.
Fellowes froze.
‘Is that today’s crossword?’ she asked, pointing at 

his newspaper.
‘Yes?’
‘What’s this one here?’
She picked up her own copy of the crossword, which 

looked hardly touched, and began to compare answers.
‘ “Plug and start-up. Here’s the kicker”,’ she said, 

looking at him hopefully. ‘Explain?’

9 Down
‘Tenks, owled boi!’ said Demitry, slowly.

‘Nearly,’ said Marcus Johnson, barely able to 
recognise the words; his rescuer spoke with the 
strangest, thickest French accent he had ever heard. 
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Still, he was trying to be friendly and hadn’t handed 
him over to the Germans, so it was best to encourage 
him. ‘Thanks, old boy!’

‘Th-anks, auld boy!’ struggled Demitry.
‘Oui! Bien!’ said Johnson.
Demitry beamed at learning this authentic piece of 

English gratitude. They would be his first words when 
some Allied soldiers found him among the wreckage of 
a bombed-out house. He would then feign dumb shell-
shock until they got him back to Britain, whereupon 
he would escape. In the meantime, he offered his prey 
another piece of the sausage that he had warmed on 
the fire they had made in the cove together. Alongside 
the roaring flames, the prized Royal Naval uniform 
hung on some twisted bits of metal he had found on the 
beach. His passport to Britain was slowly drying out. 

Marcus Johnson had tried to make the fire as big 
as possible, so that a search party would be able to 
pinpoint their man overboard on the French coast, 
should they wish to mount a rescue mission. He did 
not want to concede to himself how unlikely this was, 
especially given that there was no official record of 
him on the vessel he had been thrown from. The only 
person who would miss him would be Mrs Johnson. 
He felt sick at the possibility of never seeing her again, 
but at the same time excited that if he did, he had 



254

amazing stories of bravery to tell her. Here he was, 
missing in action on a foreign beach, sharing food with 
an incomprehensible Frenchman, standing shoulder to 
shoulder against the Germans. Marcus Johnson had 
gone to war.

10 Across
‘I don’t believe this,’ said Turner, peering into a filing 
cabinet drawer on tiptoe.

They were in a long, thin room with a low ceiling. It 
was filled with tall shelves that could be moved along 
by turning the wheel on the end of each row. But there 
was also an area in the corner with a few dozen old-
fashioned grey filing cabinets that had the air of having 
been dumped while someone worked out what to do 
with the contents. 

‘Isn’t it there?’ asked Amanda.
‘No, it’s here,’ he said, pulling a thin, faded file out 

of a waist-high drawer marked ‘D’ to ‘Dempsey’.
‘Then what don’t you believe?’
‘That it’s here,’ said Turner.
‘Oh. Well, it’s what we came for.’
‘Yeah, but I didn’t expect to find it.’
‘You mean you were happy for us to break into…’ 

She lowered her voice. ‘You were happy for us to risk 
quite a lot gaining access to this place even though you 
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didn’t think we’d find it?’
‘To be honest, I thought we’d never be able to work 

out where to begin looking,’ said Turner.
‘Well, you can thank me for that,’ said Amanda.
Waiting by the lift, Amanda had accosted a young-

looking man and had done her best to flirt with him 
while asking for the location of the Deed Poll files. 
It worked. He explained that any files acquired from 
before 1995 were still in their original cabinets, which 
had recently been transferred from Somerset House on 
The Strand. He said that he suspected it would be his 
job to do something about them sooner or later, but 
was more than happy to hand that over to someone 
else looking for a project. Amanda said she’d look 
into it and gave him a wink, before promising to ‘see 
him around’. So far, then, the break-in was going 
worryingly well.

‘Thought de Havillande might have got here first 
and destroyed it,’ said Turner, eyes gleaming as he 
opened up the file and saw a single piece of thick 
yellowing paper.

At the top was the name of the firm of solicitors that 
had filed the application for the name change: Clarke, 
Bates & Blaber of 17 Market Street, Evesham. It 
contained no personal details of de Havillande, and the 
application form was missing, but Turner saw the letter 
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was dated 17th September 1982.
‘With any luck,’ said Turner, showing the letter to 

Amanda, ‘this lot should still be in business. And can 
tell us where to find our man.’

‘We can’t take it with us. We should write it down.’
‘No need. Overend? Have a look at this.’
Overend was brought to life, having been left gazing 

around at yet more unfamiliar surroundings. Turner 
gave him the piece of paper and he glanced at it.

‘There we go,’ said Turner, putting the piece of 
paper back in the file. ‘As good as a photocopy. In fact 
better. Don’t have to fork out for toner.’ He replaced the 
file and pushed the drawer shut. ‘Right, let’s get out of 
here.’

‘I think we should go back the way we came,’ said 
Amanda.

‘We’ll need the code this time,’ said Turner, pointing 
at a doorway halfway along the gallery of moveable 
shelves. 

They had been fortunate to get through the coded 
door into the room they were in. When the date of 
Stalin’s death had failed to work, Amanda was about 
to panic and ask the frosty lady they had just bluffed 
their way past. But then someone had come out and 
obligingly held the door open for them.

Turner headed towards the door and looked at the 
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numerical keypad. He tried the code they knew. The 
key pad squawked back at him, and the little green bulb 
remained unlit.

‘Maybe we should go back the other way,’ said 
Amanda.

‘No. We’d need the code to get out through that door 
anyway,’ said Turner. 

Amanda sighed. ‘Could be anything.’ 
‘We’ve had Stalin’s death. Might be the death of 

another great dictator,’ suggested Overend.
‘Got to be Hitler, hasn’t it?’ said Turner.
Amanda shrugged. ‘When did he die?’
‘30th April 1945,’ said Turner, tapping the numbers 

300445 into the key pad.
‘Why do boys know things like that?’ mused 

Amanda.
The keypad chimed, the green bulb lit and Turner 

pulled the door open.
‘We’re in. I mean, out,’ he said. ‘Whatever.’
Turner walked into the next room and was very 

confused to see Fellowes sitting at a desk looking at a 
crossword with a lady dressed mainly in mauve. At the 
sight of his colleague, Fellowes was stunned. When 
Overend and Amanda spilled into the room, he was 
open-mouthed.

‘You again?’ said the mauve lady, unimpressed.
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‘Sorry,’ said Turner. ‘We were just, erm… Sorry.’
‘It’s my fault,’ said Amanda, stepping forward. ‘I got 

the wrong door from in there.’ 
‘Hello,’ said Overend, waving at Fellowes.
‘Well, sorry to have troubled you,’ said Turner, 

having decided against tackling Overend and gagging 
him for fear of what he might say next.

‘We’ll get out of your way,’ Amanda joined in. She 
pointed at the door on the other side of the room. ‘Is it 
OK if we…’

‘This room is not a corridor,’ interrupted the mauve 
lady. She sighed. ‘But yes, if you must.’

‘Bye, Fellowes,’ said Overend.
Fellowes winced. Amanda and Turner bustled 

Overend to the door, which opened before they could 
reach it. Turner found himself staring directly at Frank. 

‘What are you doing in here?’ said Frank.
Turner was speechless. Fellowes turned back to his 

crossword and tried to make himself small.
‘Don’t worry, Frank,’ said the mauve lady. ‘They’re 

new.’
‘Sorry about the misunderstanding earlier,’ said 

Turner. ‘It’s just I was trying to, erm…’
‘They’re not new, Aggie,’ said Frank. ‘They must 

have broken in.’
‘No,’ said Overend. ‘We just walked in.’
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‘Yeah,’ said Turner, becoming defiant. ‘We’ve 
committed no crime. In fact, call the police and they’ll 
arrest you for wasting police time.’

‘No, they’ll arrest you for trespassing,’ said Aggie. 
‘And possibly contravention of the Official Secrets 
Act.’

Frank threw a look of panic at Fellowes while 
Turner put his hands in the air.

‘Search us!’ he cried. ‘You’ve got nothing!’ 
Aggie called Security. Security called the police.

11 Down
‘Kill! Garotte! Disembowel!’ Carter called out.

‘Might not be a human sacrifice,’ said Thomason, 
looking at the makeshift crossword lying on his knee. 
He read the clue again. ‘ “Sacrifice for gain – morning 
after key piece”. Six letters. I think it will mean 
“sacrifice” or “sacrifice for gain”.’

‘Morning after key piece?’ said Carter. ‘It doesn’t 
make any kind of sense at all.’ 

Trying to blank out the noise emanating from his 
partner, Thomason tried to chop up the second half of 
the clue. Morning/After/Key/Piece. Morning? Matin? 
a.m.? After? Post? Or could be positional? Key? As 
in lock? Pitch? Tone? Or a musical key, like A major. 
Or A. Could be anything from A to G. Piece? Part? 
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Morsel? He was about to move onto another clue when 
his brain decided the key was G. And that morning a.m. 
went after it. And that the answer was gambit. Bit? 
Piece. Of course!

‘Gambit!’ cried Thomason in triumph. ‘Like in 
chess. You sacrifice a pawn to get a good position, 
don’t you?’

‘Do you?’
‘One does in chess,’ Thomason said, still glowing.
He thought about writing the clue in, but since this 

document could be counted as evidence and he’d be 
unable to write legibly with his left hand anyway, he 
decided to just remember the answer.

‘OK, now we’re getting somewhere,’ said Carter. 
‘What else did you see in Bookman’s office? Tell me 
everything. I can think about it while you finish the 
crossword.’

‘Yes,’ Thomason simpered, keen not to take the 
sheen off his partner’s enthusiasm. ‘Lots of papers, 
containing letters and numbers.’

‘Uh huh?’
‘A very peculiar thing on the wall. A caricature of 

the top half of a turbaned man playing chess against 
Napoleon and a bunch of other characters.’

Carter pursed his lips in befuddlement.
‘There was a chess board on the table, too,’ 
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Thomason carried on. ‘Game half-finished. Or half-
started, depending on how you look at it.’

‘Seems to be a lotta chess going on.’
‘Yes. You play?’
‘I’m a checkers man.’
‘Hmm,’ said Thomason, not surprised. ‘I play a little 

chess, but I’m pretty hopeless. About the same standard 
as my crossword solving. Think it must use the same 
part of the brain. My bit’s clearly not that hot.’

‘You know what this means, don’t you?’ said Carter. 
‘They’re probably communists.’

‘Communists?’
‘These academic types. You know, thinkers. And we 

all know what the Reds think about chess.’
‘Yes, indeed,’ said Thomason, instinctively, before 

pausing for thought. ‘What do the Reds think about 
chess?’

‘They think it shows how clever they are. They 
wanna beat everyone at chess. As if that proves 
anything.’

Part of the bookshelf began to move, revealing itself 
to be the door. As it swung slowly open, Thomason 
grabbed the crossword and sat on it. In walked Sydney 
Bookman, accompanied by Ziobro, who stood beside 
his colleague and simply glared at the manacled men.

‘Hey,’ said Carter, indignantly. ‘You’re meant to be 
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under arrest!’
‘Sorry, but that arrangement wasn’t really working,’ 

said Bookman.
‘They can’t do that! You can’t do that!’
‘Does strike me as rather against protocol, 

Bookman,’ chipped in Thomason. ‘You could have at 
least asked.’

‘I’m aware this is awkward,’ said Bookman. ‘But 
desperate times call for desperate measures.’

‘Does this mean we’ve tracked down de Havillande?’ 
asked Thomason, looking at Ziobro and wondering if 
he planned to say anything. He did not.

‘We’re still trying to raise him,’ replied Bookman. 
‘No sign so far.’

‘I think you’ll find him on a boat to Germany,’ 
scowled Carter. ‘Or a plane to Moscow.’

For a fraction of a second, Bookman’s eyes widened 
with concern. He saw that Carter had seen it and did 
his best to remain off-hand. ‘Well, if he’s paddling off 
into the sunset, I’m sure the Navy will pick him up and 
bring him home. And if he’s off to Moscow, good luck 
to him. With friends like that, you don’t need enemies.’

‘So, when did you start spying for Stalin?’ asked 
Carter.

‘Listen,’ said Bookman. ‘I’m asking the questions 
now, and if you don’t mind, I’ll ignore your pathetic 
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accusations. If I were you I’d put your paranoid 
communist theories to one side and start telling me 
about what you were looking for when you both went 
walkies earlier?’

‘Oh, nothing much. Just curious really. Trying to 
work out what’s going on here,’ said Thomason. ‘Since 
no one seems willing or able to tell us anything.’

‘Yes, there’s a reason for that.’

12 Across
Fellowes sipped his coffee as he sat alone in the 
interrogation room. He was so scared that he was 
feeling rather faint. His fact-finding visit to the National 
Archive had been a total failure, despite the help from 
an insider. Frank had done his best to shield him, but 
had ultimately been unable to prevent his arrest when it 
was discovered that Fellowes had no right to be where 
he was.

Having been kept apart from his colleagues and 
Amanda, Fellowes had plenty of time to ruminate, 
obsess and panic about getting a criminal record. His 
mind turned to prison. It would be like school all over 
again, but without the going-home-time. He wondered 
if he would get to make a phone call – the one that 
Turner had loudly demanded as he was pushed into a 
squad car.
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The door opened and a tall, broad man carrying a 
small bundle of papers stepped in. He wore grey suit 
trousers and a white shirt, in front of which hung a 
silvery black tie with a crest on it. Without looking at 
Fellowes, he introduced himself as DI Mayhew.

‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Fellowes.
‘You’ve never been arrested before. Clearly,’ said 

Mayhew. ‘Good. That helps.’
‘Does it?’
‘A bit.’
‘So who do you work for?’ asked Fellowes.
‘Shouldn’t I be asking you that? You’re the one 

snooping around secret files,’ said Mayhew, sitting 
down.

‘Oh, well, I suppose…’
‘Only kidding. I’m with the Specialist Crime 

Directorate.’
Fellowes looked blank as Mayhew got out his badge.
‘We used to be the Flying Squad,’ said Mayhew. 

‘Got subsumed into this new bunch.’
‘Ah,’ said Fellowes, remembering a clue he had set 

for flying squad. He did his best to refocus on Mayhew.
‘Now, why don’t you tell me what you were doing 

poking about in the National Archive? And let’s not 
have any fibs or whoppers. We don’t really have time. 
Let’s start with your three accomplices.’
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‘Accomplices?’
Mayhew checked the pad on top of his files. 

‘Amanda Chorley,’ he said. ‘Cyril Turner and Clarence 
Overend. Sound like false names to me.’

‘I can’t vouch for the Chorley, but the other two are 
right. I employ them.’

‘I see. They’re paid accomplices.’
‘No!’ said Fellowes. ‘Not in that way. I employ 

them for my business. The Bookman Bureau. We set 
crosswords. Well, I set crosswords. Do you…’

‘No.’
‘Right. Turner does the chess puzzles. Overend the 

bridge.’
‘I see,’ said Mayhew, making notes. ‘And what 

about the bird?’
‘Bird?’
‘Chorley.’
‘Amanda?’
Mayhew sighed heavily. ‘Yes!’
‘She’s started hanging around recently,’ said 

Fellowes.
‘Oh yeah?’
‘She’s an accountant. Works downstairs. She was 

trying to organise everyone to oppose the rent rise. For 
the building.’

‘So what were they doing lumbering around the 
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National Archive without permission?’
‘I don’t know. I hadn’t asked them to do anything. I 

hadn’t seen them since last week. I left because I was 
upset. I felt so foolish I couldn’t go back. And the whole 
business is collapsing anyway. If it hasn’t already.’

‘So you have no idea what they were doing?’
‘I suppose they must have been… trying to help,’ 

said Fellowes. Turner? Helping? Now he was even 
more confused. ‘Maybe they’d found out what I’d 
found out and were looking for the same thing as me.’

‘And what was that?’ said Mayhew.
Fellowes decided he had better tell DI Mayhew 

everything he knew. 
After a while, Mayhew interrupted. ‘So you were 

looking for this,’ he said, pulling a pale yellow file out 
of his stack. He had a twinkle in his eye.

‘How did you manage that?’
‘Got to be some perks to working for the Specialist 

Crime Directorate. Anyway, someone there owes me a 
favour. Add that to a terrified civil servant called Frank 
who sang like the dawn chorus and you’ve got yourself 
a classified file.’

‘Right,’ said Fellowes, realising that ‘dawn chorus’ 
could be jumbled to spell ‘words can uh’.

‘We’re not pressing charges,’ said Mayhew. ‘That 
Frank bloke will get a slap on the wrist, but people 
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like you are not exactly top of our hit list. Unless your 
name’s Abdul and you’ve got frequent flyer miles to 
Karachi, we’re not really interested.’

‘Well, that’s a relief,’ said Fellowes, staring at the 
file in Mayhew’s hand, the folder that he knew would 
contain the answer to the enigma of his grandfather.

‘Wanna look?’ said Mayhew.
‘Erm, well, er, yes. Please.’
‘Now I’m not supposed to do this, but it’ll put you 

out of my misery.’
‘Don’t you mean…’
‘I know what I mean.’
Mayhew placed the file in front of Fellowes and 

stood up. ‘And when you’ve looked at that, you can 
help me with the crossword,’ he said, opening the door.

As Mayhew left, Fellowes gingerly turned over the 
first sheet in the file.

12 Down
De Havillande woke up and looked around. Or tried 
to. All he was able to do was stare straight upwards at 
a high white ceiling, with a hint of peach; but the latter 
could have been due to the light that was flooding in 
from a nearby window. He was much more used to a 
low corrugated iron roof with a hint of insulation in 
his hut at Bletchley; or else the mouldy grey-green of 
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his tiny room at The Seven Stars in Stoke Hammond, 
which perpetually stank of bad beer from the so-
called saloon bar downstairs. He could afford to live 
somewhere more luxurious and salubrious but he didn’t 
like to, since this would give his colleagues, Ziobro in 
particular, yet further incentive to loathe him.

Ziobro seemed to despise the very concept of a 
person called Octavian de Havillande, who found 
this rather hurtful since he was voluntarily living in 
a damp tiny cell above a malodorous hostelry for the 
benefit of Ziobro’s homeland. In fact, he was now 
lying temporarily paralysed in a hospital bed in south 
London for the sake of Poland’s liberty. Admittedly 
the Russians were doing the hard and bloody work of 
recovering every Polish field and village with bullet 
and T-34 tank; but de Havillande could now number 
himself among the ranks that had shed their own blood 
in the struggle against the Nazis. 

To be precise, he had shed four pints of blood 
when the low droning noise he had heard above him 
spluttered to a silence and half a ton of explosives fell 
out of the sky, blowing up Brockley Fire Station, which 
he had at that moment been passing. Large fragments of 
the station’s metal shutters had found their way into his 
left side, and had stayed there. A surgeon had attempted 
to remove as much shrapnel as he could. 
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Perhaps this wound would elevate him in the eyes 
of Ziobro, exonerating him for refusing to recommend 
him for active duty in the liberation of his homeland. 
Even if Operation Plumbline was grinding to a halt, 
Ziobro was still far too bright and brainy to be dropped 
into Warsaw, where he would be hailed as a returning 
hero before being shot by the fascist occupiers, or else 
the communist liberators, within weeks.

Throughout their entire time working together, 
including their visit to Moscow, Ziobro seemed 
to be perpetually scowling at his superior, whose 
best attempts at being cheerful fell on deaf ears. De 
Havillande’s constant reminders that this war was 
being fought for the benefit of his dear little Poland, 
to the almost certain detriment of Britain’s precious 
empire, were also received with stony silence. He tried 
not to take this too personally. Ziobro, who barely even 
cracked a smile at Bookman, was an intensely serious 
person who, given some more flesh on the bone, would 
not look out of place in Stalin’s inner circle of grim-
faced flunkies, some of whom they met at the ministry 
on Ogarava Street.

It had been a strange meeting in Moscow, from 
which they came away with a presentation chess 
board, proudly made by the proletariat, an agreed 
communication protocol and a sense that the Allies 
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were rather feeble for not assaulting France at once.
It occurred to de Havillande that his fellows at 

Bletchley and Brockley would be wondering what had 
become of him. He tried to spot a nurse, shifting his 
gaze from the ceiling for the first time. Looking to his 
right, he was able to see where the wall began and, with 
a little more effort, the tops of some pictures that had 
been hung up to bring cheer to the ward. He then tried 
turning to his left, and promptly blacked out.
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Competition

1 Across
Fellowes shook Amanda awake as she lay across the 
bench in police reception. Turner was curled up on a 
couple of chairs next to her.

‘Cab’s here,’ said Fellowes, still glowing with 
liberty.

They had been allowed to walk free after being 
made to sit and think about what they had done for 
several hours. Then they’d received a stern talking-to 
from a tall, silver-haired policeman who looked quite 
important, but clearly couldn’t have been since he was 
on duty at three o’clock in the morning.

The road to liberty looked like being a long one, 
especially when Mrs Overend arrived to take her son 
home, then refused point blank to offer them all lifts. 
But Fellowes’ joy was undiminished: he had not only 
achieved his freedom, but had three friends who were 
prepared to break into the National Archive to help 
his cause. He had never expected such from Turner, 
a selfish man; or Amanda, a comparative stranger; let 
alone Overend, a humanoid computer.
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He was also proud that his grandfather had been 
exonerated by the report, unprofessionally shown to 
him by Mayhew, who had thought that the contents 
were not especially sensitive after all, and had 
suggested that the file was probably still classified 
because the people who declassify files had not yet got 
round to reading it.

The explanation for the code-words was pleasingly 
dull and believable. Foster and Searles, two pupils from 
one of his grandfather’s classes, had said that they filled 
out two of the offending grids, including the humdinger 
containing Neptune and Overlord. They claimed they 
had heard some of the words while hanging around 
outside one of the dozens of army barracks in the south 
of England. The third crossword containing Omaha had 
simply been coincidence. All charges against Carl were 
subsequently dropped.

The greatest thrill in the report had been the 
confirmation of a Bookman at Bletchley: Sydney 
Bookman, one of only a handful of people born in 
Germany to work at the site. On reading the news, 
Fellowes’ heart leaped with joy. Suddenly, his great-
uncle’s caginess about discussing the war made sense, 
since everyone at Bletchley had been sworn to secrecy. 
Only in the 1970s were code-breakers given permission 
to talk. Fellowes’ only sadness was that he had not been 
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more sad at his great-uncle’s recent passing. The man 
had clearly been one of the unsung heroes of the Allied 
victory.

Such had been Fellowes’ pleasure that he promised 
to pay for a taxi home. Only then did he discover that 
private taxi firms were reluctant to pick people up from 
police stations. After an hour, he found one that would, 
and it had been promised for five a.m. It arrived at six. 
While he waited, he composed clues for handcuffs, 
duty sergeant, incident room and a whole host of other 
police terms.

‘At last,’ Turner groaned, as the car pulled up. 
‘Although at this hour, we might as well catch the tube.’

‘Well, he’s here now,’ said Fellowes brightly. ‘And 
it’s my treat.’

1 Down
Marcus Johnson didn’t move as he lay next to the 
fire, dozing peacefully. Demitry had learned his name 
from some official papers he had found in the uniform, 
which he was now mostly wearing. Keeping an eye 
on his unknowing saviour in the breaking daylight, he 
attempted to buckle the belt around his waist. While he 
fiddled patiently with the clasp, he noted there was a lot 
of room to spare in the uniform, but it would be a good 
enough fit to get him onto a ship bound for England. 
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Within minutes he would be rowing out to sea in a 
stolen French boat until an Allied vessel saw a stranded 
sailor and picked him up.

The sleeping Englishman seemed friendly enough 
and was clearly way out of his depth in the theatre 
of war. Demitry was relieved that he did not have to 
kill him. Killing Marcus Johnson, as the man’s papers 
revealed his name to be, would mean stabbing a 
sleeping man. Besides, he now had on the uniform of 
a British officer, and the papers safely tucked away in 
his pocket.

In reality, he was doing the Englishman no harm. 
Johnson would wake up, put on Demitry’s peasant’s 
outfit, blend in until the Allied advance arrived and 
present himself to the nearest Tommy, then greet him 
with ‘Thanks, old boy’ before breaking into the national 
anthem to prove his identity without papers. He’d be 
given tea, sympathy, a fresh uniform and a few weeks’ 
leave; by which time, Demitry would be safely tucked 
away in Britain.

Demitry sat down to pull on the boots. They were 
still damp, despite a night in front of the fire. He 
thought about his arrival in the capital of the world, 
London, which he had always been assured by loyal 
Soviets was a city dripping with capitalist decadence.

He couldn’t wait.
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2 Across
Fellowes asked the taxi to head straight for the Bureau. 
He was keen to make an early start on working out how 
to keep the business on its feet. Turner, still exhilarated 
from his brush with the law, was in no mood to go 
home and sleep either. Amanda also thought she might 
make up for her absence from the office the day before. 
She had called in sick but was pretty certain they didn’t 
believe her.

‘Thanks,’ said Fellowes.
‘For what?’ said Turner.
‘You know.’
‘Well, I felt bad about what I did to the picture of 

your grandfather,’ said Turner.
‘I think I overreacted,’ said Fellowes. ‘I was under a 

lot of pressure. Everything coming at once.’
‘Not surprised,’ said Amanda. ‘Do you have any 

idea what you were paying for your phone-line rental?’
‘No,’ said Fellowes.
‘We’ll talk at lunch,’ she said. ‘Ah, here we are. Just 

here, please, driver.’
They pulled over by CoffeeNation.
‘That would be twenty-six pounds, please,’ said the 

driver in a thick Greek accent.
‘Yes, of course,’ said Fellowes, suddenly realising 

that he didn’t have the money. ‘Actually, I’ll need to 
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dash to a cash-point.’
Amanda gave the driver thirty pounds and held out a 

hand for the change.
‘You can pay me later,’ she said, with a wink.
‘Then at least let me buy you a coffee,’ said 

Fellowes.
‘Deal.’
They got out to discover that CoffeeNation was not 

yet open. There were staff inside setting up, but they 
seemed to enjoy ignoring Turner banging on the door.

‘Don’t worry,’ said Amanda. ‘You can make me a 
cup of tea at lunchtime. I need to run.’ She began to 
head towards the office before stopping, reaching into 
her handbag and pulling out the Pelikan Ibis. ‘You 
might want this back.’

‘Oh, thank you,’ said Fellowes.
At that moment, they heard the clatter of a shutter. 

The coffee stand across the road was open for business.
‘Ah, the early bird catches the worm. Fancy a coffee, 

Cyril?’
‘Cyril? Since when did you start calling me Cyril?’
‘Since today.’
‘So is this it, then?’ said Turner. ‘Is this the end of 

the mystery?’
‘It is for me,’ replied Fellowes, now in front of the 

aged vendor. He was so happy with the world that he 
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had completely forgotten that the coffee from this stand 
was vile. ‘Two white coffees, please.’

Fellowes wondered if his absence last week had 
been noticed. He was hardly a regular customer, but 
this man, aged and ageless, looked as if he observed 
everything and everyone. He moved slowly but 
gracefully to prepare the coffees. If the man were in his 
eighties, thought Fellowes, he could have been in the 
vanguard of the Russian army that hacked its way to 
Berlin. Alternatively, he might be younger, conceived 
by a reluctant war widow and an ecstatic, drunken 
soldier in the post-war celebrations. Fellowes looked 
around the man’s booth for clues. There were none. 
Just menus, notices, an old biscuit tin and fluorescent 
star shapes with Coffee £1.20 and Tea £1.00. As he was 
starting to clue the word fluorescent, breaking it into 
obvious words, he realised that Turner was talking to 
him.

‘Fellowes? John! Are you listening to me?’
‘I guess I wasn’t. Sorry.’
‘I hate to say this,’ Turner lied, ‘but we haven’t 

explained the 1982 incident. When some Eastern 
European turned up at the office with the intention of 
smashing Sydney’s face in.’

‘Do we know that was what happened? For sure?’
‘Your mum seemed pretty certain. And she told us 
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about a note, which we found and deciphered, saying 
Ziobro at large. Flee!’

There was a small muffled chime from Turner’s 
trousers. Digging into his pocket, he pulled out his 
mobile phone.

‘That was twenty-five years ago,’ said Fellowes. 
‘And we don’t even know what it was about.’

‘Sydney clearly worked at Bletchley with de 
Havillande,’ said Turner, pressing buttons on his 
telephone.

‘Well, Ziobro’s either back in Poland. Or dead. 
Possibly both,’ said Fellowes.

‘I hope so,’ said Turner. ‘Because look who’s 
coming here today.’

Turner showed Fellowes the screen of his handset.
‘David Smith?’ said Fellowes.
‘AKA Octavian de Havillande,’ said Turner.
‘Here,’ said the vendor, holding out two lidded cups 

of coffee with a wry smile cracking his lips.
It was not an expression Fellowes had spotted on 

the man before. Perhaps the selling of two cups at once 
made him feel like his kiosk still had a chance.

2 Down
Sydney Bookman sat alone in his office. The chess set 
he had been given on his last trip to Moscow sat on the 
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pile of papers to his right. The game with Ziobro would 
remain permanently unfinished. Dewes had finally 
granted permission for the Pole to leave Bletchley 
for the Cichociemni, the Polish secret army. In a few 
weeks, he would be airdropped home to take the fight 
to the Nazis.

The mechanical Turk had defeated the great military 
tactician, Napoleon, as well as Emperor Frederick 
and Babbage, the Victorian genius, and now looked 
mockingly down on Sydney Bookman. In his own 
way, Bookman felt defeated by the automaton too. His 
endeavour had been a failure and it was his duty to 
inform Moscow in the usual way. Aware that Stalin’s 
men viewed failure differently from the more stoic 
British, he only hoped he had not caused Nikolai Petrov 
too much hardship.

Sydney Bookman was halfway through filling 
the crossword grid that would provide Petrov with 
the keys to decode his final radio communication to 
Moscow, when he realised that he could use the one he 
had already composed and failed to plant through his 
brother the week before. This would provide the key to 
the last two messages: the first sent a week or so ago 
trying to buy more time, and the second, which would 
be sent today, saying that Operation Plumbline was 
being closed down altogether. 
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Bookman tried to remember where he had stashed 
his previous puzzle. After a few moments of searching, 
avoiding eye-contact with the Turk, he recalled that 
he had stuffed it in the pile of papers to his right. He 
rifled through the reams of calculations and lists of 
theoretical chess moves. When he couldn’t find it, he 
knew who had taken it.

3 Across
Turner put a mug of tea on Fellowes’s desk.

‘No sign of Overend,’ said Turner.
‘Maybe he was grounded,’ said Fellowes.
They both chuckled but stopped when they heard 

feet stomping up the stairs outside. They did not sound 
like the footsteps of their colleague. Fellowes flashed 
back to the thought of debt collectors and stood up 
while Turner just sat there, quietly intrigued. 

The door opened abruptly and Amanda walked in. 
She headed straight for Fellowes and hugged him. 
Fellowes’ arms flailed for a moment, then eventually 
closed round her.

‘What’s going on?’ Turner demanded, standing up.
‘Did they fire you?’ asked Fellowes.
Amanda extracted herself from Fellowes’ confused 

embrace.
‘I quit,’ she said.
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‘You quit?’ said Turner.
‘It was horrible,’ said Amanda. ‘As far as they were 

concerned, I was ill but nobody asked how I was. 
And so I admitted I’d bunked off and had an amazing 
adventure, and still no one cared. They just asked me 
where we were with the rent rise. So I told them I was 
going to go off and have more amazing adventures and 
that they could stick their crummy job.’

‘Right,’ said Fellowes.
‘Good for you’ said Turner. ‘Screw those guys. Tea? 

I’ve just made a pot.’
‘Please,’ said Amanda.
‘Actually, where are we with the rent rise?’ asked 

Fellowes.
‘Give it rest, Fellowes,’ said Turner, going over to 

the kitchen. He reached for the mug which bore the 
words ‘Pan-European Youth Chess Championship 
1982’.

‘Radek Ziobro,’ he said. ‘Of course!’

3 Down
Marcus Johnson did not move a muscle. He was 
paralysed with fear, having watched his strange French 
friend try on his uniform. What was the man doing? 
Living out a fantasy of being in the famous Royal 
Navy? This seemed odd for a Frenchman, given the 
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frequent beatings dished out by Nelson in the past. As 
he lay on the sand, pretending to sleep, he suspected 
that his companion was probably not French after all; 
in which case he could only be German. Who else was 
there at large in France? In his stomach, he knew he 
was staring at the enemy.

What next? Was it right to kill the man? He didn’t 
exactly look like a soldier. Even if he wanted to, how 
could he kill him? Marcus Johnson didn’t have a gun. 
Even if he did, would he be able to? He suspected he 
didn’t have the guts.

The German sat down to lace up his recently 
acquired boots. Marcus Johnson realised he would 
simply have to do something. He spied a large smooth 
rock on the ground. He had considered it as a pillow the 
night before. Now he was sizing it up as a weapon. But 
how would he employ it? What was he aiming for? He 
couldn’t bring himself to bash the man’s head with it. 
It hardly seemed fair. But what choice did he have? He 
couldn’t exactly threaten the man with a rock.

The man was onto the second boot. Marcus Johnson 
would have to act quickly. He slowly reached out his 
arm and laid his hand on the rock; then gripping it, he 
tried to lift it. But couldn’t. He would need both hands. 
Would he make too much noise? He realised that the 
lapping sea provided him with some aural cover, and 
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that now was the time to strike. He grabbed the rock 
with his other hand, shifted his body towards it for 
balance and picked it up. With the man a few feet away, 
and still oblivious, he decided his best course of action 
was to launch the missile and allow Fate, God, or the 
Devil to guide it to the lethal spot.

But he was unable to throw the rock without 
emitting a loud grunt. The cry caused Demitry to 
turn in time to see a sizeable stone travelling towards 
his forehead with slow, but sufficiently debilitating, 
speed. Demitry was struck above the eye and knocked 
unconscious, slumping to the side. Marcus Johnson, 
jubilant, vomited.

4 Across
Fellowes watched Amanda take a pastel blue file from 
nowhere and open it. It already contained documents 
that he recognised.

‘Where did that come from?’ he asked, as Amanda 
picked up a hole-puncher.

‘You need to start filing properly. So that you can 
invoice people faster. Sort out your cash-flow,’ she 
said, making two holes in the letter and snapping open 
the metal clasps of the file. She took a few moments to 
explain her new system to Fellowes; meanwhile, Turner 
emerged from his internet search.
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‘Radek Ziobro,’ he said. ‘I knew it! Chess coach to 
the Polish Youth Chess team that visited Leeds in 1982, 
for the Pan-European tournament that the Russians won 
by a country mile.’

‘Can you win by that margin in chess?’ asked 
Fellowes.

‘The main story,’ said Turner, ignoring him and 
turning to Amanda, ‘was not the emphatic victory of 
nineteen-year-old Muscovite Andrei Sokolov, but the 
disappearance of one of the Polish coaches. He escaped 
their escorts and went on the run.’

‘Escorts?’ said Amanda, sitting in Overend’s chair.
‘Cold War. This lot couldn’t be trusted. Especially in 

Ziobro’s case. He must have turned up here to settle a 
score with your great-uncle. Or he was trying to find de 
Havillande. Or both.’

‘Except Sydney was already in New Zealand,’ said 
Fellowes.

‘And de Havillande was nowhere to be seen,’ said 
Amanda.

‘After a few weeks, they found him and stuck him 
on the next plane back to Warsaw.’

‘So he’s in back Poland, then,’ said Fellowes. ‘If he’s 
still alive.’

‘Of course there’s no way that now, as a Pole, he 
could have made it to London,’ said Turner, folding his 



285

arms.
‘Oh. I see,’ said Fellowes.
‘London is full of Poles these days,’ conceded 

Amanda. 
‘And if de Havillande’s still alive…’ said Turner.
The door opened. Overend walked in.
‘Hello,’ he said, puzzled that they were all looking at 

him so intently. He was disappointed when their stares 
turned quickly into sighs. 

‘Oh, it’s you,’ said Fellowes.
‘Mum brought me in,’ he replied, going over to his 

desk to touch Mr Gauss.
‘We thought you might be de Havillande. He’s 

coming here,’ said Turner. ‘If Ziobro hasn’t got to him 
first.’

‘What I don’t understand,’ said Fellowes, ‘is what 
Ziobro’s got against de Havillande in the first place.’

4 Down
Even though he was walking through the suburbs of 
his beloved Warsaw in the afternoon sunshine, Ziobro 
fixed his eyes firmly on the ground. Eye contact with 
anyone who might challenge him had to be avoided. He 
had papers for inspection, but they had not yet been put 
to the test. He wanted to see his parents before taking 
any risks, beyond his original gamble of returning to 
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his homeland by parachute. His gaze was pointed at the 
ground for another reason: he did not want to see the 
shameful site of the subjugated city, in whose streets he 
had played only five years earlier; his games of soldiers 
now real.

Six nights before, he had hitched a ride on a British 
bomber to his homeland. Diverted by unexpectedly 
fierce flak, he had been dropped a long way from his 
ideal drop zone, which was already on the wrong side 
of Warsaw from his parents’ flat just off Smolna Street, 
near the university, where his father had lectured in 
mathematics. Walking by night and hiding during the 
day, Ziobro had reached the city’s suburbs. There he 
had to switch to walking by day or else risk violating 
the curfew. To find his parents, he would either have to 
waste more time circumventing the city, or go straight 
through the middle. He decided on the latter since it 
would at least give him the shortest journey time.

As he walked along Krakowskie Przedmieście, 
the Royal Mile leading away from the Castle, he saw 
German soldiers sitting outside a café. Ziobro was not 
as terrified by the sight of these men as he thought he 
would be. He had not seen Nazi troops with his own 
eyes for five years. Back in 1939, he had looked on 
them in fear but also wonder, amazed at their smart 
uniforms and advanced equipment. Now he felt only 
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hatred.
One soldier happened to be watching him. He forced 

a smile at his foe and turned away, feeling sick and 
hoping that he was not going to be followed. Turning 
his head to check would arouse even more suspicion, so 
he did his best to saunter off. He kept walking, listening 
intently for any commotion behind him. There was 
none.

He began to ask himself whether his parents would 
still be where they had lived in 1939. Would they even 
recognise him after nearly five years? He was no longer 
the boy they had encouraged to flee. He was now a man 
who was desperate to stand, fight and even die for his 
country. As he passed buildings that had once been used 
by the university, he turned left into Smolna Street. 
He walked past the lamp post that he had run into on 
the bicycle that Jerzy, his best friend, had found and 
repaired. He didn’t linger to see if the mark made by 
his handlebars remained; there were now bullet-holes 
as well, which had expanded in the last few years with 
rust.

He passed 69, 70, 71, and finally reached 72 Smolna 
Street. He was home. The double doors were still intact, 
although ajar. Without looking both ways, he opened 
the left-hand door and confidently walked in. He 
climbed the stairs to his parents’ apartment and stood 
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before the door. 
Before knocking, he looked down at himself; his 

mother always liked her boys to be well presented. 
After combing his hair with his fingers and tucking in 
his shirt, he rapped on the door and waited. He heard 
some scuttling around and the shifting of furniture. 
Eventually, Mrs Ziobro opened the door. The bright, 
beautiful woman Radek had left behind was no more. 
Now he saw a woman worn with worries and woes, 
her eyes red with tears. She opened her mouth but no 
sound came out. Radek took a step towards her and she 
at once enveloped him in her bony, desperate arms and 
wept.

‘They’ve taken him,’ she sobbed. ‘He’s gone!’

5 Across
Amid the steam seeping from the rattling urn, Radek 
Ziobro picked up the coffee jug, poured some of the 
black liquid into the white styrofoam cup and took a 
slow sip. Ziobro was not ‘either back in Poland. Or 
dead. Possibly both’. He had been lying in wait for this 
day, his hope of revenge dormant, almost dead. But 
then came the phone message received by the short 
man who had visited his booth a few hours earlier with 
his taller colleague, whom he knew to be John Fellowes 
– his only possible link to Sydney Bookman and, more 
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importantly, Octavian de Havillande. Ziobro resented 
the former for arranging his transfer to Bletchley, away 
from his countrymen. But he despised de Havillande, 
the man he held responsible for the death of his father, 
Lubomir, who was torn away from his wife and shot, 
simply for being Polish and male. The Gestapo might 
not have succeeded if Radek had been allowed to leave 
the pointless Plumbline project weeks earlier to defend 
one of the very men who had given Bletchley a year’s 
head start on the Enigma codes.

Finally the day of reckoning had arrived. De 
Havillande was coming.

5 Down
‘All right, where is it?’ said Bookman, bursting into 
the book-lined splendour of the makeshift cell, which 
still contained Carter and Thomason; the latter casually 
lolling on his easy chair, the former still attached to the 
radiator, looking more grim-faced than ever. His hands 
were crimson.

‘Where is what?’ replied Thomason.
‘You know exactly what I’m talking about. Hand it 

over!’ said Bookman, lunging at him. 
Thomason reacted, his arm hitting the table, causing 

the lamp to wobble dangerously. ‘Mind the lamp!’ he 
cried.
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As he put out a hand to steady it, his body weight 
shifted across the chair to reveal the folded crossword.

‘Thank you,’ said Bookman, plucking it calmly from 
the seat.

The door opened slightly and Dewes’ head appeared. 
‘Everything all right in here?’

‘Fine. Just reclaiming a piece of my property,’ said 
Bookman, nonchalantly tucking the crossword back 
into his pocket.

‘Is that lamp OK?’ said Dewes.
‘It was a bit of a close one,’ said Thomason.
‘What is it with you Limeys?’ screamed Carter. 

‘We’re trying to win a war here! We’re trying to stop 
Germans from leaving Pas-de-Calais and beating the 
living hell out of our guys in Normandy!’

‘Has it occurred to you, Major Carter,’ said Dewes in 
a quiet but steely voice, ‘that we’ve been fighting this 
war since 1939 for the principle of liberty? Not since 
1941, because some Japs turned up unannounced and 
destroyed half of our battle fleet. Perhaps if your nation 
had taken a little more interest in things that happened 
more than ten feet outside your national borders…’

‘I’m not sure this is getting us anywhere,’ Thomason 
interjected. ‘Clearly there are faults on both sides. 
Might I suggest some international diplomacy?’

‘Maybe if we hadn’t been so diplomatic,’ shouted 
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Carter, ‘we wouldn’t be sitting on our asses in some 
library in an English country house, while a spy is on 
the loose, sending messages to the Nazis.’

‘Believe me. No one is sending messages to the 
Nazis,’ said Dewes.

‘No? Then what about the Reds?’
‘The Soviet Union are our allies,’ said Dewes.
‘And they are making considerable sacrifices for the 

Allied cause in the east,’ said Bookman.
‘The only cause they have is themselves. You think 

Stalin’s gonna give back what he, quote unquote, 
liberates?’ said Carter, desperately wanting to use his 
fingers to do the quotation marks up high, but having to 
settle for clenching and unclenching his digits unseen 
beside the radiator.

‘I’m not discussing this further,’ said Bookman. 
‘You’ve blundered into something extremely classified.’

‘They have. But I’ve just had the nod that I can give 
them the gist,’ said Dewes.

6 Across
Ziobro saw a man stepping out of the underground 
station, limping slightly from a war wound. The man 
looked up at a street sign, and then at a map in his hand. 
Ziobro could see right into his eyes. It was Octavian de 
Havillande.
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Ziobro put on his long black coat and slowly reached 
onto the shelf for the biscuit tin, which, from the 
label at least, promised to contain luxurious Highland 
shortbread. He prised off the lid and pulled out the 
Luger he had acquired during the Warsaw Uprising 
of 1944 in which the Poles tried to achieve their own 
freedom from the Nazis before the Soviets arrived. 
Their so-called Allies had done nothing to help. He 
gripped the gun as tightly as his frail fingers could 
manage, placed his hands in his coat pockets and 
walked out of the back of his booth as quickly as he 
could.

By the time he had emerged from the door that 
opened onto the street, de Havillande was over a 
hundred yards ahead and nearly at the alcove that led 
into the Bureau. Ziobro hobbled slightly faster, but was 
able neither to make up the ground in time nor get a 
clear shot at his enemy. Ziobro was tempted to shoot his 
way through the pedestrians, but decided against this 
only because his gun did not contain enough bullets.

As de Havillande was about to turn into the 
doorway, he looked both ways, mainly out of habit. 
He saw Ziobro and recognised him at once. The Pole 
was taking his hand out of his pocket as a lady stepped 
out of the door that led to the Bureau. Oblivious to the 
sixty-year vendetta, she walked between the two of 
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them. Ziobro hesitated for a moment, hiding his gun, 
and de Havillande squeezed through the door that was 
slowly closing behind her. Ziobro now concentrated on 
arriving at the door before it shut.

On trying to hasten its closing, de Havillande 
discovered that the door was unfeasibly heavy. Looking 
up, he saw that it was attached to a contraption that 
opened and shut it at its own pace and no one else’s. He 
abandoned the attempt and put his hand out for a stair 
rail. He found only smooth wall.

 ‘Bother,’ he said.
He began to climb the stairs, aware that his assassin 

was only a few flights behind. Minutes later, de 
Havillande was knocking on the door of the Bookman 
Bureau. 

Turner opened the door to see an elderly man 
panting and bearing a vivid expression of panic.

‘Mr David Smith?’ he asked, adding his title in 
deference to his age.

The old man, who looked like he might expire at any 
moment, swallowed and nodded.

‘You’d better come in,’ Turner went on, standing 
aside to let the octogenarian in. He was puzzled, 
however, to hear another thumping noise, and looked 
down the stairwell. ‘Hello?’

De Havillande’s gesticulations at the door were 
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being ignored by Amanda, who offered him a chair, 
while Fellowes tempted him with tea; meanwhile the 
thumping noise came round the corner at the bottom 
of the flight of seven steps. Turner was surprised to see 
another elderly man, tall and gaunt, in a long coat, also 
gasping for breath and unable to speak.

‘It’s another old man!’ said Turner, gazing at the 
aged Pole. ‘Wait, isn’t it that coffee guy who…’ he said 
as he saw the man produce a black Luger from his coat 
pocket. ‘Shit!’

‘What?!’ cried Amanda.
‘Ziobro!’ Turner shouted, diving to his right, away 

from the open door.
‘What?’ said Fellowes. He saw the coffee vendor 

holding a gun and tried to take evasive action, tripping 
over Turner and landing on top of him.

Ziobro stepped into the room, wheezing heavily. 
He was puzzled that there were two casualties on the 
ground already, given he had yet to pull the trigger. 
Sitting before him was de Havillande, unable to 
move, partly through fear, but mainly because of utter 
exhaustion.

‘If you’re going to shoot him, you’ll have to shoot 
me first!’ cried Amanda, thrusting herself between de 
Havillande’s body and Ziobro’s gun.

Overend rose to his feet and squeezed himself into 
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the only available space.
‘And you will have to shoot through me too,’ he 

said.
‘Through?’ said Amanda.
‘Well, the Luger is a powerful weapon,’ said 

Overend. ‘Easily capable of shooting through two 
people and killing a third.’

Ziobro knew this, having seen such weapons in use 
many times in 1944 during the Warsaw Uprising; they 
had left the streets of the city strewn with corpses, 
ready to be cleared away by the advancing Soviets, 
who had been more than happy for rebellious Poles to 
be liquidated with enemy ammunition. It would be one 
fewer massacre for the Soviets to lie about.

Looking deep into de Havillande’s eyes with a 
mature hatred, Ziobro squeezed the trigger. Everyone 
froze.

6 Down
Carter and Thomason stood at the doorway of the hut, 
transfixed.

‘What the hell is that?’ said Carter, with a sense of 
wonder that caught Thomason by surprise.

They had been led by Dewes and Bookman into a 
large concrete building a few hundred yards away from 
the main house, where they had been confronted by the 
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sight of a large machine that resembled a Modernist 
metal sculpture. They gawped at racks of knobs, forests 
of cables and a host of metal components that were 
like nothing Carter or Thomason had ever seen before. 
Dewes and Bookman beamed.

‘We call her Colossus,’ said Dewes, above the clicks 
of the computer. ‘Can’t really tell you what she does, 
but she’s a bit like a brain, doing things with valves that 
it would take us much longer to do with pen, paper and 
slide rules.’ 

‘As you said earlier, Mr Carter – sorry, Major 
Carter,’ said Bookman, ‘the Soviets like their chess 
and we were wondering whether something like this 
little beauty could help them with their rather strange 
obsession.’

‘You’re gonna give one of those to the Reds?’ said 
Carter. 

‘No, no, no,’ said Bookman. ‘Not one of these 
exactly. But a pared-down sort of thing that could play 
chess. Or work out moves.’

‘A machine that could sift through a thousand chess 
moves a minute,’ explained Dewes, ‘considerably faster 
than a human, who can manage only half a dozen in 
twice the time, could make a fairly formidable foe, if 
you’ll forgive the alliteration.’

‘So, you’re using it to produce the ultimate chess 
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player?’ proffered Carter.
‘Well, to help the Soviets create the ultimate chess 

player,’ said Dewes. ‘Some hare-brained scheme of the 
PM’s, so don’t blame me.’

‘A couple of years ago,’ said Bookman, ‘Stalin told 
the PM in no uncertain terms that the Brits weren’t 
exactly pulling their weight in the struggle against 
Hitler.’

‘A little harsh,’ said Thomason. ‘We were fighting in 
North Africa and the Far East. And the Atlantic.’

‘I know, but the PM wanted to keep the Soviets 
happy. So when he saw an early version of one of these 
machines, and when someone said that it ought to be 
pretty wizard at chess,’ said Dewes – pointedly looking 
at Bookman, who looked away – ‘he said to himself, 
“Hullo, those chess-mad commies will love this.” ’

‘So it became our job to develop a machine like 
Colossus that could play chess. Like the Turk, but for 
real,’ said Bookman. ‘And that’s Operation Plumbline. 
Or was. Turns out playing chess is a hell of a lot more 
complicated than we first thought. Can’t even teach it 
the rules, let alone to think two moves ahead.’

‘So when will you crack it?’ asked Thomason.
‘Never. Project got closed down yesterday,’ said 

Dewes. ‘The PM’s starting to worry about Stalin and 
doesn’t want to give him any more help than he needs 
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to. Especially not a machine that can think. Now Uncle 
Joe’s got his second front, he’ll be happy enough.’

‘The landings seem to have been a real success. 
Sorry your boys copped it on Omaha,’ said Bookman 
to the American.

‘Wait a second. What about these crosswords?’ said 
Carter, pointing to the one Bookman had taken back 
from Thomason.

‘Bit unfortunate, that,’ said Dewes. ‘We were 
broadcasting radio messages to the Russians about 
Plumbline every couple of months. Heavily coded, 
obviously. And putting the keys in the newspaper 
crosswords. Sydney snuck in the odd grid that we’d 
done without his brother knowing. Sometimes swapped 
them for ones the children at school had done. But then 
those D-Day code-words began to appear.’

‘So who are Romulus and Remus?’ asked Thomason.
‘No such people,’ said Dewes. ‘All made up by 

some chap in Portugal who’s convinced the Nazis he 
has agents in Britain. They hang on his every word 
apparently, but it’s all bunkum. A red herring. Except 
he’s Portuguese, so sardines.’

‘Well, I’ll be damned,’ said Carter.
‘Don’t know about you, but I could do with a brew,’ 

said Dewes. ‘Shall we?’
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7 Across
The Luger was old but it still worked. Taken from the 
frozen fingers of an ambushed SS officer and hidden 
beneath a floorboard in his mother’s flat, Ziobro 
regularly stripped and oiled it. He tested it annually, 
shooting empty cans off a wall by a disused railway 
line; it was now due for a service. Ziobro realised this 
as his finger struggled with the trigger. A combination 
of six flights of stairs, the man’s old age and a hint of 
rust gave Turner the seconds he needed. He shook off 
Fellowes and thudded into the side of the gunman, 
sending him careering into the kitchen and onto 
the linoleum, breaking his hip and rendering him 
unconscious. There was a moment of silence.

‘There you go,’ said Turner. ‘Said I was a team 
player.’

‘Well done!’ cried Amanda.
‘Now, let’s disarm the weapon.’ 
Eagerly, Turner reached for the pistol that had fallen 

onto the floor and, in trying to remove the magazine in 
the way he had seen done in a war film, succeeded in 
firing a bullet with immense speed and power into Mr 
Gauss, pinning the stuffed toy pig to the wall. Overend 
screamed and continued to do so for some time. De 
Havillande, puzzled, breathed a sigh of relief.

***
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For several minutes, Fellowes and Turner sat in 
respectful silence while Amanda made tea and a 
weeping Overend cradled a broken Mr Gauss in 
his hands. Ziobro, who had recovered from his fall 
only to pass out at the pain of his broken hip, had 
just been loaded into the back of an ambulance. The 
paramedic was confused by this incongruous array of 
thirtysomethings and eightysomethings in a third-floor 
office, but he was always discreet. He had seen far 
stranger and more disturbing sights in his career.

As the ambulance roared noisily away, de Havillande 
sat gathering his strength and thoughts. The others 
felt it appropriate for their venerable guest to be the 
first to speak. After a while, Turner, who felt he had 
not received quite enough recognition for his act of 
heroism, made eye contact with Amanda. She looked 
back at him warmly, as if acknowledging that he had 
been a little short-changed on attention, despite having 
hospitalised a pensioner. She carried a mug of tea to 
their guest, who shakily picked it up and took a sip.

‘I think we could do with something in the way of an 
explanation,’ said Turner. ‘If it’s not too much trouble.’

And so de Havillande told them all about Operation 
Plumbline, the crosswords, and how he was hit by a 
doodlebug at a rather unfortunate moment.
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7 Down
Marcus Johnson woke up confused. He looked around 
and saw other beds containing men in various states of 
disrepair.

‘Morning,’ said the man in the bed to his left. ‘I’m 
de Havillande. With an ‘e’. No relation.’

‘Right,’ said Marcus Johnson, realising that his head 
ached; yet he had a faint memory of inflicting a head 
wound on someone else.

‘Been in the wars?’
‘I presume so,’ he replied.
He had only the vaguest recollection of his encounter 

with Demitry Ganapolsky and his reclamation of his 
naval uniform from the unconscious Soviet. He had 
been found by a platoon led by a Sergeant Padfield and 
placed on a ship on which he had slipped and banged 
his head.

Marcus Johnson heard steps echoing in the corridor 
outside. They were not the steps of flat-shoed nurses, 
but a heeled lady; tall, dark and slim, she appeared 
through the door, smiling warmly at her husband and 
hero. Approaching the bed with her face drenched in 
sympathy and admiration, she placed a book and a bar 
of chocolate on his bedside table and kissed him on the 
forehead.

‘Who’s my brave soldier, then?’ she said.
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Marcus Johnson was a very happy man. 
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Mate

The skeletal cadavers lay next to the hole dug by 
Demitry Ganapolsky. If he’d known there were only 
seven corpses this week, he and his fellow guards would 
not have dug such a big hole in the ground. One of the 
corpses, he noticed, bore strange markings, a series of 
letters that made no sense in any language he knew. 
He had picked up many tongues on his travels, from 
Russia to the steppes of the Ukraine, to the Normandy 
coast where he had learned a little French, German, 
Romanian and even a little English. Subsequently he 
had meandered his way back home via Scandinavia to 
Russia, more out of curiosity than patriotism.

Finding work had been almost impossible with his 
record of foreign travel. His comrades viewed him with 
intense suspicion. He felt that sooner or later he would 
end up in a camp, so he volunteered to work in one. 
There his lot was only distinguished from that of the 
inmates by the allocation of vodka and slightly superior 
sleeping quarters. Everyone’s life was miserable.

Demitry stooped for a closer look at the tattoo, 
seeing more letters on the man’s legs and arms. For a 
moment, he considered writing them down, but realised 
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the only paper he had was in the form of official burial 
documents, which had to be accurately filled in and 
checked off before being carefully lost, destroyed or 
officially denied at a later stage. He was about to take 
his eye off the graffitied body when he felt a tinge of 
recognition. The man’s face reminded him of a man 
with whom he had served in the desperate defence 
against the German invasion. Unfolding his list, he 
looked down and recognised the name of Nikolai 
Petrov. It seemed odd that he, Demitry, a selfish 
renegade, should be burying his friend, Nikolai, a loyal 
servant of the Russian people. But the war had turned 
everything on its head, making the good seem bad, the 
weak strong, the treacherous loyal. Hitler had fallen, 
but the worst of all men, Josef Stalin, had become more 
powerful than ever.

‘Demitry!’ called out a voice. Another camp guard 
approached. ‘It’s Comrade Stalin! He’s dead! They 
found his body a few hours ago.’ 

Demitry tipped back his head and laughed. The 
colleague looked on, bewildered. The death of their 
great leader, who had saved their nation from the 
fascists and given Eastern Europe the communist 
dream, seemed no laughing matter. He retreated in 
confusion while Demitry, sniggering, pushed the 
corpses into the mass grave, threw on some quicklime 
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and filled in the hole.

8 Across
‘You all right, Overend?’ said Turner, prodding him 
gently in the ribs.

Overend was sitting motionless on one of the hard 
wooden seats in CoffeeNation. He was euphoric at 
completing the task that he had spent years on, but 
felt he had essentially cheated, having been sent the 
answers by a dying man in New Zealand.

‘Clarence?’ said Amanda. ‘Say something.’
Overend handed the piece of paper to Fellowes, who 

read it aloud.
‘Major Octavian de Havillande To Soviet Central 

Chess Committee. Progress slow re chess machine. 
Proving more complicated than previously thought. 
Knight moves especially problematic. Patience 
required. Efforts continue. Team dedicated. Apologies. 
ODH.’

‘Must have been the penultimate message they sent,’ 
said Turner. ‘Before the one that shut it all down.’

‘Wait,’ said Amanda. ‘So de Havillande got Sydney 
Bookman to radio these messages to Moscow? In code.’

‘Correct,’ said Turner. ‘And then he…’
‘Hang on, I’m just trying to get it clear in my head,’ 

said Amanda. ‘And then the keys to decipher these 
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messages were the answers to the crosswords that 
Sydney got his brother to put in the paper. Although 
Carl didn’t actually know this.’

‘Correct again,’ said Turner.
‘And unfortunately, there were D-Day code-words 

in some of Carl’s crosswords because of local kids 
hearing these words and not understanding they were 
quite a big deal.’

‘She shoots, she scores,’ said Turner.
Amanda looked very pleased with herself. ‘This is 

way more fun than doing accounts.’
‘Overend might need an accountant,’ said Turner. 

‘What are you going to do with the reward, Overend?’
‘Well, I was going to give my half to the Bureau.’
‘But… but…’ said Fellowes, unable to speak at this 

gesture.
‘It’s only fair. I’d never have been able to break it 

without that package from Uncle Sydney and all that. 
What are you going to do with your half, Turner?’

Turner shrugged. ‘The same. Especially if it means 
we can take on extra staff.’ He looked at Amanda, then 
Fellowes. 

‘Of course,’ said Fellowes. ‘Amanda is 
indispensable. I’d love to match what they paid you at 
the accountants’ but…’

‘There’s no way you can do that,’ she said. ‘Don’t 
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worry. We can figure it out.’
‘Excellent. This way we all benefit from the 

windfall,’ said Fellowes. ‘Hmm, windfall.’
Amanda pulled a notepad from her bag and looked 

around for a pen. Fellowes handed her his Pelikan Ibis.
‘Are you sure?’ she said.
‘Very sure. Oh, I’ve forgotten the word now.’ 
‘Windfall,’ said Amanda, scribbling it down.
‘Ooh, that’s good because it contains the word win,’ 

said Fellowes. ‘How about “Gain Germany – surrender 
bringing big prize”?’

‘Nice,’ said Turner.
Fellowes smiled. He hadn’t done that for a while.
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