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that the hospital had had a much better reputation than my
memories suggested. (Perhaps it improved after I left for
Madrid in December 1936.) Nobody was remembered by name,
but there was one English doctor whom everyone remembered.
He bathed every day in the Rio Flumen, even when he had to
break the ice-such is fame. Let this doctor stand up and be
counted and join those distinguished people whose names are
associated with Grafien. It really is distinguished for a village
that had a population of under 2000 in 1936. In the first place,
it housed the first international hospital to be established in the
Spanish Civil War. It was, indirectly, made immortal by John
Cornford's poem "The Last Mile to Huesca," which must have
been written at or near Grafinn. Tito of Yugoslavia had a house
there in 1937, and General Walter-later Minister of Defence
in Poland-lived in another house there in 1938. It was certainly
visited in 1936 by Ludwig Renn, who wrote the famous novel
Der Krieg after the first world war. Orwell too was probably
there, and, at a lower level, Sefton Delmer of the Daib' Express
and Lord Churchill (of All My Sins Remembered) also visited.
The one depressing feature of the visit was evidence that the

division among the political left, which was so fatal during the
civil war, had continued. One man excused himself from
arranging an introduction because of political differences
(presumably socialist-communist). In a discussion I asked one
of the elders if he thought the idea of the International Brigades
a good one. After thought he answered (through Xavier as

interpreter) that it was, but that it wasn't enough. I found how
right he was when I checked the figures in Hugh Thomas's
book The Spanish Civil War. On Franco's side, in addition to the
75 000 Moors, there were 75 000 Italians and 17 000 Germans,
while on the Republican side the International Brigade
numbered only 2000 Russians and 10 000 others. This was
certainly not enough.
There was also the farce of the "non-intervention committee."

Hugh Thomas has some apt comments: "From the start the
British and French Governments were occupied less with the
end of intervention on all sides than with the appearance of such
an end.... When it was clear that the intervention pact was
being disregarded, it was cynical to insist on its maintenance.
The cynicism brought the British Government as little credit as
it did advantage."
The comparison with the Rhodesian oil sanctions is, I think,

immediately obvious. How is it that we have so often elected the
stupid and insincere to rule over us ?

It was for me a most memorable weekend, and my thanks to
Dr Xavier Bosch are great; but the word weekend reminds me
of my welcome at University College Hospital after a year in the
Spanish Civil War. I had left the hospital without permission.
I came back a year later, very bronzed with a red beard. I did
not know what would happen. To discover, I went on a ward
round with the most conservative physician. He spotted me and
said. "Ah, Cochrane, back again. Had an interesting weekend ?"

Mole among the quacks

P V SCOTT

Things were bad at the Circus. Firstly, there had been the
Permanent Secretary's fury at the latent revenue consequences
of the Witchcraft projcct; the usual guff about closure of well-
loved local hospitals. Thcn had come the awful kerfuffle over
the leak of the secret annexe to Circular HN/74 'H2S(ii)-
Hospital Ancillary Staff (Laundry) (Up gradings) Regulations
(1978). How on earth had NUPE got on to it ? And now, to cap
it all, the strange case of Gerald the Mole, that grubby agent of
Roy Bland's who had failed to return from a low-level mission
at BMA House. Really, it was too much. Into the subthalamic
mess of George Smiley's mediaeval mind there crept a base
suspicion: things were getting out-of Control.

* * *

He sighed, a crumpled, forlorn figure. Alleline, it was
rumoured, was doing something rather clever with the remnants
of the Health Services Board but Smiley tried to distance himself
from potential disasters. He wanted nothing to do with the
darker sidc of his craft; it offended against his ideas on the
fitness of things. Private practice was so-profitable. He
blinked nervously when he realised he had spoken the word
aloud, scuttled crabwise out of the lift, and flogged his sagging
carcase towards the executive loo. Smiley always worked best
alone, cut off from human contact and the clamorous world of
failed family planning. Hc tore a page from a back number of
Health Trends.

Suddenly, it came to him. It was something Bill Haydon had
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said during that awful time when Ann had disappeared into
the chloroformed limbo of the Elizabeth Garrett Anderson.
What if he were to change the comfortable habits of a lifetime
spent in an ungrateful country's Social Security Service ? What
if he were to ... defect ? After all, Bill had observed caustically,
if you can't beat them....

Join them? Dear God. If the friends.... It didn't bear
thinking about. Treasury never forgot. Or forgave. Did he
really want to end his career a statistic in one of Connie's grey,
anonymous files? Join the opposition? Besides, doctors were
so-difficult. "Big oafs from little icons grow." The quacks, he
reflected sombrely, had minds of their own. They refused to see
sense in other men's ideas. You were for ever blue-pencilling
their self-serving memoranda about sick people (Smiley had a
horror of sick people), or castigating one of their unworkable
schemes which bore no relation to reality or to departmental
norms or to the departmental view. And they were always
asking for money. In a word, thought Smiley uncharitably,
doctors were beastly.

* * *

No, not defection. He stretched luxuriously and made his
way past Toby's clicking abacus to a hidden door. Hanging his
plastic mac on the chipped fibreglass statuary of the Secretary
of State for Health and Social Services last but one, he
approached Control with the grovelling deference of a Basque
terrorist. For a moment he felt insecure. That bust, now....
Of course, Barbara. How well he remembered the last, fatal
illness.

It had been a nightmare. Decisions, decisions, decisions.
How he had tried, really he had tried, he and Peter Guillam, to
foment the twin conceits of forward planning and consensus
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management. "Delay, Control," he had insisted. Delay, delay,
delay. He even remembered his minute. But no: Control would
have none of it. And so, inevitably, she had gone; a small villa
near Antwerp, he understood. Control always had been the
good European, the civilised aesthete, content with the simple
things in life: a charabanc trip to Brighton, a Cuban cigar, a
cosy half bot of Jugoslav vino shared with the Secretary of the
Confederation of Health Service Employees.

* * *

Since then, a new light had appeared at the end of the tunnel.
Cash limits. He admired that phrase. Nobody knew exactly
what it meant. As much as he disliked Alleline, with his prissy
way of programming the Review Body's computer, and his
"Yes, Sir, no, Sir, three bags full, Sir," to the Chairman of the
Royal Commission; as much as he disliked him, cash limits
was definitely out of Alleline's stable, it had to be, it had the
unmistakable odour of a Sauchiehall Street Scot on the make.
"A genuine, copper-bottomed goldseam, George," Connie had
whispered, her eyes brimming. Smiley had the true civil
servant's mistrust of politicians, but even he had been forced to
admire Control's footwork during the weeks leading up to the

election. No, there would be no cuts in services to the patient.
Yes, more hospitals would be built. And so on. And then-
Bingo! Brilliant, really. Overnight, a hundred ten-year strategies
put through the shredder. It had been a triumph.

But Smiley's innate conservatism made him wary of nine-day
wonders. His instinctive caution, nurtured by Steed-Asprey
during those war years at the Min of Ag, warned him to question
the obvious. There had to be something more. And now-
there was.

* * *

"What's it all about, Alfie ?" grunted Control in his Roedean
voice.
"Remember that agent we had: source 'Gerald' ?"
"The Witchcraft material ?"
"Yes, Control. Witchcraft. Witchcraft. Don't you see? It's

the answer. No more of their damned cutting-edge-of-modern-
high-technology-medicine, no more sillybilly chips, no more
primary care, no more doc. ..."

Control reached for the scrambler. He regarded Smiley
almost caressingly as if he were measuring him for a CMG.
"Get me the African desk," said Control.

Let me die a youngman's death'

To acknowledge our debt to a lady old only in her years

D J JOLLEY, DIANE RING, PAT SMITH

She entered the life of our unit during a wintry week two
years ago with an introduction that hinted we should find her
outside the usual run: "Please see this confused old lady who is
suffering from gross neglect. Do not call in the afternoon as
she usually goes to the pictures." Thus it was that several visits
were required before a meeting was effected and this success
marked down to the persistent and warm attentions of the local
authority social worker. By the Thursday night, therefore, her
house was easily recognised and well known. Easily recognised
as the blemish within a neat terrace where the privet hedge
reached as high as the bedroom window, the decaying gate
leaned invitingly ajar, and where the small front garden sported
a collection of brightly labelled bottles showing clearly against
the snow in the street light.
Even with the key loaned to us entry was not easy as the

front door encountered a collection of hanging garments-
dresses, coats, cloaks, and more dresses which prevented full
exercise of its hinge. Deep inside, illumination from one of the
two light bulbs that worked disclosed narrow corridors for foot
use between precarious cliffs of collected, jumbled items. The
front room remained an unbreachable mystery for that night;
the back kitchen was awash with papier-mache where melted
snow and drifts of newspapers ran together. The stove was
elderly but functional enough, while pots and pans in disarray
provided a niche for early fungal populations. In what would
be the back sitting room should there be a space to sit lay the
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beginning of a trail of personal interest and history with scant
regard for chronology or any other recognised sequence.
Photos of mum, plastic flowers, empty bottles, hats, news-
papers, various shiny hubcaps, shoes, and the occasional
glimpse of a chair filled the space and led on toward the stairs.

* * *

She herself was upstairs and lying in bed for she wasn't
feeling well. Indeed, this was the real cause for concern. The
freezing winter with prolonged snow had weakened her
resistance: she'd had flu and was still having difficulty in
getting going again. Her bedroom was arranged as an act of
worship to faded stars of showbusiness past with pride of
place for showbusiness present. Posters on the walls bore
faces and names of pop stars I hardly knew, the bed end
supported Gary Glitter, and arrayed on either side of him was a
host of adoring plastic dolls human and animal. More news-
papers included the copy of the Manchester Evening News
announcing England's World Cup win. Every item was a
nugget too precious to discard. Behind the bed lay Starsky
with Hutch-waiting to upstage the Glitter boy.
With some reluctance she agreed in a bizarre communication,

wherein we established that both she and I could speak and
hear yet used written messages, to leave her treasure house for
the comfort of the hospital. She brought a few friends with her
and within a few days was hale and hearty chatting us up and
giving us a turn or two. She had come from the east of England,
and believed herself to be of gypsy stock through a father she
had never met. From leaving school she travelled the coastal
towns, fascinated by the small theatres and taking part in any
shows or public house entertainment that would have her. She
had a lovely time but eventually settled to a steadier sort of
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