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The Chi nese St at ue

The little Chinese statue was the next
itemto cone under the auctioneer's
hamrer. Lot 103 caused those qui et

mur muri ngs that always precede the sale
of a masterpiece. The auctioneer's
assistant held up the delicate piece of
ivory for the packed audience to admre
whi |l e the auctioneer gl anced around the
roomto be sure he knew where the
serious bidders were seated. | studied
nmy catal ogue and read the detailed
description of the piece, and what was
known of its history.

The statue had been purchased in Ha

Li Chuan in 1871 and was referred to as
what Sot heby's quaintly described as
"the property of a gentleman", usually
meani ng that sone nenber of the
aristocracy did not wish to admt that
he was having to sell off one of the
famly heirloons. | wondered if that
was the case on this occasion and
decided to do sone research to discover
what had caused the little Chinese
statue to find its way into the auction
roons on that Thursday norni ng over one
hundred years | ater.



"Lot No. 103," declared the
auctioneer. "What am | bid for this
magni fi cent exanple of . . .?"

Sir Al exander Heathcote, as well as
bei ng a gentl eman, was an exact man. He
was exactly six-foot-three and a
guarter inches tall, rose at seven

o' clock every norning, joined his wfe
at breakfast to eat one boil ed egg
cooked for precisely four mnutes, two
pi eces of toast with one spoonful of
Cooper's marnal ade, and drink one cup
of China tea. He would then take a
hackney carriage fromhis hone in
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Cadogan Gardens at exactly eight-twenty
and arrive at the Foreign Ofice at
pronptly eight-fifty-nine, returning
home again on the stroke of six

o' cl ock.

Sir Al exander had been exact from an
early age, as becane the only son of a
general . But unlike his father, he
chose to serve his Queen in the

di pl omati c service, another exacting
calling. He progressed froma shared
desk at the Foreign O fice in Witehal
to third secretary in Calcutta, to
second secretary in Vienna, to first
secretary in Rome, to Deputy Anmbassador
I n Washington, and finally to mnister
i n Peking. He was delighted when M.

G adstone invited himto represent the
governnent in China as he had for sone
consi derable tine taken nore than an
amateur interest in the art of the Mng
dynasty. This crowni ng appoi ntnent in



hi s di stingui shed career would afford
hi m what until then he woul d have
consi dered i npossi bl e, an opportunity
to observe in their natural habitat
some of the great statues, paintings
and draw ngs whi ch he had previously
been able to admre only in books.

When Sir Al exander arrived in Peking,
after a journey by sea and | and t hat
took his party nearly two nonths, he
presented his seals patent to the
Enpress Tzu-Hsi and a personal letter
for her private reading from Queen
Victoria. The Enpress, dressed from
head to toe in white and gold, received
her new Anbassador in the throne room
of the Inperial Palace. She read the

| etter fromthe British nonarch while
Sir Al exander remained standing to
attention. Her I|nperial H ghness
reveal ed nothing of its contents to the
new mnister, only wishing hima
successful termof of lice in his

appoi ntnrent. She then noved her |ips
slightly up at the corners which Sir

Al exanderjudged correctly to nmean that
t he audi ence had cone to an end. As he
was conducted back through the great
halls of the Inperial Palace by a
Mandarin in the |l ong court dress of

bl ack and gold, Sir Al exander wal ked as
slowy as possible, taking in the mag-
nificent collection of ivory and jade
statues which were scattered casually
around the building nmuch in the way
Cel l'i ni
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and M chael angel o today |ie stacked
agai nst each other in Fl orence.



As his mnisterial appointnment was for
only three years, Sir Al exander took no
| eave, but preferred to use his tine to
put the Enbassy behind himand travel
on horseback into the outlying
districts to |l earn nore about the
country and its people. On these trips
he was al ways acconpani ed by a Mandarin
fromthe pal ace staff who acted as

I nterpreter and gui de.

On one such journey, passing through
the nuddy streets of a small village
with but a few houses called Ha Li
Chuan, a distance of sonme fifty mles
from Peking, Sir Al exander chanced upon
an old craftsman's worki ng pl ace.
Leaving his servants, the mnister

di smounted from his horse and entered

t he ranmshackl ed wooden workshop to
admre the delicate pieces of ivory and
j ade that crammed the shelves from
floor to ceiling. Al though nodern, the
pi eces were superbly executed by an
experienced craftsman and the m ni ster
entered the little hut with the thought
of acquiring a snmall. nenento of his
journey. Once in the shop he could
hardly nove in any direction for fear
of knocki ng sonet hi ng over. The
bui | di ng had not been designed for a
six-foot-three and a quarter visitor.
Sir Al exander stood still and
enthralled, taking in the fine scented
jasmne snell that hung in the air.

An ol d craftsman bustled forward in a
| ong, blue coolie robe and flat black
hat to greet him ajet black plaited
pigtail fell down his back. He bowed
very |l ow and then | ooked up at the
giant from Engl and. The mi ni ster
returned the bow while the Mandarin



expl ai ned who Sir Al exander was and his
desire to be allowed to | ook at the
work of the craftsman. The ol d man was
noddi ng hi s agreenent even before the
Mandarin had conme to the end of his
request. For over an hour the mnister
si ghed and chuckl ed as he studi ed many
of the pieces with adm ration and
finally returned to the old man to

prai se his skill. The craftsman bowed
once again, and his shy smle reveal ed
no teeth but only genui ne pl easure at
Sir Al exander's conplinents. Pointing a
finger to the back of the shop, he
beckoned the two inportant visitors to
foll ow
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him They did so and entered a
veritable Al addin's Cave, with row
upon row of beautiful mniature
enperors and cl assical figures The

m ni ster could have happily settled
down in the orgy of ivory for at |east
a week. Sir Al exander and the
craftsman chatted away to each ot her
t hrough the interpreter, and the
mnister's | ove and knowl edge of the
M ng dynasty was soon reveal ed. The
little craftsman's face lit up with
this discovery and he turned to the
Mandarin and in a hushed voi ce nade a
request. The Mandarin nodded his
agreenent and transl ated.

"I have, Your Excellency, a piece of
M ng nyself that you mght care to
see. A statue that has been in ny
famly for over seven generations."”

"l should be honoured," said the



m ni ster.

"I't is | who would be honoured, Your
Excel l ency,"” said the little man who

t her eupon scanpered out of the back
door, nearly falling over a stray dog,
and on to an ol d peasant house a few
yards behind the workshop. The

mni ster and the Mandarin renained in
the back room for Sir Al exander knew
the old man woul d never have

consi dered inviting an honoured guest
into his hunble hone until they had
known each other for many years, and
only then after he had been invited to
Sir Al exander's home first. A few

m nut es passed before the little blue
figure cane trotting back, pigtai
bounci ng up and down on his shoul ders.
He was now clinging on to sonething
that fromthe very way he held it
close to his chest, had to be a
treasure. The craftsman passed the

pi ece over for the mnister to study.
Sir Al exander's nouth opened w de and
he coul d not hide his excitenment. The
little statue, no nore than six inches
i n height, was of the Enperor Kung and
as fine an exanple of Mng as the

m ni ster had seen. Sir Al exander felt
confident that the nmaker was the great
Pen Q who had been patronised by the
Enperor, so that the date nust have
been around the turn of the fifteenth
century. The statue's only blem sh was
that the ivory base on which such

pi eces usually rest was m ssing, and a
small stick protruded fromthe bottom
of the inperial robes; but in the eyes
of Sir
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Al exander nothing could detract from
its overall beauty. Although the
craftsman's lips did not nove, his eyes
gl owed with the pleasure his guest
evinced as he studied the ivory

Enper or.

"You think the statue is good?" asked
the craftsman through the interpreter.
"I't's magnificent,"” the mnister
replied. "Quite magnificent."

"My own work is not worthy to stand by
its side," added the craftsman hunbly.

"No, no," said the mnister, though in
truth the little craftsman knew t he

great man was only being kind, for Sir
Al exander was holding the ivory statue
in a way that already showed the sane
| ove as the old man had for the piece.

The minister smled down at the
craftsman as he handed back the Enperor
Kung and then he uttered perhaps the
only undi pl omati ¢ words he had ever
spoken in thirty-five years of serving
his Queen and country.

"How | wi sh the piece was mne."

Sir Al exander regretted voicing his

t houghts i mredi ately he heard the
Mandarin transl ate them because he
knew only too well the old Chinese
tradition that if an honoured guest
requests sonething the giver will grow
in the eyes of his fell ow nen by
parting with it.

A sad | ook cane over the face of the
little old craftsman as he handed back



the figurine to the mnister.

“"No, no. | was only joking," said Sir
Al exander, quickly trying to return the
piece to its owner

"You woul d di shonour ny hunble hone if
you did not take the Enperor, Your
Excel l ency,"” the old man sai d anxiously
and the Mandarin gravely nodded his

agr eenent .

The mnister remai ned silent for sone
tinme. "I have di shonoured ny own hone,
sir,"” he replied, and | ooked towards

t he Mandarin who renai ned inscrutable.

The little craftsman bowed. "I nust

fix a base on the statue,” he said, "or
you wi Il not be able to put the piece
on view"
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He went to a corner of the room and
opened a wooden packi ng chest that nust
have housed a hundred bases for his own
statues. Runmagi ng around he picked out
a base decorated with small, dark
figures that the mnister did not care
for but which neverthel ess nade a
perfect fit; the old man assured Sir

Al exander that although he did not know
the base's history, the piece bore the
mar k of a good craftsnmam

The enbarrassed m nister took the

gift and tried hopelessly to thank the
little old man. The craftsman once
again bowed |low as Sir Al exander and

t he expressionless Mandarin left the
littl e workshop.



As the party travelled back to

Peki ng, the Mandarin observed the
terrible state the mnister was in, and
uncharacteristically spoke first:

"Your Excellency is no doubt aware,”

he said, "of the old Chinese custom

t hat when a stranger has been generous,
you must return the kindness within the
cal endar year."

Sir Al exander smled his thanks and

t hought carefully about the Mandarin's
words. Once back in his official re-

si dence, he went imedi ately to the
Enbassy's extensive library to see if
he coul d discover a realistic value for
the little masterpiece. After much
diligent research, he cane across a
drawing of a M ng statue that was

al nrost an exact copy of the one now in
hi s possession and with the help of the
Mandarin he was able to assess its true
worth, a figure that cane to al nost
three years' enolunent for a servant of
the Crown. The m ni ster discussed the
problemw th Lady Heat hcote and she

| eft her husband in no doubt as to the
course of action he nust take.

The foll ow ng week the m ni ster
despatched a letter by private
nessenger to his bankers, Coutts & Co.
in the Strand, London, requesting that
they send a |arge part of his savings
to reach himin Peking as quickly as
possi bl e. When the funds arrived nine
weeks later the mnister again
approached the Mandarin, who |istened
to his questions and gave himthe
details he had asked for seven days

| at er.
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The Mandarin had di scovered that the
little craftsman, Yung Lee, came from
the old and trusted famly of Yung Shau
who had for sone five hundred years
been craftsnen. Sir Al exander al so

| earned that nmany of Yung Lee's ances-
tors had exanples of their work in the
pal aces of the Manchu princes. Yung Lee
hi nrsel f was growi ng old and wi shed to
retire to the hills above the vill age
where his ancestors had al ways di ed.
H s son was ready to take over the

wor kshop from hi mand continue the
famly tradition. The mnister thanked
the Mandarin for his diligence and had
only one nore request of him The
Mandarin |istened synpathetically to

t he Anbassador from Engl and and
returned to the palace to seek advi ce.

A few days |l ater the Enpress granted
Sir Al exander's request.

Al nost a year to the day the

m ni ster, acconpani ed by the Mandari n,
set out again from Peking for the
village of Ha Li Chuan. Wen Sir

Al exander arrived he imedi ately dis-
nounted fromhis horse and entered the
wor kshop that he renmenbered so wel |,
the old man was seated at his bench,
his flat hat slightly askew, a piece of
uncarved ivory held lovingly between
his fingers. He |ooked up fromhis work
and shuffled towards the m nister, not
recogni sing his guest inmediately until
he coul d al nost touch the foreign
giant. Then he bowed | ow. The m nister
spoke through the Mandarin:



"I have returned, sir, wthin the
cal endar year to repay ny debt."

"There was no need, Your Excellency.

My famly is honoured that the little
statue lives in a great Enbassy and may
one day be admred by the people of
your own | and."

The mnister could think of no words
to forman adequate reply and sinply
requested that the old man shoul d
acconpany himon a short journey.

The craftsman agreed w thout question
and the three nen set out on donkeys

towards the north. They travelled for
over two hours up a thin w nding path
into the hills behind the
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craftsman' s wor kshop, and when t hey
reached the village of Ma Tien they
were net by anot her Mandarin, who
bowed | ow to the mnister and
requested Sir Al exander and the
craftsman to continue their journey
with himon foot. They wal ked in
silence to the far side of the village
and only stopped when they had reached
a hollowin the hill fromwhich there
was a magnificent view of the valley
all the way down to Ha Li Chuan. In
the holl ow stood a newly conpl et ed
smal | white house of the nobst perfect
proportions. Two stone |ion dogs,

t ongues hangi ng over their |ips,
guarded the front entrance. The little
old craftsman who had not spoken since
he had | eft his workshop remi ned
nystified by the purpose ofthejourney



until the mnister turned to himand
of f er ed:

“"A small, inadequate gift and ny
feeble attenpt to repay you in kind."

The craftsman fell to his knees and
begged forgi veness of the Mandarin as
he knew it was forbidden for an
artisan to accept gifts froma
foreigner. The Mandarin raised the
frightened blue figure fromthe
ground, explaining to his countrynman
that the Enpress herself had
sanctioned the mnister's request. A
smle of joy cane over the face of the
craftsman and he slowy wal ked up to
t he doorway of th

beautiful little house unable to
resi st running his hand over the
carved lion dogs. The three travellers
t hen spent over an hour admring the
little house before returning in
silent nutual happi ness back to the
wor kshop in Ha Li Chuan. The two nen

t hus parted, honour satisfied, and Sir
Al exander rode to his Enbassy that

ni ght content that his actions had net
wi th the approval of the Mandarin as
wel | as Lady Heat hcote.

The minister conpleted his tour of
duty in Peking, and the Enpress
awarded himthe Silver Star of China
and a grateful Queen added the
K.CV.O to his already long |ist of
decorations. After a few weeks back at
the Foreign Ofice clearing the China
desk, Sir Al exander retired to his
native Yorkshire, the only English
county whose inhabitants still hope to

18



The Chi nese St at ue

be born and die in the sane place - not
unli ke the Chinese. Sir Al exander spent
his final years in the honme of his late
father with his wwfe and the little

M ng Enperor. The statue occupied the
centre of the mantel piece in the
drawing roomfor all to see and adnmre.

Bei ng an exact man, Sir Al exander

wote a long and detailed will in which
he |l eft precise instructions for the

di sposal of his estate, including what
was to happen to the little statue
after his death. He bequeat hed the
Enperor Kung to his first son
requesting that he do the sane, in
order that the statue m ght always pass
to the first son, or a daughter if the
direct male line faltered. He al so nade
a provision that the statue was never
to be disposed of, unless the famly's
honour was at stake. Sir Al exander

Heat hcote died at the stroke of

m dni ght on his seventieth year.

Hs first-born, Mjor Janes Heat hcote,
was serving his Queen in the Boer War
at the tine he cane into possession of
the M ng Enperor. The Major was a
fighting man, comm ssioned with the
Duke of Wellington's Regi nent, and

al though he had little interest in
culture even he could see the famly
hei rl oom was no ordinary treasure, SO
he | oaned the statue to the regi nental
ness at Halifax in order that the
Enperor coul d be displayed in the
dining roomfor his brother officers to
appr eci at e.

WhenJanes Heat hcot e became Col onel of



t he Dukes, the Enperor stood proudly on
the tabl e al ongside the trophi es won at
Wat erl oo and Sebastopol in the Crinea
and Madrid. And there the M ng Statue
remai ned until the colonel's retirenent
to his father's house in Yorkshire,
when the Enperor returned once again to
the drawi ng room mant el pi ece. The

col onel was not a man to di sobey his

| ate father, even in death, and he |eft
clear instructions that the heirl oom
must al ways be passed on to the
first-born of the Heathcotes unless the
fam |y honour was in jeopardy. Col onel
Janmes Heathcote M C. did not die a
soldier's death; he sinply fell asleep
one night by the fire, the Yorkshire
Post on his | ap.
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The colonel's first-born, the

Reverend Al exander Heat hcote, was at
the time presiding over a small flock
in the parish of Much Hadhamin
Hertfordshire. After burying his father
with mlitary honours, he placed the
little M ng Enperor on the mantel pi ece
of the vicarage. Few nenbers of the

Mot hers' Uni on appreciated the
mast er pi ece but one or two old | adi es
were heard to remark on its delicate
carving. And it was not until the
Reverend becane the Ri ght Reverend, and
the little statue found its way into

t he Bi shop's pal ace, that the Enperor
attracted the adm ration he deserved.
Many of those who visited the pal ace
and heard the story of how the Bishop's
grandf at her had acquired the M ng
statue were fascinated to | earn ofthe
di sparity between the magnificent



statue and its base. It always nade a
good after-dinner story.

God takes even his own anbassadors,

but He did not do so before all ow ng
Bi shop Heathcote to conplete a wll

| eaving the statue to his son, with his
grandfather's exact instructions
carefully repeated. The Bi shop's son,
Captai n Janmes Heat hcote, was a serving
officer in his grandfather's reginent,
so the Mng statue returned to the ness
table in Halifax. During the Enperor's
absence, the reginental trophies had
been augnented by those struck for
Ypres, the Marne and Verdun. The

regi ment was once again at war with
Ger many, and young Captain Janes

Heat hcote was killed on the beaches of
Dunkirk and died intestate. Thereafter
English law, the known wi shes of his
gr eat - grandf at her and conmopn sense
prevailed, and the little Enperor cane
into the possession of the captain's
two-year-old son

Al ex Heat hcote was, alas, not of the
nettle of his doughty ancestors and he
grew up feeling no desire to serve
anyone ot her than hinmsel f. Wen
Capt ai nJanes had been so tragically
killed, Al exander's nother |avished
everything on the boy that her neagre
i ncome would allow. It didn't help, and
It was not entirely young Alex's fault
that he grew up to be, in the wrds of
hi s grandnot her, a selfish, spoiled
little brat.

When Alex left school, only a short
time before he would
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have been expelled, he found he could
never hold down ajob for nore than a
few weeks. It always seened necessary
for himto spend a little nore than
he, and finally his nother, could cope
with. The good | ady, deciding she
could take no nore of this life,
departed it, tojoin all the other

Heat hcotes, not in Yorkshire, but in
heaven.

In the swi nging sixties, when casinos
opened in Britain, young Al ex was
convi nced that he had found the ideal
way of earning a living wthout
actually having to do any work. He
devel oped a system for playing
roulette with which it was inpossible
to lose. He did | ose, so he refined
the system and pronptly | ost nore; he
refined the system once again which
resulted in himhaving to borrowto
cover his |losses. Wy not? If the

wor st cane to the worst, he told

hi nsel f, he coul d al ways di spose of
the little M ng Enperor.

The worst did cone to the worst, as
each one of Alex's newy refined
systens took himprogressively into
greater debt until the casinos began
to press himfor paynent. Wen
finally, one Monday norning, Al ex
recei ved an unsolicited call fromtwo
gent| enen who seened determned to
col l ect sone ei ght thousand pounds he
owed their nmasters, and hinted at
bodily harmif the matter was not
dealt with within fourteen days, Al ex
caved in. After all, his great-great-
grandfather's instructions had been
exact: the Mng statue was to be sold



If the famly honour was ever at
st ake.

Al ex took the little Enperor off the
mant el pi ece in his Cadogan Gardens
flat and stared down at its delicate
handi wor k, at | east having the grace
to feel alittle sad at the | oss of
the famly heirloom He then drove to
Bond Street and delivered the
mast er pi ece to Sot heby's, giving

I nstructions that the Enperor shoul d
be put up for auction.

The head of the Oriental departnent,

a pale, thin man, appeared at the
front desk to discuss the nasterpiece
wi th Al ex, |ooking not unlike the Mng
statue he was holding so lovingly in
hi s hands.

"I't will take a few days to estinate
the true value of the piece," he
purred, "but | feel confident on a
cursory gl ance
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that the statue is as fine an exanple
of Pen Q as we have ever had under the
hamrer . "

"That's no problem™ replied Alex,
"as long as you can |let nme know what
it's worth within fourteen days."

"Ch, certainly,"” replied the expert.
"I feel sure | could give you a floor

price by Friday."

"Couldn't be better,"” said Al ex.



During that week he contacted all his
creditors and w thout exception they
were prepared to wait and learn the
apprai sal of the expert. Al ex duly
returned to Bond Street on the Friday
with a large smle on his face. He
knew what hi s great-great-grandfat her
had paid for the piece and felt sure
that the statue must be worth nore
than ten thousand pounds. A sumt hat
woul d not only yield himenough to
cover all his debts but |eave hima
little over to try out his new
refined, refined systemon the
roulette table. As he clinbed the
steps of Sotheby's, Alex silently

t hanked hi s great-great-grandfather.
He asked the girl on reception if he
coul d speak to the head of the
Oriental departnent. She picked up an
i nternal phone and the expert appeared
a few nonments |ater at the front desk
with a sonbre ook on his face. Alex's
heart sank as he listened to his

wor ds:

"Anice little piece, your Enperor,

but unfortunately a fake, probably
about two hundred, two hundred and
fifty years old but only a copy of the
original, I'mafraid. Copies were

of ten made because . '

"How nmuch is it worth?" interrupted an
anxi ous Al ex.

"Seven hundred pounds, eight hundred
at the nost."

Enough to buy a gun and sone bullets,
t hought Al ex sardonically as he turned

and started to wal k away.

"I wonder, sir . . ." continued the



expert.

"Yes, yes, sell the bloody thing,"
said Alex, wthout bothering to | ook
back.

"And what do you want nme to do with
t he base?"

"The base?" repeated Al ex, turning
round to face the Orientalist.

"Yes, the base. It's quite
magni ficent, fifteenth century,
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undoubtedly a work of genius, | can't
| magi ne how .

"Lot No. 103," announced the
auctioneer. "What am | bid for this
magni fi cent exanple of . . .?"

The expert turned out to be right in
his assessnent. At the auction at

Sot heby' s that Thursday norning |
obtained the little Enperor for seven
hundred and twenty gui neas. And the
base? That was acquired by an Anmerican
gentl eman of not unknown parentage for
twenty-two thousand gui neas.
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She waved at ne across
a crowded room of the
St. Regis Hotel in New
York. | waved back
realising | knew the
face but | was unabl e



to place it. She
squeezed past waiters
and guests and had
reached ne before |I had
a chance to ask anyone
who she was. | racked

t hat section of ny
brain which is neant to
store people, but it
transmtted no reply. |
realised I would have
to resort to the old
party trick of
careful Il y worded
guestions until her
answers j ogged ny
menory.

"How are you

darling?" she cried,
and threw her arns
around ne, an openi ng
that didn't help as we
were at a Literary
Quild cocktail party,
and anyone will throw
their arnms around you
on such occasi ons, even
the directors of the
Book- of -t he- Mont h C ub
From her accent she was
clearly Anmerican and

| ooked to be
approaching forty, but
t hanks to the genius of
noder n make-up m ght
even have overtaken it.
She wore a |l ong white
cocktail dress and her
bl onde hair was done up
I n one of those buns
that | ooks like a
cottage | oaf. The
overall effect nade her



appear sonewhat |ike a
chess queen. Not that
the cottage | oaf hel ped
because she m ght have
had dark hair flow ng
to her shoul ders when
we last net. | do w sh
wonen woul d realise

t hat when they change
their hair style they
of ten achi eve exactly
what they set out to
do: | ook conpletely
different to any
unsuspecti ng nal e.

"I"'mwell, thank

you," | said to the

whi te queen. "And you?"
| inquired as ny
openi ng ganbi t.

“I"'mjust fine,
darling,"” she replied,
taking a gl ass of
chanpagne from a
passi ng waiter.
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"And how s the fam|ly?" | asked, not
sure if she even had one.

"They're all well," she replied. No
hel p there. "And how i s Loui se?" she
I nqui r ed.

"Bloomng,"” | said. So she knew ny

wi fe. But then not necessarily, |

t hought. Most Anerican wonen are
experts at renenbering the nanes of
nmen's wves. They have to be, when on



the New York circuit they change so
often it becones a greater chall enge
t han The Ti nes crossword.

"Have you been to London |ately?" |
roared above the babble. A brave
question, as she m ght never have been
t o Europe.

"Only once since we had | unch
together." She | ooked at ne

qui zzically. "You don't renenber who I
am do you?" she asked as she devoured
a cocktail sausage.

| sm | ed.

"Don't be silly, Susan,” | said. "How
could I ever forget?"

She sm | ed.

| confess that | renmenbered the white
gueen's nane in the nick of tine.

Al though | still had only vague
recol l ections of the lady, | certainly
woul d never forget the |unch.

| had just had ny first book

publ i shed and the critics on both
sides of the Atlantic had been
conplinentary, even if the cheques
fromny publishers were less so. MWy
agent had told ne on several occasions
that | shouldn't wite if | wanted to
make noney. This created a dil emm
because |I couldn't see how to nake
money if | didn't wite.

It was around this tinme that the

| ady, who was now facing ne and
chattering on oblivious to ny silence,
t el ephoned from New York to heap

| avi sh praise on ny novel. There is no



writer who does not enjoy receiving
such calls, although | confess to
havi ng been | ess than captivated by an
el evenyear-old girl who called ne
collect fromCalifornia to say she had
found a spelling m stake on page
forty-seven and warned ne she woul d
ring again if she di scovered anot her.
However, this particular |ady m ght
have ended her transit
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atlantic congratul ati ons with not hing
nore t han goodbye if she had not dropped
her owmn nane. It was one of those nanes
that can, on the spur of the nonent,

al ways book a table at a chic restaurant
or a seat at the opera which nere
nortals |ike nyself would have found

| npossi ble to achi eve given a nonth's
notice. To be fair, it was her husband's
name that had achi eved the reputation,
as one of the world's nost distinguished
film producers.

“"When |I''m next in London you nust have
| unch with ne," cane crackling down the
phone.

"No," said | gallantly, "you nust have
| unch with ne."

"How perfectly charm ng you English
al ways are," she said.

| have often wondered how nuch

Aneri can wonen get away with when they
say those few words to an Engli shman.
Nevert hel ess, the wife of an
Oscar-w nni ng producer does not phone
one every day.



"I promse to call you when |I'm next
I n London," she said.

And i ndeed she did, for alnost six
nonths to the day she tel ephoned agai n,
this tinme fromthe Connaught Hotel to
decl are how much she was | ooking forward
to our neeting.

"Where would you |li ke to have | unch?"

| said, realising a second too |ate,
when she replied with the nane of one of
t he nost exclusive restaurants in town,
that | should have nmade sure it was |
who chose the venue. | was glad she
couldn't see ny forlorn face as she
added wi th unabashed |i berati on:

"Monday, one o' clock. Leave the
booking to ne- |I'm known there."

On the day in question | donned ny one
respectable suit, a new shirt which |
had been saving for a special occasion
since Christnmas, and the only tie that
| ooked as if it hadn't previously been
used to hold up ny trousers. | then
strolled over to ny bank and asked for
a statenment of ny current account. The
tell er handed ne a | ong piece of paper
unworthy of its amount. | studied the
figure as one who has to

take a major financial decision. The
bottomline stated in
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black lettering that | was in credit
to the sumof thirty-seven pounds and
sixty-three pence. | wote out a
cheque for thirty-seven pounds. | feel
that a gentl eman shoul d al ways | eave



his account in credit, and | m ght add
It was a belief that ny bank nmanager
shared with ne. | then wal ked up to
Mayfair for ny |uncheon date.

As | entered the restaurant |
observed too nmany waiters and plush
seats for ny liking. You can't eat

ei ther, but you can be charged for
them At a corner table for tw sat a
wonman who, although not young, was

el egant. She wore a bl ouse of powder
bl ue crepe-de-chine, and her bl onde
hair was rolled away from her face in
a style that rem nded ne of the war
years, and had once again becone
fashionable. It was clearly ny
transatlantic admrer, and she greeted
me in the sane "I've known you all ny
|ife" fashion as she was to do at the
Literary GQuild cocktail party years

| ater. Al though she had a drink in
front of her | didn't order an
aperitif, explaining that | never
drank before lunch - and would like to
have added, "but as soon as your
husband nakes a film of ny novel, |
will."

She | aunched imedi ately into the

| at est Hol | ywood gossip, not so much
droppi ng nanes as reciting them while
| ate nmy way through the crisps from
the bow in front of ne. A few m nutes
| ater a waiter materialised by the
table and presented us with two | arge
enbossed | eat her nenus, considerably
better bound than ny novel. The pl ace
positively reeked of unnecessary

expense. | opened the nenu and studi ed
the first chapter with horror; it was
em nently putdownable. | had no idea

that sinple food obtai ned from Covent
Garden that norning could cost quite



so much by nerely being transported to
Mayfair. | could have bought her the
same dishes for a quarter of the price
at nmy favourite bistro, a nmere one
hundred yards away, and to add to ny
di sconfort | observed that it was one
of those restaurants where the guest's
menu made no nention of the prices. |
settled down to study the long list of
French di shes which only served to
remnd nme that | hadn't eaten well for
over a
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nonth, a state of affairs that was
about to be prolonged by a further day.
| remenbered ny bank bal ance and
norosely reflected that | would
probably have to wait until ny agent
sold the Icelandic rights of ny novel
before | could afford a square neal
again.

"What woul d you |ike?" | said
gallantly.

"I always enjoy a light lunch," she

vol unteered. | sighed with premature
relief, only to find that |ight did not
necessarily mean "inexpensive".

She smled sweetly up at the waiter,
who | ooked as if be wouldn't be
wonderi ng where his next neal m ght be
comng from and ordered just a sliver
of snoked sal non, followed by two tiny
tender |anb cutlets. Then she
hesitated, but only for a nonent,

bef ore addi ng "and a side sal ad".

| studied the nenu with sone cauti on,



running ny finger down the prices, not
t he di shes.

"I also eat lightly at lunch,” | said
nmendaci ously. "The chefs salad will be
quite enough for ne." The waiter was
obviously affronted but |eft peaceably.

She chatted of Coppola and Prem nger,

of Al Pacino and Robert Redford, and of
Geta Garbo as if she saw her all the
time. She was kind enough to stop for a
noment and ask what | was working on at
present. | would have |liked to have
replied - on how |l was going to explain
tony wife that I only have sixty-three
pence left in the bank; whereas |
actual ly discussed ny ideas for another
novel . She seened i npressed, but still
made no reference to her husband.
Should | nmention hin? No. Miustn't sound
pushy, or as though | needed the noney.

The food arrived, or that is to say
her snoked sal non did, and | sat
silently watching her eat ny bank
account while | nibbled a roll. |

| ooked up only to discover a w ne
wai ter hovering by ny side.

"Woul d you care for sonme w ne?" said |
reckl essly.

"No, | don't think so," she said. |
smled alittle too soon: "Wl l,
perhaps a little sonmething white and
dry."

The wi ne waiter handed over a second
| eat her - bound
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book, this tinme with gol den grapes
enbossed on the cover. | searched down
the pages for half bottles, explaining
to nmy guest that | never drank at

| unch. | chose the cheapest. The w ne
wai ter reappeared a nonent later with

a large silver salver full of ice in
which the half bottle | ooked dr owned,
and, like nme, conpletely out of its
depth. A junior waiter cleared away the
enpty plate while another wheeled a

| arge trolley to the side of our table
and served the lanb cutlets and the
chef's salad. At the sane tinme a third
wai ter nade up an exquisite side sal ad
for ny guest which ended up bigger than
nmy conplete order. | didn't feel

could ask her to swap.

To be fair, the chef's sal ad was
superb- although |I confess it was hard
to appreciate such food fully while
trying to work out a plot that would be
convincing if I found the bill cane to
over thirty-seven pounds.

"How silly of ne to ask for white

wine with |anb,"” she said, having
nearly finished the half bottle.
ordered a half bottle of the house red
wi thout calling for the wine list.

She finished the white wi ne and then

| aunched into the theatre, nusic and

ot her authors. Al those who were still
alive she seened to know and t hose who
were dead she hadn't read. | mght have
enjoyed the performance if it hadn't
been for the fear of wondering if |
woul d be able to afford it when the
curtain cane down. When the waiter
cleared away the enpty di shes he asked
nmy guest if she would care for anything



el se.

"No, thank you," she said - | nearly
appl auded. "Unl ess you have one of your
fanobus appl e surprises.”

"I fear the | ast one may have gone,
madam but I'll go and see."

Don't hurry, | wanted to say, but
instead | just smled as the rope

ti ghtened around ny neck. A few nonents
| ater the waiter strode back in triunph
weavi ng between the tables holding the
apple surprise, in the palmof his
hand, hi gh above his head. | prayed to
Newt on that the apple woul d obey his
law. It didn't.

"The | ast one, madam "
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"Oh, what |uck," she decl ared.

"Ch, what luck,"” | repeated, unable to
face the nenu and di scover the price. |
was now attenpting sone nental arith-
netic as | realised it was going to be

a close run thing.

"Anyt hi ng el se, nmadan?" the
i ngratiating waiter inquired.

| took a deep breath.
"Just coffee," she said.
“And for you, Sir?"

"No, no, not for ne." He left us. |
couldn't think of an explanation for



why | didn't drink coffee.

She then produced fromthe |arge Qucci
bag by her side a copy of ny novel,
which | signed with a flourish, hoping
the head waiter would see ne and feel |
was the sort of man who shoul d be
allowed to sign the bill as well, but
he resolutely remained at the far end
of the roomwhile | wote the words "An
unf orgettabl e neeti ng" and appended ny
si gnature.

Wil e the dear | ady was drinking her
coffee | picked at another roll and
called for the bill, not because | was
in any particular hurry, but like a
guilty defendant at the A d Bailey I
preferred to wait no |longer for the
judge's sentence. A man in a smart
green uniform whom | had never seen
bef ore appeared carrying a silver tray
with a fol ded piece of paper on it

| ooki ng not unlike nmy bank statenent. |
pushed back the edge of the check
slowy and read the figure: thirtysix
pounds and forty pence. | casually put
ny hand into ny inside pocket and
withdrew nmy life' s possessions and then
pl aced the crisp new notes on the
silver tray. They were whi sked away.
The man in the green uniformreturned a
few nonments later with ny sixty pence
change, which |I pocketed as it was the
only way | was going to get a bus hone.
The waiter gave ne a | ook that would
have undoubtedly won hi ma character
part in any film produced by the |ady's
di sti ngui shed husband.

My guest rose and wal ked across the
restaurant, waving at, and occasionally
ki ssing people that | had previously
only



seen in gl ossy nmagazi nes. Wen she
reached t he door she
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stopped to retrieve her coat, a m nk.

| hel ped her on with the fur, again
failing to leave a tip. As we stood on
the Curzon Street pavenent, a dark

bl ue Rol | s-Royce drew up besi de us and
a liveried chauffeur |eaped out and
opened the rear door. She clinbed in.

"Goodbye, darling,"” she said, as the
el ectric window slid down. "Thank you
for such a lovely lunch."”

"Goodbye," | said, and summoni ng up
nmy courage added: "I do hope when you
are next in town | shall have the
opportunity of neeting your

di sti ngui shed husband. "

"Ch, darling, didn't you know?" she
said as she | ooked out fromthe
Rol | s- Royce.

"Know what ?"
"We were divorced ages ago."

"Divorced?" said 1.
"Oh yes," she said gaily, "I haven't
spoken to himfor years.

| just stood there | ooking hel pless.

"COh, don't worry yourself on ny
account," she said. "He's no loss. In
any case | have recently married
agai n" -another film producer,



prayed- "In fact, | quite expected to
bunmp into ny husband today - you see,
he owns the restaurant."”

Wt hout another word the electric

wi ndow purred up and the Roll s-Royce
glided effortlessly out of sight

| eaving nme to wal k to the nearest bus
st op.

As | stood surrounded by Literary
Qui l d guests, staring at the white
queen with the cottage | oaf bun, |
could still see her drifting away in
that blue Rolls-Royce. | tried to
concentrate on her words.

"I knew you woul dn't forget ne,
darling," she was saying. "After all
| did take you to lunch, didn't |?"
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The blue and silver 707 jet,

di splaying a large "P'on its tai

pl ane, taxied to a halt at the north
end of Lagos International Airport. A
fleet of six black Mercedes drove up
to the side of the aircraft and waited
in a line resenbling a | and-bound
crocodile. Six sweating, uniformned
drivers | eaped out and stood to
attention. Wen the driver of the
front car opened his rear door,

Col onel Usman of the Federal Guard

st epped out, and wal ked quickly to the
bottom of the passenger steps which
had been hurriedly pushed into place
by four of the airport staff.

The front section cabin door swung
back and the colonel stared up into



the gap, to see, framed agai nst the
dark interior of the cabin, a slim
attractive hostess dressed in a blue
suit with silver piping. On her jacket
| apel was a large "P'. She turned and
nodded in the direction of the cabin.
A few seconds |ater, an inmacul ately
dressed tall man with thick black hair
and deep brown eyes replaced her in

t he doorway. The nman had an air of
effortl ess style about hi mwhich
self-made mllionaires wiuld have paid
a considerable part of their fortune
to possess. The col onel saluted as
Senhor Eduardo Francisco de Sil veira,
head of the Prentino enpire gave a
curt nod.

De Silveira energed fromthe cool ness
of his airconditioned 707 into the
burni ng Nigerian sun w thout show ng
the slightest sign of disconfort. The
colonel guided the tall, elegant
Brazilian, who was acconpani ed only by
his private secretary, to the front
Mercedes while the rest of the
Prentino stafffiled down the back
stairway ofthe aircraft and
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filled the other five cars. The driver,
a corporal who had been detailed to be
avai l abl e night and day for the
honour ed guest, opened the rear door of
the front car and sal uted. Eduardo de
Silveira showed no sign of

acknow edgnent. The corporal smled
nervously, revealing the | argest set of
white teeth the Brazilian had ever
seen.



"Wel cone to Lagos," the corporal
vol unteered. "Hope you nmake very big
deal while you are in Nigeria."

Eduardo did not comrent as he settled
back into his seat and stared out of
the tinted wi ndow to watch sone passen-
gers of a British Airways 707 that had
| anded just before himforma | ong
gueue on the hot tarmac as they waited
patiently to clear custons. The driver
put the car into first gear and the

bl ack crocodil e proceeded on

I tsjourney. Col onel Usman who was now
in the front seat beside the corporal,
soon di scovered that the Brazilian
guest did not care for small talk, and
the secretary who was seated by his
enpl oyer's side never once opened his
nmout h. The col onel, used to doing

t hi ngs by exanpl e, remained silent,

| eaving de Silveira to consider his

pl an of canpai gn.

Eduardo Francisco de Silveira had

been born in the small village of
Rebeti, a hundred mles north of R o de
Janeiro, heir to one of the two nost
powerful famly fortunes in Brazil. He
had been educated privately in
Switzerl and before attending the
University of California in Los

Angel es. He went on to conplete his
education at the Harvard Busi ness
School . After Harvard he returned from
Anerica to work in Brazil where he
started neither at the top or the
bottomof the firmbut in the m ddle,
managi ng his famly's mning interests
in Mnas Cerais. He quickly worked his
way to the top, even faster than his
father had pl anned, but then the boy
turned out to be not so nuch a chip as
a chunk off the old bl ock. At



twenty-nine he married Maria, el dest
daughter of his father's cl osest
friend, and when twelve years later his
fat her di ed Eduardo succeeded to the
Prentino throne. There were seven sons
in all: the second son, Alfredo, was
now i n charge of banking; Joao ran

shi ppi ng; Carl os orga

34
The Coup

ni sedconstruction; Manoel arranged food
and supplies; Jaine managed the famly
newspapers, and little Antonio, the

| ast- and certainly the least - ran the
famly farms. Al the brothers reported
to Eduardo before maki ng any nmayor
decision, for he was still chairman of
the | argest private conpany in Brazil,
despite the boastful clains of his old
famly eneny, Manuel Rodri gues.

When Ceneral Castelo Branco's mlitary
regi me overthrew the civilian governnent
in 1964 the generals agreed that they
could not kill off all the de Silveiras
or the Rodrigues so they had better
learn to live with the two riva
famlies. The de Silveiras for their
part had al ways had enough sense never
to involve thenselves in politics other
t han by maki ng paynents to every
governnent official, mlitary or
civilian, according to his rank. This
ensured that the Prentino enpire grew

al ongsi de whatever faction cane to
power. One of the reasons Eduardo de
Silveira had allocated three days in his
crowded schedule for a visit to Lagos
was that the N gerian system of
governnent seened to resenble so closely
that of Brazil, and at least on this



proj ect he had cut the ground from under
Manuel Rodrigues' feet which would nore
t han make up for losing the Ri o airport
tender to him Eduardo smled at the

t hought of Rodrigue8 not realising that
he was in Nigeria to close a deal that
could make himtw ce the size of his
rival.

As the black Mercedes noved slowy

t hrough the teem ng noi sy streets paying
no attention to traffic lights, red or
green, Eduardo thought back to his first
neeting with General Mhammed, the

Ni gerian Head of State, on the occasion
of the President's official visit to
Brazil. Speaking at the dinner given in
General Mohamed' s honour, President
Ernesto Cei sel declared a hope that the
two countries woul d nove towards cl oser
co-operation in politics and comer ce.
Eduardo agreed with his unel ected | eader
and was happy to leave the politics to
the President if he allowed himto get
on with the commerce. General Mhamed
made his reply, on behalf of the guests,
in an English accent that normally
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woul d only be associated with Oxford.
The general talked at |ength of the
project that was nost dear to his
heart, the building of a new N gerian
capital in Abuja, a city which he
consi dered m ght even rival Brasilia.
After the speeches were over, the
general took de Silveira on one side
and spoke in greater detail of the
Abuja city project asking himif he
m ght consider a private tender.
Eduardo smled and only w shed that



hi s eneny, Rodrigues, could hear the
I ntimate conversation he was havi ng
with the N gerian Head of State.

Eduardo studied carefully the outline
proposal sent to hima week |ater,
after the general had returned to

Ni geria, and agreed to his first
request by despatching a research team
of seven nen to fly to Lagos and
conplete a feasibility study on Abuja.

One nonth later, the team s detail ed
report was in de Silveira's hands.
Eduardo cane to the concl usion that
the potential profitability of the
project was worthy of a full proposal
to the Nigerian governnment. He
contacted Ceneral Mhamred personally
to find that he was in full agreenent
and aut hori sed the go-ahead. This tine
twenty-three nmen were despatched to
Lagos and three nonths and one hundred
and seventy pages | ater, Eduardo
signed and seal ed the proposal
designated as, "A New Capital for

Ni geria”. He made only one alteration
to the final docunent. The cover of

t he proposal was in blue and silver
with the Prentino logo in the centre:
Eduardo had that changed to green and
white, the national col ours of

Ni geria, with the national enbl em of
an eagle astride two horses: he
realised it was the little things that
| npressed generals and often tipped
the scales. He sent ten copies of the
feasibility study to Nigeria' s Head of
State with an invoice for one mllion
dol | ars.

When General Mhammed had studied the
proposal he invited Eduardo de
Silveira to visit Nigeria as his



guest, in order to discuss the next
stage of the project. De Silveira

t el exed back, provisionally accepting
the invitation, and pointing out
politely but firmy that he had not
yet received
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rei mhursenent for the one mllion

dol lars spent on the initial
feasibility study. The noney was

tel exed by return fromthe Central Bank
of Nigeria and de Silveira nanaged to
find four consecutive days in his diary
for "The New Federal Capital project":
hi s schedul e demanded that he arrived

I n Lagos on a Monday norni ng because he
had to be in Paris at the |atest by the
Thur sday ni ght .

Wil e these thoughts were going

t hrough Eduardo's m nd, the Mercedes
drew up outside Dodan Barracks. The

i ron gates swung open and a full arned
guard gave the general salute, an
honour nornmally afforded only to a
visiting Head of State. The bl ack

Mer cedes drove slowy through the gates
and cane to a halt outside the
President's private residence. A

bri gadier waited on the steps to escort
de Silveira through to the President.

The two nmen had | unch together in a
small roomthat closely resenbled a
British officers' nmess. The neal con-
sisted of a steak, that would not have
been acceptable to any South American
cowhand surrounded by veget abl es t hat
rem nded Eduardo of his school days.
Still, Eduardo had never yet net a



sol di er who understood that a good chef
was every bit as inportant as a good
barman. During the lunch they talked in
overal|l terns about the problens of

buil ding a whole new city in the mddle
of an equatorial jungle.

The provisional estimte of the cost

of the project had been one thousand
mllion dollars but de Silveira warned
the President that the final outcone

m ght well end up nearer three thousand
mllion dollars the President's jaw
dropped slightly. De Silveira had to
admt that the project would be the
nost anbitious that Prentino

I nternational had ever tackled, but he
was quick to point out to the President
that the sane woul d be true of any
construction conpany in the world.

De Silveira, not a man to play his
best card early, waited until the
coffee to slip into the conversation
that he had just been awarded, agai nst
heavy opposition (that had included
Rodri gues), the contract to build an
ei ght -1 ane hi ghway
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t hrough the Amazoni an jungl e, which
woul d eventually link up with the

Pan- Aneri can hi ghway, a contract second
in size only to the one they were now
contenplating in Nigeria. The President
was i npressed and inquired if the
venture woul d not prevent de Silveira

i nvolving hinself in the new capital
proj ect .

"I'"1l know the answer to that



question in three days' tine," replied
the Brazilian, and undertook to have a
further discussion with the Head of
State at the end of his visit when he
woul d I et himknow if he was prepared
to continue with the schene.

After lunch Eduardo was driven to the
Federal Pal ace Hotel where the entire
sixth floor had been placed at his

di sposal . Several conpl ai ni ng guests
who had cone to Nigeria to close deals
i nvolving nmere mllions had been asked
to vacate their roons at short notice
to make way for de Silveira and his
staff. Eduardo knew not hi ng of these
goings on, as there was always a room
avai |l abl e for himwherever he arrived
In the world.

The six Mercedes drew up outside the
hotel and the col onel guided his charge
t hrough the swi ng doors and past
reception. Eduardo had not checked
hinmself into a hotel for the past
fourteen years except on those

occasi ons when he chose to register
under an assuned nanme, not wanting any-
one to know the identity of the wonman
he was w th.

The chai rman of Prentino

I nt ernational wal ked down the centre
ofthe hotel's nmain corridor and stepped
into awaiting lift. H s | egs went weak
and he suddenly felt sick. In the
corner of the lift stood a stubby,
bal di ng, overwei ght man, who was
dressed in a pair of old jeans and a
tee-shirt, his nouth continually
openi ng and cl osing as he chewed gum
The two nen stood as far apart as
possi bl e, neither showi ng any sign of
recognition. The lift stopped at the



fifth floor and Manuel Rodri gues,

chai rman of Rodrigues I|nternational

S. A, stepped out, |eaving behind him
t he man who had been his bitter rival
for thirty years.

Eduardo held on to the rail in the lift
to steady hinself as

38
The Aib

he still felt dizzy. How he despi sed

t hat uneducated sel fmade upstart whose
famly of four half-brothers, all by
different fathers, clainmed they now ran
t he | argest construction conpany in
Brazil. Both nmen were as interested in
the other's failure as they were in

t heir own success.

E: duardo was sonewhat puzzled to know
what Rodrigues coul d possibly be doing
In Lagos as he felt certain that his
rival had not cone into contact with the
Ni gerian President. After all, Eduardo
had never collected the rent on a snall
house in R o that was occupi ed by the

m stress of a very senior of ficial in

t he governnent's protocol departnent.
And the man's only task was to be
certain that Rodrigues was never invited
to any function attended by a visiting
dignitary when in Brazil. The conti nual
absence of Rodrigues fromthese state
occasi ons ensured the absent-m ndedness
of Eduardo's rent collector in R o.

Eduar do woul d never have admitted to
anyone that Rodrigues' presence worried
him but he neverthel ess resolved to
find out inmedi ately what had brought
his old eneny to Nigeria. Once he



reached his suite de Silveira instructed
his private secretary to check what
Manuel Rodrigues was up to. Eduardo was
prepared to return to Brazil imedi ately
I f Rodrigues turned out to be involved
in any way with the new capital project,
whil e one young lady in R o would
suddenly find herself |ooking for

al ternative accommodati on.

Wthin an hour, his private secretary
returned with the information that his
chai rman had requested. Rodrigues, he
had di scovered, was in Nigeria to tender
for the contract to construct a new port
i n Lagos and was apparently not invol ved
in any way with the new capital, and in
fact was still trying to arrange a
neeting with the President.

"Which mnister is in charge of the
ports and when am| due to see hin®"
asked de Silveira.

The secretary delved into his
appointnents file. "The Mnister of
Transport,” the secretary said. "You
have an appointnent with him at nine

o' cl ock on Thursday norning." The

Ni gerian Cvil Service had nmapped out a
f our - day
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schedul e of neetings for de Silveira
that included every cabinet mnister
i nvolved in the new city project.
"It's the last neeting before your
final discussion with the President.
You then fly on to Paris."

"Excellent. Rem nd ne of this



conversation five mnutes before | see
the mnister and again when | talk to
the President. "

The secretary nade a note mthe file
and left.

Eduardo sat alone in his suite, going
over the reports on the new capital
project submtted by his experts. Sone
of his team were already show ng signs
of nervousness. One particul ar anxiety
t hat always cane up with a |l arge
construction contract was the
principal's ability to pay, and pay on
time. Failure to do so was the

gui ckest route to bankruptcy, but
since the discovery of oil in Ngeria
there seened to be no shortage of

I ncone and certainly no shortage of
people willing to spend that noney on
behal f of the governnent. These
anxieties did not worry de Silveira as
he al ways insisted on a substanti al
paynent in advance; otherw se he

woul dn't nove hinself or his vast
staff one centinetre out of Brazil
However, the massive scope of this
particul ar contract nmade the

ci rcunst ances sonmewhat unusual .
Eduardo realised that it woul d be nost
damagi ng to his international
reputation if he started the

assi gnnent and then was seen not to
conplete it. He re-read the reports
over a quiet dinner in his roomand
retired to bed early, having wasted an
hour in vainly trying to place a cal
through to his wife.

De Silveira's first appointnent the
next nmorning was wth the Governor of
the Central Bank of Ni geria. Eduardo
wore a newl y-pressed suit, fresh



shirt, and highly polished shoes: for
four days no one would see himin the
same clothes. At eight-forty-five
there was a quiet knock on the door of
his suite and the secretary opened it
to find Colonel Usman standing to
attention, waiting to escort Eduardo
to the bank. As they were | eaving the
hot el Eduardo agai n saw Manuel

Rodri gues, wearing the sane pair of

j eans, the sane crunpled tee-shirt,
and probably chew ng the sane gum

40
The Conb

as he stepped into a BMWVin front of

him De Silveira only stopped scow i ng
at the di sappeari ng BMN when he
remenber ed his Thursday norning

appoi ntnment with the mnister in charge
of ports, followed by a neeting with the
Presi dent .

The Governor of the Central Bank of

Ni geria was in the habit of proposing
how paynent schedul es woul d be net and
conpl etion orders woul d be guarant eed.
He had never been told by anyone that if
t he paynent was seven days overdue he
coul d consider the contract null and
void, and they could take it or |eave
it. The mnister woul d have nade sone
comrent if Abuja had not been the
President's pet project. That position
established, de Silveira went on to
check the bank's reserves, |long-term
deposits, overseas commtnents, and
estimated oil revenues for the next five
years. He left the Governor in what
could only be be described as a
jelly-like state. @i stening and
wobbl i ng. Eduardo's next appoi ntnent was



an unavoi dabl e courtesy call on the
Brazilian Anbassador for |unch. He hated
t hese functions as he believed enbassies
to be fit only for cocktail parties and
di scussion of out-of-date trivia,

nei t her of which he cared for. The food
I n such establishnments was invariably
bad and the conpany worse. |t turned out
to be no different on this occasion and
the only profit (Eduardo consi dered
everything in terns of profit and | oss)
to be derived fromthe encounter was the
I nformati on that Manuel Rodrigues was on
a short list of three for the building
of the new port in Lagos, and was
expecting to have an audi ence with the
President on Friday if he was awarded
the contract. By Thursday norni ng that
will be a short list of two and there
will be no neeting with the President,
de Silveira prom sed hinself, and

consi dered that was the nbst he was
likely to gain fromthe lunch until the
Anbassador added:

"Rodri gues seens nost keen on you
bei ng awarded the new city contract at
Abuj a. He's singing your praises to
every mnister he neets. Funny," the
Ambassador continued, "I always thought
you two didn't see eye to eye."
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Eduardo made no reply as he tried to
fat hom out what trick Rodrigues coul d
be up to by pronoting his cause.

Eduar do spent the afternoon with the
M ni ster of Finance and confirned the
provi sional arrangenents he had nade
with the Governor of the bank. The



M ni ster of Finance had been
forewarned by the Governor what he was
to expect froman encounter with
Eduardo de Silveira and that he was
not to be taken aback by the
Brazilian's curt demands. De Silveira,
aware that this warning woul d have
taken place, let the poor man bargain
alittle and even gave way on a few

m nor points that he would be able to
tell the President about at the next
nmeeting of the Suprenme Mlitary
Council. Eduardo left the smling

m ni ster believing that he had scored
a point or tw against the form dable
Sout h Anreri can.

That eveni ng, Eduardo dined privately
Wi th his senior advisers who

t hensel ves were already dealing with
the mnisters' officials. Each was now
comng up with daily reports about the
probl enms that woul d have to be faced
if they worked in Nigeria. H's chief
engi neer was qui ck to enphasi se that
skilled | abour could not be hired at
any price as the Germans had al r eady
cornered the market for their
extensive road projects. The financi al
advi sers al so presented a gl oony
report, of international conpanies
waiting six nonths or nore for their
cheques to be cleared by the central
bank. Eduardo nade notes on the views
t hey expressed but never ventured an
opinion hinmself. H's staffleft hima
little after el even and he decided to
take a stroll around the hotel grounds
before retiring to bed. On his wal k

t hrough the | uxuriant tropical gardens
he onl yjust avoided a face-to-face
confrontation with Manuel Rodrigues by
darting behind a |l arge Iroko plant.
The little man passed by chanpi ng away



at his gum oblivious to Eduardo's

bal eful glare. Eduardo inforned a
chattering grey parrot of his nost
secret thoughts: by Thursday

af ternoon, Rodrigues, you will be on
your way back to Brazil with a
suitcase full of plans that can be
filed under "abortive projects". The
parrot cocked his head and screeched
at himas if he had been let in on his
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secret. Eduardo allowed hinself a smle
and returned to his room

Col onel Usman arrived on the dot of
eight-forty-five again the next day and
Eduar do spent the norning with the

M ni ster of Supplies and Co-operatives

- or lack of them as he comrented to
his private secretary afterwards. The

af ternoon was spent with the Mnister of
Labour checking over the availability of
unskill ed workers and the total |ack of
skill ed operatives. Eduardo was fast
reachi ng the conclusion that, despite

t he professed optimsmof the mnisters
concerned, this was going to be the

t oughest contract he had ever tackl ed.
There was nore to be | ost than noney if
t he whol e international business world
stood watching himfall net on his face.
In the evening his staff reported to him
once again, having solved a few old
probl ens and unearthed sone new ones.
Tentatively, they had conme to the
conclusion that if the present regine
stayed in power, there need be no
serious concern over paynent, as the
Presi dent had earnarked the new city as
a priority project. They had even heard



a runour that the arny would be willing
to lend-1ease part of the Service Corps
if there turned out to be a shortage of
skilled | abour. Eduardo nmade a note to
have this point confirmed in witing by
the Head of State during their final
neeting the next day. But the | abour
probl em was not what was occupyi ng

Eduar do' s thoughts as he put on his silk
pyj amas that night. He was chuckling at
the idea of Manuel Rodrigues' i mm nent
and sudden departure for Brazil. Eduardo
slept well.

He rose with renewed vigour the next
nor ni ng, showered and put on a fresh
suit. The four days were turning out to
be well worth while and a single stone
m ght yet kill two birds. By
eight-forty-five, he was waiting

i npatiently for the previously punctual
colonel. The col onel did not show up at
eight-forty-five and had still not
appeared when the clock on his
mant el pi ece struck nine. De Silveira
sent his private secretary off to find
out where he was while he paced angrily
backwards and forwards through the hotel
suite. H's secre
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tary returned a few mnutes later in a
panic with the information that the
hotel was surrounded by arned guards.
Eduardo did not panic. He had been

t hrough eight coupe in his life from
whi ch he had | earnt one gol den rul e:
the new regi ne never kills visiting
foreigners as it needs their noney
every bit as nmuch as the | ast

gover nnent. Eduardo picked up the



t el ephone but no one answered himso he
switched on the radio. A tape recording
was pl ayi ng:

"This is Radio Nigeria, this is Radio
Ni geria. There has been a coup. Ceneral
Mohammed has been overthrown and

Li eut enant Col onel D nka has assuned

| eadershi p of the new revol utionary
governnent. Do not be afraid; remain at
home and everything will be back to
normal in a few hours. This is Radio
Nigeria, this is Radio Nigeria. There
has been a..."

Eduardo switched off the radio as two
t houghts flashed through his m nd.
Coups al ways held up everything and
caused chaos, so undoubtedly he had
wast ed the four days. But worse, woul d
it now be possible for himeven to get
out of Nigeria and carry on his nornal
busi ness with the rest of the world?

By |unchtine, the radi o was pl ayi ng
martial nusic interspersed with the

t ape recorded nessage he now knew of f by
heart. Eduardo detailed all his staff
to find out anything they could and to
report back to himdirect. They all
returned with the same story; that it
was i npossible to get past the soldiers
surroundi ng the hotel so no new

i nformati on coul d be unearthed. Eduardo
swore for the first tinme in nonths. To
add to his inconveni ence, the hotel
manager rang through to say that
regretfully M. de Silveira would have
to eat in the main dining roomas there
woul d be no room service until further
noti ce. Eduardo went down to the dining
room sonmewhat reluctantly only to

di scover that the head waiter showed no
Interest in who he was and pl aced him



uncerenoniously at a snall table

al ready occupied by three Italians.
Manuel Rodrigues was seated only two
tabl es away: Eduardo stiffened at the
t hought of the other man enjoying his
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di sconfiture and then renenbered it was
t hat norning he was supposed to have
seen the Mnister of Ports. He ate his
meal quickly despite being served slowy
and when the Italians tried to nmake
conversation with himhe waved t hem away
with his hand, feigning |lack of
under st andi ng, despite the fact that he
spoke their |anguage fluently. As soon
as he had finished the second course he
returned to his room H's staffhad only
gossip to pass on and they had been
unabl e to nmake contact with the
Brazilian Enbassy to | odge an of ficial
protest. "A lot of good an official
protest will do us," said Eduardo,

sl unmping down in his chair. "Wio do you
send it to, the newregine or the old
one?"

He sat alone in his roomfor the rest
of the day, interrupted only by what he
t hought was the sound of gunfire in the
di stance. He read the New Feder al

Capi tal project proposal and his

advi sers' reports for a third tine.

The next norning Eduardo, dressed in
the sanme suit as he had worn on the day
of his arrival, was greeted by his
secretary with the news that the coup
had been crushed; after fierce street
fighting, he infornmed his unusually
attentive chairman, the old regi ne had



regai ned power but not w thout | osses;
anong those killed in the uprising had
been General Mhammed, the Head of
State. The secretary's news was
officially confirnmed on Radio N geria
| ater that norning. The ringl eader of
the abortive coup had been one

Li eut enant Col onel Di nka: Di nka, al ong
with one or two junior officers, had
escaped, and the governnent had ordered
a dusk to dawn curfew until the evil
crimnals were apprehended.

Pull offa coup and you're a national
hero, fail and you're an evil crimnal;
in business it's the sane difference

bet ween bankruptcy and naking a fortune,
consi dered Eduardo as he listened to the
news report. He was beginning to form
plans in his mnd for an early departure
from Ni geria when the newscaster nade an
announcenent that chilled himto the
VEery narrow.

"Whi |l e Li eutenant Col onel D nka and his
acconpl i ces
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remain on the run, airports throughout
the country wll be closed until
further notice."

When the newscaster had finished his
report, martial nusic was played in
menory of the |ate General Mhamred.

Eduar do went downstairs in a flam ng
tenper. The hotel was still surrounded
by arnmed guards. He stared at the Beet
of six enpty Mercedes which was parked
only ten yards beyond the soldiers'
rifles. He marched back into the



foyer, irritated by the babbl e of
different tongues comng at himfrom
every direction. Eduardo | ooked around
him it was obvious that nmany people
had been stranded in the hotel
overni ght and had ended up sleeping in
the | ounge or the bar. He checked the
paper back rack in the | obby for sone-
thing to read but there were only four
copies left of a tourist guide to
Lagos; everything had been sol d.

Aut hors who had not been read for
years were now changi ng hands at a
prem um Eduardo returned to his room
whi ch was fast assum ng the character
of a prison, and baul ked at reading
the New Federal Capital project for a
fourth tinme. He tried again to nmake
contact with the Brazilian Anbassador
to discover if he could obtain special
perm ssion to | eave the country as he
had his own aircraft. No one answered
t he Enbassy phone. He went down for an
early lunch only to find the dining
room was once agai n packed to
capacity. Eduardo was placed at a
table with some Germans who were

wor ryi ng about a contract that had
been signed by the governnent the
previ ous week, before the abortive
coup. They were wondering if it would
still be honoured. Manuel Rodrigues
entered the rooma few mnutes | ater
and was placed at the next table.

During the afternoon, de Silveira
ruefully exam ned his schedule for the
next seven days. He had been due in
Paris that norning to see the Mnister
of the Interior, and fromthere should
have flown on to London to confer with
the chairman of the Steel Board. His
cal endar was fully booked for the next
ninety-two days until his famly



hol i day in My.
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“I"'mhaving this year's holiday in
Ni geria," he commented wyly to an
assi stant.

What annoyed Eduardo nost about the
coup was the lack of comrunication it
afforded with the outside world. He
wonder ed what was going on in Brazi
and he hated not being able to

t el ephone or telex Paris or London to
explain his absence-personally. He

| i stened addictively to Radio N geria
on the hour every hour for any new
scrap of information. At five o'clock,
he | earned that the Suprene Mlitary
Council had el ected a new Presi dent
who woul d address the nation on

tel evision and radio at nine o' clock
t hat ni ght.

Eduardo de Silveira switched on the
television at eightforty-five;
normal | y an assi stant woul d have put

it on for himat one mnute to nine.
He sat watching a Nigerian |ady giving
a talk on dressnaking, followed by the
weat her forecast nman who supplied
Eduardo with the revealing information
that the tenperature would continue to
be hot for the next nonth. Eduardo's
knee was tw tching up and down
nervously as he waited for the address
by the new President. At nine o'clock,
after the national anthem had been

pl ayed, the new Head of State, General
basanj o, appeared on the screen in
full dress uniform He spoke first
ofthe tragic death and sad | oss for
the nation of the |late President, and
went on to say that his governnent



woul d continue to work in the best
Interest of Nigeria. He |looked ill at
ease as he apologised to all foreign
visitors who were inconveni enced by
the attenpted coup but went on to nmake
it clear that the dusk to dawn curfew
woul d continue until the rebel |eaders
were tracked down and brought to
justice. He confirned that, ~al
airports would remain closed until

Li eut enant Col onel Dinka was in safe
cust ody. The new President ended his
statenent by saying that all other
forms of comuni cati on woul d be opened
up again as soon as possible. The

nati onal anthem was pl ayed for a
second tine, while Eduardo thought of
the millions of dollars that m ght be
|l ost to himby his incarceration in
that hotel room while his private

pl ane sat idly on the tarmac only a
few nmles anay. One of his senior
manager s
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opened a book as to how long it would
take for the authorities to capture
Li eut enant Col onel Dinka; he did not
tell de Silveira how short the odds
were on a nonth.

Eduar do went down to the dining room
in the suit he had worn the day before.
A junior waiter placed himat a table
W th sonme Frenchnmen who had been hoping
to wn a contract to drill bore holes
in the Niger state. Agai n Eduardo waved
a languid hand when they tried to

i nclude himin their conversation. At
that very nonent he was neant to be
with the French M nister of the



Interior, not wth sonme French

hol e-borers. He tried to concentrate on
hi s wat er ed- down soup, wondering how
much | onger it would be before it would
be just water. The head waiter appeared
by his side, gesturing to the one

remai ning seat at the table, in which
he pl aced Manuel Rodrigues. Stil

nei t her man gave any sign of

recogni sing the other. Eduardo debated
wi th hinsel f whether he should | eave
the table or carry on as if his ol dest
rival was still in Brazil. He decided
the latter was nore dignified. The
Frenchmen began an argunent anong them
selves as to when they would be able to
get out of Lagos. One of them declared
enphatically that he had heard on the
hi ghest authority that the governnent

I ntended to track down every | ast one
of those involved in the coup before

t hey opened the airports and that m ght
take up to a nonth.

"What ?" said the two Brazilians
together, in English.

"I can't stay here for a nonth," said
Eduar do.

"Nei ther can 1," said Manuel Rodrigues.

"You'l | have to, at least until D nka
Is captured,” said one of the

Frenchnmen, breaking into English. "So
you nust both rel ax yoursel ves, yes?"

The two Brazilians continued their

neal in silence. When Eduardo had
finished he rose fromthe table and

wi t hout | ooking directly at Rodrigues
sai d goodni ght in Portuguese. The old
rival inclined his head in reply to the
sal ut ati on.



The next day brought forth no new

i nformati on. The hotel renained
surrounded with soldiers and by the
eveni ng Eduardo had | ost his tenper
Wi th every nenber of staffwith
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whom he had conme into contact. He went
down to dinner on his own and as he
entered the di ning roomhe saw Manuel
Rodri gues sitting alone at a table in
the corner. Rodrigues | ooked up, seened
to hesitate for a nmonent, and then beck-
oned to Eduardo. Eduardo hinself
hesitated before wal king sl owy towards
Rodri gues and taking the seat opposite
hi m Rodri gues poured hima gl ass of

wi ne. Eduardo, who rarely drank, drank
it. Their conversation was stilted to
begin with, but as both nmen consuned
nore wi ne so they each began to relax in
the other's conpany. By the tine coffee
had arrived, Manuel was telling Eduardo
what he could do with this god-forsaken
country.

"You will not stay on, if you are
awarded the ports contract?" inquired
Eduar do.

“Not a hope," said Rodrigues, who

showed no surprise that de Silveira knew
of his interest in the ports contract.

"I wthdrew fromthe short |ist the day
before the coup. | had intended to By
back to Brazil that Thursday norning."

"Can you say why you w t hdrew?"

"Labour problens mainly, and then the



congestion of the ports.™

"I amnot sure | understand," said

Eduar do, understanding full well but
curious to learn if Rodrigues had picked
up sone tiny detail his own staff had

m ssed.

Manuel Rodrigues paused to ingest the
fact that the man he had viewed as his
nost dangerous eneny for over thirty
years was now listening to his own

I nside information. He considered the
situation for a nonment while he sipped
his cof fee. Eduardo didn't speak.

"To begin with, there's a terrible
shortage of skilled |abour, and on top
of that there's this nmad quota system”

"Quota systenP" said Eduardo innocently.

"The percentage of people fromthe
contractor's country which the
governnent will allow to work in
Ni geria."

"Why shoul d that be a problen?" said
Eduar do, | eaning forward.

"By law, you have to enploy at a ratio
of fifty nationals to
49

A Quaver Filll of Arrows

one foreigner so | could only have
brought over twenty-five of ny top nen
to organise a fifty mllion dollar
contract, and |I'd have had to make do
with Nigerians at every other |evel.
The governnment are cutting their own
throats wwth the wetched system they
can't expect unskilled nen, black or



white, to becone experienced engi neers
overnight. It's all to do wth their
national pride. Soneone nust tell them
they can't afford that sort of pride
If they want to conplete the job at a
sensi bl e price. That path is the
surest route to bankruptcy. On top of
that, the Germans have al ready rounded
up all the best skilled | abour for
their road projects.”

"But surely," said Eduardo, "you
charge according to the rules, however
stupid, thus covering al
eventualities, and as long as you're
certain that paynent is guaranteed .

Manuel raised his hand to stop
Eduardo's flow "That's anot her
problem You can't be certain. The
governnent reneged on a nmjor steel
contract only last nonth. In so

doi ng," he expl ai ned, "they had
bankrupted a di stingui shed

I nternational conpany. So they are
perfectly capable of trying the sane
trick with me. And if they don't pay
up, who do you sue? The Suprene
Mlitary Council ?"

"And the ports probl enf?"

"The port is totally congested. There
are one hundred and seventy ships
desperate to unload their cargo with a
waiting tinme of anything up to six
nonths. On top of that, there is a
dermurrage charge of five thousand
dollars a day and only perishable
foods are given any priority."

"But there's always a way round that
sort of problem™" said Eduardo,



rubbing a thunb tw ce across the top
of his fingers.

‘' "Bribery? It doesn't work, Eduardo.
How can you possibly junp the queue
when all one hundred and seventy ships
have al ready bribed the harbour
master? And don't inmagine that fixing
the rent on a flat for one of his

m stresses would help either,"” said
Rodri gues grinning. "Wth that man you
wi |l have to supply the m stress as
wel | ."

Eduardo held his breath but said
not hi ng.
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"Cone to think of it," continued
Rodrigues, "if the situation becones
any worse, the harbour master wll be
the one man in the country who is

ri cher than you."

Eduar do | aughed for the first time in
t hree days.

"I tell you, Eduardo, we could nake a
bi gger profit building a salt mne in
Si beria."

Eduar do | aughed agai n and sone of the
Prentino and Rodrigues staff dining at
other tables stared in disbelief at
their masters.

"You were in for the big one, the new
city of Abuja?" said Manuel.

"That's right," admtted Eduardo.



"l have done everything in ny power to
make sure you were awarded that
contract,"” said the other quietly.

"What ?" said Eduardo in disbelief.
mn W]y?ll

"I thought Abuja would give the
Prenti no enpire nore headaches than
even you coul d cope with, Eduardo, and
that m ght possibly |leave the field

wi de open for ne at hone. Thi nk about
it. Every tinme there's a cutback in

Ni geria, what will be the first head to
roll off the chopping bl ock? ' The
unnecessary city' as the locals all

call it."

"The unnecessary city?" repeated
Eduar do.

"Yes, and it doesn't help when you say
you won't nove w thout advance paynent.
You know as well as | do, you will need
one hundred of your best nen here full
time to organi se such a nmassive
enterprise. They'll need feeding,

sal ari es, housing, perhaps even a
school and a hospital. Once they were
settled down here, you can't just pull
them off the job every two weeks
because the governnent is running |ate
clearing the cheques. It's not
practical and you know it " Rodrigues
poured Eduardo de Silveira anot her

gl ass of wi ne.

"I had already taken that into

consi deration," Eduardo said as he

si pped the wine, "but | thought that
Wi th the support of the Head of State.

"The | ate Head of State - "



"l take your point, Manuel."

"Maybe the next Head of State will also
back you, but
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what about the one after that? N geria
has had three coups in the past three
years."

Eduardo remained silent for a nonent.
"Do you pl ay backganmon?*®
"Yes. Way do you ask?"

"I nmust nmake sone noney while |I'm
here." Manual | aughed.

"Why don't you cone to ny room™
continued de Silveira. "Though | nust
warn you | always nanage to beat ny
staff."

"Per haps they always nmanage to | ose, "
said Manuel, as he rose and grabbed the
hal f enpty bottle of wne by its neck.
Both nmen were | aughing as they left the
di ni ng room

After that, the two chairnmen had

| unch and di nner together every day.
Wthin a week, their staffwere eating
at the sane tables. Eduardo coul d be
seen in the dining roomw thout a tie
whil e Manuel wore a shirt for the first
time in years. By the end of a
fortnight, the two rivals had pl ayed
each other at table tennis, backgammon
and bridge with the stakes set at one
hundred dollars a point. At the end of



each day Eduardo al ways seened to end
up owi ng Manuel about a mllion dollars
whi ch Manuel happily traded for the
best bottle of wine left in the hotel's
cell ar.

Al t hough Li eutenant Col onel Di nka had
been sighted by about forty thousand

Ni gerians in about as many different

pl aces, he still remained resolutely
uncaptured. As the new President had

I nsisted, airports remai ned cl osed but
communi cati ons were opened which at

| east al |l owed Eduardo to tel ephone and
telex Brazil. H's brothers and wife
were sending replies by the hour,

I npl oring Eduardo to return hone at any
cost: decisions on ngjor contracts

t hroughout the world were being held up
by his absence. But Eduardo's nessage
back to Brazil was always the sanme: as
|l ong as Dinka is on the | oose, the
airports will remain closed.

It was on a Tuesday ni ght during

di nner that Eduardo took the trouble to
explain to Manuel why Brazil had | ost
the Worl d Cup. Manuel dism ssed

Eduar do' s outrageous cl ai ns
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as ill-informed and prejudiced. It was
the only subject on which they hadn't

agreed in the past three weeks.

"I blanme the whole fiasco on Zagal 0. "
sai d Eduar do.

“No, no, you cannot blane the
manager," said Manuel. "The fault lies
W th our stupid selectors who know even



| ess about football than you do. They
shoul d never have dropped Leao from
goal and in any case we shoul d have

| earned fromthe Argentinian def eat

| ast year that our nethods are now out
of date. You nust attack, attack, if
you want to score goals."

"Rubbi sh. We still have the surest
defence in the world."

"Whi ch neans the best result you can
hope for is a O O draw."”

“Never . . ." began Eduardo.
"Excuse me, sir." Eduardo | ooked up to
see his private secretary standi ng by

hi s side | ooking anxiously down at him

"Yes, what's the problenf"

"An urgent telex fromBrazil, sir.

Eduardo read the first paragraph and

t hen asked Manuel if he would be kind
enough to excuse himfor a few m nutes.
The | atter nodded politely. Eduardo
left the table and as he marched

t hrough the dining room sevent een ot her
guests left unfinished neals and
followed himaquickly to his suite on
the top floor, where the rest of his
staffwere al ready assenbl ed. He sat
down in the corner of the roomon his
own. No one spoke as he read through
the telex carefully, suddenly realising
how many days he had been inprisoned in
Lagos.

The telex was fromhis brother Carl os
and the contents concerned the

Pan- Aneri can road project, an

ei ght -1 ane hi ghway that would stretch



fromBrazil to Mexico. Prentinos had
tendered for the section that ran

t hrough the mddl e of the Anmazon jungle
and had to have the bank guarant ees
signed and certified by m dday
tonorrow, Tuesday. But Eduardo had
quite forgotten which Tuesday it was
and the docunent he was committed to
sign by the follow ng day's deadline.
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"What's the problen?" Eduardo asked
his private secretary. "The Banco do
Brasil have already agreed with

Al fredo to act as guarantors. Wat's
st oppi ng Carl os signing the agreenent
I n nmy absence?"

"The Mexi cans are now denmandi ng t hat
responsibility for the contract be
shared because of the insurance
probl ens: Lloyd's of London will not
cover the entire risk if only one
conpany is involved. The details are
all on page seven of the telex."

Eduardo flicked quickly through the
pages. He read that his brothers had
already tried to put pressure on

LI oyd's, but to no avail. That's |ike
trying to bribe a maiden aunt into
taking part in a public orgy, thought
Eduar do, and he would have told them
as much if he had been back in Brazil.
The Mexi can Governnment was therefore
insisting that the contract be shared
with an international construction
conpany acceptable to Lloyd's if the

| egal docunents were to be signed by

t he m dday deadline the foll ow ng day.



"Stay put," said Eduardo to his
staff, and he returned to the dining
room alone, trailing the long tel ex
behi nd hi m Rodri gues watched hi m as
he scurried back to their table.

"You look like a man with a problem™
"I am" said Eduardo. "Read that."

Manuel ' s experienced eye ran down the
tel ex, picking out the salient points.
He had tendered for the Amazon road
project hinself and could still recal
the details. At Eduardo's insistence,
he re-read page seven.

"Mexi can bandits," he said as he
returned the telex to Eduardo. "Who do
they think they are, telling Eduardo
de Silveira how he nust conduct his
busi ness. Tel ex them back i medi ately
and informthemyou' re chairman of the
great est construction conmpany in the
worl d and they can roast in hell
before you will agree to their
pathetic ternms. You know it's far too
|ate for themto go out to tender
again with every other section of the
hi ghway ready to begin work. They
would lose mllions. Call their bluff,
Eduar do. "

"I think you may be right, Mnuel, but
any hol d-up now
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can only waste ny tinme and noney, so |

intend to agree to their demand and | ook
for a partner.”



"You'll never find one at such short
notice."

"Towll"
"Who?"

Eduardo de Silveira hesitated only for
a second. "You, Manuel. | want to offer
Rodrigues International S. A fifty per
cent of the Amazon road contract."

Manuel Rodrigues | ooked up at F: duardo.
It was the first tinme that he had not
anticipated his old rival's next nove. "I
suppose it mght help cover the mllions
you owe ne in table tennis debts.”

The two nmen | aughed, then Rodrigues

stood up and they shook hands gravely. De
Silveira left the dining roomon the run
and wote out a telex for his manager to
transmt.

"Sign, accept terns, fifty per cent
partner will be Rodrigues |nternational
Construction S. A, Brazil."

“If | telex that nessage, sir, you do
realise that it's legally binding?"

"Send it," said Eduardo.

Eduardo returned once again to the

di ni ng room where Manuel had ordered the
finest bottle of chanpagne in the hotel.
Just as they were calling for a second
bottle, and singing a spirited version of
Esta Cheganda a hora, Eduardo's private
secretary appeared by his side again,
this tine wwth two tel exes, one fromthe
Presi dent of the Banco do Brasil and a
second fromhis brother Carlos. Both
wanted confirmati on of the agreed partner



for the Amazon road project. Eduardo
uncor ked the second bottl e of chanpagne
Wi t hout | ooking up at his private
secretary.

"Confirm Rodrigues International
Construction to the President of the bank
and ny brother," he said as he filled
Manuel 's enpty glass. "And don't bot her
nme again tonight."

"Yes, sir," said the private secretary
and | eft w thout another word.

Nei t her man could recall what tine he
clinbed into bed
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that night but de Silveira
was-abruptly awakened from a deep
sleep by his secretary early the next
nor ni ng. Eduardo took a few mnutes to
di gest the news. Lieutenant Col onel

Di nka had been caught in Kano at three
o' clock that norning, and all the
airports were now open agai n. Eduardo
pi cked up the phone and dialled three
digits.

“Manuel, you've heard the news? ...

Good. ... Then you nust By back with ne
in my 707 or it may be days before you
get out . . . One hour's tine in the

| obby . . . See you then."

At eight-forty-five there was a qui et
knock on the door and Eduardo's
secretary opened it to find Col onel
Usman standing to attention, just as



he had done in the days before the
coup. He held a note in his hand.
Eduardo tore open the envel ope to find
an invitation to lunch that day with
the new Head of State, General
Gbasanj o.

"Pl ease convey ny apol ogies to your
Presi dent," said Eduardo, "and be ki nd
enough to explain that | have pressing
comritnents to attend to in nmy own
country. "

The colonel retired reluctantly.
Eduardo dressed in the suit, shirt and
tie he had worn on his first day in

Ni geria and took the lift downstairs
to the | obby where he joi ned Manuel
who was once nore wearing jeans and a
tee-shirt. The two chairnen left the
hotel and clinbed into the back of the
| eadi ng Mercedes and the notorcade of
six began its journey to the airport.
The col onel, who now sat in front with
the driver, did not venture to speak
to either of the distinguished
Brazilians for the entire journey. The
two nen, he would be able to tell the
new President |ater, seenmed to be
preoccupi ed with a discussion on an
Amazon road project and how t he
responsibility should be divided

bet ween their two conpanies.

Cust ons were bypassed as neither nman
had anything they wanted to take out
of the country other than thensel ves,
and the fleet of cars cane to a halt
at the side of Eduardo's blue and
silver 707. The staff of both
conpani es clinbed aboard the rear
section of the aircraft, also
engrossed in discussion on the Amazon
road project.
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A corporal junped out ofthe | ead car
and opened the back door, to allow the
two chairnen to wal k straight up the
steps and board the front section of
the aircraft.

As Eduardo stepped out of the
Mercedes, the N gerian driver sal uted
smartly. "Goodbye, sir," he said,
revealing the large set of white teeth
once agai n.

Eduar do sai d not hi ng.

"1 hope," said the corporal politely,
"you made very big deal while you were
in Nigeria."

S7

The First

Mracle

Tormorrow it would be |
A.D., but nobody had
told him

| f anyone had, he

woul dn't have
under st ood because he

t hought that it was the
forty-third year in the
rei gn of the Enperor
and in any case, he had
ot her things on his

m nd. H s nother was
still cross with him
and he had to admt
that he'd been naughty
t hat day, even by the



st andards of a nor mal
thirteen-year-old. He
hadn't nmeant to drop
the pitcher when she
had sent himto the
well for water. He
tried to explain to his
nother that it wasn't
his fault that he had
tri pped over a stone;
and that at |east was
true. What he hadn't
told her was that he
was chasing a stray dog
at the tine. And then
there was that

ponmegr anat e; how was he
nmeant to know that it
was the |ast one, and
that his father had
taken a liking to thenf
The boy was now
dreading his father's
return and the
possibility that he

m ght be given anot her
t hrashing. He coul d
still remenber the | ast
one when he hadn't been
able to sit down for
two days w t hout
feeling the pain, and
the thin red scars
didn't conpletely

di sappear for over

t hree weeks.

He sat on the w ndow

| edge in a shaded
corner of his room
trying to think of sone
way he coul d redeem
himself in his nother's
eyes, now that she had



t hrown himout of the
ki tchen. Go outside and
pl ay, she had insi sted,
after he had spilt sone
cooking oil on his
tunic. But that wasn't
much fun as he was only
allowed to play by
hinsel f. H s father had
forbidden himto m x
with the | ocal boys.
How he hated this
country; if only he
were back hone with his
friends, there would be
so nmuch to do. Still,
only anot her three
weeks and he could .
The door swung open
and hi s not her cane
i nto
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the room She was dressed in the thin
bl ack garnments so favoured by | ocals:

t hey kept her cool, she had expl ai ned
to the boy's father. He had grunted his
di sapproval so she al ways changed back
into inperial dress before he returned
i n the evening.

"Ah, there you are," she said,
addressing the crouched figure of her
son.

"Yes, Mbdther."

"Daydream ng as usual. Well, wake up
because | need you to go into the
village and fetch sone food for ne.



"Yes, Mother, |I'll go at once," the
boy said as he junped off the w ndow
| edge.

"Well, at least wait until you' ve heard
what | want."

"Sorry, Mother."

“"Now listen, andlisten carefully."

She started counting on her fingers as
she spoke. "I need a chicken, sone
raisins, figs, dates and . . . ah yes,
two ponegranates.”

The boy's face reddened at the

menti on of the ponmegranates and he
stared down at the stone Door, hoping
she m ght have forgotten. H s nother
put her hand into the |eather purse
that hung from her wai st and renoved
two small coins, but before she handed
t hem over she namde her son repeat the
nstruct ~ons.

"One chicken, raisins, figs, dates,
and two ponegranates,"” he recited, as
he m ght the nodern poet, Virgil

"And be sure to see they give you the
correct change," she added. "Never
forget the locals are all thieves."

"Yes, Mother . . ." For a npnent the
boy hesitat ed.

"I'f you renmenber everything and bring
back the right anmount of noney, | m ght
forget to tell your father about the
broken pitcher and the ponegranate.”

The boy sm | ed, pocketed the two
small silver coins This tunic, and ran
out of the house into the conpound. The



guard who stood on duty at the gate
renoved the great wedge of wood which
al l owed the massive door to swi ng open.
The boy junped through the hole in the
gate and grinned back at the guard.
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“"Been in nore troubl e again today?"
t he guard shouted after him

“"No, not this time," the boy replied.
"1'"'m about to be saved."

He waved farewell to the guard and
started to wal k briskly towards the
village while humm ng a tune that

rem nded himof hone. He kept to the
centre of the dusty w nding path that
the locals had the nerve to call a road.
He seened to spend half his tine
renoving little stones fromhis sandal s.
If his father had been posted here for
any length of tinme he woul d have nmade
some changes; then they woul d have had
a real road, straight and w de enough to
take a chariot. But not before his

not her had sorted out the serving girls.
Not one of them knew how to lay a table
or even prepare food so that it was at

| east clean. For the first tinme in his
life he had seen his nother in a

ki tchen, and he felt sure it would be
the last, as they would all be returning
home now that his father was comng to
the end of his assignnent.

The eveni ng sun shone down on him as

he wal ked; it was a very large red sun,
the sanme red as his 6ther's tunic. The
heat it gave out nmade hi msweat and | ong
for something to drink. Perhaps there



woul d be enough noney | eft over to buy
hi msel f a ponegranate. He couldn't wait
to take one hone and show his friends
how | arge they were in this barbaric

| and. Marcus, his best friend, would
undoubt edl y have seen one as bi g because
his father had commanded a whole arny in
these parts, but the rest of the class
woul d still be inpressed.

The village to which his nother had
sent himwas only two mles fromthe
conpound and the dusty path ran

al ongside a hill overlooking a | arge
val | ey. The road was al ready crowded
with travellers who woul d be seeking
shelter in the village. Al of them had
come down fromthe hills at the express
orders of his father, whose authority
had been vested in himby the Enperor

hi msel f. Once he was si xteen, he too
woul d serve the Enperor. His friend
Marcus wanted to be a sol dier and
conquer the rest of the world. But he
was nore
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interested in the | aw and teaching his
country's custons to the heathens in
strange | ands.

Marcus had said, "I'll conquer them
and then you can govern them"

A sensi bl e division between brains
and brawn he had told his friend, who
didn't seeminpressed and had ducked
himin the nearest bath.

The boy qui ckened his pace as he knew
he had to be back in the conpound



before the sun di sappeared behind the
hills. H's father had told hi mmany
times that he nust always be | ocked
safely inside before sunset. He was
aware that his father was not a
popul ar man with the |locals, and he
had warned his son that he woul d

al ways be safe while it was |light as
no one would dare to harmhimwhile
ot hers could watch what was goi ng on,
but once it was dark anything coul d
happen. One thing he knew for certain:
when he grew up he wasn't going to be
a tax collector or work in the census
of fice.

Wen he reached the village he found
the narrow twi sting | anes that ran
between the little white houses
swarm ng wth people who had cone from
all the neighbouring | ands to obey his
father's order and be registered for
the census, in order that they m ght
be taxed. The boy di sm ssed the pl ebe
fromhis mnd. (It was Marcus who had
taught himto refer to all foreigners
as pl ebe.) Wien he entered the market
pl ace he al so di sm ssed Marcus from
his m nd and began to concentrate on

t he supplies his nother wanted. He
mustn't nmake any m stakes this tine or
he woul d undoubtedly end up with that
thrashing fromhis & hen He ran ninbly
bet ween the stalls, checking the food
carefully. Some of the |ocal people
stared at the fair-skinned boy with
the curly brown hair and the straight,
firmnose. He displayed no

I nperfections or disease |like the
majority of them Ohers turned their
eyes away fromhim after all, he had
come fromthe |and of the natura

rul ers. These thoughts did not pass
through his mnd. Al the boy noticed



was that their native skins
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were parched and lined fromtoo nmuch
sun. He knew that too nuch sun was bad
for you: it nmade you old before your
time, his tutor had warned him

At the end stall, the boy watched an

ol d woman haggling over an unusually
plunp live chicken and as he marched
towards her she ran away in fright,

| eaving the fow behind her. He stared
at the stall keeper and refused to
bargain with the peasant. It was beneath
his dignity. He pointed to the chicken
and gave the man one denarius. The man
bit the round silver coin and | ooked at
t he head of Augustus Caesar, ruler of
half the world. (When his tutor had told
him during a history |esson, about the
Enperor's achi evenents, he renenbered

t hi nki ng, | hope Caesar doesn't conquer
the whole world before | have a chance
to join in.) The stall keeper was still
staring at the silver coin.

"Come on, cone on, | haven't got al
day," said the boy sounding like his
f at her.

The | ocal did not reply because he

coul dn't understand what the boy was
saying. All he knew for certain was that
It would be unwise for himto annoy the
i nvader. The stall keeper held the
chicken firmy by the neck and taking a
knife fromhis belt cut its head offin
one novenent and passed the dead fow
over to the boy. He then handed back
some of his local coins, which had



stanped on themthe image of a man the
boy's father described as "that usel ess
Her od". The boy kept his hand hel d out,
pal m open, and the |ocal placed bronze
talents into it until he had no nore.
The boy left himtalentless and noved to
another stall, this tinme pointing to
bags containing raisins, figs and dates.
The new stal | keeper nmade a neasure of
each for which he received five of the
usel ess Herod coins. The man was about
to protest about the barter but the boy
stared at himfixedly in the eyes, the
way he had seen his father do so often.
The stal | keeper backed away and only
bowed hi s head.

Now, what else did his nother want? He
racked his brains. A chicken, raisins,
dates, figs and . . . of course, two
ponmegr anat es. He searched anong the
fresh-fruit stalls and
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pi cked out three ponegranates, and
breaki ng one open, began to eat it,
spitting out the pips on the ground in
front of him He paid the staldl keeper
with the two remaining bronze talents,
feeling pleased that he had carried out

his nmother's wi shes while still being
able to return honme with one of the
silver denarii. Even his father would

be i npressed by that. He finished the
pomegranate and, wth his arns |aden,
headed sl oWy out of the market back
towards the conpound, trying to avoid
the stray dogs that continually got
under his feet. They barked and
soneti nes snapped at his ankl es: they
did not know who he was.



When the boy reached the edge of the
village he noticed the sun was al ready
di sappeari ng behind the highest hill,
so he qui ckened his pace, renenbering
his father's words about bei ng hone

bef ore dusk. As he wal ked down the
stony path, those still on the way
towards the village kept a respectful

di stance, leaving hima clear vision as
far as the eye could see, which wasn't
all that far as he was carrying so nuch
in his arnms. But one sight he did
notice a little way ahead of himwas a
man with a beard - a dirty, |azy habit
his father had told him- wearing the
ragged dress that signified that he was
of the tribe of Jacob, tugging a
reluctant donkey which in turn was
carrying a very fat woman. The wonman
was, as their custom demanded, cover ed
fromhead to toe in black. The boy was
about to order themout of his path
when the man left the donkey on the
side of the road and went into a house
which fromits sign, clained to be an

i nn.

Such a building in his own |and would
never have passed the scrutiny of the

| ocal councillors as a place fit for
paying travellers to dwell in. But the
boy realised that this particul ar week
to find even a mat to | ay one's head on
m ght be considered a |uxury. He

wat ched the bearded man reappear

t hrough the door with a forlorn | ook on
his tired face. There was clearly no
roomat the inn.

The boy could have told hi mthat

before he went in, and wondered what
the man woul d do next, as it was the
| ast dwel Ii ng house on the road. Not



that he was really in
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terested; they could both sleep in the
hills for all he cared. It was about all
they |l ooked fit for. The man with the
beard was telling the woman sonet hi ng
and pointing behind the inn, and w thout
anot her word he | ed the donkey off in
the direction he had been indicating.
The boy wondered what coul d possibly be
at the back of the inn and, his
curiosity roused, followed them As he
came to the corner of the building, he
saw t he man was coaxi ng the donkey

t hrough an open door of what | ooked |ike
a barn. The boy foll owed the strange
trio and wat ched them t hrough the crack
| eft by the open door. The barn was
covered in dirty straw and full of

chi ckens, sheep and oxen, and snelled to
the boy like the sewers they built in
the side streets back hone. He began to
feel sick. The man was cl eari ng away
some of the worst of the straw fromthe
centre of the barn, trying to make a
clean patch for themto rest on - a near
hopel ess task, thought the boy. Wen the
man had done as best he could he |ifted
the At wonman down fromthe donkey and

pl aced her gently in the straw. Then he
| eft her and went over to a trough on
the other side of the barn where one of
t he oxen was drinking. He cupped his
fingers together, put themin the trough
and filling his hands with water,
returned to the fat wonman.

The boy was beginning to get bored and
was about to | eave when the wonan | eaned
forward to drink fromthe nman's hands.



The shawl fell from her head and he saw
her face for the first tine.

He stood transfixed, staring at her.

He had never seen anything nore
beautiful. Unlike the common nenbers of
her tribe, the woman's skin was
translucent in quality, and her eyes
shone, but what nobst struck the boy was
her manner and presence. Never had he
felt so nmuch in awe, even renenbering
his one visit to the Senate House to
hear a decl amati on from Augustus Caesar.

For a nmonent he remai ned nesmeri sed,

but then he knew what he nust do. He

wal ked t hrough the open door towards the
worman, fell on his knees before her and
of fered the chicken. She smled and he
gave her the ponegranates and
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she sm | ed again. He then dropped the
rest of the food in front of her, but
she renmai ned silent. The man with the
beard was returning with nore water,
and when he saw the young foreigner he
fell on his knees spilling the water
onto the straw and then covered his
face. The boy stayed on his knees for
some tinme before he rose, and wal ked
slowy towards the barn door. \Wen he
reached the opening, he turned back
and stared once nore into the face of
t he beautiful woman. She still did not
speak.

The young Roman hesitated only for a
second, and then bowed his head.

It was al ready dusk when he ran back



out on to the winding path to resune
his journey honme, but he was not
afraid. Rather he felt he had done
somet hi ng good and therefore no harm
could conme to him He | ooked up into

t he sky and saw directly above himthe
first star, shining so brightly in the
east that he wondered why he coul d see
no others. His father had told him
that different stars were visible in
different | ands, so he dism ssed the
puzzle fromhis mnd, replacing it
with the anxiety of not being hone
before dark. The road in front of him
was now enpty so he was able to wal k
qui ckly towards the conpound, and was
not all that far from safety when he
first heard the singing and shouti ng.
He turned quickly to see where the
danger was comng from staring up
into the hills above him To begin

wi th, he couldn't make sense of what
he saw. Then his eyes focused in

di sbelief on one particular field in
whi ch the shepherds were | eapi ng up
and down, singing, shouting and

cl appi ng their hands. The boy noticed
that all the sheep were safely penned
in a corner of the field for the

ni ght, so they had nothing to fear. He
had been told by Marcus that sonetines
t he shepherds in this | and woul d make
a lot of noise at night because they
believed it kept away the evil

spirits. How coul d anyone be that
stupi d, the boy wondered, when there
was a flash of |ightning across the
sky and the field was suddenly abl aze
with light. The shepherds fell to
their knees, silent, staring up into
the sky for several mnutes as though
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they were listening intently to
sonet hi ng. Then all was darkness agai n.

The boy started running towards the
conpound as fast as his |egs could
carry him he wanted to be inside and
hear the safety of the great gate cl ose
behi nd hi mand watch the centurion put

t he wooden wedge firmy back inits

pl ace. He would have run all the way
had he not seen sonething in front of

hi mthat brought himto a sudden halt.
H s father had taught himnever to show
any fear when facing danger. The boy
caught his breath in case it woul d make
them think that he was frightened. He
was frightened, but he marched proudly
on, determ ned he would never be forced
of f the road-Wen they did neet face to
face, he was amazed.

Bef ore him stood three canels and
astride the beasts three nen, who
stared down at him The first was cl ad
in gold and with one arm protected
sonet hi ng hi dden beneath his cl oak. By
his side hung a large sword, its sheath
covered in all manner of rare stones,
sone of which the boy could not even
name. The second was dressed in white
and held a silver casket to his breast,
while the third wore red and carried a
| ar ge wooden box. The man robed in gold
put up his hand and addressed the boy

I n a strange tongue whi ch he had never
heard uttered before, even by his
tutor. The second man tried Hebrew but
to no avail and the third yet another
tongue without eliciting any response
fromthe boy.

The boy folded his arns across his



chest and told them who he was, where
he was goi ng, and asked where they

m ght be bound. He hoped his piping
voi ce did not reveal his fear. The one
robed in gold replied first and
guestioned the boy in his own tongue.

"Where is he that is born King of the
Jews? For we have seen his star in the
east, and are cone to worship him"

"King Herod |lives beyond the .

"We speak not of King Herod," said the
second man, "for he is but a king of
men as we are."

"We speak,"” said the third, "of the
King of Kings and are cone to offer him
gifts of gold, frankincense and nyrrh."
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"I know not hing of the King of

Ki ngs," said the boy, now gaining in
confidence. "I recognise only Augustus
Caesar, Enperor of the known world."

The man robed in gold shook his head
and, pointing to the sky, inquired of
t he boy: "You observe that bright star
in the east. What is the name of the
village on which it shines?"

The boy | ooked up at the star, and

I ndeed the village bel ow was cl earer
to the eye than it had been in
sunl i ght.

"But that's only Bethlehem" said the
boy, laughing. "You will find no King
of Kings there."



"Even there we shall find him" said
t he second king, "for did not Herod' s
chief priest tell us:

And thou Bethlehem in the | and of
Judah, Art not | east anong the
princes of Judah, For out of thee
shall come a Governor That shall rule
ny people Israel.™

"It cannot be," said the boy now

al nost shouting at them "Augustus
Caesar rules Israel and all the known
worl d. "

But the three robed nen did not heed
his words and left himto ride on
t owar ds Bet hl ehem

Mystified the boy set out on the | ast
part of his journey home. Although the
sky had becone pitch bl ack, whenever
he turned his eyes towards Bethl ehem
the village was still clearly visible
in the brilliant starlight. Once again
he started running towards the
conmpound, relieved to see its outline
rising up in front of him When he
reached the great wooden gate, he
banged | oudly and repeatedly until a
centurion, sword drawn, holding a
flam ng torch, cane out to find out
who it was that disturbed his watch
Wen he saw t he boy, he frowned.

"Your father is very angry. He
returned at sunset and is about to
send out a search party for you."

The boy darted past the centurion and
ran all the way to his famly's
quarters, where he found his father
addressing a sergeant of the guard.



Hi s nother was standing by his side,
weepi ng.
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The father turned when he saw his son
and shout ed: "Were have you been?"

"To Bet hl ehem ™

"Yes, | know that, but whatever
possessed you to return so | ate? Have |
not told you countless tinmes never to be
out of the compound after dark? Cone to
ny study at once."

The boy | ooked hel pl essly towards his
not her, who was still crying, but not
out of relief, and turned to follow his
father into the study. The guard
sergeant wi nked at him as he passed by
but the boy knew nothing could save him
now. His father strode ahead of himinto
the study and sat on a | eather stool by
his table. H's nother followed and stood
silently by the door.

"Now tell me exactly where you have
been and why you took so long to return,
and be sure to tell ne the truth."

The boy stood in front of his father

and told himeverything that had cone to
pass. He started with how he had gone to
the village and taken great care in
choosing the food and in so doing had
saved half the noney his nother had
given him How on the way back he had
seen a fat lady on a donkey unable to
find a place at the inn and then he ex-
pl ai ned why he had given her the food.
He went on to descri be how t he shepherds



had shouted and beat their breasts until
there was a great light in the sky at
which they had all fallen silent on
their knees, and then finally how he had
met the three robed nen who were
searching for the King of Kings.

The father grew angry at his son's
wor ds.

"What a story you tell,"” he shouted.
"Do tell nme nore. Did you find this King
of Ki ngs?"

“"No, Sir. | did not," he replied, as
he wat ched his father rise and start
paci ng around the room

"Perhaps there is a nore sinple

expl anation as to why your face and
fingers are stained red with pomegranate
juice," he suggested.

"No, Father. | did buy an extra
pomegr anate but even
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after | had bought all the food, |
still managed to save one silver
denarius."

The boy handed the coin over to his
not her believing it would confirmhis
story. But the sight of the piece of
silver only made his father nore
angry. He stopped pacing and stared
down into the eyes of his son.

"You have spent the other denarius on
yoursel f and now you have nothing to
show for it?"



"That's not true, Father,

"Then | will allow you one nore

chance to tell ne the truth,"” said his
father as he sat back down. "Fail ne,
boy, and | shall give you a thrashing
that you will never forget for the
rest of your life."

"I have already told you the truth,
Fat her."

"Listen to ne carefully, ny son. W
were born Romans, born to rule the
wor |l d because our | aws and custons are
tried and trusted and have al ways been
based firmy on absol ute honesty.

Ror nans never lie; it remains our
strength and the weakness of our

enem es. That is why we rule while
others are ruled and as | ong as that
Is so the Roman Enpire will never

fall. Do you understand what | am

sayi ng, ny boy?"
"Yes, Father, | understand."

"Then you'll al so understand why it
Is inperative to tell the truth.'

"But | have not |ied, Father."

"Then there is no hope for you," said
the man angrily. "And you | eave ne
only one way to deal with this
matter."

The boy's nother wanted to cone to

her son's aid, but knew any protest
woul d be usel ess. The father rose from
his chair and renoved the | eather belt
fromaround his waist and folded it
doubl e, | eaving the heavy brass studs



on the outside. He then ordered his
son to touch his toes. The young boy
obeyed wi thout hesitation and the
father raised the | eather strap above
his head and brought it down on the
child with all his strength. The boy
never flinched or nurnured, while his
not her turned away fromthe sight, and
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wept. After the father had adm nistered
the twelfth stroke he ordered his son to
go to his room The boy |eft without a
word and his nother foll owed and wat ched
himclinb the stairs. She then hurried
away to the kitchen and gat hered
together sone olive oil and ointnents
whi ch she hoped woul d soot he the pain of
her son's wounds. She carried the little
jars up to his room where she found him
al ready in bed. She went over to his
side and pulled the sheet back. He
turned on to his chest while she
prepared the oils. Then she renoved his
night tunic gently for fear of adding to
hi s pain. Having done so, she stared
down at his body in disbelief.

The boy's skin was unmarked.

She ran her fingers gently over her
son's unbl em shed body and found it to
be as snmooth as if he had just bathed.
She turned himover, but there was not
a mark on hi manywhere. Quickly she
covered himwi th the sheet.

"Say nothing of this to your father,
and renove the nenory of it from your
m nd forever, because the very telling
of it wll only make himnore angry."



"Yes, Mother."

The not her | eaned over and bl ew out

the candl e by the side ofthe bed,
gathered up the unused oils and ti ptoed
to the door. At the threshold, she
turned in the dimlight to | ook back at
her son and sai d:

“"Now | know you were telling the truth
Ponti us."
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| woul d never have

met Edward Shrinpton if
he hadn't needed a
towel . He stood naked
by ny side staring down
at a bench in front of
him nuttering, "I
could have sworn | left
the damm thing there.™

| had just cone out

of the sauna, swathed
in towels, so | took
one off my shoul der and
passed it to him He

t hanked nme and put out
hi s hand.

"Edward Shrinpton, "

he said smling. | took
hi s hand and wonder ed
what we nust have

| ooked |i ke standing
there in the gymasium
| ocker room of the
Metropolitan Club in
the early evening, two



grown nen shaki ng hands
I n the nude.

"I don't renmenber
seeing you in the club
before," he added.

"No, |'m an over seas
menber . "

"“Ah, from Engl and. What
brings you to New
Yor k?"

"1 m pursui ng an
Anerican novel i st whom
ny conpany woul d |i ke
to publish in England."”

"And are you having any
success?"

"Yes, | think Il
close the deal this
week - as long as the
agent stops trying to
convince ne that his
author is a cross

bet ween Tol st oy and
Di ckens and shoul d be
pai d accordingly."

“Nei ther was paid
particularly well, if |
remenber correctly,”

of fered Edward
Shrinpton as he
energetically rubbed
the towel up and down
hi s back.

"A fact | pointed out
to the agent at the
time who only countered



by rem nding ne that it
was ny House who had
publ i shed Di ckens
originally.”
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"l suggest," said Edward Shri npton,
“that you rem nd himthat the end
result turned out to be successful for
all concerned.™

"I did, but | fear this agent is nore
interested in "up front' than
posterity."

"As a banker that's a sentinent of
which | could hardly disprove as : he
one thing we have in common wth pub-
lishers is that our clients are always
trying to tell us a good tale.™

"Per haps you should sit down and
wite one of themfor nme?" | said
politely.

"Heaven forbid, you nust be sick of
being told that there's a book in
every one of us so | hasten to assure
you that there isn't one in ne."

| laughed, as | found it refreshing
not to be infornmed by a new

acquai ntance that his nmenoirs, if only
he could find the time to wite them
woul d overni ght, be one of the world's
best sellers.

"Perhaps there's a story in you, but
you're just not aware of it." |
suggest ed.



"I'f that's the case, |I'mafraid it's
passed ne by."

M. Shrinpton re-energed from behind
the rowof little tin cubicles and
handed ne back ny towel. He was now
fully dressed and stood, | woul d have
guessed, a shade under six feet. He
wore a Wall Street banker's pinstripe
suit and, although he was nearly bald,
he had a remarkabl e physi que for a man
who nmust have been well into his
sixties. Only his thick white

noust ache gave away his true age, and
woul d have been nore in keeping with a
retired English colonel than a New
Yor k banker.

"Are you going to be in New York

| ong?" he inquired, as he took a small
| eat her case from his inside pocket
and renoved a pair of half-noon
spectacl es and placed them on the end
of his nose.

"Just for the week."

"I don't suppose you're free for

| unch tonorrow, by any chance?" he

I nqui red, peering over the top of his
gl asses.
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"Yes, | am | certainly can't face
anot her neal with that agent."

"Good, good, then why don't you join

me and | can follow the continuing
drama of capturing the elusive Anerican
Aut hor ?"



"And perhaps I'Ill discover there is a
story in you after all."

"Not a hope," he said, "you would be
backing a | oser if you depend on that,"
and once again he offered his hand.
"One o' clock, nenbers' dining roomsuit
you?"

"One o' clock, nenbers' dining room"
r epeat ed.

As he left the | ocker room | wal ked
over to the mrror and straightened ny
tie. I was dining that night with Eric
McKenzi e, a publishing friend, who had
originally proposed ne for nenbership
of the club. To be accurate, Eric
McKenzie was a friend of ny father

rat her than nyself. They had net just
before the war while on holiday in
Portugal and when | was elected to the
cl ub, soon after ny father's
retirement, Eric took it upon hinself
to have dinner with nme whenever | was
i n New York. One's parents' generation
never see one as anything but a child
who wi Il always be in need of constant
care and attention. As he was a
contenporary of ny father, Eric nust
have been nearly seventy and, although
hard of hearing and slightly bent, he
was al ways anusi ng and good conpany,
even if he did continually ask nme if |
was aware that his grandfather was
Scot ti sh.

As | strapped on ny watch, | checked
that he was due to arrive in a few
mnutes. | put on ny jacket and
strolled out into the hall to find that
he was al ready there, waiting for ne.
Eric was killing tinme by reading the
out-of -date club notices. Anericans, |



have observed, can always be relied
upon to arrive early or late; never on
time. | stood staring at the stooping
man, whose hair but far a few strands
had now turned silver. Hs three-piece
suit had a button m ssing on the jacket
whi ch rem nded ne that his wfe had
died | ast year. After another

t hrust-out hand and exchange of wel -
comes, we took the |lift to the second
fl oor and wal ked to the dining room
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The nmenbers' dining roomat the
Metropolitan differs little from any
other nmen's club. It has a fair
sprinkling of old | eather chairs, old
carpets, old portraits and old
menbers. A waiter guided us to a
corner table which overl ooked Central
Park. We ordered, and then settled
back to discuss all the subjects |
found | usually cover with an

acquai ntance | only have the chance to
catch up with a couple of tinmes a
yearour famlies, children, nutual
friends, work; baseball and cricket.
By the tinme we had reached cricket we
had al so reached coffee, so we
strolled down to the far end of the
room and made ourselves confortable in
two well-worn | eather chairs. Wen the
coffee arrived | ordered two brandies
and watched Eric unwap a | arge Cuban
cigar. Although they displayed a Wst

| ndi an band on the outside, | knew

t hey were Cuban because | had picked
themup for himfroma tobacconist in
St. Janes's, Piccadilly, which

speci alises in changing the |abels for
Its American custoners. | have often



t hought that they nust be the only
shop in the world that changes | abels
with the sole purpose of naking a
superi or product appear inferior. | am
certain my wine nmerchant does it the

ot her way round.

VWhile Eric was attenpting to |ight

the cigar, nmy eyes wandered to a board
on the wall. To be nore accurate it
was a highly polished wooden pl aque

wi th oblique golden lettering painted
on it, honouring those nen who over
the years had won the club's
Backgammon Chanpi onshi p. | gl anced
idly down the list, not expecting to
see anybody with whom | woul d be
famliar, when | was brought up by the
name of Edward Shrinpton. Once in the
late thirties he had been the
runner - up.

"That's interesting,"” | said.

"What is?" asked Eric, now w eat hed

I n enough snoke to have puffed hinself
out of Grand Central Station.

"Edward Shrinpton was runner-up in

t he cl ub's Backganmon Chanpi onship in
the late thirties. |I'mhaving |unch
with himtonorrow "

"I didn't realise you knew him™

76

The Pcrfcct Ccn~l eman

"I didn't until this afternoon,” |
said, and then explained how we had

met .

Eric | aughed and turned to stare up at



the board. Then he added, rather
nmysteriously: "That's a night |'m never
likely to forget."

"Why?" | asked.

Eric hesitated, and | ooked uncertain

of hinself before continuing: "Too nuch
wat er has passed under the bridge for
anyone to care now. " He paused agai n,
as a hot piece of ash fell to the floor
and added to the burn marks that nmade
their own private pattern in the
carpet. "Just before the war Edward
Shri npton was anong the best half dozen
backgammon players in the world. In
fact, it nust have been around that
time he won the unofficial world

chanpi onship in Monte Carlo."

"And he couldn't win the club
chanpi onshi p?"

"Couldn't would be the wong word,
dear boy. 'Didn't' mght be nore
accurate." Eric lapsed into another
preoccup~ed sil ence.

"Are you going to explain?" | asked,
hopi ng he would continue, "or aml to
be left like a child who wants to know
who killed Cock Robin?"

"All in good tine, but first allow ne
to get this damn cigar started.”

| remai ned silent and four nmatches

| ater, he said "Before | begin, take a
| ook at the man sitting over there in
the corner with the young bl onde. ™"

| turned and gl anced back towards the
di ning room area, and saw a nan
attacking a porterhouse steak. He



| ooked about the sane age as Eric and
wore a smart new suit that was unable
to disguise that he had a wei ght
problem only his tailor could have
smled at himw th any pl easure. He was
seat ed opposite a slight, not
unattractive strawberry bl onde of half
his age who could have trodden on a
beetle and failed to crush it.

"What an unlikely pair. Wio are they?"

"Harry Newman and his fourth wfe.
They' re al ways
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the sanme. The wives | nean - bl onde
hair, blue eyes, ninety pounds, and
dunmb. | can never understand why any
man gets divorced only to marry a
carbon copy of the original."

"Where does Edward Shrinpton fit into
the jigsaw?" | asked, tryng to guide
Eri c back on to the subject.

"Patience, patience," said ny host,
asherelit hiscigarfor the second tine.
"At your age you've far nore tine to
waste than | have."

| | aughed and pi cked up the cognac
nearest to ne and swirled the brandy
around in ny cupped hands.

"Harry Newman," continued Eric, now
al nrost hidden in snmoke, "was the
fell ow who beat Edward Shrinpton in
the final of the club chanpionship
that year, although in truth he was
never in the sane class as Edward."



"Doexplain," | said, as | | ooked upat
t he board tocheck that it was Newman's
nanme t hat preceded Edward Shrinpton's.

"Well," said Eric, "after the

sem -final, which Edward had won with
consummat e ease, we all assuned the
final would only bea formality. Harry
had al ways been agood pl ayer, hul as |
had been the one to lose to himin the
sem -finals, | knew he couldn't hope
to survive a contest wth Edward
Shrinpton. Theclub final is won by the
first man to twenty-one points, and if
| had been asked for an opinion at the
time | would have reckoned the result
woul d end up around 21-5 in Edward's
favour. Damm cigar," he said, and lit
it for a fourth tinme. Once again
waited inpatiently.

"The final is always held on a

Sat urday night, and poor Harry over
there," said Eric, pointing his cigar
towards the far cornerofthe roomwhile
deposi tingsonme nore ash on thefl oor,
"who all of us thought was doing
rather well in the insurance business,
had a bankruptcy notice served on him
t he Monday norning before the final -

| mght add through no fault of his
own. His partner had cashed in his
stock without Harry's know edge,

di sappeared, and left himwth all the
bills to pick up. Everyone in the club
was synpat heti c.

"On the Thursday the press got hold of
the story, and for
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good neasure they added that Harry's

wi fe had runoffwiththe partner. Harry
didn't show his head in the club al
week, and sone of us wondered if he
woul d scratch fromthe final and | et
Edward win by default as the result was
such a foregone concl usi on anyway. But
the Ganmes Conmittee received no

comruni cation fromHarry to suggest the
contest was offso they proceeded as

t hough not hi ng had happened. On the

ni ght ofthefinal, I dined with Edward
Shrinpton herein theclub. He was in
fine form He ate very little and drank
not hi ng but aglass of water. |If you had
asked ne then I wouldn't have put a
penny on Harry Newman even if the odds
had been ten to one.

“"We all dined upstairs on the third
Door, as the Commttee had cleared this
roomso that they could seat sixty in a
square around the board. The final was
due to start at nine o' clock. By twenty
to nine there wasn't a seat left in the
pl ace, and nenbers were already
standi ng two deep behind the square: it
wasn't every day we had the chance to
see a world chanpion in action. By five
to nine, Harry still hadn't turned up
and sone of the nmenbers were beginning
to get alittle restless. As nine

o' cl ock chined, the referee went over
to Edward and had a word with him |
saw Edward shake his head in

di sagreenment and wal k away. Just at the
poi nt, when | thought the referee would
have to be firmand award the match to
Edward, Harry strolled in | ooking very
dapper adorned in a dinner jacket
several sizes smaller than the suit he
I's wearing tonight. Edward went

straight up to him shook himwarmy by



t he hand and together they wal ked into
the centre of the room Even wth the
throw of the first dice there was a

t ensi on about that match. Menbers were
waiting to see how Harry would fare in
t he openi ng gane."

The intermttent cigar went out again.
| | eaned over and struck a match for
hi m

"Thank you, dear boy. Now, where was

1? Oh, yes, the first gane. Wll,
Edward only just won the first gane and
| wondered if he wasn't concentrating
or if perhaps he had becone a little
too relaxed while waiting for his
opponent. In

the second gane the dice ran well for
Harry and he won fairly
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easily. Fromthat nonent on it becane

a finely fought battle, and by the tine
the score had reached | 1-9 in Edward's
favour the tension in the room was
quite electric. By the ninth gane |
began wat chi ng nore carefully and
noticed that Edward al |l owed hi nsel ftobe
drawn into a back ganme, a snall error
in judgnment that only a seasoned pl ayer
woul d have spotted. | wondered how nmany
nore subtle errors had al ready passed
that | hadn'tobserved. Harrywenton

t ow nt heni nt h maki ng the score 1~17 in
his favour. | watched even nore
diligently as Edward did just enough to
win the tenth ganme and, with a rash
doubl e, just enough to |ose the

el eventh, bring the score to 20 all, so
t hat everything woul d depend on the



final gane. | swear that nobody had

| eft the roomthat evening, and not one
back remai ned agai nst a chair; sone
menbers were even hanging on to the

wi ndow | edges. The room was now full of
drink and thick with ci gar snoke, and
yet when Harry picked up the dice cup
for the | ast gane you could hear the
little squares of ivory rattle before
they hit the board. The dice ran well
for Harry in that final ganme and Edward
only made one small error early on that
| was able to pick up; but it was
enough to give Harry ganme, match and
chanmpi onshi p. After the last throw of
the dice everyone in that room

I ncl udi ng Edward, gave the new chanpi on
a standi ng ovation."

"Had many ot her nenbers wor ked out
what had really happened that night?"

“"No, | don't think so," said Eric.
"And certainly Harry Newman hadn 't.
The tal k afterwardswas that Harry had
never played a betterganein his life
and what aworthy chanpi on he was, all
the nore for the difficulties he

| abour ed under.™

"Did Edward have anything to say?"

"Toughest match he'd been in since
Monte Carl o and only hoped he woul d be
gi ven the chance to avenge the defeat
next year.

"But he wasn't," | said, |ooking up
again at the board. "He never won the
cl ub champi onshi p. "

"That's right. After Roosevelt had
I nsisted we help you guys out in
Engl and, the club didn't hold the



conpetition
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again until 1946, and by then Edward
had been to war and had | ost all
interest in the gane."

"“And Harry?"

"Ch, Harry. Harry never | ooked back
after that; nust have made a dozen
deals in the club that night. Wthin
ayear hewas on top again and even found
hi nsel fanot hercutelittle bl onde. ™

"What does Edward say about the
result now, thirty years later?"

“"Do you know that remains a nystery
to this day. | have never heard him
mention the gane once in all that
time."

Eric's cigar had conme to the end of
its working life and he stubbed the
remai ns out in an ashless ashtray. It
obvi ously acted as a signal to rem nd
himthat it was tine to go hone. He
rose a little unsteadily and | wal ked
down with himto the front door.
"Goodbye ny boy," he said, "do give
Edward nmy best w shes when you have

| unch with himtonorrow. And renenber
not to play himat backgammon. He'd
still kill you."

The next day | arrived in the front

hall a few m nutes before our appointed
time, not sure if Edward Shri npton
woul d fall into the category of early



or late Anericans. As the clock struck
one, he wal ked through the door: there
has to be an exception to every rule.
W agreed to go straight up to lunch
since he had to be back in Wall Street
for a two-thirty appointnent. W
stepped into the packed lift, and |
pressed the No. 3 button. The doors
closed like a tired concertina and the
slowest lift in Anerica nade its way
towards the second

noon

As we entered the dining room | was
anused to see Harry Newran was al ready
there, attacking another steak, while
the little blonde |Iady was nibbling a
sal ad. He waved expansively at Edward
Shri npton, who returned the gesture
with a friendly nod. W sat down at a
table in the centre of the room and
studi ed the nenu. Steak and ki dney pie
was the dish of the day, which was
probably the case in half the nens'
clubs in the world. Edward w ote down
our orders in a
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neat and | egible hand on the little
white slip provided by the waiter.

Edwar d asked ne about the author I
was chasing and nmade sone penetrating
comrents about her earlier work, to
which | responded as best | could
while trying to think of a plot to
make him di scuss the pre-war
backgamon chanpi onshi p, which

consi dered woul d make a far better
story than anything she had ever



witten. But he never tal ked about

hi msel f once during the neal, so |
despaired. Finally, staring up at the
pl aque on the wall, | said clunsily:

"I see you were runner-up in the club
backgamon chanpi onshi p just before
the war. You nust have been a fine

pl ayer. "

“"No, not really,"” he replied. "Not
many peopl e bothered about the gane in
t hose days. There is a different
attitude today wth all the youngsters
taking it so seriously."

"What about the chanpion?" | said,
pushi ng ny | uck.

"Harry Newran?- He was an out standi ng
pl ayer, and particularly good under
pressure. He's the gentl eman who
greeted us when we cane in. That's him
sitting over there in the corner with
his wfe."

| | ooked obediently towards M.
Newman's table but nmy host added

not hing nore so | gave up. W ordered
coffee and that woul d have been the
end of Edward's story if Harry Newran
and his wife had not headed strai ght
for us after they had finished their

| unch. Edward was on his feet |ong
before I was, despite ny twenty-year
advant age. Harry Newman | ooked even
bi gger standing up, and his little

bl onde wi fe | ooked nore |ike the
dessert than his spouse.

"Ed," he booned, "how are you?"

"' mwell, thank you, Harry," Edward
replied. "May | introduce ny guest?"



"Nice to know you," he said. "Rusty,
|'ve al ways wanted you to neet Ed
Shri npt on because |'ve tal ked to you
about himso often in the past.™

"Have you, Harry?" she squeaked.

"Of course. You renenber, honey. Ed is
up there on the
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backgammon honours board," he said,

poi nting a stubby finger towards the

pl aque. "Wth only one nane in front of
himand that's mne. And Ed was the
worl d chanpion at the tinme. Isn't that
right, Ed?"

"That's right, Harry."

"So | suppose | really should have
been the world chanpion that year
woul dn't you say?"

"I couldn't quarrel with that
conclusion," replied Edward.

"On the big day, Rusty, when it
really mattered, and the pressure was
on, | beat himfair and square."

| stood in silent disbeliefas Edward
Shrinpton still volunteered no

di sagr eenent .

"We nust play again for old tines’

sake, Ed," the fat man continued. "It
woul d be fun to see if you could beat
me now. Mnd you, I'"'ma bit rusty

nowadays, Rusty." He | aughed | oudly at



his own joke but his spouse's face
remai ned bl ank. | wondered how long it
woul d be before there was a fifth Ms.
Newnman.

"It's been great to see you again,
Ed. Take care of yourself."

"Thank you Harry," said Edward.

We both sat down agai n as Newran and
his wife left the dining room Qur
coffee was now cold so we ordered a
fresh pot. The room was al nost enpty
and when | had poured two cups for us
Edward | eaned over to ne
conspiratorially and whi sper ed:

"Now there's a hell of a story for a
publ i sher Iike you," he said. "I nean
the real truth about Harry Newman."

My ears pricked up as | anticipated
his version of the story of what had
actual |y happened on the night of that
pre-war backgamon chanpi onshi p over
thirty years before.

"Real | y?" | said, innocently.

"Ch, yes," said Edward. "It was not

as sinple as you mght think. Just
before the war Harry was | et down very
badly by his business partner who not
only stole his noney, but for good
measure his wife as well. The very week
t hat he
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was at his | owest he won the club
backgammon chanpi onship, put all his



troubl es behind hi mand, against the
odds, nmade a brilliant cone-back. You
know, he's worth a fortune today.
Now, woul dn't you agree that that
woul d make one hell of a story?"
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| he two nmen had first net at the age
of five when they were placed side by
side at school, for no nore conpelling
reason than that their nanes, Thonpson
and Townsend, cane one after each

ot her on the class register. They soon
becane best friends, a tie which at
that age is nore binding than any
marri age. After passing their

el even- pl us exam nati on they proceeded
to the | ocal grammar school with no

Ti npsons, Tool eys or Tominsons to
di vi de them and, having conpl eted
seven years in that academ c

I nstitution, reached an age when one
either has to go to work or to

uni versity. They opted for the |atter
on the grounds that work shoul d be put
off until the | ast possible nonent.
Happily, they both possessed enough
brains and native wit to earn

t hensel ves pl aces at Durham Uni versity
to read Engli sh.

Undergraduate life turned out to be

as soci able as primary school. They
bot h enj oyed English, tennis, cricket,
good food and girls. Luckily, in the

| ast of these predilections they
differed only on points of detail.

M chael , who was six-foottwo, w |l owy
wWith dark curly hair, preferred tall
bosony bl ondes with blue eyes and | ong
| egs. Adrian, a stocky man of



five-foot-ten, with straight, sandy
hair always fell for small, slim
dark-haired, dark-eyed girls. So
whenever Adrian cane across a girl
that M chael took an interest in or
Vi ce versa, whether she was an

under graduate or barmaid, the one
woul d happily exaggerate their
friend's virtues. Thus they spent
three idyllic years in unison at

Dur ham gai ni ng consi derably nore than
a Bachelor of Arts degree. As neither
of them had i npressed the exam ners
enough to waste a
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further two years expounding their
theories for a Ph.D. they could no
| onger avoid the real world.

Twin Dick Wiittingtons, they set off
for London, where M chael joined the
BBC as a trainee while Adrian was

si gned up by Bent on&Bow es, the

i nternational advertising agency, as
an accounts assistant. They acquired a
small flat in the Earl's Court Road
whi ch they painted orange and brown,
and proceeded to live the life of two
young bl ades, for that is undoubtedly
how t hey saw t hensel ves.

Both men spent a further five years

in this blissful bachelor state until
they each fell for a girl who
fulfilled their particular

requi rements. They were married within
weeks of each other; Mchael to a
tall, blue-eyed bl onde whom he net
while playing tennis at the Hurlingham
Club: Adrian to a slim dark-eyed,



dar k- hai red executive in charge of the
Kel | ogg' s Cornfl akes account. Both
officiated as the other's best man and
each proceeded to sire three children
at yearly intervals, and in that again
they differed, but as before only on
points of detail, M chael having two
sons and a daughter, Adrian two
daughters and a son. Each becane
godfather to the other's first-born
son.

Marriage hardly separated themin
anything as they continued to foll ow
much of their old routine, playing
cricket together at weekends in the
summer and football in the winter, not
to nmention regular | uncheons during

t he week.

After the celebration of his tenth
weddi ng anni versary, M chael, now a
seni or producer with Thanes

Tel evision, admtted rather coyly to
Adrian that he had had his first
affair: he had been unable to resist a
tall, well-built blonde fromthe
typi ng pool who was offering nore than
shorthand at seventy words a m nute.
Only a few weeks later, Adrian, now a
seni or account manager with Pearl and
Dean, al so went under, selecting a
journalist fromFleet Street who was
seeki ng sonme inside informati on on one
of the conpani es he represented. She
becane a tax-deductible item After
that, the two nen quickly fell back
into their old routine. Any help they
could give each other was provided
unstintingly, creat
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I ng no connict of interests because of
their different tastes. Their narried
| ives were not suffering - or so they
convi nced each other- and at
thirty-five, having cone through the
SW ngi ng si xties unscathed, they began
to make the nost of the seventies.

Early in that decade, Thanes

Tel evi si on decided to send M chael off
to Anerica to edit an ABC fil m about
living in New York, for consunption by
British viewers. Adrian, who had al ways
wanted to see the eastern seaboard, did
not find it hard to arrange a trip at
the sanme tine as he clained it was
necessary for himto carry out sonme nore
than usually spurious research for an
Angl o- Aneri can tobacco conpany. The two
men enjoyed a lively week together in
New Yor k, the highlight of which was a
party held by ABC on the final evening
to viewthe edited edition of Mchael's
filmon New York, "An Englishman's View
of the Big Apple".

When M chael and Adrian arrived at the
ABC studi os they found the party was

al ready well under way, and both entered
the roomtogether, [ ooking forward to a
few drinks and an early night before
their journey back to Engl and t he next
day.

They spotted her at exactly the sane
nmonent .

She was of nedi um hei ght and buil d,
with soft green eyes and auburn hair -
a striking conmbination of both nen's
fantasi es. Wthout another thought each
knew exactly where he desired to end up
that particular night and, two m nds



with but a single idea, they advanced
pur poseful |y upon her.

"Hello, my nanme is M chael Thonpson."

"Hello," she replied. "1'm Debbie
Kendal | . "

"And |'m Adri an Townsend."

She offered her hand and both tried to
grab it. Wen the party had cone to an
end, they had, between them discovered
t hat Debbi e Kendall was an ABC fl oor
producer on the evening news spot. She
was divorced and had two chil dren who
lived with her in New York. But neither
of them was any nearer to inpressing
her, if only because each worked so hard
to outdo the other; they both showed off
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abom nably and even squabbl ed over
fetching their new conpani on her food
and drink. In the other's absence they
found t hensel ves runni ng down their
closest friend in a subtle but dami ng
way.

"Adrian's a nice chap if it wasn't
for his drinking," said Mchael.

"Super fellow M chael, such a |ovely
wi fe and you should see his three
adorabl e children," added Adri an.

They both escorted Debbi e hone and
reluctantly left her on the doorstep
of her 68th Street apartnent. She

ki ssed the two of them perfunctorily
on the cheek, thanked them and said



goodni ght. They wal ked back to their
hotel in silence.

When they reached their roomon the
nineteenth floor of the Plaza, it was
M chael who spoke first.

"' msorry," he said. "I nmade a bl oody
fool of nyself."

"I was every bit as bad," said
Adrian, "we shouldn't fight over a
woman. We never have done in the
past."

"Agreed," said Mchael. "So why not
an honourabl e conprom se?"

"What do you suggest ?"

"As we both return to London tonorrow
norning, let's agree whi chever one of
us cones back first "

"Perfect," said Adrian and they shook
hands to seal the bargain, as if they
were both back at school playing a
cricket match, and had to deci de on
who should bat first. The deal nade,
they clinbed into their respective
beds, and sl ept soundly.

Once back in London both nmen did
everything in their power to find an
excuse for returning to New York.
Nei t her contacted Debbi e Kendall by
phone or letter as it would have
broken their gentleman's agreenent,

but when the weeks grew to be nonths
bot h becane despondent and it seened
that neither was going to be given the
opportunity to return. Then Adrian was
invited to Los Angeles to address a
Medi a Conference. He renained



unbear ably snug about the whole trip,
confident he would be able to drop
i nto New
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York on the way to London. It was

M chael who discovered that British
Airways were offering cheap tickets for
w ves who acconpani ed their husbands on
a business trip: Adrian was therefore
unable to return via New York. M chael
breat hed a sigh of relief which turned
to triunph when he was selected to go

t o Washi ngton and cover the President's
Address to Congress. He suggested to
the head of Qutside Broadcasts that it
woul d be wise to drop into New York on
t he way honme and strengthen the
contacts he had previously nade with
ABC. The head of Qutside Broadcasts
agreed, but told Mchael he nust be
back the follow ng day to cover the
openi ng of Parlianent.

Adri an phoned up Mchael's w fe and

bri efed her on cheap trips to the
St at es when acconpanyi ng your husband.
"How ki nd of you to be so thoughtful
Adrian but alas ny school never allows
time off during term and in any case,"”
she added, "I have a dreadful fear of

flying."

M chael was very understandi ng about
his wfe's phobia and went off to book
a single ticket.

M chael flew into Washi ngton on the
foll owi ng Monday and cal | ed Debbi e
Kendal | from his hotel room wondering
I f she would even renenber the two



vai ngl ori ous Englishnmen she had briefly
nmet sone nonths before, and if she did
whet her she woul d al so recall which one
he was. He dialled nervously and

| istened to the ringing tone. Was she
in, was she even in New York? At |last a
click and a soft voice said hello.

"Hell o, Debbie, it's Mchael Thonpson."

"Hell o, Mchael. What a nice surprise.
Are you in New York?"

"No, Washi ngton, but |'mthinking of
flying up. You wouldn't be free for
di nner on Thursday by any chance?"

"Let nme just check ny diary."

M chael held his breath as he waited.
It seenmed |ike hours.

"Yes, that seens to be fine."

"Fantastic. Shall | pick you up around
ei ght ?"
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"Yes, thank you, Mchael. 1'll | o0k
forward to seent you then. "

Heartened by this early success

M chael imedi ately penned a tel egram
of conmm seration to Adrian on his sad
| oss. Adrian didn't reply.

M chael took the shuttle up to New
York on the Thursday afternoon as soon
as he had finished editing the
President's speech for the London of
lice. After settling into another



hotel room- this time insisting on a
doubl e bed just in case Debbie's
children were at hone- he had a | ong
bath and a sl ow shave, cutting hinself
twice and slapping on a little too
much aftershave. He runmaged around
for his nost telling tie, shirt and
suit, and after he had finished
dressing he studied hinself in the
mrror, carefully conmbing his freshly
washed hair to nake the long thin
strands appear casual as well as cover
the parts where his hair was begi nning
to recede. After a final check, he was
able to convince hinself that he

| ooked | ess than his thirty-eight
years. Mchael then took the lift down
to the ground floor, and stepping out
of the Plaza on to a neon-lit Fifth
Avenue he headed jauntily towards 68th
Street. En route, he acquired a dozen
roses froma little shop at the corner
of 65th Street and Madi son Avenue and,
hunmm ng to hinself, proceeded
confidently. He arrived at the front
door of Debbie Kendall's little
brownst one at eight-five.

When Debbi e opened the door, M chael

t hought she | ooked even nore beauti ful
t han he had renenbered. She was
wearing a long blue dress with a
frilly white silk collar and cuffs
that covered every part of her body
fromneck to ankles and yet she coul d
not have been nore desirable. She wore
al nost no make-up except a touch of
lipstick that M chael already had
plans to renpbve. Her green eyes
spar kl ed.

"Say sonething,"” she said smling.

"You | ook quite stunning, Debbie,"



was all he could think of as he handed
her the roses.
"How sweet of you,"
invited himin.

she replied and

M chael followed her into the kitchen
where she ham
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mered the | ong stens and arranged the
flowers in a porcelain vase. She then
led himinto the living room where she
pl aced the roses on an oval table

besi de a phot ograph of two small boys.

"Have we tine for a drink?"

"Sure. |'ve booked a table at Elaine's
for eight-thirty."

"My favourite restaurant," she said,
wth a smle that revealed a snmall

di npl e on her cheek. W thout asking,
Debbi e poured two whi skies and handed
one of themto M chael

What a good nenory she has, he

t hought, as he nervously kept picking
up and putting down his glass, |like a
teenager on his first date. Wen

M chael had eventually finished his
drink, Debbie suggested that they
shoul d | eave.

"El aine wouldn't keep a table free for
one mnute, even if you were Henry
Ki ssi nger."

M chael | aughed, and hel ped her on
Wi th her coat. As she unlatched the



door, he realised there was no
baby-sitter or sound of children. They
nmust be staying with their father, he
t hought. Once on the street, he hail ed
a cab and directed the driver to 87th
and 2nd. M chael had never been to

| E; | ai ne's before. The restaurant had
been recomended by a friend from ABC
who had assured him "That joint wll
give you nore than half a chance."

As they entered the crowded room and
wai ted by the bar for the Mature d',
M chael could see it was the type of
pl ace that was frequented by the rich
and fanous and wondered if his pocket
could stand the expense and, nore

| nportantly, whether such an outl ay
woul d turn out to be a worthwhile

I nvest nent .

A waiter guided themto a snall table
at the back of the room where they
bot h had anot her whi sky while they
studi ed the nenu. When the waiter
returned to take their order, Debbie
wanted no first course, just the veal
pi ccate, so M chael ordered the sane
for hinself. She refused the addition
of garlic butter. Mchael allowed his
expectations to rise slightly.
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"How s Adrian?" she asked.

"Ch, as well as can be expected,"”

M chael replied. "He sends you his
| ove, of course." He enphasised the

word | ove.

"How ki nd of himto renenber ne, and



pl ease return mne. What brings you to
New York this tinme, M chael? Anot her
filne"

“No. New York may well have becone
everybody's second city, but this tine
| only cane to see you."

"To see nme?"

"Yes, | had a tape to edit while |

was in Washi ngton, but | always knew I
could be through with that by |unch
today so | hoped you would be free to
spend an evening with ne."

“I"'mpattered.”

"“You shoul dn't be."

She smled. The veal arrived.
"Looks good," said M chael.

"Tastes good, too," said Debbie.
"When do you fly hone?"

"Tonmorrow norni ng, eleven o' clock
flight, I"'mafraid."

"Not |eft yourself tinme to do nmuch in
New YorKk. "

“I only came up to see you," M chael
repeat ed. Debbi e continued eating her
veal . "Why woul d any man want to

di vorce you, Debbie?"

"Ch, nothing very original, |I'm
afraid. He fell inlove with a
twenty-two year old blonde and |eft
his thirty-two year old wife."

"Silly man. He shoul d have had an



affair with the twentytwo year old
bl onde and remai ned faithful to his
thirty-two year old wife."

"Isn't that a contradiction in terns?"

"Ch, no, | don't think so. |'ve never
t hought it unnatural to desire soneone
el se. After all, it's along life to

go through and be expected never to
want anot her woman. "

"I mnot so sure | agree with you,"
sai d Debbie thoughtfully. "I would

li ke to have renained faithful to one
man. "

Oh hell, thought M chael, not a very
auspi ci ous phil osophy.
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"Do you mss hinP" he tried again.

"Yes, sonetines. it's true what they
say in the gl ossy nenopause magazi nes,
one can be very lonely when you
suddenly find yourself on your own."

That sounds nore prom sing, thought

M chael , and he heard hi nmsel f sayi ng:
"Yes, 1 can understand that, but
sonmeone |i ke you shouldn't have to stay
on your own for very |ong."

Debbi e made no reply

M chael refilled her glass of w ne
nearly to the brim hoping he could
order a second bottle before she
finished her veal.



"Are you trying to get ne drunk,
M chael ?"

“If you think it will help,"”
| aughi ng.

he replied

Debbie didn't |augh. Mchael tried
again.

"Been to the theatre latel y?"

"Yes, 1 went to Evita | ast week. |

|l oved it" - wonder who took you,

t hought M chael - "but ny nother fel
asleep in the mddle of the second act.
1 think 1 shall have to go and see it
on my own a second tine."

"1l only wwsh 1 was staying | ong enough
to take you.

"That woul d be fun,"” she said.

"Whereas 1 shall have to be satisfied
with seeing the showin London.™

"Wth your wfe."
"Anot her bottle of wi ne please, waiter.
"No nore for nme, Mchael, really."

"Well, you can help nme out a little.”
The waiter faded away. "Do you get to
Engl and at all yoursel f?" asked

M chael .

“"No, |'ve only been once when Roger,

ny ex, took the whole famly. | |oved
the country. It fulfilled every one of
ny hopes but I'mafraid we did what all
Anericans are expected to do. The Tower
of London, Bucki ngham Pal ace, foll owed
by Oxford and Stratford, before flying



on to Paris."

"A sad way to see England; there's so
much nore | could have shown you. "
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"l suspect when the English cone to
Anerica they don't see nuch outside of
New Yor k, Washi ngton, Los Angel es, and
per haps San Franci sco."

"I agree,"” said Mchael, not wanting
to disagree. The waiter cleared away

their enpty plates.

"Can | tenpt you with a dessert,
Debbi e?"

“"No, no, I'mtrying to | ose sone
wei ght . "

M chael slipped a hand gently around
her waist. "You don't need to," he
said. "You feel just perfect.”

She | aughed. He sm | ed.

"Nevertheless, I'll stick to coffee,
pl ease. "

"Alittle brandy?"

"No, thank you, just coffee.”
"Bl ack?"

"Bl ack. "

"Coffee for two, please,"” M chael
said to the hovering waiter.



"I wish | had taken you sonewhere a
littl equieter and | ess ostentatious,"
he said, turning back to Debbie.

n W]y?ll

M chael took her hand. It felt cold.
"I would like to have said things to
you that shouldn't be listened to by
peopl e on the next table.™

"I don't think anyone woul d be
shocked by pl ot they overheard at
El ai ne's, M chael ."

"Very well then. Do you believe in
| ove at first sight?"

"No, but I think it's possible to be
physically attracted to a person on
first meeting them™

“"Well | must confess, | was to you."
Agai n she made no reply.

The coffee arrived and Debbi e

rel eased her hand to take a sip.

M chael followed suit.

"There were one hundred and fifty
wonen in that roomthe night we net,
Debbi e, and ny eyes never left you
once. "

"Even during the fil nP"

"1'"d seen the damm thing a hundred
times. | feared | mght never see you
again."
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"I"mtouched. "

"Why shoul d you be? It nust be
happening to you all the tine."

"Now and then," she said. "But I
haven't taken anyone too seriously
since ny husband left ne."

"I"msorry."

"No need. It's just not that easy to
get over soneone you've lived with for
ten years. | doubt if nmany divorcees
are quite that willing to junp into bed
with the first man who cones al ong as
all the latest filnms suggest."”

M chael took her hand again, hoping
fervently he did not fall into that
cat egory.

"It's been such a | ovely evening. Wy
don't we stroll down to the Carlyle and
|isten to Bobby Short?" Mchael's ABC
friend had recomended the nove if he
felt he was still in with a chance.

"Yes, |I'd enjoy that," said Debbie.

M chael called for the bill -

ei ghty-seven dollars. Had it been his
wife sitting on the other side of the
tabl e he woul d have checked each item
carefully, but not on this occasion. He
just left five twenty dollar bills on
a side plate and didn't wait for the
change. As they stepped out on to 2nd
Avenue, he took Debbie's hand and

toget her they started wal ki ng downt own.
On Madi son Avenue they stopped in front
of shop wi ndows and he bought her a fur
coat, a Cartier watch and a Bal enci aga



dress. Debbie thought it was |ucky that
all the stores were closed.

They arrived at the Carlyle just in
time for the eleven o' clock show A
wai ter, Bashing a pen torch, guided
themthrough the little dark room on
the ground floor to a table in the
corner. Mchael ordered a bottle of
chanpagne as Bobby Short struck up a
chord and drawl ed out the words: "Geor-
gia, Ceorgia, oh, ny sweet "

M chael , now unable to speak to Debbie
above the noise ofthe band, satisfied
hi msel f wi th hol di ng her hand and when
the entertai ner sang, "This tine we

al nrost made the pieces fit, didn't we,
gal ?" he | eaned over and ki ssed her on
t he cheek. She turned and
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smled - was it faintly
conspiratorial, or was heJust w shful
t hi nki ng? - and then she sipped her
chanmpagne. On the dot of twelve, Bobby
Short shut the piano |id and said,
"Goodni ght, ny friends, the tinme has
cone for all you good people to go to
bed - and sonme of you naughty ones
too." Mchael |aughed a little too

| oud but was pl eased that Debbie

| aughed as wel | .

They strolled dowmn Madi son Avenue to
68th Street chatting about

i nconsequential affairs, while

M chael ' s thoughts were of only one
affair. Wien they arrived at her 68th
Street apartnent, she took out her

| at ch key.



"Wul d you |ike a nightcap?" she
asked w t hout any suggestive
I nt onati on.

“No nore drink, thank you, Debbi e,
but | would certainly appreciate a
coffee.”

She led himinto the |iving room

"The fl owers have | asted well," she
teased, and left himto nmake the
coffee. M chael anused hinself by
flicking through an old copy of Tine
magazi ne, | ooking at the pictures, not
taking in the words. She returned
after a few mnutes with a coffee pot
and two small cups on a | acquered
tray. She poured the coffee, black
again, and then sat down next to

M chael on the couch, drawi ng one |eg
underneath her while turning slightly
towards him M chael downed his coffee
in two gul ps, scalding his nouth
slightly. Then, putting down his cup,
he | eaned over and ki ssed her on the
nmout h. She was still clutching on to
her coffee cup. Her eyes opened
briefly as she nmanoeuvred the cup on
to a side table. After another |ong
ki ss she broke away from hi m

"I ought to make an early start in the
nor ni ng. "

"So should I," said Mchael, "but I
am nore worried about not seeing you
again for a long tine."

"What a nice thing to say," Debbie
replied.

"No, | just care," he said, before
ki ssi ng her agai n.



This tinme she responded; he slipped
one hand on to her breast while the
ot her one began to undo the row of
little buttons down the back of her
dress. She broke away again.
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"Don't let's do anything we'll regret.”

"I know we won't regret it," said
M chael .

He then kissed her on the neck and
shoul ders, slipping her dress off as he
noved deftly down her body to her
breast, delighted to find she wasn't
wearing a bra.

"Shall we go upstairs, Debbie? I'mtoo
old to make | ove on the sofa.”

Wt hout speaking, she rose and led him
by the hand to her bedroom which snell ed
faintly and deliciously of the scent she
hersel f was weari ng.

She switched on a small bedside |ight
and took offthe rest of her cl othes,
letting themfall where she stood.

M chael never once took his eyes off her
body as he undressed clunmsily on the

ot her side of the bed. He slipped under
t he sheets and qui ckl yjoi ned her. Wen
they had finished maki ng | ove, an

experi ence he hadn't enjoyed as nuch for
a long tine, he lay there pondering on
the fact that she had succunbed at all
especially on their first date.

They lay silently in each other's arns



bef ore nmaking | ove for a second tine,

whi ch was every bit as delightful as the
first. Mchael then fell into a deep

sl eep.

He woke first the next norning and
stared across at the beautiful worman who
|l ay by his side. The digital clock on

t he bedsi de tabl e showed seven-o-three.
He touched her forehead lightly with his
| i ps and began to stroke her hair. She
woke lazily and smled up at him Then

t hey made norning |l ove, slowy, gently,
but every bit as pleasing as the night
before. He didn't speak as she sli pped
out of bed and ran a bath for himbefore
going to the kitchen to prepare
breakfast. M chael relaxed in the hot
bat h crooni ng a Bobby Short nunber at
the top of his voice. How he w shed that
Adrian could see himnow He dried

hi nsel f and dressed before joining
Debbie in the smart little kitchen where
t hey shared-breakfast together. Eggs,
bacon, toast, English nmarnal ade, and
steam ng bl ack coffee. Debbie then had

a bath and dressed while M chael read
the New York Tinmes. \Wen she reappeared
in the living room
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wearing a smart coral dress, he was
sorry to be |eaving so soon.

"We nust | eave now, or you'll mss
your flight."

M chael rose reluctantly and Debbi e
drove himback to his hotel, where he
quickly threw his clothes into a
suitcase, settled the bill for his



unsl ept-in doubl e bed and joi ned her
back in the car. On the journey to the
ai rport they chatted about the com ng
el ections and punpkin pie alnost as if
they had been married for years or
were both avoiding admtting the

previ ous ni ght had ever happened.

Debbi e dropped M chael in front of

the Pan Am buil ding and put the car in
the parking | ot before joining himat
t he check-in counter. They waited for
his flight to be call ed.

"Pan Anerican announces the departure
of their Flight Nunmber 006 to London
Heathrow. WIIl all passengers pl ease
proceed with their boarding passes to
Gat e Nunber N ne?"

When they reached the
"passengers-only" barrier, M chael

t ook Debbie briefly in his arns.
"Thank you for a nenorable evening,"
he sai d.

“"No, it is | who nust thank you,
M chael ," she replied as she kissed
hi m on t he cheek.

"1 must confess | hadn't thought it
would end up quite like that," he
sai d.

"Why not?" she asked.

"Not easy to explain," he replied,
searching for words that would netter
and not enbarrass. "Let's say | was
surprised that "

"You were surprised that we ended up
I n bed together on our first night?
You shouldn't be."



"I shoul dn't?"

“No, there's a sinple enough
explanation. My friends all told ne
when | got divorced to find nyself a
man and have a one-night stand. The

| dea sounded fun but | didn't Iike the
t hought of the nen in New York
thinking | was easy." She touched him
gently on the side of his face. "So
when | net
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you and Adrian, both safely living
over three thousand mles away, |

t hought to nyself "whi chever one of
you comes back first' "
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"Life is a game", said A. T. Pierson
thus imortalizing hinsel fw thout
actually having to do any real work.
Though E. M Forster showed nore

I nsi ght when he wote "Fate is the
Umpire, and Hope is the Ball, which is
why | will never score a century at
Lord' s."

Wien | was a freshman at University,

my roommate invited ne to have di nner
in a sporting club to which he bel onged
called Vincent's. Such institutions do
not differ greatly around the Western
worl d. They are always brinful of
outrageously fit, healthy young

ani mal s, whose sole purpose in life
seens to be to chall enge the opposition



of sonme nei ghbouring institution to
ridiculous feats of physical strength.
My host's main rivals, he told ne with
under graduate fervour, cane froma

hi gh-t hi nki ng, plain-living
establ i shnent which had dozed the
unworl dly centuries away in the flat,
dull, fen country of Engl and,
cartographically described on the map
as Canbridge. Now the ultimate anbition
of men such as ny host was sinple
enough: m whi chever sport they aspired
to beat the "Tabs" the select few were
rewarded wwth a Blue. As there is no

ot her way of gaining this distinction
at either Oxford or Canbridge, every
place in the teamis contested for with
consi derabl e zeal. A man may be

sel ected and indeed play in every other
mat ch of the season for the University,
even go on to represent his country,

but if he does not play in the Oxford
and Canbri dge match, he cannot descri be
hi rsel f as a Bl ue.

My story concerns a delightful
character | nmet that even 101
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i ng when | dined as a guest at
Vincent's. The undergraduate to whom |
refer was in his final year. He cane
fromthat part of the world that we
still dared to describe in those days
(without a great deal of thought) as
the colonies. He was an Indian by
birth, and the son of a man whose nane
i n Engl and was a household word, if
not a | egend, for he had captai ned
Oxford and India at cricket, which
meant that outside of the British
Commonweal th he was about as well
known as Babe Ruth is to the English.



The young man's father had added to
his fame by scoring a century at
Lord's when captaining the University
cricket side against Canbridge. In
fact, when he went on to captain India
agai nst Engl and he used to take pride
In wearing his creamsweater with the
wi de dark blue band around the neck
and wai st. The son, experts predicted,
would carry on in the famly
tradition. He was in nuch the sane
mould as his father, tall and rangy
with jet-black hair, and as a
cricketer, a fine right-handed bat snan
and a useful left-armspin bow er
(Those of you who have never been able
to conprehend the English | anguage | et
al one the game of cricket mght well
be tenpted to ask why not a fine

ri ght-arm batsman and a usefu

| eft - handed spin bow er. The Engli sh,
however, always cover such silly
guestions with the words: Tradition,
dear boy, tradition.)

The young | ndi an undergraduate, |ike
his father, had cone up to Oxford with
consi derably nore interest in defeat-

I ng Canbridge than the exam ners. As a
freshman, he had pl ayed agai nst nost
of the English county sides, notching
up a century against three of them
and on one occasion taking five

W ckets in an innings. A week before
the big match agai nst Canbridge, the
ski pper informed himthat he had won
his Blue and that the nanes of the
chosen el even woul d be officially
announced in The Tines the foll ow ng
day. The young man tel egraphed his
father in Calcutta with the news, and
then went off for a celebratory dinner
at Vincent's. He entered the Cub's
dining roomin high spirits to the



traditional round of appl ause afforded
to a new Blue, and as he
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was about to take a seat he observed
the boat crew, all nine of them around
acircular table at the far end of the
room He wal ked across to the captain
of boats and remarked: "I thought you
chaps sat one behind each other."

Wt hin seconds, four thirteen-stone
men were sitting on the new Blue while
the cox poured a jug of cold water over
hi s head.

"Ifyou fail to score a century", said
one oar, "we'l|l use hot water next
time." When the four oars had returned
to their table, the cricketer rose
slowy, straightened his tie in nock

I ndi gnation, and as he passed the
crews' table, patted the five-foot one
i nch, 102-pound cox on the head and
said, "Even losing teans should have a
mascot . "

This tinme they only laughed but it was
In the very act of patting the cox on
the head that he first noticed his
thunb felt alittle bruised and he
commented on the fact to the

wi cket - keeper who had joined himfor
dinner. A large entrecote steak arrived
and he found as he picked up his knife
that he was unable to grip the handl e
properly. He tried to put the

I nconveni ence out of his mnd, assum ng
all would be well by the foll ow ng
norni ng. But the next day he woke in
consi derabl e pain and found to his



di smay that the thunb was not only

bl ack but also badly swollen. After
reporting the news to his captain he
took the first available train to
London for a consultation with a Harl ey
Street specialist. As the carriage
rattl ed through Berkshire, he read in
The Times that he had been awarded his
Bl ue.

The specialist studied the offending
thunb for sone considerable tine and
expressed his doubt that the young man
woul d be able to hold a ball, et alone
a bat, for at least a fortnight. The
prognosi s turned out to be accurate and
our hero sat disconsolate in the stand
at Lord's, watching Oxford | ose the
match and the twelfth nman gain his
Blue. His father, who had fl own over
from Cal cutta especially for the
encounter, offered his condol ences,

poi nting out that he still had two
years left in which to gain the honour.

As his second Trinity term approached,
even the young
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man forgot his di sappointnment and in

t he opening nmatch of the season

agai nst Sonerset scored a nenorable
century, full of cuts and drives that
rem nded afici onados of his father.
The son had been nade Secretary of
cricket in the closed season as it was
uni versal |l y acknow edged that only bad
| uck and the boat crew had stopped him
fromreaping his just reward as a
freshman. Once again, he played in
every fixture before the needl e match,



but in the |last four ganes agai nst
county teans he failed to score nore
than a dozen runs and did not take a
single wi cket, while his imedi ate
rivals excelled thensel ves. He was
goi ng through a | ean patch, and was
the first to agree with his captain
that with so nuch tal ent around that
year he should not be risked agai nst
Canbri dge. Once agai n he wat ched
Oxford | ose the Blues match and his
opposi te nunber the Canbridge
Secretary, Robin Cakley, score a
faultless century. A man well into his
sixties sporting an MCC tie canme up to
t he young Indian during the gane,
patted hi mon the shoul der, and
remar ked that he woul d never forget
the day his father had scored a
hundred agai nst Canbridge: it didn't
hel p.

When the cricketer returned for his
final year, he was surprised and
delighted to be selected by his fell ow
teammates to be captain, an honour
never previously afforded to a nan who
had not been awarded the coveted Bl ue.
Hi s peers recogni sed his outstanding
work as Secretary and knew if he coul d
reproduce the formof his freshman
year he woul d undoubtedly not only win
a Blue but go on to represent his
country.

The tradition at Oxford is that in a
man's final year he does not play
cricket until he has sat School s,

whi ch | eaves hi menough tinme to play
in the last three county matches
before the Varsity match. But as the
new captain had no interest in
graduating, he by-passed tradition and
pl ayed cricket fromthe opening day of



t he sunmer season. Hi s touch never
failed himfor he batted magnificently
and on those rare occasi ons when he
did have an off-day with the bat, he
bow ed superbly. During the term he
led Oxford to
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victory over three county sides, and
his team | ooked well set for their
revenge in the Varsity match.

As the day of the match drew nearer

the cricket correspondent of The Tines
wrote that anyone who had seen hi m bat
this season felt sure that the young

I ndi an woul d-follow his father into the
record books by scoring a century

agai nst Canbridge: but the
correspondent did add that he m ght be
vul nerabl e against the early attack of
Bill Potter, the Canbridge fast bow er.

Everyone wanted the Oxford captain to
succeed, for he was one of those rare
and gifted nen whose charm creates no
enem es.

When he announced his Blues teamto
the press, he did not send a tel egram
to his father for fear that the news
m ght bring bad luck, and for good
measure he did not speak to any nenber
of the boat crew for the entire week

| eading up to the match. The ni ght
before the final encounter he retired
to bed at seven al though he did not

sl eep.

On the first norning of the three-day
mat ch, the sun shone brightly in an



al nost cl oudl ess sky and by el even
o'clock a fair sized crowd were already
in their seats. The two captains in
open necked white shirts, spotless
white pressed trousers and freshly
creaned white boots cane out to study
the pitch before they tossed.. Robin
Cakl ey of Canbridge won and el ected to
bat .

By lunch on the first day Canbridge
had scored seventynine for three and in
the early afternoon, when his fast

bow ers were tired fromtheir second
spell and had not managed an early

br eakt hr ough, the captain put

hi nsel fon. When he was straight, the
ball didn't reach a full length, and
when he bow ed a full |ength, he was
never straight; he quickly took hinself
off. His | ess established bow ers nman-
aged the necessary breakt hrough and
Canbridge were all out an hour after
tea for 208.

The Oxford openers took the crease at
ten to six; forty mnutes to see

t hrough before close of play on the
first day.
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The captain sat padded up on the
pavi |l ion bal cony, waiting to be called
upon only if a wicket fell. H's

I nstructions had been clear: no

heroi cs, bat out the forty mnutes so
that Oxford could start afresh the next
nmorning with all ten wi ckets intact.
Wth only one over left before the

cl ose of play, the young freshman
opener had his mddle stunp renoved by



Bill Potter, the Canbridge fast bow er.
Oxford were eleven for one. The captain
came to the crease with only four balls
left to face before the clock would
show six-thirty. He took his usual
guard, mddle and | eg, and prepared
himself to face the fastest man in the
Canbridge side. Potter's first delivery
came rocketing down and was j ust short
of a length, noving away outside the

of fstunp. The ball nicked the corner of
the bat - or was it pad? - and carried
to first slip, who dived to his right
and took the catch | ow down. El even
Canbri dge nmen screaned "Howzat". WAs
the captain going to be out - for a
duck? Wthout waiting for the unpire's
deci sion he turned and wal ked back to
the pavilion, allowing no expression to
appear on his face though he
continually hit the side of his pad
with his bat. As he clinbed the steps
he saw his father, sitting on his own
in the menbers' enclosure. He wal ked on
t hrough the Long Room to cries of "Bad
| uck, old fellow' from nen hol di ng

sl oppi ng pints of beer, and "Better

| uck in the second innings" from

| ar ge-bel l i ed ol d Bl ues.

The next day, Oxford kept their heads
down and put togetlLer a total of 181
runs, |eaving thenselves only a twenty-
seven run deficit. Wen Canbridge
batted for a second tine they pressed
honme their slight advantage and the
captain's bowing figures ended up as
el even avers, no mai dens, no w ckets,
forty-two runs. He took his team off
the field at the end of play on the
second day with Canbridge standi ng at
167 for seven, Robin Gakley the

Canbri dge captain having notched up a
respectabl e sixty-three not out, and he



| ooked wel |l set for a century.

On the norning of the third day, the
Oxford quickies renmoved the |ast three
Canbri dge w ckets for nineteen runs
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in forty m nutes and Robin QCakley ran
out of partners, and left the field
W th eighty-nine not out. The Oxford
captain was the first to conm serate
with him "At |east you notched a
hundred | ast year," he added.

"True," replied Cakley, "so perhaps
It's your turn this year. But not if
|'"ve got anything to do with it!"

The Oxford captain smled at the

t hought of scoring a century when his
teamonly needed 214 runs at a little
under a run a mnute to win the match.

The two Oxford openi ng batsnmen began
their innings just before m dday and
remai ned together until the | ast over
before | unch when the freshman was once
agai n clean bow ed by Canbridge's ace
fast bower, Bill Potter. The captain
sat on the bal cony nervously, padded up
and ready. He | ooked down on the bald
head of his father, who was chatting to
a fornmer captain of England. Both nen
had scored centuries in the Varsity

mat ch. The captain pulled on his gloves
and wal ked slowly down the pavilion
steps, trying to | ook casual; he had
never felt nore nervous in his life. As
he passed his father, the ol der man
turned his sun-burned Ace towards his
only child and smled. The crowd warmy



appl auded the captain all the way to
the crease. He took guard, m ddl e and
| eg again, and prepared to face the
attack. The eager Potter who had
despatched the captain so brusquely in
the first innings cane thundering down
towards himhoping to be the cause of a
pair. He delivered a magnificent first
ball that swung in fromhis | egs and
beat the captain all ends up, hitting
himw th a thud on the front pad.

"Howzat ?" screaned Potter and the
entire Canbridge side as they |eaped in
the air.

The captain | ooked up apprehensively

at the unpire who took his hands out of
hi s pockets and noved a pebble from one
palmto the other to remi nd himthat
anot her ball had been bow ed. But he
affected no interest in the appeal. A
sigh of relief went up fromthe nenbers
in the pavilion. The captain managed to
see through the rest of the over and

107
A Quiocr Full of Arrows

returned to | unch nought not out, with
his side twenty-four for one.

After lunch Potter returned to the
attack. He rubbed the | eather ball on
his red-stai ned flannels and hurl ed

hi msel f forward, | ooking even fiercer
than he had at start of play. He

rel eased his mssile with every ounce
of venom he possessed, but in so doing
he tried a little too hard and the
delivery was badly short. The captain
| eaned back and hooked the ball to the
Tavern boundary for four, and fromthat



nonment he never | ooked as if anyone
woul d prise himfromthe crease. He
reached his fifty in seventy-one

m nutes, and at ten past four the
Oxford teamcane into tea with the
score at 171 for five and the skipper
on eighty-two not out. The young man
did not ook at his father as he
clinbed the steps of the pavilion. He
needed anot her ei ghteen runs before he
could do that and by then his team
woul d be safe. He ate and drank not hi ng
at tea, and spoke to no one.

After twenty mnutes a bell rang and
the el even Canbridge nmen returned to
the field. A mnute later, the captain
and his partner wal ked back out to the
crease, their open white shirts
flapping in the breeze. Two hours |eft
for the century and victory. The
captain's partner only |asted anot her
five balls and the captain

hi nsel f seened to have | ost that natura
fl ow he had possessed before tea,
struggling into the nineties with ones
and twos. The |ight was getting bad and
it took hima full thirty mnutes to
reach ninety-nine, by which tinme he had
| ost anot her partner: 194 for seven. He
remai ned on ni nety-nine for twelve

m nut es, when Robin Qakl ey the

Canbri dge captain took the new ball and
brought his ace speed man back into the
attack.

Then there occurred one of the nost
amazi ng incidents | have ever w tnessed
in a cricket match. Robin Gakley set an
attacking field for the new ball -
three slips, a gully, cover point, md
off, md on, md w cket and a short
square leg, a truly vicious circle. He
then tossed the ball to Potter who knew



this would be his [ast chance to
capture the Oxford captain's w cket and
save the match; once he had scored the
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century he would surely knock off the
rest of the runs in a matter of

m nutes. The sky was becom ng bl eak as
a bank of dark clouds passed over the
ground, but this was no tine to | eave
the field for bad light. Potter shone
the new ball once nore on his white
trousers and thundered up to hurl a
delivery that the captain jabbed at and
m ssed. One or two fielders raised
their hands w thout appealing. Potter
returned to his mark, shining the bal
with even nore relish and left a red

bl ood-1i ke stain down the side of his
thigh. The second ball, a yorker, beat
the captain conpletely and nust have

m ssed the off stunp by about an inch;
there was a general sigh around the
ground. The third ball hit the captain
on the mddle of the pad and the el even
Canbridge nmen threw their arnms in the
air and screaned for | eg before w cket
but the unpire was not noved. The
captain jabbed at the fourth ball and
it carried tentatively to md on, where
Robi n Cakl ey had placed hinmself a nere
twenty yards in front of the bat,

wat ching his adversary in disbelief as
he set offfor a run he could never hope
to conplete. His batting partner
remained firmy in his crease,

I ncredul ous: one didn't run when the
ball was hit to md on unless it was
the | ast delivery of the nmatch

The captain of Oxford, now stranded



fifteen yards fromsafety, turned and

| ooked at the captain of Canbridge, who
held the ball in his hand. Robin QGakl ey
was about to toss the ball to the

w cket - keeper who in turn was waiting
to renove the bails and send the Oxford
captain back to the pavilion, run out
for ninety-nine, but Cakley hesitated
and, for several seconds the two

gl adi ators stared at each other and
then the Canbridge captain placed the
ball in his pocket. The Oxford captain
wal ked slowy back to his crease while
the crowd remained silent in disbelief.
Robi n Cakl ey tossed the ball to Potter
who t hundered down to deliver the fifth
ball, which was short, and the Oxford
captain effortlessly placed it through
the covers for four runs. The crowd
rose as one and old friends in the
pavilion thunped the father's back.

He smled for a second tine.
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Potter was now advancing with his
final effort and, exhausted, he
delivered anot her short ball which
shoul d have been despatched to the
boundary with ease but the Oxford
captai n took one pace backwards and
hit his own stunps. He was out, hit

w cket, bowl ed Potter for 103. The
crowd rose for a second tine as he

wal ked back to the pavilion and grown
men who had been decorated in two wars
had tears in their eyes. Seven n nutes
| ater, everyone left the field,
drenched by a thunderstorm

The natch ended in a draw.
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Septinmus Horatio Cornwal lis did not
live up to his nanme. Wth such a nane
he shoul d have been a cabi net

mnister, an admral, or at |east a
rural dean. In fact, Septinus Horatio
Cornwal lis was a cl ains adj uster at

t he head office of the Prudenti al
Assurance Conpany Limted, 172 Hol born
Bars, London LCl.

Septinmus's nanes coul d be bl aned on
his O her, who had a small know edge
of Nel son, on his nother who was
superstitious, and on his

great - great - gr eat - gr andf at her who was
all eged to have been a second cousin
of the illustrious Governor-Ceneral of
India. On | eaving school Septinus, a
thin, anaem c young man prenaturely
bal di ng, joined the Prudenti al
Assurance Conpany; his careers naster
having told himthat it was an ideal
opening for a young man with his
gualifications. Sone tinme |ater, when
Septinmus reflected on the advice, it
worried him because even he realised
that he had no qualifications. Despite
this set-back, Septinus rose slowy
over the years fromoffice boy to
clainms adjuster (not so nuch cli nbing
the | adder as resting upon each rung
for some considerable tine), which
afforded himthe grandiose title of
assi stant deputy manager (cl ains
depart nent)

Septimus spent his day in a gl ass
cubicle on the sixth floor, adjusting
clainms and recommendi ng paynents of
anything up to one mllion pounds. He



felt if he kept his nose clean (one of
Septimus's favourite expressions), he
woul d, after another twenty years,
beconme a manager (clains departnent)
and have walls around himthat you
couldn't see through and a carpet that
wasn't laid in small squares of
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slightly differing shades of green. He
m ght even becone one of those
signatures on the mllion pound
cheques.

Septinmus resided in Sevenoaks wth
his wife, Norma, and his two children,
W nston and Elizabeth, who attended
the | ocal conprehensive school. They
woul d have gone to the gramrmar school,
he regularly infornmed his coll eagues,
but the Labour governnent had stopped
all that.

Septinmus operated his daily life by
means of a set of invariant
sub-routines, like a primtive

m croprocessor, while he supposed
himself to be a great foll ower of
tradition and discipline. For if he
was nothing, he was at |east a
creature of habit. Had, for sone
unexpl i cabl e reason, the K G B. wanted
to assassinate Septinus, all they
woul d have had to do was put hi m under
surveill ance for seven days and they
woul d have known his every novenent

t hr oughout the working year.

Septimus rose every norning at
seven-fifteen and donned one of his
two pin-head patterned dark suits. He



| eft his honme at 47 Pal nerston Drive
at seven-fifty-five, having consuned
his i nvariabl e breakfast of one
soft-boil ed egg, two pieces of toast,
and two cups of tea. On arriving at

Pl atf orm One of Sevenoaks station he
woul d purchase a copy of the Daily
Express before boarding the

ei ght -twenty-seven to Cannon Street.
During the journey Septinus would read
hi s newspaper and snoke two
cigarettes, arriving at Cannon Street
at nine-seven. He would then walk to
the office, and be sitting at his desk
in his glass cubicle on the sixth
floor, confronting the first claimto
be adjusted, by nine-thirty. He took
his coffee break at el even, allow ng
hi msel f the luxury of two nore
cigarettes, when once again he would
regal e his colleagues with the

I magi ned achi evenents of his children.
At eleven-fifteen he returned to work.

At one o' clock he would | eave the

G eat Gothic Cathedral (another of his
expressions) for one hour, which he
passed at a pub called The Havel ock
where he would drink a hal f-pint of
Carl sberg lager with a dash of |ine,
and eat the dish of the day. After he
finished his lunch, he would once
agai n snoke
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two cigarettes. At one-fifty-five he
returned to the insurance records until
the fifteen mnute tea break at four

o' cl ock whi ch was anot her ritual
occasion for two nore cigarettes. On
the dot of five-thirty, Septinus would



pick up his unbrella and reinforced
steel briefcase with the initials

S HC in silver on the side and | eave,
doubl e |1 ocking his glass cubicle. As he
wal ked t hrough the typing pool, he
woul d announce with a mechani cal
jauntiness "See you sane tinme tonorrow,
girls", huma few bars from The Sound
of Music in the descending lift, and
then wal k out into the torrent of

of fi ce workers surgi ng down Hi gh

Hol born. He woul d stride purposefully
towards Cannon Street station, unbrella
tappi ng away on the pavenent while he
rubbed shoul ders wi th bankers,

shi ppers, oil nen, and brokers, not

di scontent to think hinself part of the
great City of London.

Once he reached the station, Septinus
woul d purchase a copy of the Evening
Standard and a packet of ten Benson &
Hedges cigarettes fromSmth's
bookstall, placing both on the top of
his Prudential docunents already in the
bri efcase. He woul d board the fourth
carriage of the train on PlatformFive
at five-fifty, and secure his favoured
w ndow seat in a closed conpart nent
facing the engine, next to the balding
gentleman with the inevitabl e Financi al
Ti mes, and opposite the smartly dressed
secretary who read | ong romanti c novel s
to somewhere beyond Sevenoaks. Before
sitting down he woul d extract the
Eveni ng Standard and the new packet of
Benson & Hedges from his briefcase, put
them both on the arnrest of his seat,
and place the briefcase and his rolled
unbrella on the rack above him Once
settl ed, he would open the packet of
cigarettes and snoke the first of the
two which were allocated for the
journey while reading the Evening



Standard. This would | eave himeight to
be snoked before catching the
five-fifty the foll ow ng eveni ng.

As the train pulled into Sevenoaks
station, he would nmunbl e goodni ght to
his fell ow passengers (the only word he
ever spoke during the entire journey)
and | eave, nmking his way straight to

t he sem -detached at 47 Pal nerston
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Drive, arriving at the front door a
little before six-forty-five. Between
six-forty-five and seven-thirty he
woul d finish reading his paper or
check over his children's honmework
with a tut-tut when he spotted a

m st ake, or a sigh when he coul dn't
fathomthe new mat hs. At seven-thirty
his "good | ady" (another of his
favoured expressions) would place on
the kitchen table in front of himthe
Wman's Omn dish of the day or his
favourite dinner of three fish
fingers, peas and chips. He would then
say "IfGod had neant fish to have
fingers, he would have given them
hands," | augh, and cover the obl ong
fish with tomato sauce, consuni ng the
neal to the acconpani nent of his
wife's recital of the day's events. At
ni ne, he watched the real news on BBC
| (he never watched ITV) and at
ten-thirty he retired to bed.

This routine was adhered to year in
year out with breaks only for

hol i days, for which Septinus naturally
al so had a routine. Alternate

Chri stmases were spent with Norma's



parents in Watford and the ones in
between with Septinus's sister and
brother-in-law in Epsom while in the
sumrer, their high spot of the year,
the famly took a package holiday for
two weeks in the A ynpic Hotel, Corfu.

Septimus not only liked his
life-style, but was distressed if for
any reason his routine nmet with the
slightest interference. This hundrum
exi stence seened certain to last him
fromwonb to tonb, for Septinus was
not the stuff on which authors base
two hundred thousand word sagas.
Nevert hel ess there was one occasi on
when Septinus's routine was not nerely
interfered with, but frankly,
shattered.

One evening at five-twenty-seven

when Septinus was closing the file on
the last claimfor the day, his

I mredi ate superior, the Deputy
Manager, called himin for a consulta-
tion. Oming to this gross |ack of

consi deration, Septinmus did not nanage
to get anay fromthe office until a
few mnutes after six. Al though
everyone had left the typing pool,
still he saluted the enpty desks and
silent typewiters with the invariable
"See you sane tine tonorrow, girls,"
and hum
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med a few bars of Edelweiss to the
descending lift. As he stepped out of
the G eat Gothic Cathedral it started
to rain. Septinus reluctantly undid his
neatly rolled unbrella, and putting it



up dashed t hrough the puddl es, hoping
that he would be in tine to catch the
six-thirty-two. On arrival at Cannon
Street, he queued for his paper and
cigarettes and put themin his
bri ef case before rushing on to Platform
Five. To add to his annoyance, the

| oudspeaker was announcing wth
perfunctory apology that three trains
had al ready been taken off that evening
because of a go sl ow.

Septinus eventual ly fought his way

t hrough the dripping, bustling crowds
to the sixth carriage of a train that
was not schedul ed on any tinetable. He
di scovered that it was filled with
peopl e he had never seen before and,
wor se, al nost every seat was al ready
occupied. In fact, the only place he
could find to sit was in the m ddle of
the train with his back to the engine.
He threw his briefcase and creased
unbrella onto the rack above hi mand
reluctantly squeezed hinselfinto the
seat, before | ooking around the
carriage. There was not a famliar face
anong the other six occupants. A wonan
with three children nore than filled
the seat opposite him while an elderly
man was sl eeping soundly on his left.
On the other side of him | eaning over
and | ooki ng out of the w ndow, was a
young man of about twenty.

When Septinus first laid eyes on the
boy he couldn't believe what he saw.
The youth was clad in a black | eather

j acket and skin-tight jeans and was
whistling to hinself. His dark, creaned
hair was conbed up at the front and
down at the sides, while the only two
col ours of the young man's outfit that
mat ched were his jacket and



fingernails. But worst of all to one of
Septinus's sensitive nature was the

sl ogan printed in boot studs on the
back of his jacket. "Hell Hitler" it
decl ared unashanedly over a

whi t e- pai nted Nazi sign and, as if that
were not enough, below the swastika in
gol d shone the words: "Up yours". Wat
was the country com ng to? thought
Septimus. They ought to bring back

Nati onal Service for delinquents |ike
that. Septinus hinself,
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had not been eligible for National
Service on account of his flat feet.

Septimus decided to ignore the
creature, and picking up the packet of
Benson & Hedges on the arnrest by his
side, |it one and began to read the
Eveni ng Standard. He then repl aced the
packet of cigarettes on the arnrest,
as he always did, know ng he woul d
snoke one nore before reaching Seven-
oaks. Wen the train eventually noved
out of Cannon Street the darkly cl ad
yout h turned towards Septinmus and,
glaring at him picked up the packet
of cigarettes, took one, lit it, and
started to puff away. Septinus could
not believe what was happeni ng. He was
about to protest when he realised that
none of his regulars was in the
carriage to back himup. He considered
the situation for a nonent and deci ded
that Discretion was the better part of
Val our. (Yet another of the sayings of
Septinus.)

When the train stopped at Petts Wod,



Septimus put down the newspaper

al t hough he had scarcely read a word
and as he nearly always did, took his
second cigarette. He lit it, inhaled,
and was about to retrieve the Evening
St andard when the youth grabbed at the
corner, and they ended up with half

t he paper each. This tinme Septinus did
| ook around the carriage for support.
The chil dren opposite started
giggling, while their nother

consci ously averted her eyes from what
was taking place, obviously not
wanting to becone involved; the old
man on Septimnmus's |eft was now
snoring. Septinus was about to secure
t he packet of cigarettes by putting
themin his pocket when the youth
pounced on them renoved anot her and
lit it, inhaled deeply, and then bl ew
the snoke quite deliberately across
Septinmus's face before placing the
cigarettes back on the arnrest.
Septimus's answering glare expressed
as much nal evol ence as he was able to
proj ect through the grey haze.
Ginding his teeth in fury, he
returned to the Evening Standard, only
to discover that he had ended up with
situations vacant, used cars and
sports sections, subjects in which he
had absolutely no interest. H's one
conpensati on, however, was his cer
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tainty that sport was the only section
the oik really wanted. Septinmus was now,
I n any case, incapable of reading the
paper, trenbling as he was with the
outrages perpetrated by his nei ghbour.



H s thoughts were now turning to

revenge and gradually a plan began to
formin his mnd with which he was
confident the youth would be left in no
doubt that virtue can sonetinmes be nore
than its own reward. (A variation on a
saying of Septinus.) He smled thinly
and, breaking his routine, he took a
third cigarette and defiantly placed the
packet back on the arnrest. The youth

st ubbed out his own cigarette and, as if
taki ng up the chall enge, picked up the
packet, renoved another one and lit it.
Septinus was by no neans beaten; he
puffed his way quickly through the weed,
stubbed it out, a quarter unsnoked, took
a fourth and lit it imedi ately. The
race was on for there were now only two
cigarettes left. But Septinus, despite

a great deal of puffing and coughing,
managed to finish his fourth cigarette
ahead of the youth. He | eaned across the
| eat herj acket and stubbed his cigarette
out in the window ashtray. The carriage
was now filled with snoke, but the youth
was still puffing as fast as he coul d.
The chil dren opposite were coughi ng and
t he woman was wavi ng her arns around
like a wwndm|l. Septinus ignored her
and kept his eye on the packet of
cigarettes while pretending to read
about Arsenal's chances in the FA cup.

Septimnmus then recall ed Montgonery's

maxi mthat surprise and timng in the
final analysis are the weapons of
victory. As the youth finished his
fourth cigarette and was stubbing it out
the train pulled slowly into Seveneaks
station. The youth's hand was rai sed,
but Septinus was qui cker. He had

antici pated the eneny's next nove, and
now sei zed the cigarette packet. He took
out the ninth cigarette and, placing it



between his lips, lit it slowy and

| uxuriously, inhaling as deeply as he
coul d before bl ow ng the snoke out
straight into the face of the eneny. The
youth stared up at himin di smay.
Septimus then renoved the |ast cigarette
fromthe packet and crunpled the tobacco
I nto shreds be
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tween his first finger and thunb,
allowing the little flakes to 611 back
into the enpty packet. Then he cl osed
t he packet neatly, and with a flourish
replaced the little gold box on the
arnrest. In the sane novenent he

pi cked up from his vacant seat the
sports section of the Evating
Standard, tore the paper in half, in
guarters, in eighths and finally in

si xteenths, placing the little squares
in a neat pile on the youth's | ap.

The train cane to a halt at

Sevencaks. A triunphant Septi nus,
havi ng struck his blow for the silent
majority, retrieved his unbrella and
bri efcase fromthe rack above hi mand
turned to | eave.

As he picked up his briefcase it
knocked the arnrest in front of him
and the lid sprang open. Everyone in
the carriage stared at its contents.
For there, on top of his Prudenti al
docunents, was a neatly fol ded copy of
t he EKni ng Standard and an unopened
packet of ten Benson & Hedges
cigarettes.
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Henry's Hiccup

When the Grand Pasha's first son was
born in 1900 (he had sired twelve
daughters by six w ves) he naned the
boy Henry after his favourite king of
Engl and. Henry entered this world with
nore noney than even the nost bl ase tax
collector could inmgine and therefore
seened destined to live a life of idle
ease.

The Grand Pasha who rul ed over ten

t housand fam lies, was of the opinion
that in time there would be only five
kings left in the world - the kings of
spades, hearts, dianonds, clubs, and
Engl and. Wth this conviction in m nd,
he deci ded that Henry shoul d be
educated by the British. The boy was

t herefore despatched fromhis native
Cairo at the age of eight to enbark
upon a formal education, young enough
to retain only vague recol |l ections of
the noise, the heat, and the dirt of
his birthplace. Henry started his new
life at the Dragon School, which the
G and Pasha' s advi sers assured hi mwas
the finest preparatory school in the

| and. The boy left this establishnent
four years later, having devel oped a
passi onate |l ove for the polo field and
a thorough distaste for the classroom
He proceeded, with the m ni nrum academ c
gqualifications, to Eton, which the
Pasha' s advi sers assured himwas the
best school in Europe. He was gratified
to learn the school had been founded by
his favourite king. Henry spent five
years at Eton, where he added squash,
golf and tennis to his |oves, and
applied mat hematics, jazz and cross-
country running to his dislikes.



On | eavi ng school, he once again
failed to make nore than a passing
| npressi on on the exam ners.
Nevert hel ess. he was
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found a place at Balliol College,
Oxford, which the Pasha's advisers
assured hi mwas the greatest University
in the world. Three years at Balli ol
added two nore loves to his |life horses
and wonen, and three nore ineradicable
aversions: politics, philosophy and
econoni cs.

At the end of his tinme in state
pupillari, he totally failed to inpress
t he exam ners and went down w thout a
degree. Hi s father, who consi dered
young Henry's two goal s agai nst
Canbridge in the Varsity polo match a
whol |y satisfactory result of his

Uni versity career, despatched the boy
on a journey round the world to

conpl ete his education. Henry enjoyed

t he experience, |learning nore on the
race course at Longchanps and in the
back streets of Benghazi than he ever
had acquired fromhis formal upbringing
i n Engl and.

The Grand Pasha woul d have been proud
of the tall, sophisticated and handsone
young man who returned to England a
year | ater showi ng only the slightest
trace of a foreign accent, if he hadn't
di ed before his bel oved son reached
Sout hanpt on. Henry, although

br oken- hearted, was certainly not

broke, as his father had left himsone



twenty mllion in known assets,

I ncluding a racing stud at Suffolk, a
100-foot yacht in Nice, and a palace in
Cairo. But by far the nost inportant of
his father's bequests was the finest
manservant in London, one GodErey

Bar ker. Barker could arrange or
rearrange anything, at a nonent's

noti ce.

Henry, for the | ack of sonething

better to do, settled hinself into his
father's old suite at the Ritz, not
troubling to read the situations vacant
colum in the London Tinzes. Rather he
enbarked on a |ife of single-mnded
dedication to the pursuit of pleasure,
the only career for which Eton, Oxford
and inherited wealth had adequately
equi pped him To do Henry justice, he
had, despite a nore than generous
hel pi ng of charm and good | ooks, enough
common sense to choose carefully those
permtted to spend the unforgiving
mnute wwth him He selected only old
friends fromschool and University who,
al t hough they were wi thout exception
not as well breached as he, weren't the
sort of fellows who
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came begging for the loan of a liver to
cover a ganbling debt. Whenever Henry
was asked what was the first |love of his
life, he was always hard pressed to
choose between horses and wonen, and as
he found it possible to spend the day
with the one and the night with the

ot her without causing any jeal ousy or
recrimnation, he never overtaxed

hi mself with resolving the problem Most



of his horses were fine stallions, fast,
sl eek, velvet-skinned, wth dark eyes
and firmlinbs; this would have
adequat el y descri bed nost of his wonen,
except that they were fillies. Henry
fell in and out of love with every girl
in the chorus line of the London
Pal | adi um and when the affairs had cone
to an end, Barker saw to it that they

al ways received sone suitable nenento to
ensure no scandal ensued. Henry al so won
every classic race on the English turf
before he was thirty-five and Barker

al ways seened to know the right year to
back his master.

Henry's life quickly fell into a

routi ne, never dull. One nonth was spent
In Cairo going through the notions of
attending to his business, three nonths
in the south of France with the

occasi onal excursion to Biarritz, and
for the remai ning eight nonths he
resided at the Ritz. For the four nonths
he was out of London his magnificent
suite overlooking St. Janes's Park

remai ned unoccupi ed. Hi story does not
record whether Henry left the roons
enpty because he disliked the thought of
unknown persons splashing in the sunken
mar bl e bath or because he sinply
couldn't be bothered with the fuss of
signing in and out of the hotel twi ce a
year. The Ritz nanagenent never
commented on the matter to his father;
why should they with the son? This
programe fully accounted for Henry's
year except for the odd trip to Paris
when sone hone counties girl canme a
little too close to the altar. Although
al nost every girl who net Henry wanted
to marry him a good many woul d have
done so even if he had been penniless.
However, Henry saw absolutely no reason



to be faithful to one wonan. "I have a
hundred horses and a hundred mal e
friends,"” he would expl ain when asked.
"Why, should | confine nyself to one
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femal e?" There seened no i nmedi at e
answer to Henry's | ogic.

The story of Henry woul d have ended
there had he continued life as destiny
seened content to allow, but even the
Henrys of this world have the

occasi onal hiccup.

As the years passed Henry grew into
the habit of never planning ahead as
experience - and his able manservant,
Bar ker - had always |led himto believe
that with vast wealth you could
acqui re anything you desired at the

| ast m nute, and cover any
contingencies that arose |later.
However, even Barker couldn't

fornmul ate a contingency plan in
response to M. Chanberlain's
statenent of 3 Septenber, 1939, that
the British people were at war with
Germany. Henry felt it inconsiderate
of Chanberlain to have declared war so
soon after W nbl edon and the QOaks, and
even nore inconsiderate of the Hone
Ofice to advise hima few nonths

| at er that Barker nust stop serving
the Grand Pasha and, until further
notice, serve His Majesty the King

I nst ead.

What coul d poor Henry do? Now in his
fortieth year he was not used to
living anywhere other than the Ritz,



and the Germans who had caused

W nbl edon to be cancell ed were al so
occupying the George Vin Paris and
the Negresco in N ce. As the weeks
passed and daily an invasion seened
nore certain Henry cane to the

di stasteful conclusion that he woul d
have to return to a neutral Cairo
until the British had won the war. It
never crossed Henry's mnd, even for
one nonent, that the British m ght

| ose. After all, they had won the
First Wrld War and therefore they
must win the Second. "Hi story repeats
itsel f" was about the only piece of

wi sdom he recalled clearly fromthree
years of tutorials at Oxford.

Henry sumoned the nmanager of the
Ritz and told himthat his suite was
to be I eft unoccupied until he
returned. He paid one year in advance,
which he felt was nore than enough
time to take care of upstarts |ike
Herr Hitler, and set off for Cairo.
The manager was heard to remark | ater
t hat
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the Grand Pasha's departure for Egypt
was nmost ironic; he was, after all, nore
British than the British.

Henry spent a year at his palace in
Cairo and then found he could bear his
fell ow countrynen no | onger, so he re-
noved hinself to New York only just
before it woul d have been possible for
himto cone face to face with Rommel .
Once in New York, Henry bivouacked in
the Pierre Hotel on Fifth Avenue,



sel ected an Anmerican nmanservant called
Eugene, and waited for M. Churchill to
finish the war. As if to prove his
continuing support for the British, on
the first of January every year he
forwarded a cheque to the Rtz to cover
the cost of his roons for the next

twel ve nont hs.

Henry cel ebrated V-J Day in Tines

Square with a mllion Amrericans and

I mmedi ately nade plans for his return to
Britain. He was surprised and

di sappoi nted when the British Enbassy in
Washi ngton informed himthat it mght be
some tine before he was allowed to
return to the land he | oved, and despite
conti nual pressure and all the influence
he could bring to bear, he was unable to
board a ship for Southanpton until July
1946. Fromthe first-class deck he waved
goodbye to Anerica and Eugene, and

| ooked forward to England and Bar ker.

Once he had stepped off the ship on to
English soil he headed straight for the
Ritz to find his roons exactly as he had
| eft them As far as Henry could see,
not hi ng had changed except that his
manservant (now the barman to a general)
could not be released fromthe arned
forces for at |east another six nonths.
Henry was determined to play his part in
the war effort by surviving w thout him
for the ensuing period, and renenbering
Bar ker's words: "Everyone knows who you
are. Nothing wll change," he felt

confi. dent all would be well. I|Indeed on
t he Bonheur-du-jour in his roomat the
Ritz was an invitation to dine with Lord
and Lady Lynpshamin their Chel sea
Square hone the follow. ing night. It

| ooked as if Barker's prediction was
turning out to be right: everything



woul d be just the sane. Henry penned an
affirmative reply to the invitation,
happy with the
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t hought that he was going to pick up
his life in England exactly where he
had | eft off.

The follow ng evening Henry arrived
on the Chel sea Square doorstep a few
m nutes after eight o' clock. The
Lynpshans, an el derly couple who had
not qualified for the war m any way,
gave every appearance of not even
realising that it had taken place or
that Henry had been absent fromthe
London soci al scene. Their table,
despite rationing, was as fine as
Henry renmenbered and, nore inportant
one ofthe guests present was quite
unl i ke anyone he coul d ever renenber.
Her nanme, Henry learned from his host,
was Victoria Canpbell, and she turned
out to be the daughter of another
guest, Ceneral Sir Ral ph Col quhoun.
Lady Lynpsham confided to Henry over
the quails' eggs that the sad young

t hi ng had | ost her husband when the
allies advanced on Berlin, only a few
days before the Gernmans had
surrendered. For the first tine Henry
felt guilty about not having pl ayed
sone part in the war

Al'l through dinner, he could not take
his eyes fromyoung Victoria whose

cl assi cal beauty was only equall ed by
her well-informed and lively
conversation. He feared he m ght be
staring too obviously at the slim



dark-haired girl with the high cheek
bones; it was like admring a

beauti ful scul pture and wanting to
touch it. Her bewitching smle
elicited an answering smle from al
who received it. Henry did everything
in his power to be the receiver and
was rewarded on several occasions,
aware that, for the first tinme in his
life, he was becom ng totally

I nfatuated - and was delighted to be.

The ensuing courtship was an unusual
one for Henry, in that he nmade no
attenpt to persuade Victoriato
conpl i ance. He was synpat hetic and
attentive, and when she had cone out
of nourni ng he approached her father
and asked if he m ght request his
daughter's hand in marriage. Henry was
overjoyed when first the General
agreed and later Victoria accepted.
After an announcenent in TO Tines they
cel ebrated the engagenent with a small
di nner party at the Ritz,
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attended by one hundred and twenty cl ose
friends who m ght have been forgiven for
comng to a conclusion that Attl ee was
exaggerati ng about his austerity
programre. After the | ast guest had | eft
Henry wal ked Victoria back to her

& her's honme in Belgrave Mews, while

di scussi ng the weddi ng arrangenents and
his plans for the honeynoon.

"Everyt hing nust be perfect for you,
ny angel," he said, as once again he
admred the way her long, dark hair
curled at the shoulders. "W shall be



married in St. Margaret's, Westm nster
and after a reception at the Rtz we
will be driven to Victoria Station where
you will be net by Fred, the senior
porter. Fred will allow no one else to
carry ny bags to the last carriage of
the Golden Arrow. One shoul d al ways have
the | ast carriage, ny darling,"
expl ai ned Henry, "so that one cannot be
di sturbed by other travellers.”

Victoria was i npressed by Henry's
mastery of the arrangenents, especially
remenbering the absence of his
manservant, Barker.

- Henry warned to his thene. "Once we have
boarded the Gol den Arrow, you will be
served with China tea and sone
waf er -t hin snoked sal non sandw ches

whi ch we can enjoy while rel axi ng on our
journey to Dover. When we arrive at the
Channel port, you will be net by Al bert
whom Fred will have alerted. Al bert wl]l
renove the bags fromour carriage, but
not before everyone else has |left the
train. He will then escort us to the
ship, where we will take sherry with the
captain while our bags are being placed
I n cabin nunber three. Like ny father,

| always have cabin nunber three; it is
not only the | argest and nost
confortabl e stateroom on board, but the
cabin is situated in the centre of the
ship, which makes it possible to enjoy
a confortable crossing even shoul d one
have the m sfortune to encounter bad
weat her. And when we have docked in
Calais you will find Pierre waiting for
us. He will have organi sed everything
for the front carriage of the Fleche
do."

"Such a programe nust take a



consi derabl e anount of detail ed
pl anni ng, " suggested Victoria, her hazel
eyes
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sparkling as she listened to her
future husband's description of the
prom sed tour

"More tradition than organisation |
woul d say, ny dear," replied Henry,
smling, as they strolled hand in hand
across Hyde Park. "Although, |

confess, in the past Barker has kept
his eye on things should any untoward
energency arise. In any case | have

al ways had the front carriage of the
Fl eche d' Or because it assures one of
being off the train and away before
anyone realises that you have actually
arrived in the French capital. O her

t han Raynond, of course."

" Raynond?"

"Yes, Raynond, a servant par excellence
who adored ny father, he will have
organi sed a bottle of Veuve O i quot

37 and a little Russian caviar for

the journey. He will al so have ensured
that there is a couch in the railway
carriage should you need to rest, ny
dear."

"You seemto have thought of
everything, Henry darling," she said,
as they entered Bel grave Mews.

"I hope you will think so, Victoria;
for when you arrive in Paris which
have not had the opportunity to visit



for so many years, there will be a

Rol | s- Royce standing by the side of
the carriage, door open, and you wl|l
step out of the Fleche d" Or into the
car and Maurice wll drive us to the
George V, arguably the finest hotel in

Europe. Louis, the manager, wll be on
the steps of the hotel to greet you
and he will conduct us to the bridal
suite with its stunning view of the
city. Amaid wll unpack for you while

you retire to bathe and rest fromthe
tiresone journey. Wien you are fully
recovered we shall dine at Mxin s,
where you will be guided to the corner
table furthest fromthe orchestra by
Marcel, the finest head waiter in the
worl d. As you are seated, the
nmusicians will strike up "A Roomw th
A View ny favourite tune, and we wl|l
then be served with the nost
magni fi cent | angouste you have ever
tasted, of that | can assure you."

Henry and Victoria arrived at the
front door of the general's small
house in Bel grave Mews. He took her
hand before conti nuing.
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"After you have dined, ny dear, we

shall stroll into the Madel ei ne where |
shall buy a dozen red roses from

Paul ette, the nost beautiful flower girl
In Paris. She is alnobst as |lovely as
you." Henry sighed and concl uded: "Then
we shall return to the George V and
spend our first night together."

Victoria' s hazel eyes showed del i ghted
anticipation. "I only wish it could be



tomorrow, " she said.

Henry ki ssed her gallantly on the

cheek and said: "It will be worth
waiting for, ny dear, | can assure you
it wll be a day neither of us wll ever
forget."

“I" msure of that,"” Victoria replied
as he rel eased her hand.

On the norning of his wedding Henry

| eaped out of bed and drew back the

curtains wwth a flourish, only to be
greeted by a steady drizzle.

“"The rain will clear by eleven
o'clock," he said out |oud with i mense
confi dence, and humrmed as he shaved
slowly and wth care.

The weat her had not inproved by

m d-nmorning. On the contrary, heavy rain
was falling by the time Victoria entered
the church. Henry's di sappoi nt nent
evaporated the instant he saw his
beautiful bride; all he could think of
was taking her to Paris. The cerenony
over, the Grand Psha and his wi fe stood
out side the church, a gol den coupl e,
smling for the press photographers as
the | oyal guests scattered danp rice
over them As soon as they decently
could, they set offfor the reception at
the Ritz. Between themthey managed to
chat to every guest present, and they
woul d have been away in better tine had
Victoria been a little quicker changi ng
and the general's toast to the happy
coupl e been considerably shorter. The
guests crowded on to the steps of the
Ritz, overflowing on the the pavenent in
Piccadilly to wave goodbye to the
departing honeynooners, and were only



sheltered fromthe downpour by a
capaci ous red awni ng.

The general's Rolls took the G and
Pasha and his wife to the station, where
t he chauffeur unloaded the bags. Henry
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instructed himto return to the Rtz
as he had everything under control.
The chauffeur touched his cap and
said: "I hope you and nadam have a
wonderful trip, sir,” and left them
Henry stood on the station, |ooking
for Fred. There was no sign of him so
he hailed a passing porter.

"Where is Fred?" inquired Henry.
"Fred who?" cane the reply.

"How i n heaven's nane should |I know?"
said Henry.

"Then how in hell's nane shoul d |
know?" retorted the porter.

Victoria shivered. English rail way
stations are not designed for the
| at est fashion in silk coats.

"Kindly take nmy bags to the end
carriage of the train," said Henry.

The porter |ooked down at the
fourteen bags. "All right," he said
reluctantly.

Henry and Victoria stood patiently in
the cold as the porter | oaded the bags
on to his trolley and trundl ed them



off along the platform

"Don't worry, ny dear," said Henry.
"A cup of Lapsang Souchong tea and
sonme snoked sal non sandw ches and
you'll feel a newgirl."

“I"'mjust fine," said Victoria,
smling, though not quite as

bewi tchingly as normal, as she put her
arm t hrough her husband's. They
stroll ed along together to the end
carri age.

"Can | check your tickets, sir?" said
t he conductor, blocking the entrance
to the | ast carri age.

"My what?" said Henry, his accent
soundi ng unusual | y pronounced.
"Your tic . . . kets," said the
conduct or, consci ous he was addressing
a foreigner.

“I'n the past | have always nade the
arrangenents on the train, ny good
man. "

"Not nowadays you don't, sir. You'l
have to go to the booking office and
buy your tickets |ike everyone el se,
and you' d better be quick about it
because the train is due to leave in a
few m nutes."
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Henry stared at the conductor in

di sbelief. "I assunme ny wife nmay rest

on the train while I go and purchase
the tickets?" he asked.



"No, I"'msorry, sir. No one is allowed
to board the train unless they are in
possession of a valid ticket."

"Remai n here, ny dear," said Henry,
"and | will deal with this little
problemimedi ately. Kindly direct ne
to the ticket office, porter.™

"End of Pl atform Four, governor," said
t he conductor, slammng the train door
annoyed at being described as a porter.

That wasn't quite what Henry had neant
by "direct nme". Nevertheless, he |eft
his bride with the fourteen bags and
somewhat reluctantly headed back
towards the ticket office at the end of
Pl at f orm Four, where he went to the
front of a long |ine.

"There's a queue, you know, mate,"
sonmeone shout ed.

Henry didn't know. "I'min a frightful
hurry," he said.
"And so am|," cane back the reply, "so

get to the back."

Henry had been told that the British
were good at standing in queues, but as
he had never had to join one before
that nonent, he was quite unable to
confirmor deny the runour. He
reluctantly wal ked to the back of a
gqueue. It took sone tine before Henry
reached the front.

"I would like to take the last carriage
to Dover."

"You would |ike what . . . ?"



"The | ast carriage," repeated Henry a
little nore | oudly.

"I amsorry, sir, but every first-class
seat is sold."

"I don't want a seat,"
require the carriage.

said Henry "I

"There are no carriages avail able
nowadays, sir, and as | said, all the

seats in first class are sold. | can
still fix you up in third class."

"I don't mnd what it costs," said
Henry. "l nust travel first class.”

"I don't have a first-class seat, sir.
It wouldn't matter if you could afford
the whole train."
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"I can," said Henry.

"I still don't have a seat left In
first class,” said the clerk

unhel pful |y.

Henry woul d have persisted, but

several people in the queue behind him
were pointing out that there were only
two minutes before the train was due to
| eave and that they wanted to catch it
even if he didn't.

"Two seats then," said Henry, unable
to make hinself utter the words "third

cl ass".

Two green tickets marked Dover were



handed through the little grille. Henry
took them and started to wal k away.

"That will be seventeen and si xpence
pl ease, sir."

"Oh, yes, of course," said Henry

apol ogetically. He funbled in his
pocket and unfol ded one of the three

| arge white five-pound notes he al ways
carried on him

"Don't you have anything snaller?"

"No, | do not," said Henry, who found
the idea of carrying noney vul gar
enough without it having to be in small
denom nati ons.

The cl erk handed back four pounds and

a half-crown. Henry did not pick up the
hal f - cr own.
"Thank you, sir," said the startled
man. It was nore than his Saturday
bonus.

Henry put the tickets in his pocket
and quickly returned to Victoria, who
was smling defiantly against the cold
wind; it was not quite the smle that
had originally captivated him Their
porter had | ong ago di sappeared and
Henry couldn't see another in sight.
The conductor took his tickets and
clipped them

"All aboard," he shouted, waved a
green nag and bl ew his whistle.

Henry quickly threw all fourteen bags
t hrough the open door and pushed
Victoria on to the noving train before
| eapi ng on hinself. Once he had caught



his breath he wal ked down the corridor,
staring into the third class carri ages.
He had never seen one before. The seats
wer e not hi ng nore than thin worn-out
cushi ons, and as he | ooked into one
hal f - f ul
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carriage a young couple junped in and
took the |ast two adjacent seats. Henry
searched frantically for a free
carriage but he was unable even to find
one with two seats together. Victoria
took a single seat in a packed
conmpartnment w thout conplaint, while
Henry sat forlornly on one of the
suitcases in the corridor

"I't wll be different once we're in
Dover," he said, wthout his usual
sel f-confi dence.

"I amsure it will, Henry," she
replied, smling kindly at him

The two- hourjourney seened

I nterm nabl e. Passengers of all shapes
and sizes squeezed past himin the
corridor, treading on his Lobbs

hand- made | eat her shoes, with the

wor ds:

"Sorry, sir.
"Sorry, guy."

"Sorry, mate."

Henry put the blame firmy on the

shoul ders of Clenent Attlee and his
ridi cul ous canpai gn for soci al



equality, and waited for the train to
reach Dover Priory Station. The nonent
the engine pulled in Henry | eaped out
of the carriage first, not |ast, and
called for Albert at the top of his

voi ce. Not hi ng happened, except a

st anpede of people rushed past him on
their way to the ship. Eventually Henry
spotted a porter and rushed over to him
only to find he was already | oadi ng up
his trolley with soneone el se's

| uggage. Henry sprinted to a second man
and then on to a third and waved a
pound note at a fourth, who cane

i mredi at el y and unl oaded the fourteen
bags.

"Where to, guy?" asked the porter
am cabl y.

"The ship," said Henry, and returned
to claimhis bride. He helped Victoria
down fromthe train and they both ran

t hrough the rain until, breathless,

t hey reached the gangpl ank of the ship.
"Tickets, sir,"” said a young officer

in a dark blue uniformat the bottom of
t he gangpl ank.

"l al ways have cabi n nunber three,"
said Henry between breaths.
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"Ofcourse, sir," said the young man
and | ooked at his clip board. Henry
smled confidently at Victori a.

"M. and Ms. WIIliam West."

"l beg your pardon?" said Henry.



"You nmust be M. WIliam West."

"I amcertainly not. I amthe G and
Pasha of Cairo."

"Well, I"msorry, sir, cabin nunber
three is booked in the nane of a M.
WIlliamWst and famly."

"I have never been treated by Captain
Rogers in this cavalier fashion
before," said Henry, his accent now
even nore pronounced. "Send for him

i mredi ately. "

"Captain Rogers was killed in the

war, sir. Captain Jenkins is nowin
command of this ship and he never

| eaves the bridge thirty m nutes before
sailing."

Henry's exasperation was turning to
panic. "Do you have a free cabi n?"

The young officer |ooked down his
l[ist. "No, sir, I'"'mafraid not. The
| ast one was taken a few m nutes ago."

"May | have two tickets?" asked Henry.

"Yes, sir," said the young officer.
"But you'll have to buy them fromthe
booki ng office on the quayside."

Henry deci ded that any further

argunent would be only tinme-consum ng
so he turned on his heel wthout

anot her word, leaving his wife with the
| aden porter. He strode to the booking
of fice..

"Two first-class tickets to Calais,"” he
said firmy.



The man behind the little gl ass pane
gave Henry a tired look. "It's all one
cl ass nowadays, sir, unless you have a
cabin.”

He proffered two tickets. "That w |
be one pound exactly."

Henry handed over a pound note, took
his tickets, and hurried back to the
young of ficer.

The porter was off-loading their
suitcases on to the quayside.

"Can't you take themon board,"” cried
Henry, "and put themin the hol d?"
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“"No, sir, not now. Only the passengers
are allowed on board after the
ten-m nute signal."

Victoria carried two of the smaller
suitcases while Henry hunped the twelve
remai ning ones in relays up the gang-
plank. He finally sat down on the deck
exhausted. Every seat seened already to
be occupi ed. Henry couldn't nake up his
mnd if he was cold fromthe rain or
hot fromhis exertions. Victoria's
smle was fixed firmy in place as she
t ook Henry's hand.

"Don't worry about a thing, darling,"
she said. "Just relax and enjoy the
crossing; it will be such fun being out
on deck together."

The ship noved sedately out of the



calmof the bay into the Dover Straits.
Later that night Captaindenkins told
his wife that the twenty-five mle

j ourney had been anong the nost

unpl easant crossings he had ever

experi enced. He added that he had
nearly turned back when his second
officer, a veteran of two wars, was
violently sick. Henry and Victoria
spent nost of the trip hanging over the
rails getting rid of everything they
had consuned at their reception. Two
peopl e had never been nore happy to see
land in their life than Henry and
Victoria were at the first sight of the
Nor mandy coastline. They staggered off
the ship, taking the suitcases one at a
tinme.

"Perhaps France wll be different,"
Henry said lanely, and after a
perfunctory search for Pierre he went
straight to the booking office and
obtai ned two third-class seats on the
Fleche d" Or. They were at |east able to
sit next to each other this tinme, but
in a carriage already occupi ed by six
ot her passengers as well as a dog and a
hen. The six of themleft Henry in no
doubt that they enjoyed the nodern
habit of snoking in public and the
ancient customof taking garlic in
their food. He would have been sick
again at any other time but there was
nothing left in his stomach. Henry
consi dered wal ki ng up and down the
train searching for Raynond but feared
it could only result in himlosing his
seat next to Victoria. He gave up
trying to hold any conversation with
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her above the noise of the dog, the
hen and the Gallic babble, and
satisfied hinmself by | ooking out of

t he wi ndow, wat ching the French
countryside and, for the first tine in
his life, noting the nane of every
station through which they passed.

Once they arrived at the Gare du Nord
Henry made no attenpt to | ook for
Maurice and sinply headed straight for
the nearest taxi rank. By the tine he
had transferred all fourteen cases he
was wel |l down the queue. He and
Victoria stood there for just over an
hour, noving the cases forward inch by
inch until it was their turn.

"Monsi eur ?"

"Do you speak English?"
"On pea, un pcu."
"Hotel Ceorge V."

"Qut, nais je ne peux pas nettre
toutes les valises dans |l e coffre.”

So Henry and Victoria sat huddled in
t he back of the taxi, bruised, tired,
soaked and starving, surrounded by

| eat her suitcases, only to be bunped
up and down over the cobbl ed stones
all the way to the George V.

The hotel doorman rushed to hel p them
as Henry offered the taxi driver a
pound not e.

"No take English noney, nonsieur."

Henry couldn't believe his ears. The



doorman happily paid the taxi driver
In francs and qui ckly pocketed the
pound note. Henry was too tired even
to comrent. He hel ped Victoria up the
mar bl e steps and went over to the
reception desk.

"The Grand Pasha of Cairo and his
wi fe. The bridal suite, please."

"Qut, nonsieur."
Henry smled at Victoria.

"You 'ave your booking confirnmation
W th you?"

"No," said Henry, "I have never
needed to confirmny booking wth you
In the past. Before the war |

"I amsorry, sir, but the '"otel is
fully booked at the nmonent. A
conference. "

"Even the bridal suite," asked
Victori a.
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"Yes, Madam the chairman and his
| ady, you understand." He nearly
w nked.

Henry certainly did not understand.
There had al ways been a room for him at
t he George V whenever he had want ed one
in the past. Desperate, he unfol ded the
second of his five-pound notes and
slipped it across the counter.

"Ah," said the booking clerk, "I see



we still have one room unoccupi ed, but
| fear it is not very large."

Henry waved a |istless hand.

The booki ng clerk banged the bell on
the counter in front of himwth the
pal m of his hand, and a porter appeared
I mredi ately and escorted themto the
prom sed room The booking clerk had
been telling the truth. Henry coul d
only have descri bed what they found

t hensel ves standing in as a box room
The reason that the curtains were
perpetual ly drawn was that the view
over the chimeys of Paris, was

si ngul arly unprepossessi ng, but that
was not to be the final blow, as Henry
realised, staring in disbelief at the
sight of the two narrow single beds.
Victoria started unpacking wthout a
word while Henry sat despondently on
the end of one of them After Victoria
had sat soaking in a bath that was the
perfect size for a six-year-old, she

| ay down exhausted on the other bed.
Nei t her spoke for nearly an hour.

"Come on, darling," said Henry
finally. "Let's go and have dinner."

Victoria rose loyally but reluctantly
and dressed for dinner while Henry sat
in the bath, knees on nose, trying to
wash hi nsel f before changing into
evening dress. This tinme he phoned the
front desk and ordered a taxi as well
as booking a table at Maxinis.

The taxi driver did accept his pound
note on this occasion, but as Henry and
his bride entered the great restaurant
he recogni sed no one and no one
recognised him A waiter led themto a



smal|l table hemmed in between two ot her
coupl es just below the band. As he

wal ked into the dining roomthe
nmusi ci ans struck up "Al exander's Rag
Ti me Band".

They both ordered fromthe extensive
menu and the | an
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gouste turned out to be excellent,
every bit as good as Henry had

prom sed of Maxim's, but by then
neither of them had the stomach to eat
a full neal and the greater part of
both their dishes was left on the

pl at e.

Henry found it hard to convince the
new head waiter that the |obster had
been superb and that they had
purposely conme to Maxinm s not to eat
it. Over coffee, he took Victoria's
hand and tried to apol ogi se.

"Let us end this farce," he said,
conpleting ny plan and going to the
Madel ei ne and presenting you with the
prom sed flowers. Paulette will not be
in the square to greet you but there
will surely be soneone who can sell us
roses. "

by

Henry called for the bill and

unfol ded the third five-pound note
(Maximi s are al ways happy to accept

ot her people's currency and certainly
didn't bother himw th any change) and
they left, wal king hand in hand
towards the Madel ei ne. For once Henry
turned out to be right, for Paulette



was nowhere to be seen. An old | ady
with a shawl over her head and a wart
on the side of her nose stood in her
pl ace on the corner of the square,
surrounded by the nost beautiful flow
ers.

Henry sel ected a dozen of the | ongest
stemmed red roses and then placed them
in the arnms of his bride. The old | ady
smled at Victoria.

Victoria returned her sml e.

"six francs, nonsieur," said the old
| ady to Henry.

Henry funbled in his pocket, only to
di scover he had spent all his noney.
He | ooked despairingly at the old | ady
who rai sed her hands, smled at him
and sai d:

"Don't worry, Henry, have them on ne.
For old tine's sake.™
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Sir Ham sh Graham had many of the
gqualities and nost of the failings that
result from being born to a

m ddl e-cl ass Scottish famly. He was
wel | educated, hard working and honest,
while at the sane tine being
narr ow m nded, unconprom si ng and
proud. Never on any occasion had he
al l owed hard liquor to pass his |ips
and he mstrusted all nmen who had not
been born north of Hadrian's Wall, and
many of those who had.

After spending his formative years at



Fettes School, to which he had won a

m nor schol arship, and at Edi nburgh

Uni versity, where he obtained a
second-cl ass honours degree in

engi neering, he was chosen froma field
of twelve to be a trainee with the

I nternational construction conpany,

Tar Mac (naned after its founder, J. L
McAdam who di scovered that tar when

m xed with stones was the best con-
stituent for making roads). The new
trainee, through diligent work and
unconprom si ng tactics, becane the
firm s youngest and nost disliked

proj ect manager. By the age of thirty
Graham had been appoi nted deputy
managi ng director of TarMac and was

al ready beginning to realise that he
could not hope to progress nuch farther
whil e he was in soneone el se's enpl oy.
He therefore started to consider
form ng his own conpany. \Wen two years
| ater the chairman of TarMac, Sir

Al fred H ckman, offered Grahamthe
opportunity to replace the retiring
managi ng director, he resigned

i mredi ately. After all, if Sir Afred
felt he had the ability to run Tar Mac
he nust al so be conpetent enough to
start his own conpany.
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The next day, young Ham sh G aham
made an appointnent to see the | ocal
manager of the Bank of Scotland who
was responsi ble for the Tar Mac
account, and with whom he had dealt
for the past ten years. G aham

expl ained to the manager his plans for
the future, submtting a full witten
proposal, and requesting that his



overdraft facility m ght be extended
fromfifty pounds to ten thousand.
Three weeks | ater G aham | earned t hat
his application had been vi ewed
favourably. He remained in his

| odgi ngs i n Edi nburgh, while renting
an office in the north of the city
(or, to be nore accurate, a room at
ten shillings a week). He purchased a
typewiter, hired a secretary and
ordered sonme unenbossed headed

| etter-paper. After a further nonth of
diligent interview ng, he enployed two
engi neers, both graduates of Aberdeen
Uni versity, and five out-of-work

| abourers from G asgow.

During those first few weeks on his
own Grahamtendered for several snall
road contracts in the central | ow ands
of Scotland, the first seven of which
he failed to secure. Preparing a
tender is always tricky and often
expensive, so by the end of his first
si x nmonths in business G aham was
begi nning to wonder if his sudden
departure from Tar Mac had not been
fool hardy. For the first tine in his
life he experienced sel f-doubt, but
that was soon renoved by the Ayrshire
County Council, who accepted his
tender to construct a minor road which
was to join a projected school with
the main highway. The road was only
five hundred yards in | ength but the
assignnent took G ahanmis little team
seven nonths to conplete and when al
the bills had been paid and all
expenses taken into account G aham
Construction made a net | oss of 0443,
| Cs. 6d.

Still, in the profit colum was a
smal | reputation which had been



I nvisibly earned, and caused the
Ayrshire Council to invite himto
build the school at the end of their
new road. This contract nade G aham
Construction a profit of o#20 and
added still further to his reputation.
From t hat nonent G aham Construction
went fromstrength to strength, and
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as early as his third year in business
he was able to declare a small pre-tax
profit, and this grew steadily over the
next five years. Wien G aham
Construction was Boated on the London
St ock Exchange the demand for the
shares was oversubscribed ten tines and
the newly quoted conpany was soon
considered a blue-chip institution, a
consi derabl e achi evenent for G ahamto
have pulled off in his own lifetine.

But then the Gty |ikes nen who grow
slowy and can be relied on not to

i nvol ve thensel ves in unnecessary

ri sks.

In the sixties Graham Construction
bui |t notorways, hospitals, factories,
and even a power station, but the

achi evenent the chai rman took nost
pride in was E;dinburgh's newy

conpl eted art gallery, which was the
only contract that showed a deficit in
t he annual general report. The

I nvi si bl e earni ngs col um however
recorded the award of kni ght bachel or
for the chairmn.

Sir Ham sh decided that the tine had
come for Graham Construction to expand
Into new fields, and | ooked, as gen-



erations of Scots had before him
towards the natural market of the
Bitish Enpire. He built in Australia
and Canada with his own finances, and
in India and Africa with a subsidy from
the British governnment. In 1963 he was
named "Busi nessnman of the Year" by The
Times and three years |ater "Chairman
of the Year" by The Econom st. Sir

Ham sh never once altered his nethods
to keep pace with the changing tines,
and if anything grew nore stubborn in
the belief that his ideas of doing
busi ness were correct whatever anyone
el se thought; and he had a long credit
colum to prove he was right.

In the early seventies, when the slunp
hit the construction business, G aham
Construction suffered the sanme cut in
budgets and | ost contracts as any of
its major competitors. Sir Ham sh
reacted in a predictable way, by
tightening his belt and paring his
estimates while at the sane tine
refusing one jot to conprom se his
busi ness principles. The conpany
therefore grew | eaner and many of his
nore enterprising young executives |eft
G aham Construction for firns
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which still believed in taking on the
occasi onal risky contract.

Only when the slope of the profits
graph started taking on the | ook of a
downhill slalomdid Sir Ham sh becone
worried. One night, while brooding
over the conpany's profitand-I|oss
account for the previous three years,



and realising that he was | osing
contracts even in his native Scotl and,
Sir Ham sh reluctantly came to the
concl usi on that he nust tender for

| ess established work, and perhaps
even consi der the odd ganbl e.

H s brightest young executive, David
Heat h, a stocky, m ddl e-aged bachel or,
whom he did not entirely trust - after
all, the man had been educated south
of the border and worse, sone
extraordinary place in the United
States called the Wiarton Busi ness
School - wanted Sir Ham sh to put a
toe into Mexican waters. Mexico, as
Heath was not slow to point out, had
di scovered vast reserves of oil off
their eastern coast and had overni ght
becone rich with Anerican dollars. The
construction business in Mexico was
suddenly proving nost lucrative and
contracts were comng up for tender
with figures as high as thirty to
forty mllion dollars attached to
them Heath urged Sir Ham sh to go
after one such contract that had
recently been announced in a full-page
advertisenent in The Econom st. The
Mexi can Government were issuing tender
docunents for a proposed ring road
around their capital, Mexico CGty. In
an article in the business section of
the Observer, detailed argunents were
put forward as to why established
British conpanies should try to
fulfill the ring road tender. Heath
had of fered shrewd advi ce on overseas
contracts in the past that Sir Ham sh
had subsequently let slip through his
fingers.

The next norning, Sir Ham sh sat at
his desk listening attentively to



David Heath, who felt that as G aham
Construction had already built the

A asgow and Edi nburgh ring roads any
application they nade to the Mexican
Governnent had to be taken seriously.
To Heath's surprise, Sir Ham sh agreed
Wi th his project manager and allowed a
t eam
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of six nmen to travel to Mexico to
obtain the tender docunents and
research the project.

The research teamwas | ed by David
Heat h, and consi sted of three other
engi neers, a geol ogi st and an
accountant When the teamarrived in
Mexi co they obtained the tender
docunents fromthe Mnister of Wrks
and settled down to study them

m nutely. Having pinpointed the major
probl ens they wal ked around Mexico City
with their ears open and their nouths
shut and nade a |ist of the problens
they were clearly going to encounter:
the inpossibility of unloading anything
at Vera Cruz and then transporting the
cargo to Mexico Gty without half of
the original assignnent being stolen,
the | ack of communi cati ons between
mnistries, and worst of all the
attitude of the Mexicans to work. But
David Heath's nobst positive
contribution to the list was the

di scovery that each mnister had his
own outside man, and that man had
better be well disposed to G aham
Construction if the firmwere to be
even considered for the short |ist.
Heat h i nmedi atel y sought out the



M ni ster of Works' man, one Victor
Perez, and took himto an extravagant

| unch at the Fonda el Refugio where
both of them nearly ended up drunk,

al t hough Heath remai ned sober enough to
agree all of the necessary terns,

condi tional upon Sir Ham sh's approval.
Havi ng taken every possible precaution,
Heat h agreed on a tender figure with
Perez which was to include the
mnister's percentage. Once he had com
pleted the report for his chairman, he
fl ew back to England with his team

On the evening of David Heath's

return, Sir Hamish retired to bed early
to study his project nmanager's concl u-
sions. He read the report through the
ni ght as others mght read a spy story,
and was left in no doubt that this was
t he opportunity he had been | ooking for
to overcone the tenporary setbacks

G aham Constructi on was now suffering.
Al t hough Sir Ham sh woul d be up agai nst
Cost ai ns, Sunl eys, andJohn Brown, as
wel | as many international conpanies,
he still felt confident that any
application he made nust
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have a "fair chance". On arrival at
his office the next norning Sir Ham sh
sent for David Heath, who was
delighted by the chairman's initi al
response to his report.

Sir Ham sh started speaki ng as soon
as his burly project nmanager entered
the room not even inviting himto
take a seat.



"You nmust contact our Enbassy in
Mexico City imrediately and i nform

t hem of our intentions,” pronounced
Sir Ham sh. "I may speak to the
Anbassador nysel f," he said, intending
that to be the concluding remark of
the interview.

"Usel ess, " said David Heath.
"l beg your pardon?”

"l don't wsh to appear rude, sir,
but it doesn't work |ike that any
nore. Britain is no | onger a great
power dispensing |largesse to all far
flung and grateful recipients.”

"More's the pity," said Sir Ham sh

The project nanager continued as
t hough he had not heard the renark.

"The Mexi cans now have vast weal th of
their own and the United States,

Japan, France and Gernmany keep nmssive
enbassies in Mexico Gty with highly
prof essi onal trade del egations trying
to influence every mnistry."

"But surely history counts for
sonething," said Sir Ham sh. "Wul dn't
they rather deal with an established
British conpany than sone upstarts
from- ?"

"Perhaps, sir, but in the end all

that really matters is which mnister
is in charge of what contract and who
Is his outside representative.”

Sir Ham sh | ooked puzzled. "Your
nmeani ng i s obscure to ne, M. Heath."



"Allow ne to explain, sir. Under the
present systemin Mexico, each
mnistry has an allocation of noney to
spend on projects agreed to by the
governnent. Every Secretary of State
Is acutely aware that his tenure of
office may be very short, so he picks
out a major contract for hinself from
the many available. It's the one way
to ensure a pension for life if
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t he governnent is changed overni ght or
the mnister sinply |loses his job."

"Don't bandy words with ne, M.

Heat h. What you are suggesting is that
| should bribe a governnent official, I
have never been involved in that sort
of thing in thirty years of business."”

"And | wouldn't want you to start

now," replied Heath. "The Mexican is
far too experienced in business
etiquette for anything as clunsy as
that to be suggested, but while the |aw
requi res that you appoint a Mexican
agent, it nust nmake sense to try and
sign up the mnister's nman, who in the
end is the one person who can ensure
that you will be awarded the contract.
The system seens to work well, and as
long as a mnister deals only with
reputable international firnms and
doesn't becone greedy, no one
conplains. Fail to observe either of

t hose two gol den rul es and t he whol e
house of cards col | apses. The m nister
ends up in Le Cunberri for thirty years
and the conpany concerned has all its
assets expropriated and is banned from



any future business dealings in
Mexi co. "

"I really cannot becone involved in
such shenanigans,” said Sir Ham sh. "I
still have ny sharehol ders to

consi der."

"You don't have to becone invol ved,"
Heath rejoined. "After we have tendered
for the contract you wait and see if

t he conpany has been shortlisted and
then, if we have, you wait again to
find out if the mnister's man

approaches Us. | know the man, so if he
does neke contact we have a deal. After
all, G aham Construction is a

respectabl e i nternational conpany."

"Precisely, and that's why it's
against my principles,” said Sir Ham sh
wi t h hauteur.

"I do hope, Sir Ham sh, it's also

agai nst your principles to allow the
Germans and the Anericans to steal the
contract from under our noses."

Sir Ham sh glared back at his project
manager but remained silent.

"And | feel | nust add, sir," said
Davi d Heat h novi ng
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restlessly fromfoot to foot, "that
the pickings in Scotland haven't

exactly yielded a harvest lately."

"All right, all right, go ahead,"”
said Sir Ham sh reluctantly. "Put in a



tender figure for the Mexico City ring
road and be warned if | find bribery
is involved, on your head be it," he
added, banging his closed fist on the
tabl e.

"What tender figure have you settl ed
on, sir?" asked the project manager.
"I believe, as | stressed in ny report
that we shoul d keep the anount under
forty mllion dollars.™

"Agreed," said Sir Ham sh who paused
for a nmoment and smled to hinself
bef ore saying: "Make it $39,121,110."

"Why that particular figure, sir?"

"Sentimental reasons,"” said Sir
Ham sh, w thout further explanation.

David Heath | eft, pleased that he had
convi nced his boss to go ahead but he
feared it mght in the end prove
harder to overcone Sir Ham sh's
principles than the entire Mexican
governnent. Nevertheless he filled in
the bottomline of the tender as
instructed and then had the docunent
signed by three directors including
his chairman, as required by Mexican
| aw. He sent the tender by speci al
nmessenger to be delivered at the
Mnistry of Buildings in Paseo de |a
Ref orma: when tendering for a contract
for over thirty-nine mllion dollars,
one does not send the docunent by
first-class post.

Several weeks passed before the

Mexi can Enbassy in London contacted
Sir Ham sh, requesting that he travel
to Mexico Gty for a neeting with
Manuel Unichurtu, the mnister



concerned with the city's ring road
project. Sir Ham sh renai ned
sceptical, but David Heath was

j ubilant, because he had al ready

| ear ned t hrough anot her source that
G aham Construction was the only
tender being seriously considered at
t hat nonent, although there were one
or two outstanding itens still to be
agreed on. David Heath knew exactly
what that neant.

A week later Sir Ham sh, travelling
first class, and Davi d Heat h,

travel ling econony, flew out of

Heat hr ow bound for Mexico
International airport. On arrival they
t ook an hour
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to clear custons and another thirty
mnutes to find a taxi to take themto
the city, and then only after the
driver had bargained with them for an
outrageous fare. They covered the
fifteen-mle journey fromthe airport
to their hotel in just over an hour and
Sir Ham sh was able to observe at first
hand why the Mexicans were so desperate
to build a ring road. Even with the

wi ndows down the ten-year-old car was

| i ke an oven that had been left on high
all night, but during the journey Sir
Ham sh never once | oosened his collar
or tie. The two nen checked into their
roons, phoned the mnister's secretary
to informher of their arrival, and

t hen waited.

For two days, nothing happened.



Davi d Heath assured his chairnman that
such a hold up was not an unusual
course of events in Mexico as the

m ni ster was undoubtedly in neetings
nost of the day, and after all wasn't
"Havana" the one Spanish word every

f orei gner under st ood?

On the afternoon of the third day,

only just before Sir Ham sh was
threatening to return honme, David Heath
received a call fromthe mnister's
man, who accepted an invitation to join
them both for dinner in Sir Ham sh's
suite that evening.

Sir Ham sh put on evening dress for

t he occasion, despite David Heath's
counsel I i ng agai nst the idea. He even
had a bottle of Fina La /na sherry sent
up in case the mnister's man required
some refreshment. The di nner table was
set and the hosts were ready for
seven-thirty. The mnister's man did
not appear at seven-thirty, or
seven-forty-five, or eight o'clock or
eight-fifteen, or eight-thirty. At
eight-forty-nine there was a |l oud rap
on the door, and Sir Ham sh nuttered an
I naudi bl e reproach as David Heath went
to open it and find his contact
standi ng there.

"Good evening, M. Heath, I'msorry
to be late. Held up with the mnister,
you understand. "

"Yes, of course," said David Heath.
"How good of you to cone, Senor Perez.
May | introduce ny chairman, Sir Ham sh
G ahanf"
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"How do you do, Sir Ham sh? Victor
Perez at your service."

Sir Ham sh was dunbfounded. He sinply
stood and stared at the little

m ddl e- aged Mexi can who had arrived for
di nner dressed in a grubby white
tee-shirt and Western jeans. Perez

| ooked as if he hadn't shaved for three
days and rem nded Sir Ham sh of those
bandits he had seen in B-Mvies when he
was a school boy. He wore a heavy gold
bracel et around his wist that could
have cone fromCartier's and a tiger's
tooth on a platinumchain around his
neck that | ooked as if it had conme from
Wolworth's. Perez grinned fromear to
ear, pleased wwth the effect he was
causi ng.

"Good evening," replied Sir Ham sh
stiffly, taking a step backwards.
"Wul d you care for a sherry?"

"No, thank you, Sir Ham sh. |'ve
grown into the habit of |iking your
whi sky, on the rocks with a little
soda. "

"' msorry, | only have .

"Don't worry, sir, | have some in ny
room" said David Heath, and rushed
away to retrieve a bottle of Johnnie
Wal ker he had hidden under the shirts
in his top drawer. Despite this
Scottish aid, the conversati on before
di nner anmong the three nmen was sonewhat
stilted, but David Heath had not cone
five thousand mles for an inferior
hotel neal with Victor Perez, and
Victor Perez in any other circunstances



woul d not have crossed the road to neet
Sir Ham sh Grahameven if he'd built
it. Their conversation ranged fromthe
recent visit to Mexico of Her Myjesty
The Queen - as Sir Hamish referred to
her- to the proposed return trip of
President Portillo to Britain. Dinner
m ght have gone nore snoothly if M.
Perez hadn't eaten nost of the food
with his hands and then proceeded to
clean his fingers on the side of his

j eans. The nore Sir Ham sh stared at
himin disbelief the nore the little
Mexi can would grin fromear to ear
After dinner David Heath thought the
time had cone to steer the conversation
towards the real purpose of the

nmeeti ng, but not before Sir Ham sh had
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reluctantly had to call for a bottle of
brandy and a box of cigars.

"We are looking for an agent to
represent the G aham Construction
Conmpany in Mexico, M. Perez, and you
have been highly recomended,” said Sir
Ham sh, soundi ng unconvi nced by his own
st at enent.

"Do call nme Victor."

Sir Ham sh bowed silently and
shuddered. There was no way this man
was going to be allowed to call him
Ham sh.

"I"d be pleased to represent you,
Ham sh," continued Perez, "provided
that you find ny terns acceptable.”



"Perhaps you could enlighten us as to
what those - hm terns- mght be," said
Sir Ham sh sliny.

"Certainly," said the little Mexican
cheerfully. "I require ten per cent of
the agreed tender figure, five per cent
to be paid on the day you are awarded
the contract and five per cent whenever
you present your conpletion
certificates. Not a penny to be paid
until you have received your fee, al

nmy paynents deposited in an account at
Credit Suisse in Geneva wWithin seven
days ofthe National Bank of Mexico

cl eari ng your cheque."

David Heath drew in his breath
sharply and stared down at the stone
fl oor.

"But under those ternms you woul d make
nearly four mllion dollars,"” protested
Sir Ham sh, nowred in the face.
"That's over half our projected
profit."

"That, as | believe you say in

Engl and, Ham sh, is your problem you
fixed the tender price," said Perez,
"not ne. In any case, there's still
enough in the deal for both of us to
make a handsone profit which is surely
fair as we bring half the equation to
the table.”

Sir Ham sh was speechl ess as he
fiddled with his bow tie. David Heath
exam ned his fingernails attentively.

"Thi nk the whol e thing over, Ham sh,"
said Victor Perez, sounding
unperturbed, "and | et nme know your
deci sion by m dday tonorrow. The



outcone makes little difference to ne."
The Mexi can rose, shook hands with Sir
Ham sh and
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| eft. David Heath, sweating slightly,
acconpanied himdown in the lift. In
the foyer he clasped hands danply with
t he Mexi can

"Good night, Victor. |I'msure
everything will be all rightby m dday
t onorr ow. "

"I hope so," replied the Mexican,
"for your sake." He strolled out of the
foyer whistling.

Sir Ham sh, a glass of water in his
hand, was still seated at the dinner
tabl e when his project manager

r et ur ned.

"I do not believe it is possible that
that- that that man can represent the
Secretary of State, represent a
governnent nm ster.”

"l am assured that he does," replied
Davi d Heat h.

"But to part with nearly four mllion
dollars to such an individual "

"I agree with you, sir, but that is
t he way business is conducted out
here. "

"I can't believe it," said Sir
Ham sh. "1 won't believe it. | want you
to make an appointnment for ne to see



the mnister first thing tonorrow
nor ni ng. "

"He won't like that, sir. It m ght
expose his position, and put himright
out in the open in a way that could
only enbarrass him™

"I don't give a damm about
enbarrassing him W are discussing a
bribe, do | have to spell it out for
you, Heath? A bribe of nearly four
mllion dollars. Have you no
principles, man?"

"Yes, sir, but I would still advise
you agai nst seeing the Secretary of
State. He won't want any of your
conversation wth M. Perez on the
record. "

"I have run this conpany ny way for
nearly thirty years, M. Heath, and I
shall be the judge of what | want on
the record.”

"Yes, of course, sir.
"I will see the Secretary of State
first thing in the norning. Kindly

arrange a neeting."

“If you insist, sir," said David Heath
resi gnedl y.
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"I insist."”

The project manager departed to his

own room and a sl eepless night. Early
t he next norning he delivered a hand-



witten, personal and private letter to
the mnister, who sent a car round

i mredi ately for the Scottish

i ndustrialist.

Sir Ham sh was driven slowy through

t he noi sy, exuberant, bustling crowds
of the city in the mnister's black
Ford Galaxy with nag flying. People
made way for the car respectfully. The
chauffeur canme to a halt outside the
M nistry of Buildings and Public Wrks
I n Paseo de |a Reforma and guided Sir
Ham sh t hrough the long, white
corridors to a waiting room A few

m nutes | ater an assistant showed Sir
Ham sh through to the Secretary of
State and took a seat by his side. The
m ni ster, a severe | ooking man who
appeared to be well into his seventies,
was dressed in an imuacul ate white
suit, white shirt and blue tie. He
rose, |eaned over the vast expanse of
green | eather and offered his hand.

"Do have a seat, Sir Ham sh."
"Thank you," the chairman said,

feeling nore at honme as he took in the
mnister's office; on the ceiling a

| arge propellor-like fan revol ved
slowy round nmaking little difference
to the stuffiness of the room while
hangi ng on the wall behind the m nister
was a signed picture of President Jose
Lopez Portillo, in full norning dress
and bel ow t he photo a pl aque di spl ayi ng
a coat of arns.

"I see you were educated at Canbridge."
"That is correct, Sir Hami sh, | was

up at Corpus Christi College for three
years."



"Then you know ny country well, sir."

"I do have many happy nenories of ny
stays in England, Sir Ham sh; in fact,
| still visit London as often as ny

| eave all ows."

"You nust take a trip to Edi nburgh sone
tinme."

"I have al ready done so, Sir Ham sh

| attended the Festival on two

occasi ons and now know why your city is
descri bed as the Athens of the north."

"You are well infornmed, Mnister."
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"Thank you, Sir Ham sh. Now | nust
ask how I can help you. Your
assistant's note was rather vague."

"First let nme say, Mnister, that ny
conpany i s honoured to be considered
for the city ring road project and |
hope that our experience of thirty
years in construction, twenty of them
inthe third world" - he nearly said
t he undevel oped countries, an
expression his project manager had
war ned him against- "is the reason
you, as Mnister in charge, found us
the natural choice for this contract."
"That, and your reputation for
finishing a job on tine at the
stipulated price,"” replied the
Secretary of State. "Only twice in
your history have you returned to the
princi pal asking for changes in the



paynent schedule. Once in Uganda when
you were held up by Amn's pathetic
demands, and the other project, if I
remenber rightly, was in Bolivia, an
ai rport, when you were unavoi dably
del ayed for six nonths because of an
eart hquake. In both cases, you com
pleted the contract at the new price
stipulated and ny principal advisers
t hi nk you nust have | ost noney on both
occasions." The Secretary of State
nopped his browwth a silk
handkerchi ef before continuing. "I
woul d not wish you to think ny
governnent takes these decisions of
selection lightly."

Sir Ham sh was astounded by the
Secretary of State's conmmand of his
brief, the nore so as no pronpting
notes lay on the |eather-topped desk
in front of him He suddenly felt
guilty at the little he knew about the
Secretary of State's background or

hi story.

"Of course not, Mnister. | am
flattered by your personal concern,

whi ch makes ne all the nore determ ned
to broach an enbarrassi ng subject that
has . "

"Before you say anything else, Sir
Ham sh, may | ask you sonme questions?"

"OF course, Mnister."

"Do you still find the tender price
of $39,121, 110 acceptable in all the
ci rcunst ances?"

"Yes, Mnister."
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"That anmount still |eaves you enough to
do a worthwhile job while making a profit
for your conpany?"

"Yes, M nister, but

"Excellent, then | think all you have to
decide is whether you want to sign the
contract by m dday today." The m nister
enphasi sed the word mi dday as clearly as
he coul d.

Sir Ham sh, who had never understood the
expression "a nod is as good as a w nk",
charged foolishly on.

"There is, neverthel ess, one aspect of
the contract | feel that | should discuss
wWith you privately."

"Are you sure that would be w se,
Sir Ham sh?"

Sir Ham sh hesitated, but only for a
nonment, before proceeding. Had David Heath
heard the conversation that had taken

pl ace so far, he woul d have stood up,
shaken hands with the Secretary of State,
removed the top of his fountain pen and
headed towards the contract - but not his

enpl oyer.

"Yes, Mnister, | feel | nust,” said Sir

Ham sh firmy.

"WIl you kindly | eave us, M ss
Vieites?" said the Secretary of State.

The assistant cl osed her shorthand book,
rose and left the room Sir Ham sh waited
for the door to close before he began



again.

"Yesterday | had a visit froma
countryman of yours, a M. Victor Perez,
who resides here in Mexico City and cl ai ns

"An excellent man," said the Mnister very
qui etly.

Still Sir Ham sh charged on. "Yes, |
daresay he is, Mnister, but he asked to
be all owed to represent G aham Con-
struction as our agent and | wondered -

"A common practice in Mexico, no nore
than is required by the law. " said the
M nister, swinging his chair round and
staring out of the w ndow.

"Yes, | appreciate that is the custom"”
said Sir Ham sh now tal king to the
mnister's back, "but if | amto part with
ten per cent of the governnent's noney |
must be convi nced
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that such a decision neets with your
personal approval." Sir Ham sh thought
he had worded that rather well.

"Un" said the Secretary of State,
measuring his words, "Victor Perez is
a good man and has al ways been | oyal to
t he Mexi can cause. Perhaps he | eaves an
unfortunate inpression sonetines, not
out of what you would call the "top
drawer', Sir Ham sh, but then we have
no class barriers in Mexico." The

M ni ster swng back to face Sir Ham sh.



The Scottish industrialist flushed.

"OF course not, Mnister, but chat, if
you will forgive nme, is hardly the
point. M. Perez is asking ne to hand
over nearly four mllion dollars, which
Is over half of ny estimated profit on
the project without allow ng for any
contingencies or m shaps that m ght
occur later."

"You chose the tender figure, Sir

Ham sh. | confess | was anused by the
fact you added your date of birth to
the thirty-nine mllion."

Sir Ham sh's nouth opened w de.

"I woul d have thought," continued the
mnister, "given your record over the
past three years and the present situa-
tion in Britain, you were not in a
position to be fussy."

The m nister gazed inpassively at Sir
Ham sh's startled face. Both started to
speak at the sane tine. Sir Ham sh
swal | owed hi s words.

"Allow nme to tell you a little story
about Victor Perez. When the war was at
its fiercest"” (the old Secretary of
State was referring to the Mexican
Revol ution, in the sanme way that an
Anerican thinks of Vietnamor a Briton
of Gernmany when they hear the word
"war"), "Victor's father was one of the
young nen under ny conmand who di ed on
the battlefield at Celaya only a few
days before victory was ours. He left

a son born on the day of independence
who never knew his father. | have the
honour, Sir Ham sh, to be godfather to
that child. We christened himVictor."



"1 can understand that you have a
responsibility to an old conrade but |
still feel four mllionis - "

"Do you? Then | et nme continue. Just
before Victor's father
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died | visited himin a field hospital
and he asked only that | should take
care of his wife. She died in
childbirth. | therefore considered ny
responsibility passed on to their only
child."

Sir Ham sh remained silent for a
noment. "l appreciate your attitude,
M nister, but ten per cent of one of
your | argest contracts?”

"One day," continued the Secretary of
State, as if he had not heard Sir

Ham sh's comment, "Victor's father was
fighting in the front |ine at Zacatecas
and | ooki ng out across a mnefield he
saw a young lieutenant, |lying face down
in the mud with his I eg nearly bl own
off. Wth no thought for his own
safety, he crawl ed through that

m nefield until he reached the

| i eut enant and t hen he dragged himyard
by yard back to the canp. It took him
over three hours. He then carried the

| ieutenant to a truck and drove himto
the nearest field hospital, undoubtedly
saving his leg, and probably his life.
So you see the governnent have good
cause to allow Perez's son the
privilege of representing themfrom
time to tine."



"I agree with you, Mnister," said

Sir Ham sh quietly. "Quite admrable."
The Secretary of State smiled for the
first tinge. "But | still confess |
cannot understand why you allow him
such a | arge percentage."

The mnister frowed. "I am afraid,

Sir Ham sh, if you cannot understand
that, you can never hope to understand
the principles we Mexicans |ive by."

The Secretary of State rose from
behi nd his desk, linped to the door and
showed Sir Ham sh out.
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Coi nci dences, witers
are told (usually by
the critics) nust be
avoi ded, although in
truth the real world is
full of incidents that
In thensel ves are
unbel i evabl e. Everyone
has had an experience
that if they wote
about it woul d appear
to others as pure
fiction.

The sane week that

the headlines in the
wor | d newspapers read
"Russi a i nvades

Af ghani stan, America to
wi t hdraw from Moscow

A ynpi cs" there al so
appeared a short obitu-
ary in The Tines for



t he di stingui shed

Prof essor of English at
the University of
Budapest. "A man who
was born and died in
hi s native Budapest and
whose reputation
remai ns assured by his
brilliant translation
of the works of
Shakespeare into his
native Hungari an.

Al t hough sone |inguists
consi der his Coriol anus
| mmat ure they

uni versal Il y acknow edge
his Ham et to be a
transl ati on of genius."

Nearly a decade after

t he Hungari an
Revolution | had the
chance to participate
in a student athletics
meeting i n Budapest.
The conpetition was
scheduled to last for a
full week so | felt
there woul d be an
opportunity to find out
alittle about the
country. The team new
in to Ferihegy Airport
on the Sunday ni ght and
we were taken

I mredi ately to the
Hotel If ushag. (I

| earned | ater that the
word neant youth in
Hungari an). Havi ng
settled in, nost of the
teamwent to bed early
as their opening round
heats were the



fol |l ow ng day.

Br eakf ast the next
nor ni ng conpri sed of

m |k, toast and an egg,
served in three acts
with long intervals

bet ween each. Those of
us who were running

t hat afternoon ski pped
| unch
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for fear that a mati nee perfornmance
m ght cause us to miss our events
conpl etely.

Two hours before the start of the
neeting, we were taken by bus to the
Nep stadi um and unl oaded outside the
dressing roons (I always feel they
shoul d be call ed undressing roons). W
changed into track suits and sat
around on benches anxiously waiting to
be called. After what seened to be an
intermnable tine but was in fact only
a few mnutes, an official appeared
and led us out on to the track. As it
was the opening day of conpetition,

t he stadi um was packed. Wen | had
finished ny usual warm up of jogging,
sprinting and sone |ight

callisthenics, the | oudspeaker
announced the start of the 100mrace
In three | anguages. | stripped off ny
track suit and ran over to the start.
When cal led, | pressed ny spikes

agai nst the bl ocks and waited
nervously for the starter's pistol.

Fel keszul ni, Kesz - bang. Ten seconds
| ater the race was over and the only



virtue of comng last was that it left
me six free days to investigate the
Hungari an capital.

Wal ki ng around Budapest rem nded ne

of my chil dhood days in Bristol just
after the war, but with one noticeable
difference. As well as the bonbed- out
bui | di ngs, there was row upon row of
bull et holes in sone of the walls. The
revol ution, although eight years past,
was still much in evidence, perhaps
because the nationals did not want
anyone to forget. The people on the
streets had lined faces, stripped of
all enotion, and they shuffled rather
t han wal ked, |eaving the inpression of
a nation of old nen. If you inquired

I nnocently why, they told you there
was nothing to hurry for, or to be
happy about, although they al ways
seened to be thoughtful with each

ot her.

On the third day of the ganes, |
returned to the Nep stadiumto support
a friend of mne who was conpeting in
the sem -finals of the 400m hurdl es
whi ch was the first event that

af ternoon. Having a conpetitor's pass,
| could sit virtually anywhere in the
hal f-enpty arena. | chose to watch the
race fromjust above the final bend,
giving nme a good view of the hone
straight. I sat down on the wooden
bench
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wi t hout paying nmuch attention to the

peopl e on either side of ne. The race
began and as ny friend hit the bend



crossing the seventh hurdle with only
three hurdles to cover before the
finishing line, | stood and cheered him
heartily all the way down the hone

strai ght. He managed to cone in third,
ensuring hinself a place in the final

the next day. | sat down again and
wote out the detailed result in ny
programre. | was about to | eave, as

there were no British conpetitors in
the hammer or the pole vault, when a
voi ce behind ne said:

"You are English?"

"Yes," | replied, turning in the
direction fromwhich the question had
been put.

An el derly gentl eman | ooked up at ne.
He wore a threepiece suit that nust
have been out of date when his father
owned it, and even | acked the possible
virtue that sone day the style m ght
conme back into fashion. The | eather
patches on the elbows left ne in no
doubt that ny questioner was a bachel or
for they could only have been sewn on
by a maneither that or one had to

concl ude he had el bows in odd pl aces.
The |l ength of his trousers reveal ed
that his father had been two inches
taller than he. As for the man hi nsel f,
he had a few strands of white hair, a
wal rus noustache, and ruddy cheeks. His
tired blue eyes were perpetually half-
closed like the shutter of a canera
that has just been released. H's
forehead was so lined that he nm ght
have been any age between fifty and
seventy. The overall inpression was of
a cross between a traminspector and an
out - of -work violinist.



| sat down for a second tine.

"I hope you didn't mnd ny asking?" he
added.

"Of course not," | said.

"I t's just that | have so little
opportunity to converse with an

Engli shman. So when | spot one | al ways
grasp the nettle. Is that the right
col | oqui al expression?”

"Yes," | said, trying to think how
many Hungarian words | knew. Yes, No,
Good norning, Goodbye, I amlost, Help

"You are in the student ganmes?"
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"Were, not are," | said. "I departed
somewhat rapidly on Monday."

"Because you were not rapid enough,
per haps?"

| laughed, again admring his command
of ny first | anguage.

"Why is your English so excellent?"
I nqui r ed.

"I"'mafraid it's alittle neglected,"
the old man replied. "But they stil
allow nme to teach the subject at the
University. | nust confess to you that
| have absolutely no interest in
sport, but these occasions al ways
afford nme the opportunity to capture
soneone |i ke yourself and oil the
rusty machine, even if only for a few



mnutes." He gave ne a tired smle but
his eyes were now alight.

"What part of England do you haill
fron?" For the first tine his
pronouncenent faltered as "hail" cane
out as ' heel".

"Sonerset,"” | told him

"Ah," he said, "perhaps the nost
beautiful county in England." |

smled, as nost foreigners never seem
to travel nuch beyond
Stratford-on-Avon or Oxford. "To drive
across the Mendi ps,"” he conti nued,

"t hrough perpetually green hilly
countryside and to stop at Cheddar to
see Gough's caves, at Wlls to be
anmused by the black swans ringing the
bell on the Cathedral wall, or at Bath
to admre the lifestyle of classical
Rone, and then perhaps to go over the
county border and on to Devon . . . Is
Devon even nore beautiful than
Sonerset, in your opinion?"

"Never," said 1

"Perhaps you are a little
prejudiced," he laughed. "Now l et ne
see if | can recall:

O the western counties there are
seven But the nost glorious is surely
t hat of Devon.

Per haps Hardy, |ike you, was

prejudi ced and could think only of his
bel oved Exnoor, the village of
Tiverton and Drake's Plynouth.™
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"Which is your favourite county?" |
asked.

"The North Riding of Yorkshire has

al ways been underrated, in ny opinion,"
replied the old man. "Wen people talk
of Yorkshire, | suspect Leeds,
Sheffield and Barnsley spring to m nd.
Coal mning and heavy industry.
Visitors should travel and see the

dal es there; they will find them as
different as chal k from cheese.

Li ncol nshire is too net and so nuch of
the M dl ands nust now be spoilt by
sprawl i ng towns. The Bi rm nghans of
this world hold no appeal for ne. But
in the end | conme down in favour of
Wrcestershire and Warw ckshire, quaint
old English villages nestling in the
Cot swol ds and crowned by
Stratford-upon-Avon. How |l wish | could
have been in England in 1959 while ny
countrynmen were recovering fromthe
scars of revolution. Aivier performng
Cori ol anus, another man who di d not
want to show his scars.™

"I saw the performance,” | said. "I
went with a school party.”

"Lucky boy. | translated the play into
Hungari an at the age of nineteen.
Readi ng over ny work again | ast year
made ne aware | nust repeat the
exerci se before | die."

"You have transl ated ot her Shakespeare
pl ays?"

"All but three, | have been | eaving
Ham et to last, and then |I shall return
to Coriolanus and start again. As you



are a student, am| permtted to ask
whi ch University you attend?"

"Oxford."
"And your Col | ege?"
"Brasenose. "

“"Ah. B.N.C. How wonderful to be a few
yards away from the Bodl ei an, the
greatest library in the world. If I had
been born in England | shoul d have
wanted to spend ny days at Al Soul s,
that is just opposite B.N.C., is it

not ?"

"That's right."

The professor stopped tal king while we
wat ched the next race, the first

sem -final of the 1,500 netres. The

w nner was Anfras Patovich, a
Hungari an, and the partisan crowd went
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wild with delight.

"That's what | call support,” | said.
"Li ke Manchester United when they

have scored the wi nning goal in the
Cup Final. But ny fellow countrynen do
not cheer because the Hungarian was
first," said the old nman.

"No?" | said, sonewhat surprised.

"Oh, no, they cheer because he beat
t he Russian."



"I hadn't even noticed," | said.

"There is no reason why you shoul d,
but their presence is always in the
forefront of our mnds and we are
rarely given the opportunity to see
t hem beaten in public.”

| tried to steer himback to a
happi er subject. "And before you had
been elected to All Souls, which
col |l ege woul d you have wanted to
attend?"

"As an under graduate, you nmean?"
n YeS. n

"Undoubt edl y Magdal en is the nost
beautiful college. It has the distinct
advant age of being situated on the

Ri ver Cherwell; and in any case |
confess a weakness for perpendicul ar
architecture and a | ove of Gscar

Wl de." The conversation was

I nterrupted by the sound of a pistol
and we watched the second sem -fi nal
of the 1,500 nmetres whi ch was won by
Orentas of the U S.S.R and the crowd
showed its di sapproval nore obviously
this time, clapping in such a way that
| eft hands passed by right w thout
comng into contact. | found
nyselfjoining in on the side of the
Hungari ans. The scene nmade the old man
| apse into a sad silence. The | ast
race of the day was won by Tim
Johnston of England and | stood and
cheered unashanedly. The Hungari an
crowd cl apped politely.

| turned to say goodbye to the
prof essor, who had not spoken for sone
time.



"How | ong are you staying in
Budapest ?" he asked.

"The rest of the week. | return to
Engl and on Sunday."

"Coul d you spare the tine to join an
old man for dinner one night?"
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"I should be delighted.™

"How consi derate of you," he said, and
he wote out his full nanme and address
in capital letters on the back of ny
programme and returned it to ne. "Wy
don't we say tonorrow at seven? And if
you have any ol d newspapers or

magazi nes do bring themw th you," he
said looking a little sheepish. "And |
shall quite understand if you have to
change your plans.”

| spent the next norning | ooking over
St. Matthias Church and the ancient
fortress, two of the buildings that
showed no evidence of the revolution. |
then took a short trip down the Danube
bef ore spendi ng the afternoon
supporting the swmers at the A ynpic
pool. At six | left the pool and went
back to ny hotel. I changed into ny
team bl azer and grey sl acks, hoping |

| ooked smart enough for ny dis-

ti ngui shed host. | | ocked ny door, and
started towards the lift and then
remenbered. | returned to ny roomto

pi ck up the pile of newspapers and
magazi nes | had coll ected fromthe rest
of the team



Fi ndi ng the professor's hone was not
as easy as | had expected. After
nmeanderi ng around cobbl ed streets and
wavi ng the professor's address at
several passers-by, | was finally
directed to an old apartnent bl ock. |
ran up the three flights of the wooden
staircase in a few | eaps and bounds,
wondering how | ong the clinb took the
prof essor every day. | stopped at the
door that displayed his nunber and
knocked.

The old man answered i nmediately as if

he had been standing there, waiting by

the door. | noticed that he was wearing
the sanme suit he had had on the

previ ous day.

"I amsorry to be late,"” | said.

“"No matter, ny own students also find
nme hard to find the first tinme," he
said, grasping ny hand. He paused. "Bad
to use the sane word twice in the sane
sentence. 'Locate' woul d have been
better, wouldn't it?"

He trotted on ahead of nme, not waiting
for ny reply, a nman obviously used to
living on his owmn. He |l ed ne down a
smal |,
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dark corridor into his drawi ng room
was shocked by its size. Three sides
were covered with indifferent prints
and wat ercol ours, depicting English
scenes, while the fourth wall was

dom nated by a | arge bookcase. | could



spot Shakespeare, Di ckens, Austin,
Trol | ope, Hardy, even Waugh and G aham
Greene. On the table was a faded copy
of the New Statesman and | | ooked
round to see if we were on our own,

but there seened to be no sign of a
wife or child either in person or
picture, and indeed the table was only
set for two.

The old man turned and stared with
childish delight at ny pile of
newspapers and nagazi nes.

"Punch, Time and the Observer, a
veritable feast," he decl ared
gathering theminto his arns before
pl acing themlovingly on his bed in
t he corner of the room

The professor then opened a bottl e of
Szur kebarat and left nme to | ook at the
pi ctures while he prepared the neal.
He slipped away into an al cove which
was so small that | had not realised
the room contai ned a kitchenette. He
continued to bonbard me with questions
about Engl and, many of which | was
quite unable to answer.

A few mnutes |ater he stepped back
Into the room requesting ne to take a
seat. "Do be seated,"” he said, on
reflection. "I do not wi sh you to
remove the seat. | wish you to sit on
it." He put a plate in front of ne
which had on it a | eg of sonething
that m ght have been a chicken, a

pi ece of salam and a tomato. | felt
sad, not because the food was

| nadequat e, but because he believed it
to be plentiful.

After dinner, which despite ny



efforts to eat slowy and hold himin
conversation, did not take up nuch
time, the old man nmade sone coffee
which tasted bitter and then filled a
pi pe before we continued our

di scussi on. W tal ked of Shakespeare
and his views on A. L. Rowse and then
he turned to politics.

“Is it true," the professor asked,
“"that England will soon have a Labour
gover nnent ?"

"The opinion polls seemto indicate as
much, " | said.
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"l suppose the British feel that Sir

Al ec Dougl as-Hone is not sw nging
enough for the sixties," said the

prof essor, now puffing vigorously away
at his pipe. He paused and | ooked up at
me through the snoke. "I did not offer
you a pipe as | assuned after your
premature exit in the first round of
the conmpetition you would not be
snmoking." | smled. "But Sir Alec," he
continued, "is a man with | ong
experience in politics and it's no bad
thing for a country to be governed by
an experienced gentl eman. "

| woul d have | aughed out | oud had the
same opi ni on been expressed by ny own
tutor.

"And what of the Labour |eader?" |
said, forebearing to nention his nane.

"Moul ded in the white heat of a
technol ogi cal revolution,”" he replied.



"I amnot so certain. | |iked

Gai tskell, an intelligent and shrewd
man. An untinmely death. Attlee, like
Sir Alec, was a gentleman. But as for
M. WIson, | suspect that history wl
test his nettle - a pun which | had not
Intended - in that white heat and only
then will we discover the truth."

| could think of no reply.

"I was considering |ast night after we
parted," the old man continued, "the
effect that Suez nust have had on a
nati on which only ten years before had
won a world war. The Americans shoul d
have backed you. Now we read in
retrospect, always the historian's
privilege, that at the tinme Prine

M nister Eden was tired and ill. The
truth was he didn't get the support
fromhis closest allies when he nost
needed it."

"Per haps we shoul d have supported you
in 1956."

“"No, no, it was too late then for the
West to shoul der Hungary's probl ens.
Churchill understood that in 1945. He
want ed to advance beyond Berlin and to
free all the nations that bordered
Russia. But the West had had a belly
full of war by then and left Stalin to
t ake advantage of that apathy. When
Churchill coined the phrase '"the Iron
Curtain', he foresaw exactly what was
going to happen in the East.
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Amazing to think that when that great



man said, '"if the British Enpire shoul d
| ast a thousand years', it was in fact
destined to survive for only
twenty-five. How |l w sh he had stil
been around the corridors of power in
1956. "

"Did the revolution greatly affect your
life?"

"I do not conplain. It is a privilege
to be the Professor of English in a
great University. They do not interfere
wth nme in ny departnent and
Shakespeare is not yet considered
subversive literature.” He paused and
took a luxuriant puff at his pipe. "And
what will you do, young man, when you

| eave the University - as you have
shown us that you cannot hope to nake

a living as a runner?"

"I want to be a witer."

"Then travel, travel, travel," he

said. "You cannot hope to learn
everything from books. You nust see the
world for yourself if you ever hope to
paint a picture for others."

| | ooked up at the old clock on his
mant el pi ece only to realise how quickly
the time had passed.

"I must |eave you, I'mafraid; they
expect us all to be back in the hotel
by ten."

"OF course,"” he said smling the
English Public School nentality. "I
wi || acconmpany you to Kossuth Square
and then you will be able to see your
hotel on the hill."



As we left the flat, | noticed that

he didn't bother to | ock the door. Life
had left himlittle to | ose. He led ne
gui ckly through the nyriad of narrow
roads that | had found so inpossible to
navi gate earlier in the evening,
chatting about this building and that,
an endl ess fund of know edge about his
own country as well as mne. Wien we
reached Kossuth Square he took ny hand
and held on to it, reluctant to |l et go,
as lonely people often will.

"Thank you for allowng an old nman to
i ndul ge hinself by chattering on about
his favourite subject.”

"Thank you for your hospitality," |
said, "and when you are next in
Sonerset you nmust cone to Lynpsham and
neet ny famly."

"Lynpshan? | cannot place it," he said,

| ooki ng worri ed.
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"I"'mnot surprised. The village only
has a popul ati on of twenty-two."

"Enough for two cricket teans,"”

remar ked the professor. "A gane, |
confess, with which | have never cone
to grips."

"Don't worry," | said, "neither have
hal f the English."

"Ah, but | should Iike to. Wat is a
gully, a no-ball, a night watchman? The
terns have always intrigued ne."



"Then renmenber to get in touch when

you're next in England and I'Il take
you to Lord's and see if | can teach
you sormet hi ng. "

"How kind," he said, and then he
hesitated before adding: "But | don't
think we shall neet again.”

"Why not?" | asked.

"Well, you see, | have never been
outside Hungary in nmy whole life. Wen
| was young | couldn't afford to and
now | don't inmagine that those in
authority would allow ne to see your
bel oved Engl and. "

He rel eased ny hand, turned and
shuffl ed back into the shadows of the
side streets of Budapest.

| read his obituary in The Tines once
again as well as the headlines about
Af ghani stan and its effect on the
Moscow A ynpi cs.

He was right. W never net again.
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Sone people, it is
said, fall in |ove at
first sight but that
was not what happened
to WIIliam Hatchard and
Phi | i ppa Janmeson. They
hat ed each other from
t he nonment they net.
Thi s nmutual | oathing
commenced at the first
tutorial of their



freshnmen terns. Both
had conme up in the
early thirties with
maj or schol arships to
read English | anguage
and literature, WIIliam
to Merton, Philippa to
Sonerville. Each had
been reliably assured
by their schoolteachers
that they woul d be the
star pupil of their
year .

Their tutor, Sinon
Jakes of New Col | ege,
was both benused and
anused by the ferocious
conpetition that so
qui ckly devel oped

bet ween his two

bri ghtest pupils, and
he used their enmty
skilfully to bring out
the best in both of
them w t hout ever
allowing either to

i ndul ge in outright
abuse. Philippa, an
attractive, slim
red-head with a rather
hi gh- pi tched voi ce, was
t he sanme hei ght as

Wl liamso she
conduct ed as many of
her argunents as
possi bl e standing in
new y acqui red

hi gh- heel ed shoes,
while WIIliam whose
deep voice had an air
of authority, would

al ways try to expound
his opinions froma



sitting position. The
nore intense their
rivalry becane the
harder the one tried to
outdo the other. By the
end of their first year
they were far ahead of
their contenporaries
whi | e remai ni ng neck
and neck with each

ot her. SinonJakes told
the Merton

Pr of essor of Angl oSaxon
Studi es that he had
never had a brighter
pair up in the sane
year and that it

woul dn't be | ong before
they were holding their
own wth him

During the |ong
vacation both worked to
a gruelling tine
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tabl e, always imagining the other would
be doing a little nore. They stri pped
bare Bl ake, Wrdsworth, Col eridge,
Shel | ey, Byron, and only went to bed
with Keats. Wien they returned for the
second year, they found that absence
had made the heart grow even nore
hostil e; and when they were both

awar ded al pha plus for their essays on
Beowul f, it didn't help. Sinon Jakes
remar ked at New Col | ege hi gh table one
night that if PhilippaJameson had been
born a boy sone of his tutorials would
undoubt edl y have ended in bl ows.



"Way don't you separate then?" asked
t he Dean, sleepily.

"What, and doubl e nmy work-I|oad?" said
Jakes. "They teach each ot her nobst of
the time: | nerely act as referee.”

Cccasionally the adversaries would
seek his adjudication as to who was
ahead of whom and so confident was
each of being the favoured pupil that
one woul d always ask in the other's
heari ng. Jakes was far too canny to be
drawn; instead he would rem nd them
that the exami ners would be the final
arbiters. So they began their own
subterfuge by referring to each other,
just in earshot, as "that silly woman",
and "that arrogant man". By the end of
their second year they were al nost
unable to remain in the sane room

t oget her.

In the I ong vacation WIlliamtook a
passing interest in Al Jolson and a
girl called Ruby while Philippa flirted
with the Charleston and a young naval

| i eut enant from Dartnouth. But when
termstarted in earnest these

I nterl udes were never admtted and soon
forgotten.

At the beginning of their third year

t hey both, on Sinon Jakes' advice,
entered for the Charles O dham
Shakespeare prize along with every

ot her student in the year who was
considered likely to gain a First. The
Charl es A dham was awarded for an essay
on a set aspect of Shakespeare's work,
and Philippa and WIlliam both realised
that this would be the only tinme in
their academc lives that they woul d be
tested agai nst each other in closed



conpetition. Surreptitiously, they
wor ked their separate ways through the
entire
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Shakespeari an canon, fromHenry VI to
Hcny VII1, and kept Jakes well over his
appoi nted tutorial hours, demandi ng nore
and nore refined di scussion of nore and
nore obscure points.

The chosen thenme for the prize essay
that year was "Satire in Shakespeare".
Troilus and Cressida clearly called for
the nost attention but both found there
were nuances in virtually every one of
the bard's thirty-seven plays. "Not to
menti on a gross of sonnets," wote
Philippa hone to her father in a rare
nonment of self-doubt. As the year drew
to a close it becane obvious to al
concerned that either WIlliamor
Philippa had to win the prize while the
ot her woul d undoubt edly conme second.
Neverthel ess no one was willing to
venture an opinion as to who the victor
woul d be. The New Col | ege porter, an
expert in these matters, opening his
usual book for the Charles O dham nade
t hem both evens, ten to one the rest of
the field.

Before the prize essay subm ssion date
was due, they both had to sit their

final degree exam nations. Philippa and
Wl liam confronted the exam nation
papers every norning and afternoon for
two weeks with an appetite that bordered
on the vulgar. It came as no surprise to
anyone that they both achieved first

cl ass degrees in the final honours



school . Runour spread around the
University that the two rivals had been
awar ded al phas in every one of their

ni ne papers.

“I would be willing to believe that is
the case,"” Philippa told WIliam "But
| feel | must point out to you that

there is a considerable difference
bet ween an al pha plus and an
al pha~m nus. "

"l couldn't agree with you nore," said
WIlliam "And when you di scover who has
won the Charles O dham you will know
who was awarded | ess.”

Wth only three weeks |l eft before the
prize essay had to be handed in they
bot h worked twel ve hours a day, falling
asl eep over open text books, dream ng
that the other was still beavering away.
When the appointed hour canme they net in
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the nmarbl e-fl oored entrance hall of the
Exam nati on School s, sonbre in subfusc.

"Good norning, Wlliam | do hope
your efforts will nmanage to secure a
place in the first six."

"Thank you, Philippa. If they don't |
shall look for the nanmes C. S. Lew s,
Ni chol Smth, Nevil Coghill, Ednmund

Bl unden, R W Chanbers and H W
Garrard ahead of ne. There's certainly
no one else in the field to worry
about . "

"I amonly pleased," said Philippa,



as if she had not heard his reply,
"that you were not seated next to ne
when | wote ny essay, thus ensuring
for the first time in three years that
you weren't able to crib fromny
notes."

"The only item | have ever cri bbed
fromyou, Philippa, was the Oxford to
London tinetable, and that | discovered
| ater to be out-of-date, which was in
keeping with the rest of your efforts.”

They both handed in their twenty-five

t housand word essays to the collector's
office in the Exam nation School s and

| eft without a further word, returning
to their respective colleges

I npatiently to await the result.

Wlliamtried to relax the weekend
after submtting his essay, and for the
first time in three years he pl ayed
sonme tennis, against a girl from St.
Anne's, failing to wn a gane, |et

al one a set. He nearly sank when he
went swi mm ng, and actually did so when
punting. He was only relieved that
Phi |l i ppa had not been witness to any of
his feeble physical efforts.

On Monday night after a respl endent
dinner with the Master of Merton, he
decided to take a wal k al ong t he banks
of the Cherwell to clear his head
before going to bed. The May eveni ng
was still light as he nmade his way down
t hrough the narrow confines of Merton
Wal |, across the meadows to the banks
of the Cherwell. As he strolled al ong
the wi nding path, he thought he spied
his rival ahead of himunder a tree
readi ng. He considered turning back but
deci ded she m ght already have spotted



him so he kept on wal ki ng.
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He had not seen Philippa for three
days al though she had rarely been out
of his thoughts: once he had won the
Charles A dham the silly wonman woul d
have to clinb down fromthat high horse
of hers. He smled at the thought and
decided to wal k nonchal antly past her.
As he drew nearer, he lifted his eyes
fromthe path in front of himto stea
a quick glance in her direction, and
could feel hinself reddening in
anticipation of her inevitable
wel | -tinmed insult. Nothing happened so
he | ooked nore carefully, only to

di scover on closer inspection that she
was not readi ng: her head was bowed in
her hands and she appeared to be
sobbing quietly. He slowed his progress
to observe, not the form dable riva
who had for three years dogged his
every step, but a forlorn and |onely
creature who | ooked sonewhat hel pl ess.

Wlliams first reaction was to think
that the winner of the prize essay
conpetition had been | eaked to her and
that he had i ndeed achi eved his
victory. On rejection, he realised that
could not be the case: the exam ners
woul d only have received the essays
that norning and as all.the assessors
read each subm ssion the results could
not possibly be forthcom ng until at

| east the end of the week. Philippa did
not | ook up when he reached her side -
he was even unsure whet her she was
aware of his presence. As he stopped to
gaze at his adversary WIlIliam could not



hel p noticing how her long red hair
curled just as it touched the shoul der.
He sat down beside her but still she
did not stir.

"What's the matter?" he asked. "Is
there anything | can do?"

She rai sed her head, revealing a face
Bushed from cryi ng.

"No, nothing WIliam except |eave ne
al one. You depot rive ne of solitude
wi t hout affording ne conpany."”

Wl liamwas pleased that he

I mredi ately recognised the little
literary allusion. "What's the matter,
Madane de Sevi gne?" he asked, nore out
of curiosity than concern, torn between
synpat hy and catching her with her
guard down.

It seened a long tine before she
replied.
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"My father died this norning," she
said finally, as if speaking to
hersel f.

It struck WIliamas strange that
after three years of seeing Philippa
al nost every day he knew not hi ng about
her hone life.

"“And your nother?" he said.
"She died when | was three. | don't

even renenber her. My father is-." She
paused. "WAs a parish priest and



brought nme up, sacrificing everything
he had to get ne to Oxford, even the
famly silver. | wanted so nuch to win
the Charles O dhamfor him"

WIlliamput his armtentatively on
Phi li ppa' s shoul der.

"Don't be absurd. When you win the

prize, they'll pronounce you the star
pupi | of the decade. After all, you
wi |l have had to beat ne to achieve

the distinction."

She tried to | augh. "OF course |
wanted to beat you, WIlliam but only
for ny father."

"How di d he die?"

"Cancer, only he never let ne know.

He asked nme not to go honme before the
sumrer termas he felt the break m ght
interfere with ny finals and the
Charles A dham Wile all the tine he
must have been keeping ne away because
he knew if | saw the state he was in

t hat woul d have been the end of ny
conpl eting any serious work."

"Where do you live?" asked WIIliam
again surprised that he did not know.

"Brockenhurst. In Hanpshire. |I'm
goi ng back there tonorrow norning. The
funeral's on Wednesday."

"May | take you?" asked WIIliam

Phi li ppa | ooked up and was aware of
a softness in her adversary's eyes
that she had not seen before. "That
woul d be kind, WIliam"



"Conme on then, you silly wonman," he
said. "I'll wal k you back to your
col l ege. "

"Last time you called ne "silly
woman' you neant it."

Wlliamfound it natural that they
shoul d hol d hands as
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t hey wal ked al ong the river bank.
Nei t her spoke until they reached
Sonerville.

"What tinme shall | pick you up?" he
asked, not letting go of her hand.

"I didn't know you had a car."

"My father presented ne with an old MG
when | was awarded a first. | have been
| ongi ng to End sone excuse to show t he
dam thing off to you. It has a press
button start, you know. "

"Qbviously he didn't want to risk
waiting to give you the car on the
Charles A dhamresults.” WIIiam

| aughed nore heartily than the little
dig nerited.

"Sorry," she said. "Put it down to
habit. | shall [ook forward to seeing
If you drive as appallingly as you
wite, in which case the journey nay
never cone to any conclusion. 1'll be
ready for you at ten."

On the journey down to Hanpshire,
Phi li ppa tal ked about her father's work



as a parish priest and inquired after
Wlliams famly. They stopped for

| unch at a pub in Wnchester. Rabbit
stew and nashed pot at oes.

"The first neal we've had together,"”
said WIIliam

No sardonic reply cane flying back;
Philippa sinply sm | ed.

After lunch they travelled on to the
vill age of Brockenhurst. WIIiam
brought his car to an uncertain halt on
the gravel outside the vicarage. An

el derly maid, dressed in bl ack,
answered the door, surprised to see
Mss Philippa with a man. Philippa

I ntroduced Annie to WIIliamand asked
her to nake up the spare room

"I"'mso glad you' ve found yourself
such a nice young man," remnmarked Annie
| ater. "Have you known him | ong?"

Philippa smled. "No, we net for the
first time yesterday."

Phi | i ppa cooked WIIiam di nner, which
they ate by a fire he had made up in
the front room Although hardly a word
passed between them for three hours,
nei ther was bored. Philippa began to
notice the way Wlliams untidy fair
hai r
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fell over his forehead and t hought how

di stingui shed he would | ook in old
age.



The next norning, she walked into the
church on Wlliams arm and stood
bravel y through the funeral. When the
service was over WIlliamtook her back
to the vicarage, crowded with the many
friends the parson had nade.

"You mustn't think ill of us," said
M. Crunp,the vicar's warden, to
Philippa. "You were everything to your
father and we were all under strict

I nstructions not to let you know about
his illness in case it should
interfere with the Charles A dham

That is the nane of the prize, isn't
it?"

"Yes," said Philippa. "But that all
seens SO uni nportant now. "

"She will win the prize in her
father's nenory," said WIIliam

Philippa turned and | ooked at him
realising for the first tinme that he
actually wanted her to wn the Charles
A dham

They stayed that night at the

vi carage and drove back to Oxford on
the Thursday. On the Friday norning at
ten o'clock Wlliamreturned to
Philippa s coll ege and asked the
porter if he could speak to M ss
Janmeson.

"Wul d you be kind enough to wait in

t he Horsebox, sir," said the porter as
he showed Wlliaminto a little room
at the back of the | odge and then
scurried offto find M ssJanmeson. They
returned together a few mnutes |ater.

"What on earth are you doi ng here?"



"Conme to take you to Stratford."

"But | haven't even had tinme to
unpack the things |I brought back from
Brockenhurst."

"Just do as you are told for once;
"Il give you fifteen mnutes."

"OF course," she said. "Who am | to

di sobey the next wi nner of the Charles
A dhan? | shall even allow you to cone
up to ny roomfor one mnute and help
me unpack. "

The porter's eyebrows nudged the edge
of his cap but he remained silent, in
deference to M ss Janeson's recent
bereavenent. Again it surprised
Wlliamto think that he
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had never been to Philippa' s room during
their three years. He had clinbed the
walls of all the wonen's colleges to be
with a variety of girls of varying
stupidity but never with Philippa. He
sat down on the end of the bed.

“Not there, you thoughtless creature.
The maid has only just made it. Men are
all the sanme, you never sit in chairs.”

"I shall one day," said WIlliam "The
chair of English Language and
Literature."”

"Not as long as I'mat this
Uni versity, you won't," she said, as she
di sappeared into the bathroom



"Good intentions are one thing but
talent is quite another," he shouted at
her retreating back, privately pleased
that her conpetitive streak seened to be
returning.

Fifteen mnutes |ater she cane out of
the bathroomin a yell ow fl owered dress
with a neat white collar and matchi ng
cuffs. WIlliamthought she m ght even be
wearing a touch of make-up.

“I't will do our reputations no good to

be seen together," she said.
"“I"ve thought about that," said
Wlliam "Ifasked, | shall say you're ny

charity."
"Your charity?"

"Yes, this year |'m supporting
di stressed orphans.”

Phi | i ppa signed out of college until

m dni ght and the two scholars travelled
down to Stratford, stopping off at
Broadway for lunch. In the afternoon
they rowed on the River Avon. WIIliam
war ned Philippa of his |ast disastrous
outing in a punt. She admtted that she
had al ready heard of the exhibition he
had made of hinmself, but they arrived
safely back at the shore: perhaps
because Philippa took over the row ng.
They went to see John G el gud pl ayi ng
Roneo and dined at the Dirty Duck.
Philippa was even quite rude to WIIliam
during the neal.

They started their journey honme just
after eleven and Philippa fell into a
hal f sl eep as they could hardly hear



each ot her above the noise of the car
engi ne. It nmust have been
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about twenty-five mles outside of
Oxford that the MG cane to a halt.

"I thought," said WIlliam "that when
t he petrol gauge showed enpty there
was at | east another gallon left in
the tank.'$

"You' re obviously wong, and not for
the first tinme, and because of such
foresight you'll have to walk to the
nearest garage all by yourself- you
needn't imagine that I'mgoing to keep
you conmpany. | intend to stay put,
right here in the warnth.™

"But there isn't a garage between
here and Oxford," protested WIlIliam

"Then you'll have to carry ne. | am
far too fragile to wal k. "

"I wouldn't be able to nmanage fifty
yards after that sunptuous di nner and
all that wne."

"It is no small nystery to ne,

Wl liam how you could have managed a
first class honours degree in English
when you can't even read a petrol
gauge. "

"There's only one thing for it," said
Wlliam "We'Ill have to wait for the

first bus in the norning."

Phi li ppa cl anbered into the back seat



and did not speak to himagain before
falling asleep. WIIliamdonned his
hat, scarf and gl oves, crossed his
arms for warnth, and touched the
tangl ed red mane of Philippa' s hair as
she slept. He then took off his coat
and placed it so that it covered her.

Philippa woke first, a little after
si x, and groaned as she tried to
stretch her aching |inbs. She then
shook WIliam awake to ask himwhy his
father hadn't been consi derate enough
to buy hima car with a confortable
back seat.

"But this is the niftiest thing
going," said WIlliam gingerly
kneadi ng his neck nuscles before
putting his coat back on.

"But it isn't going, and won't
W t hout petrol,"” she replied getting
out of the car to stretch her |egs.

"But | only let it run out for one
reason,"” said Wlliamfollow ng her to
the front of the car.
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Philippa waited for a feeble punch
| ine and was not di sappoi nt ed.

"My father told nme if | spent the

night with a barmaid then | should
sinply order an extra pint of beer, but
if | spent the night with the vicar's
daughter, | would have to marry her."

Phil i ppa | aughed. WIlliam tired,
unshaven, and encunbered by his heavy



coat, struggled to get down on one knee.
"What are you doing, WIIianP"

"What do you think I'm doing, you
silly woman. | amgoing to ask you to
marry nme."

"An invitation | am happy to decline,
Wlliam If | accepted such a proposal

| mght end up spending the rest of ny
life stranded on the road between Oxford
and Stratford."

"WIl you marry ne if | win the Charles
A dhan®"

"As there is absolutely no fear of

t hat happening | can safely say, yes.
Now do get off your knee, WIIliam
bef ore sonmeone nm stakes you for a
straying stork."

The first bus arrived at
five-past-seven that Saturday norning
and took Philippa and WIIliam back to
Oxford. Philippa went to her roons for
a long hot bath while Wlliamfilled a
petrol can and returned to his deserted
MG Having conpleted the task, he drove
straight to Sonerville and once again
asked if he could see M ssJaneson. She
came down a few mnutes |ater.

"What you agai n?" she said. "Am | not
I n enough trouble already?"

"Why so?"

"Because | was out after mdnight,
unacconpani ed. "

"You were acconpani ed.”



"Yes, and that's what's worrying them"

"Did you tell them we spent the night
t oget her ?"

"No, | did not. | don't mnd our
contenporaries thinking |'m prom scuous,
but | have strong objections to their
believing that | have no taste. Now
kindly go away, as | am contenpl ating
the horror of your winning the Charles
ad

ham and ny having to spend the rest of
ny life with you."
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"You know |' m bound to win, so why
don't you cone live with nme now?"

"I realise that it has becone
fashionable to sleep wth just anyone
nowadays, Wlliam but if this is to
be nmy | ast weekend of freedom| intend
to savour it, especially as | nay have
to consider commtting suicide."

"I love you."

"For the last tinme, WIlliam go away.
And if you haven't won the Charles

A dham don't ever show your face in
Sonerville again."

Wlliamleft, desperate to know the
result ofthe prize essay conpetition
Had he realised how nuch Philippa
wanted himto win he m ght have sl ept
t hat ni ght.

On Monday norning they both arrived
early - in the Exam nation School s and



stood waiting inpatiently w thout
speaking to each other, jostled by the
ot her undergraduates of their year who
had al so been entered for the prize.
On the stroke of ten the chairman of
the examners, in full academ c dress,
wal king at tortoise-like pace, arrived
in the great hall and with a

consi derabl e presence at indifference
pi nned a notice to the board. Al the
under graduates who had entered for the
prize rushed forward except for

Wl liam and Philippa who stood al one,
aware that it was now too late to

i nfluence a result they were both

dr eadi ng.

A girl shot out fromthe nel ee around
the notice board and ran over to
Phi | i ppa.

"Wel|l done, Phil. You've won."

Tears canme to Philippa' s eyes as she
turned towards WIIliam

“"May | add ny congratul ations,” he
said quickly, "you obviously deserved
the prize."

"l wanted to say sonething to you on
Sat urday. "

"You did, you said if | lost |I mnust
never show ny face in Sonerville
again."

"No, | wanted to say: | do | ove
nothing in the world so well as you;
Is not that strange?"
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He | ooked at her silently for a |long
nonment. It was inpossible to inprove
upon Beatrices's reply.

"As strange as the thing | know not," he
said softly.

A college friend sl apped himon the
shoul der, took his hand and shook it
vi gorously. Proxine accessit was

obvi ously inpressive in sone people's
eyes, if not in WIliams.

"Well done, WIlliam"

"Second place is not worthy of
praise,"” said WIIliamdisdainfully.

"But you won, Billy boy."

Philippa and WIlliam stared at each
ot her.

"What do you nean?" said WIIliam

"Exactly what | said. You ve won the
Charles A dham"

Philippa and Wlliamran to the board
and studied the notice.

Charl es A dham Menorial Price

The exam ners felt unable on this
occasion to award

the prize to one person and have
t heref ore deci ded

that it should be shared by

They gazed at the notice board in
silence for sone nonents. Finally,
Philippa bit her Iip and said in a small
vVoi ce:



"Well, you didn't do too badly,
considering the conpetition. |I'm
prepared to honour ny undertaki ng but by
this light | take thee for pity."

Wl liam needed no pronpting. "I would
not deny you, but by this good day I
yi el d upon great persuasion, for | was
told you were in a consunption."”

And to the delight of their peers and
t he amazenent of the retreating don,
t hey enbraced under the notice board.

Runour had it that fromthat nonent on
they were never apart for nore than a
f ew hours.

The marriage took place a nonth | ater
in Philippa's famly church at
Brockenhurst. "Well, when you think
about it," said WIlliams room nate,
"who el se could she have married?" The
contentious couple started their
honeynoon i n At hens argui ng about the
rel ative significance of Doric and
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lonic architecture of which neither
knew any nore than they had covertly
conned froma half-crown touri st

gui de. They sailed on to |Istanbul,
where WIlliam prostrated hinsel f at
the front of every nosque he could
find while Philippa stood on her own
at the back fum ng at the Turks
treat nent of wonen.

"The Turks are a shrewd race,”
declared Wlliam "so quick to
appreciate real worth."”



"Then why don't you enbrace the
Moslimreligion, Wlliam and | need
only be in your presence once a year."

"The m sfortune of birth, a m spl aced
| oyalty and the signing of an
unfortunate contract dictate that |
spend the rest of my life with you."

Back at Oxford, with junior research
fell owships at their respective

coll eges, they settled down to serious
creative work. WIlliam enbarked upon
a massive study of word usage in

Marl owe and, in his spare nonents,
taught hinself statistics to assi st
his findings. Philippa chose as her
subj ect the influence of the

Ref ormati on on seventeent h-century
English witers and was soon drawn
beyond literature into art and nusic.
She bought herself a spinet and took
to playing Dow and and G bbons in the
eveni ng.

"For Christ's sake,"” said WIIliam
exasperated by the tinny sound, "you
won't deduce their religious
convictions fromtheir key
signatures.™

"More informative than if s and ends,
ny dear," she said, inperturbably,
"and at night so nuch nore rel axi ng

t han pots and pans."

Three years later, with well-received
D. Phils, they noved on, inexorably in
tandem to coll ege teaching

fell owshi ps. As the | ong shadow of
fascismfell across Europe, they read,
wrote, criticised and coached by qui et
firesides in unchangi ng quadrangl es.



"A rather dull Schools year for ne,"
said Wlliam "but | still nmanaged
five firsts froma field of eleven

"An even duller one for ne," said
Phi li ppa, "but sonmehow | squeezed
three firsts out of six, and you won't
have to
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i nvoke the trinomal theorem WIIiam
to work out that it's an arithnetica
victory for ne."

"The chairman of the examiners tells
me," said Wlliam "that a greater part
of what your pupils say is no nore than
a recitation fromnenory."

"He told ne," she retorted, "that
yours have to nake it up as they go
al ong. "

When they dined together in college
the guest list was always quickly
filled, and as soon as grace had been
sai d, the sharpness of their dial ogue
woul d fl ash across the candel abra.

"I hear a runour, Philippa, that the
coll ege doesn't feel able to renew your
fellowship at the end of the year?"

"I fear you speak the truth, WIlliam"
she replied. "They deci ded they
couldn't renew mne at the sane tinme as
offering ne yours."

"Do you think they will ever make you
a Fellow of the British Acadeny,



WIIlian®"

"I must say, with some considerable
di sappoi nt ment, never."

"I amsorry to hear that; why not?"

"Because when they did invite ne, |
i nformed the President that | woul d
prefer to wait to be elected at the
same tinme as ny wife."

Sonme non-University guests sitting in
high table for the first tinme took
their verbal battles seriously; others
could only be envious of such |ove.

One Fel l ow uncharitably suggested they
rehearsed their lines before comng to
di nner for fear it mght be thought
they were getting on well together.
During their early years as young dons,
t hey becane acknow edged as the | eaders
in their respective fields. Like
magnets, they attracted the brightest
under graduates whil e apparently
remai ni ng pol es apart thensel ves.

"Dr. Hatchard will be delivering half
these lectures,” Philippa announced at
the start of the M chael nas Term of
their joint lecture course on Arthurian
| egend. "But | can
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assure you it will not be the better
hal f. You woul d be wi se always to
check which Dr. Hatchard is

| ecturing.”

When Philippa was invited to give a



series of lectures at Yale, WIIliam
t ook a sabbatical so that he could be
with her.

On the ship crossing the Atlantic,
Philippa said, "Let's at |east be
t hankful the journey is by sea, ny
dear, so we can't run out of petrol."

"Rat her let us thank God," replied
Wlliam "that the ship has an engine
because you would even take the w nd
out of Cunard's sails."

The only sadness in their lives was
that Philippa could bear WIIliam no
children, but if anything it drew the
two cl oser together. Philippa |avished
quasi - mat ernal affection on her
tutorial pupils and all owed herself
only the wy coment that she was
spared the probability of producing a
child wwth WIlliams | ooks and

Wl liam s brains.

At the outbreak of war Wlliams
expertise with handling words made a
nove into cipher-breaking inevitable.
He was recruited by an anonynous

gentl eman who visited them at hone
with a briefcase chained to his wist.
Philippa Iistened shanel essly at the
keyhol e whil e they di scussed the prob-
| ems they had cone up agai nst and
burst into the room and demanded to be
recruited as well.

"Do you realise that | can conplete
The Times crossword puzzle in half the
time ny husband can?”

The anonynous man was only thankf ul
that he wasn't chained to Philippa. He
drafted them both to the Admralty



section to deal wth enciphered
W rel ess nessages to and from Ger man
submari nes.

The Gernman signal manual was a
four-letter code book and each nessage
was reci phered, the substitution table
changing daily. WIIliamtaught
Philippa how to evaluate letter
frequenci es and she applied her new
knowl edge to nodern Gernan texts,
comng up wwth a frequency anal ysis

t hat was soon used by every

code- breaki ng departnent in the
Commonweal t h.

Even so breaking the ciphers and
bui |l di ng up the master
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si gnal book was a col ossal task which
took them the best part of two years.

"I never knew your if s and ends could
be so informative," she said admringly
of her own work.

When the allies invaded Europe husband
and wi fe could together, often break
ci phers with no nore than half a dozen
| i nes of encoded text to go on.

"They're an illiterate lot," grunbled
WIlliam "They don't encipher their
um auts. They deserve to be m sunder-
st ood. , '

"How can you give an opi nion when you
never dot your i's WIIianP"

"Because, | consider the dot is



redundant and | hope to be responsible
for removing it fromthe English
| anguage. "

"I's that to be your major contribution
to the scholarship, Wlliam if so I am
bound to ask how anyone reading the
wor k of nobst of our undergraduates’
essays would be able to tell the

di fference between and I and an i."

"A feeble argunent ny dear, that if it
had any conviction woul d demand t hat

you put a dot on top of an n so as to
be sure it wasn't m staken for an h."

"Keep working away at your theories,
Wl liam because | intend to spend ny
energy renoving nore than the dot and
the | fromHtler."

In May 1945 they dined privately with
the Prinme Mnister and Ms. Churchill
at Nunber Ten Downi ng Street.

"What did the Prine Mnister nmean when
he said to nme he coul d never understand
what you were up to?" asked Philippa in
the taxi to Paddi ngton Station.

"The sane as when he said to ne he
knew exactly what you were capabl e of,
| suppose,” said WIIliam

When the Merton Professor of English
retired in the early nineteen-fifties
the whole University waited to see
whi ch Doct or Hatchard woul d be
appointed to the chair.

“If Council invite you to take the
chair," said WIIliam
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putting his hand through his greying
hair, "it will be because they are
going to nake ne Vice-Chancellor."

"The only way you coul d ever be
invited to hold a position so far
beyond your ability would be nepotism
whi ch woul d nean | was al ready

Vi ce- Chancel |l or. "

The General Board, after several
hours' di scussi on of the problem
offered two chairs and appoi nt ed

Wl liamand Philippa full professors
on the sane day.

When the Vice-Chancel |l or was asked
why precedent had been broken he
replied: "Sinple; if | hadn't given
them both a chair, one of them would
have been after ny job."

That night, after a celebration

di nner when they were wal ki ng hone

t oget her al ong the banks of the Isis
across Christ Church Meadows, in the
m dst of a particularly heated
argunent about the quality of the | ast
vol une of Proust's nonunental works, a
policeman, noticing the affray, ran
over to them and asked:

"I's everything all right, nmadan®"

"No, it is not," WIlliaminterjected,
"this woman has been attacking nme for
over thirty years and to date the
police have done deplorably little to
protect ne."

In the late fifties Harold Macm || an



invited Philippa to join the board of
t he | BA.

"l suppose you'll becone what's known
as atelly don," said Wlliam "and as
t he average nental age of those who
wat ch the box is seven you should feel
quite at hone."

"Agreed," said Philippa. "Twenty
years of living with you has nmade ne
fully qualified to deal with infants."

The chai rman of the BBC wote to
Wlliama few weeks later inviting him
to join the Board of Governors.

"Are you to replace 'Hancock's Hal f
Hour' or 'Dick Barton, Speci al
Agent' ?" Philippa inquired.

"I amto give a series of twelve
| ectures.”

"On what subject, pray?”
"Geni us. "

Philippa flicked through the Radio
Times. "l see that 'Genius' is to be
viewed at two o' cl ock on a Sunday
nor ni ng,
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whi ch i s understandable, as it's when
you are at your nost brilliant."

When WIIliamwas awarded an honorary
doctorate at Princeton, Philippa
attended the cerenony and sat proudly in
the front row



"l tried to secure a place at the

back," she explained, "but it was filled
wi th sl eeping students who had obvi ously
never heard of you."

"If that's the case, Philippa, | am
only surprised you didn't m stake them
for one of your tutorial |ectures.”

As the years passed many anecdot es,

only sone of which were apocryphal,
passed into the Oxford fabric. Everyone
in the English school knew the stories
about the "fighting Hatchards". How t hey
spent their first night together. How
they jointly won the Charles A dham How
Phil would conplete The Tinmes crossword
before Bill had finished shaving. How
they were both appointed to professorial
chairs on the sane day, and worked

| onger hours than any of their
contenporaries as if they still had
sonmething to prove, if only to each
other. It seened al nost required by the
| aws of symmetry that they shoul d al ways
be judged equals. Until it was announced
in the New Year's Honours that Philippa
had been nmade a Dane of the British

Enpi re.

"At | east our dear Queen has worked

out which one of us is truly worthy of
recognition,” she said over the college
dessert.

"Qur dear Queen," said WIIliam
selecting the Madeira, "knows only too
well how little conpetition there is in
the wonen's col |l eges: sonetines one nust
encour age weaker candidates in the hope
that it mght inspire sonme real talent

| ower down."



After that, whenever they attended a
public function together, Philippa would
have the M C. announce them as Prof essor
Wl liam and Dane Philippa Hatchard. She
| ooked forward to many happy years of
starting every official occasion one up
on her husband, but her triunph | asted
for only
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six nonths as Wlliamreceived a

kni ght hood in the Queen's Birthday
Honours. Philippa feigned surprise at
the dear Queen's uncharacteristic | apse
of judgnent and forthwith insisted on
their being introduced in public as Sir
WIlliam and Dane Philippa Hatchard.

"Under standabl e,” said Wlliam "The
Queen had to nake you a Dane first in
order that no one should m stake you
for a lady. When | married you,
Philippa, you were a young fellow, and
now | find I"'mliving with an old
Dane. "

"I't's no wonder," said Philippa,
"that your poor pupils can't make up
their m nds whether you're honosexual
or you sinply have a nother fixation.
Be thankful that | did not accept
Grton's invitation: then you would
have been rr.arried to a mstress."

"1 al ways have been, you silly woman."

As the years passed, they never |et
up their pretended belief in the
other's nmental feebleness. Philippa s
books, "works of considerable

di stinction" she insisted, were pub-



lished by Oxford University Press while
Wlliams "works of nonunent al

signi fi cance" he declared, were printed
at the presses of Canbridge University.

The tally of newly appointed

prof essors of English they had taught
as under graduates soon reached doubl e
figures.

“If you will count polytechnics, |
shall have to throw in Maguire's
readership in Kenya," said WIIliam

"You did not teach the Professor of
English at Nairobi,"” said Philippa. "I
did. You taught the Head of State,

whi ch may well account for why the
University is so highly thought of
while the country is in such disarray."

In the early sixties they conducted a
battle of letters in the T.L.S. on the
works of Philip Sidney w thout ever

di scussing the subject in each other's
presence. In the end the editor said

t he correspondence nust stop and

adj udi cated a draw.

They both declared himan idiot.

If there was one act that annoyed
Wlliamin old age about
186
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Philippa, it was her continued

determ nati on each norning to conplete
The Times crossword before he arrived
at the breakfast table. For a tine,

Wl liamordered two copies of the paper
until Philippa filled themboth in
while explaining to himit was a waste



of noney.

One particular norning in June at the
end of their final acadenmi c year before
retirement, WIIliamcane down to
breakfast to find only one space in the
crossword left for himto conplete. He
studi ed the clue: "Skelton reported
that this landed in the soup."” He

i mrediately filled in the eight little
boxes.

Phi |l i ppa | ooked over his shoul der.
"There's no such word, you arrogant
man, " she said firmy. "You nade it up
to annoy ne." She placed in front of
hima very hard boil ed egg.

"OF course there is, you silly woman;
| ook whymwham up in the dictionary."

Phi |l i ppa checked in the Oxford Shorter
anong t he cookery books in the kitchen,
and trunpeted her delight that it was
nowhere to be found.

"My dear Dane Philippa,"” said WIIliam
as if he were addressing a particularly
stupid pupil, "you surely cannot

| magi ne because you are old and your
hai r has becone very white that you are
a sage. You nust understand that the
Shorter Oxford Dictionary was cobbl ed

t oget her for sinpletons whose comand
of the English |anguage stretches to no
nore than one hundred thousand words.
Wien | go to college this norning |
shall confirmthe existence of the word
in the OE D. on ny desk. Need | remnnd
you that the OE D. is a serious work
whi ch, with over five hundred thousand
wor ds, was designed for scholars |ike
nysel f ?"



"Rubbi sh," said Philippa. "Wen | am
proved right, you will repeat this
story word for word, including your
of fensi ve non-word, at Sonerville's
Gaudy Feast."

"And you, ny dear, will read the
Col | ected Works of John Skelton and eat
hunbl e pie as your first course.”

"We'll ask old Onions along to
adj udi cate. "

"Agreed. "

187

A Quiver Full of Arrows
"Agreed. "

Wth that, Sir WIIliam picked up his
paper, kissed his wife on the cheek
and said with an exaggerated sigh,
"It's at tinmes like this that | w shed
|"d [ost the Charles O dham"”

"You did, ny dear. It was in the days
when it wasn't fashionable to admt a
woman had won anyt hi ng. "

"You won ne."

"Yes, you arrogant nan, but | was |ed
to believe you were one of those
prizes one could return at the end of
the year. And now !l find | shall have
to keep you, even in retirenent."

"Let us leave it to the Oxford

English Dictionary, ny dear, to decide
t he i ssue the Charl es d dham exam ners
were unable to determine,” and with
that he departed for his college.



"There's no such word,"” Philippa
muttered as he closed the front door.

Heart attacks are known to be rarer
anong wonen than nen. Wen Dane

Phili ppa suffered hers in the kitchen
t hat norning she coll apsed on the
floor calling hoarsely for WIIliam
but he was al ready out of earshot. It
was t he cl eaning woman who found Dane
Philippa on the kitchen floor and ran
to fetch soneone in authority. The
Bursar's first reaction was that she
was probably pretending that Sir
WIlliamhad hit her with a frying pan
but neverthel ess she hurried over to
the Hatchards' house in Little Jericho
just in case. The Bursar checked Dane
Philippa' s pulse and called for the
col Il ege doctor and then the Principal.
Both arrived within m nutes.

The Principal and the Bursar stood
waiting by the side of their

Il lustrious academ c col | eague but

t hey already knew what the doctor was
going to say.

"She's dead," he confirnmed. "It nust

have been very sudden and with the

m ni nrum of pain." He checked his

wat ch; the tinme was nine-forty-seven.
He covered his patient with a bl anket
and called for an anbul ance. He had

t aken care of Dane Philippa for over

thirty years and he had told
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her so often to sl ow down that he m ght
as well have nade a granophone record of



it for all the notice she took.

"Who will tell Sir WIIlianP" asked the
Principal. The three of them | ooked at
each ot her.

"I wll," said the doctor.

It's a short walk fromLittle Jericho
to Radcliffe Square. It was a | ong wal k
fromLittle Jericho to Radcliffe Square
for the doctor that day. He never
relished telling anyone of the death of
a spouse but this one was going to be

t he unhappi est of his career.

When he knocked on the professor's

door, Sir WIIliam bade himenter. The
great man was sitting at his desk poring
over the Oxford Dictionary, hummng to
hi msel f.

"I told her, but she wouldn't I|isten,
the silly woman, " he was saying to

hi rsel f and then he turned and saw t he
doctor standing silently in the doorway.
"Doctor, you must be ny guest at
Sonerville's Gaudy next Thursday week
where Danme Philippa will be eating
hunble pie. It will be nothing |less than
ganme, set, match and chanpi onship for
me. A vindication of thirty years

schol arshi p."

The doctor did not smle, nor did he
stir. Sir WIlliamwal ked over to himand
gazed at his old friend intently. No
words were necessary. The doctor said
only, "I"mnore sorry than | amable to
express,” and he left Sir Wlliamto his
private grief.

Sir Wlliam s col | eagues all knew
within the hour. College |lunch that day



was spent in a silence broken only by
the Senior Tutor inquiring of the Master
i f sone food should be taken up to the
Merton professor.

"I think not," said the Master. Nothing
nore was sai d.

Prof essors, Fellows and students alike
crossed the front quadrangle in silence
and when they gathered for dinner that
evening still no one felt like
conversation. At the end of the neal the
Seni or Tutor suggested once again that
somet hi ng shoul d be taken up to Sir
WIlliam This tinme the Master nodded his
agreenent and a |ight neal was prepared
by the coll ege chef. The Master and the
Seni or Tutor
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clinmbed the worn stone steps to Sir
WIlliam s roomand while one held the
tray the other gently knocked on the
door. There was no reply, so the
Master, used to WIlliams ways, pushed
t he door ajar and | ooked in.

The old man | ay notionless on the
wooden floor in a pool of blood, a
smal|l pistol by his side. The two nen
wal ked in and stared down. In his

ri ght hand, WIIliamwas hol ding the
Col | ected Works of John Skelton. The
book was opened at The Tunnyngof

El ynour Rummyug, and the word "whym
wham' was under | i ned.

a 1529, Skelton, E. Rummyag 75

After the Sarasyns gyse, Wth a whym



wham Knyt with a trymtram Upon
her brayne pan.

Sir Wlliam in his neat hand, had
witten a note in the margin: "Forgive
me, but | had to |l et her know. "

"Know what, | wonder?" said the
Master softly to hinself as he
attenpted to renove the book fromSir
Wl liam s hand, but the fingers were
al ready stiffand cold around it.

Legend has it that they were never
apart for nore than a few hours.
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I f Charles Gurney Scynourhad been born
nine mnutes earlier he would have
become an earl, inherited a castle in
Scotl and, ~, 000 acres in Sonerset, and
a thriving nerchant bank in the Gty
of London.

It was to be several years before
young Charl es worked out the ful
signi fi cance of com ng second in
life's first race.

His twin brother, Rupert, only just



cane through the ordeal, and in the
years that followed contracted not
only the usual childhood illnesses but
managed to add scarl et fever,

di phtheria and neningitis, causing his
not her, Lady Seynour, to fear for his
survi val

Charl es, on the other hand, was a
survivor, and had inherited enough
Seynour anbition for both his brother
and hinself. Only a few years passed
bef ore those who cane into contact
with the brothers for the first tine
m st akenly assunmed Charles was the
heir to the earl dom

As the years passed Charles's father
tried desperately to discover

sonet hing at whi ch Rupert m ght
triunph over his brother- and fail ed.
When they were eight the two boys were
sent away to Summrerfiel ds where
generations of Seynours had been
prepared for the rigours of Eton.
During his first nonth at the Oxford
prep school Charles was voted form
captain and no one hindered his
advance en route to becom ng head boy at
t he age of twelve, by which tine
Rupert was | ooked upon as Seynour

M nor. Both boys proceeded to Eton,
where in their first half Charl es beat

Rupert at every subject in the

cl assroom outrowed himon the river
and nearly killed himin the boxing
ring.

When in ~947 their grandfather, the
thirteenth Earl of Bridgwater, finally
expired, the sixteen-year-old Rupert
becane Vi scount Seynour while Charles
I nherited a nmeani ngl ess prefix.



The Hon Charles Seynmour felt angry
every time he heard his brother
deferentially addressed by strangers
as 'MWy Lord'.

At Eton, Charles continued to excel
and ended his school days as Presi dent
of Pop before being offered a place at
Christ Church, Oxford, to read

H story. Rupert covered the sane years
W t hout over-burdeni ng the exam ners,
internal or external. At the age of

ei ghteen the young vi scount returned
to the famly estate in Sonmerset to
pass the rest of his days as a

| andowner. No one destined to inherit
~C, 000 acres could be described as a
farnmer.

At Oxford, Charles, free of Rupert's
shadow, progressed with the air of a
man who found the university sonething
of an anticlimx. He would spend his
weekdays reading the history of his
rel ati ons and the weekends at house
parties or riding to hounds. As no one
had suggested for one nonent that
Rupert should enter the world of high
finance, it was assuned once Charl es
had | eft Oxford that he would succeed
his father at Seynour's Bank: first as
a director and then in tine as its
chai rman: al though it would be Rupert
who woul d eventually inherit the

fam |y sharehol di ng.

This 'best laid plan' changed,

however, when one eveni ng the Hon
Charl es Seynour was dragged off to the
Oxford Union by a nubil e undergraduate
from Sonerville, who demanded he
should listen to the Ei ghts Wek
notion, 'I would rather be a comoner



than a lord' . The President of the
Uni on had achi eved the uni que coup of
havi ng the notion proposed by the
Prime Mnister, Sir Wnston Churchill.

Charles sat at the back of a hall
packed with eager students nesnerised
by the el der statesman's performance.
Never once did he take his eyes off
the great war | eader during his witty
and powerful speech, although what
kept fl ashing

across his mnd was the realisation
that, but for an accident of birth,
Churchill woul d have been the ninth
Duke of WMarl borough. Here was a man
who had dom nated the world stage for
t hree decades and then turned down
every hereditary honour a grateful
nation could offer, including the
title of Duke of London.

From t hat nonent Charl es never

allowed hinself to be referred to as
"the Hon' again: his ultimte anbition
was now above nere titles.

Anot her undergraduate who listened to
Churchill that night was al so
considering his future. But he did not
vi ew proceedi ngs cramed between his
fell ow students at the back of the
crowded hall. The tall young man
dressed in white tie and tails sat
alone in a large chair on a raised
platform for such was his right as
Presi dent of the Oxford Union.

Al t hough Si non Kersl ake was the
first-born, he had otherw se few of
Charl es Seynour's advantages. The only
son of a famly solicitor, he had cone
to appreciate how nmuch his father had



denied hinself to ensure that his son
should remain at the local public
school. Sinmon's father had died during
his son's | ast year at Lancing
Col | ege, leaving his wdow a smal |
annui ty and a magni fi cent MacKi nl ey

gr andf at her cl ock. Sinon's nother sold
the clock a week after the funeral in
order that her son could conplete his
final year with all the "extras' the
ot her boys took for granted. She al so
hoped that it would give Sinon a
better chance of going on to

uni versity.

Fromthe first day he coul d wal k

Si nron had al ways wanted to outdi stance
his rivals. The Anmericans woul d have
descri bed himas 'an achiever', while
many of his contenporaries

t hought oPhi m as pushy, oreven
arrogant, according to their aptitude
forjealousy. During his last term at
Lanci ng Si non was passed over for head
of school and he still found hinself
unablt to forgive the headmaster his

| ack of foresight. Later that year,
some weeks after he had conpleted his
S-level s and been intervi ewed by
Magdal en, a circular letter inforned
himthat he would not be offered a

pl ace at Oxford; it was a decision
Simon was unwilling to accept.

In the same mail Durham University
of fered hima schol arshi p, which he
rejected by return of post. "Future
Prime Mnisters aren't educated at
Durham " he informed his nother

"How about Canbridge?" she I nquired,
to w pe the dishes.

“"No political tradition," replied



Si non.

"But if there is no chance of being
offered a place at Oxford, surely-?"

"That's not what | said, Mdther,"
replied the young man. "I shall be an
undergraduate at Oxford by the first
day of term "

After eighteen years of forty-yard
goals Ms Kersl ake had | earned to stop
asking her son, "How wi ||l you manage

t hat ?"

Sonme fourteen days before the start of
the M chael mas Term at Oxford Sinon
booked hinselfinto a small guest
housoj ust offthe If fley Road. On a
trestle table in the corner of

| odgi ngs he i ntended to make permanent
he wote out a list of all the

coll eges, then divided theminto five
colums, planning to visit three each
norni ng and three each afternoon until
hi s question had been answered
positively by a resident Tutor for

Adm ssi ons: "Have you accepted any
freshmen for this year who are now
unable to take up their places?"

It was on the fourth afternoon, just
as doubt was beginning to set in and
Si non was wondering if after all he
woul d have to travel to Canbridge the
foll owi ng week, that he received the
first affirmative reply.

The Tutor for Adm ssions at

Wrcester Col |l ege renoved the gl asses
fromthe end of his nose and stared at
the tall young man with a nop of dark
hair falling over his forehead. Al an
Brown was the twenty-second don



Kersl ake had visited in four days.
"Yes," he replied. "It so happens

that a young man from Notti ngham Hi gh
School, who had been offered a pl ace
here, was tragically killed in a notor
cycle accident |ast nonth."

"What course- what subject was he

going to read?" Sinon's words were
unusually faltering. He prayed it

wasn't Chem stry, Anthropol ogy or

Cl assics. Alan Brown flicked

through a rotary index on his desk,
obviously enjoying the little
cross-exam nation. He peered at the
card in front of him "H story," he
announced.

Sinmon's heartbeat reached 120. "'l just
m ssed a place at Magdalen to read
Politics, Philosophy and Economcs, "

he said. "Wuld you consider ne for

t he vacancy?"

The ol der man was unable to hide a
smle. He had never in twenty-four
years cone across such a request.

" Full name?" he said, replacing his
gl asses as if the serious business of
t he neeti ng had now begun.

"Si nronJohn Ker sl ake. "

Dr Brown picked up the tel ephone by
his side and dialled a nunber.

"Niger?" he said. "It's Alan Brown
here. Did you ever consider offering a
man cal |l ed Kersl ake a pl ace at

Magdal en?"

Ms Kerslake was not surprised when



her son went on to be President of the
Oxford Union. After all, she teased,
wasn't it just another stepping stone
on the path to Prime Mnister -

@ adstone, Asquith . . . Kersl ake?

Ray Gould was born in a tiny,

w ndowl ess room above his father's

but cher's shop in Leeds. For the first
nine years of his |ife he shared that
roomw th his ailing grandnother until
she died at the age of sixty-one.

Ray's close proximty to the old
wonman who had | ost her husband in the
Great War at first appeared romantic
to him He would |isten enraptured as
she told himstories of her hero
husband in his smart khaki uniform- a
uni form now fol ded neatly in her
bottom drawer, but still displayed in
t he fadi ng sepia photograph at the

si de of her bed. Soon, however, his
grandnother's stories filled Ray with
sadness, as he becane aware that she
had been a wi dow for nearly thirty
years. Finally she seenmed a tragic
figure as he realised how little she
had experienced of the world beyond

t hat cranped roomin which she was
surrounded by all her possessions and
a yell onwed envel ope contai ni ng 500

i rredeemabl e war bonds.

There had been no purpose in Ray's
grandnot her making a will, for all he
I nherited was the room Overnight it
becane

his study - full of ever-changing

| i brary and school books, the forner
often returned late, using up Ray's
nmeagre pocket noney in fines. But as
each school report was brought hone it



becane increasingly apparent to Ray's
father that he woul d not be extending
t he sign above the butcher's shop to
proclaim' Gould and Son'.

Shortly after his eleventh birthday
Ray won the top scholarship to
RoundhaySchool . Wearing his first pair
of long trousers- turned up several

i nches by his notherand hornri med
spectacles that didn't quite fit, he
set offfor the opening day at his new
school. Ray's nother hoped there were
ot her boys as thin and spotty as her
son, and that his wavy red hair would
not cause himto be continually

t eased.

By the end of his first term Ray was
surprised to find he was far ahead of
his classmates, so far in fact that

t he headmaster considered it prudent
to put himup a form- "to stretch the
lad a little", as he explained to
Ray' s parents.

By the end of that year, one spent
mainly in the classroom Ray nanaged
to conme third in the form and top in
Latin and English. Only when it cane
to selecting teans for any sport did
Ray find he came bottomin anyt hing.
However brilliant his mnd m ght have
been, it never seened to co-ordinate
with his body. Hi s single greatest
academ c achi evenent during the year,
t hough, was to be the youngest w nner
of the prize essay conpetition in the
school 's history.

Each year the wi nner of the essay was
required to read his entry to the
assenbl ed pupils and parents on Speech
Day. Even before he handed in his



entry Ray rehearsed his efforts out

| oud several tinmes in the privacy of
hi s study-bedroom fearing he woul d
not be properly prepared if he waited
until the wi nner was announced.

Ray's formmaster had told all his
pupils that the subject of the essay
could be of their own choosing, but
that they should try to recall sone
experi ence that had been unique to
them Thirty-seven entries arrived on
his desk by nine o' clock on the
closing date six weeks |ater. After
readi ng Ray's account of his
grandnother's life in the little room
above the butcher's shop the form
master had no inclination to pick up
anot her script. Wien he had dutifully
struggl ed through the

remai nder he did not hesitate in
recommendi ng Goul d's essay for the
prize. The only reservation, he
admtted to its author, was the choice
of title. Ray thanked himfor the
advice but the title renained intact.

On the norning of Speech Day the
school hall was packed with 700 pupils
and their parents. After the
headnast er had delivered his speech
and the appl ause had di ed down, he
announced, "I shall now call upon the
wi nner of the prize essay conpetition
to deliver his entry: Ray CGould.'

Ray left his place in the hall and
mar ched confidently up on to the
stage. He stared down at the nono
expectant faces but showed no sign of
appr ehensi on, partly because he found
It difficult to see beyond the third
row. When he announced the title of



his essay sone of the younger children
began to snigger, causing Ray to
stunbl e through his first few |lines.
But by the tinme he had reached the

| ast page the packed hall was still,
and after he had conpleted the final
par agraph he received the first
standi ng ovation of his career.

Twel ve-year-old Ray Gould left the
stage to rejoin his parents in the
body of the hall. Hi s nother's head
was bowed but he could still see tears
trickling down her cheeks. H s father
was trying not to | ook too proud. Even
when Ray was seated the appl ause

conti nued, so he too |owered his head
to stare at the title of his

prize-w nning essay: 'The first
changes | wll make when | becone
Prime Mnister'.

Andrew Fraser attended his first
political neeting in a pram True, he
was left in the corridor while his
parents sat on the stage inside

anot her draughty hall, but he quickly
| ear ned that appl ause signalled his
not her woul d soon be returning. What
Andrew did not know was that his
father, who had nmade his nane as
Scotland's finest serumhalf since the
Great War, had delivered yet another
speech to the citizens of Edi nburgh
Carlton in his efforts to capture a
mar gi nal seat on the Cty Council. At
that tine few believed Duncan Fraser
was nore than a rugby hero, and
consequently he failed to win the seat
for the Conservatives, if only by a
few hundred votes. Three years |ater
Andrew, a sturdy four-year-old, was
allowed to sit at the back of several
sparsely filled halls as



once again he and his nother trailed
round the city to support their

candi date. This time Duncan Fraser's
speeches were al nbost as inpressive as
his | ong pass, and he won his place on
the Gty Council by 207 votes.

Hard work and consistent results on
behal f of his constituents ensured
that the marginal seat renmained in the
hands of Councillor Fraser for the
next nine years. By the age of
thirteen, Andrew, a stocky wee | ad
with straight black hair and a grin
that no one seened to be able to
remove fromhis face, had | earned
enough about | ocal politics to help
his father organise a fifth canpaign
by which tine neither party considered
Edi nburgh Carlton a nargi nal seat.

At the Edi nburgh Acadeny it cane as

no surprise to his fellow pupils that
Andrew was chosen to captain the
school debating society; however, they
wer e i npressed when under his

| eadership the teamwent on to win the
Scotti sh School s debating trophy.

Al t hough Andrew was destined to be no
taller than five-foot-nine it was al so
wi dely accepted that he was the nost
conpl ete serum hal f the Acadeny had
produced since his father had

captai ned the school side in 19~9.

On matriculating fromthe Acadeny
Andrew t ook up a place at Edi nburgh
University to read Politics, and by
his third year he had been el ected
Presi dent of the Union and captain of

rugby.

When Duncan Fraser becane Lord



Provost of Edi nburgh he nade one of
his rare visits to London, to receive
a kni ghthood fromthe Queen. Andrew
had just conpleted his final exans
and, along with his nother, attended
the investiture at Bucki ngham Pal ace.
After the cerenony Sir Duncan
travell ed on to the House of Commons
to fulfil an engagenent with his | ocal
menber, Ainslie Minro. Over |unch
Munro infornmed Sir Duncan that he had
contested the Edi nburgh Carlton seat
for the last tinme, so they had better
start | ooking for a new candi date. Sir
Duncan's eyes lit up as he savoured

t he thought of his son succeedi ng
Munro as his Menber of Parlianent.

After Andrew had been awarded an
honours degree at Edi nburgh, he

remai ned at the university to conplete
a thesis entitled ' The history of the
Conservative party in

Scotland'. He planned to wait for his
father to conplete the statutory three
years as Lord Provost before he

i nformed himof the nost significant
out cone the research for his doctorate
had produced. But when Ainslie Minro
announced officially that he woul d not
be contesting the next election Andrew
knew he could no | onger hide his true
feelings if he wanted to be consi dered
for the seat.

"Li ke father, like son,' read the
headline in the centre-page of the

Edi nburgh Eveni ng News, who consi dered
t hat Andrew Fraser was the obvious
candi date if the Conservatives hoped
to hold on to the marginal seat. Sir
Duncan, fearing the | ocal burghers
woul d consi der Andrew t oo young,



rem nded themat the first selection
meeting that eight Scots had been
Prime Mnisters and every one had been
in the House before the age of thirty.
He was pl eased to find nenbers noddi ng
t heir agreenment. Wien Sir Duncan
returned hone that night he phoned his
son and suggested that they shoul d
have | unch at the New C ub the
following day to discuss a plan of

camnpai gn.

"Think of it," said Sir Duncan, after
he had ordered a second whi sky.

"Fat her and son representing the sane
constituency. It will be a great day
for the Edinburgh Conservative party.”

"Not to nmention the Labour party,"
said Andrew, | ooking his father in the
eye.

"I amnot sure | take your neaning,"
said the Lord Provost.

"Precisely that, Father. | do not
intend to contest the seat as a
Conservative. | hope to be selected as
t he Labour candidate - if they'l

adopt ne."

Sir Duncan | ooked di sbelieving. "But
you' ve been a Conservative all your
life," he declared, his voice rising
Wi th every word.

"No, Father," replied Andrew quietly.
"It's you who have been a Conservative

all ny life."

C-T-8
THURSDAY 10 DECEMBER 1964

M Speaker rose and surveyed the



Commons. He tugged at his | ong black
silk gown, then nervously tweaked the
full bottoned wig that covered his
bal di ng head. The House had al nost got
out of control during a particularly
rowdy session of Prinme Mnister's
questions, and he was delighted to see
the clock reach three-thirty. Tine to
pass on to the next business of the
day.

He stood shifting fromfoot to foot

wai ting for the soo-odd nenbers
present to settle down before he

i ntoned solemly, "Menbers desiring to
take the oath." The packed assenbly
swtched its gaze fromthe Speaker to
the far end of the Chanber, like a
crowd watching a tennis match. There,
standing at the bar of the Commons,
was the victor of the first

by-el ecti on since the Labour party had
taken office sone two nont hs before.

The new nenber, flanked by his
proposer and seconder, took four paces
forward. Like well-drilled guardsnen,

t hey stopped and bowed. | he stranger
stood at six-foot-four. He | ooked like
a man born with the Tory party in
mnd, his patrician head set on an
aristocratic frame, a mane of fair
hai r conmbed neticul ously into pl ace.
Dressed in a dark grey,

doubl e-breasted suit and wearing a
GQuards' tie of maroon and bl ue, he
advanced once again towards the | ong
table that stood in front of the
Speaker's chair between the two front
benches which faced each other a nere
sword's length apart.

Leavi ng his sponsors in his wake, he
passed down the Governnent side,



steppi ng over the legs of the Prine

M ni ster and Foreign Secretary before
bei ng handed the oath by the O erk of
t he House.

He held the little card in his right
hand and pronounced the words as
firmy as if they had been his

marri age vows.

"I, Charles Seynour, do swear that I
will be faithful, and bear true

al l egiance to Her Majesty Queen

El i zabet h, her heirs and successors
according to law, so help ne God."
"Hear, hear," rose fromhis

col | eagues on the benches opposite as
the new MP | eaned over to subscribe
the Test Roll, a parchnent folded into
book- shape. Charles was introduced to
t he Speaker by the O erk. The new
menber then proceeded towards the
chair where he stopped and bowed.

"Wl cone to the House, M Seynour,"
said the Speaker, shaking his hand. "I
hope you will serve this place for
many years to cone."

"Thank you, M Speaker," said

Charl es, and bowed for a final tinme
bef ore continuing on behind the
Speaker's chair. He had carried out
the little cerenpony exactly as the
Tory Chief Whip had rehearsed it with
himin the long corridor outside his
of fice.

Wai ting for him behind the Speaker's
chair and out of sight of the other
menbers was the | eader of the
Qpposition, Sir Al ec Dougl as- Hone, who



al so shook himwarmy by the hand.

"Congratul ati ons on your splendid
victory, Charles. | know you have a
great deal to offer to our party and
I ndeed your country."

"Thank you," replied the new MP, who
after waiting for Sir Alec to return
to take his place on the Cpposition
front bench nmade his way up the steps
of the side gangway to find a place in
t he back row of the |ong green
benches.

For the next two hours Charles
Seynour followed the proceedi ngs of
the House with a m xture of awe and
excitenment. For the first tinme in his
life he had found sonething that
wasn't his by right or by effortless
conquest. d ancing up at the
Strangers' Gallery he saw his wfe
Fiona, his father the fourteenth Ear
of Bridgwater and his brother, the

Vi scount Seynour, peering down at him
with pride. Charles settled

back on the first rung of the | adder.
He smled to hinmself: only six weeks
ago he had feared it would be many
nore years before he could hope to
take a seat in the House of Conmons.

At the general election a nere two
nont hs before Charles had contested a
South Wal es mning seat with an

| npregnabl e Labour majority. "Good for
t he experience, not to nention the
soul," the vice-chairman in charge of
candi dates at Conservative Centra

O fice had assured him He had proved
to be right on both counts, for
Charles had relished the contest and



brought the Labour majority down from
,300 to ~O 100, H's wife had aptly
described it as a '"dent', but it had
turned out to be enough of a dent for
the party to put Charles's nane
forward for the Sussex Downs seat when
Sir Eric KQOPS had died of a heart
attack only a few days after
Par |l i ament had assenbl ed. Six weeks

| at er Charles Seynour sat in the
Commons with a ~, 0,000 nmajority of his
own.

Charles |istened to one nore speech
before | eaving the Chanber. He stood
al one in the Menbers' Lobby not quite
certain where to begin. Another young
menber strode purposeful ly towards
him "Allow ne to introduce nyself,"
the stranger said, sounding to Charles
every bit like a fellow Conservati ve.
"My nane is Andrew Fraser. I'mthe
Labour nenber for Edi nburgh Carlton
and | was hoping you hadn't yet found
yourself a pair." Charles admtted
that so far he hadn't found nmuch nore
t han the Chanber. The Tory Chief Wip
had al ready explained to himthat nost
menbers paired with sonmeone fromthe
opposite party for voting purposes,
and that it would be wise for himto
sel ect soneone of his own age. Wen
there was a debate on | ess cruci al

i ssues a two-line whip cane into
operation, pairing nade it possible
for menbers to mss the vote and
return hone to their wife and famly
bef ore m dni ght. However, no nenber
was allowed to miss the vote when
there was a three-1line whip.

“I"d be delighted to pair with you,"
continued Charles. "Am| expected to
do anything of ficial?"



"No," said Andrew, | ooking up at him
“I'"l'l just drop you a line confirmng
the arrangenent. If you' d be kind
enough to reply letting ne have al

t he phone nunbers where you can

be contacted we'll just take it from
there. Any tinme you need to mss a
vote just let nme know. "

"Sounds a sensi ble arrangenent to
me," said Charles as a rotund figure
wearing a light grey three-piece suit,
bl ue shirt and a pi nk-spotted bow tie
trundl ed over towards them

"Wel cone to the club, Charles,” said
Alec Pinkin. "Care to join ne for a
drink in the snoking roomand [|'|

bri ef you on how this bl oody place
wor ks. "
"Thank you," said Charles, relieved

to see soneone he knew. Andrew sm | ed
when he heard Pinkin add, "It's just

| i ke being back at school, old chum"™
as the two Tories retreated in the
direction of the snoking room Andrew
suspected that it wouldn't be |ong
before Charl es Seynour was show ng his
"ol d school chumjust how t he bl oody
pl ace real |y worked.

Andrew al so | eft the Menbers' Lobby
but not in search of a drink. He had
to attend a neeting of the
Parlianmentary Labour party at which
the foll ow ng week's busi ness was due
to be discussed. He hurried away.

Andrew had been duly selected as the
Labour candi date for Edi nburgh Carlton
and had gone on to capture the seat



fromthe Conservatives by a najority
of 3,419 votes. Sir Duncan, having
conpleted his termas Lord Provost,
continued to represent the sane seat
on the Gty Council. In six weeks
Andrew - the baby of the House - had
qui ckly made a nane for hinself and
many of the ol der nenbers found it
hard to believe that it was his first
Par | i anment .

When Andrew arrived at the party
neeting on the second floor of the
Commons he found an enpty seat near
the back of the large commttee room
and settled down to listen to the
Gover nnment Chief Whip go over the

busi ness for the foll ow ng week. Once
again it seened to consist of nothing
but three-line whips. He gl anced down
at the piece of paper in front of him
The debates schedul ed for Tuesday,
Wednesday and Thursday all had three
thick lines drawn under them only
Monday and Friday had two-1liners which
at last after his agreenent with
Charl es Seynour he could arrange to

m ss. The Labour party m ght have
returned to power after thirteen years
but, wwth a majority of only four and
a full

| egi sl ative progranme, it was proving
al nost i npossible for nenbers to get
to bed nuch before m dnight during the
week.

As the ChiefWip sat down the first
person to junp to his feet was Tom
Carson, the new nenber for Liverpool
Docksi de. He | aunched into a tirade of
abuse agai nst the Governnent,
conpl ai ning that they were | ooking
nore |ike Tories every day. The



under -t he-breath remarks and coughi ng
that continued during his speech
showed how | ittle support there was
for his views. Tom Carson had al so
made a nane for hinself in a very
short time, for he had openly attacked
his own party fromthe first day he
had arri ved.

"Enfant terrible, " nmuttered the man
sitting on the right of Andrew.

"Those aren't the words |I'd use to
describe him" nuttered Andrew.
"Altogether too many letters.” The nman
with wavy red hair smled as they
listened to Carson ranting on.

| f Raynond Goul d had acqui red any
reputation during those first six
weeks it was as one of the party's
intellectuals, and for that reason

ol der nenbers were i medi ately suspi -
cious of him although few doubted he
woul d be anong the first fromthe new
I ntake to be pronoted to the front
bench. Not many of them had really got
to know Raynond as the north
countryman appear ed remar kably
reserved for soneone who had chosen a
career in public life. But with a
majority of over TO OO0 in his Leeds
constituency he | ooked destined for a
| ong car eer.

Leeds North had chosen Raynond to be
their candidate froma field of
thirty-seven, when he showed hi nsel f
to be so nuch better infornmed than a
| ocal trade-union of ficial whomthe
press had tipped as favourite for the
seat. Yorkshire folk |ike people who
stay at hone and Raynond had been
quick to point out to the selection



commttee- in an exaggerated Yorkshire
accent- that he had been educated at
Roundhay School on the fringes of the
constituency. But what really tipped
the vote in his favour had been
Raynond's refusal of an open

schol arship to Canbridge. He had
preferred to continue his education at
Leeds University, he explained.

Raynmond took a first-class honours
degree in Law at

Leeds before noving to London to
conplete his studies for the bar at
Lincoln's Inn. At the end of his

t wo- year course Raynond joined a
fashi onabl e London chanbers to becone
a much sought-after junior counsel.
From that nonment he rarely nentioned
his fam |y background to his carefully
cultivated circle of Honme Counties
friends, and those conrades who
addressed himas Ray received a sharp
"Raynmond' for their famliarity.

When the | ast question had been

asked, the party neeting broke up, and
Raynond and Andrew made their way out
of the conmmttee room Andrew for his
tiny office the second floor to finish
offthe day's nmail, Raynond to return
to the Chanber as he hoped to deliver
hi s mai den speech that day. He had

wai ted patiently for the right nonent
to express his views to the House on

t he subject of wi dows' pensions and

t he redenpti on of war bonds, and the
debate in progress on the econony was
an obvi ous opportunity. The Speaker
had dropped Raynond a note earlier in
t he day saying he expected to call him
sonme tine that evening.



Raynond had spent many hours in the
Chanber, carefully studying the

t echni qgues demanded by the House and
noting how they differed fromthose of
the law courts. F. E. Smth had been
right in his assessnment of his
col | eagues when he had descri bed the
Commons as not hing nore than a noisy
courtroomw th over 600 jurors and
absolutely no sign of a judge. Raynond
was dreadi ng the ordeal of his maiden
speech; the dispassionate |ogic of his
argunents had al ways proved nore
appealing to judges than tojuries.

As he approached t he Chanber an
attendant handed hima note fromhis
wi fe Joyce. She had just arrived at

t he Commons and had been found a seat
In the Strangers' Gallery so that she
coul d be present for his speech. After
only a cursory gl ance Raynond
scrunched up the note, dropped it into
t he nearest waste-paper basket and
hurried on towards the Chanber.

The door was held open for himby a
Conservative nenber who was on his way
out .

"Thank you," said Raynond. Sinon
Kersl ake sm | ed back, trying in vain
to recall the man's nane. Once Sinobn

was in the Menbers' Lobby he checked

t he nmessage board to see if the |ight
under his nane was |lit up. It wasn't,
so he continued on through the sw ng
doors to the right of the | obby on his
way down past the cloisters to the
Menbers' Car Park. Once he had found
his car he headed offinthe direction
of St Mary's, Paddington, to pick up
his wfe. They had seen little of each



other during Sinon's first six weeks
I n Parlianment which nmade the thought
of tonight even nore enjoyable. Sinon
couldn't see any easing of the
pressure until there was anot her
general election and one party had
gai ned a sensible working majority.
But what he feared nosthaving won his
seat by the slimrest of margins - was
that such a working majority would not
I ncl ude himand he mght end up with
one of the shortest political careers
on record. After such a prol onged
stretch of Tory rule the new Labour
Gover nnment was | ooki ng fresh

i deal i stic and certain to increase

t heir nunbers whenever the Prine

M nister chose to go to the country.

Once Sinon had reached Hyde Park
Corner he headed on up towards Marble
Arch thinking back over how he had
becone a nenber. On | eaving Oxford he
had conpl eted two years' national
service wwth the Sussex Yeomanry,
finishing his mlitary days as a
second lieutenant. After a short
hol i day he had joined the BBC as a
general trainee. He spent five years
noving fromdrama, to sport, to
current affairs before being appointed
a producer on 'Panorama'. During those
early days in London he had rented a
small flat in Earl's Court and
continued his interest in politics by
becom ng a nenber of the Tory Bow

G oup. When he becane the G oup's
secretary he hel ped to organi se neet -
i ngs, and had then progressed to
writing panphl ets and speaki ng at
weekend conferences before being
invited to work at Central O fice as
personal assistant to the chairmn
during the T959 el ection canpaign.



Two years |later Sinon net Elizabeth
Drunmond when ' Panoranm' carried out
an investigation into the National
Heal th Service and she had been
invited to be a participant. Over

dri nks before the progranme Elizabeth
made it perfectly clear to Sinon that
she distrusted nedia nen and

detested politicians. They were
married a year later. Elizabeth had
since given birth to tw sons, and
with only a small break on each
occasi on she had conti nued her career
as a doctor.

Sinmon had | eft the BBC sonewhat
abruptly when, in the sumer of 1964,
he had been offered the chance to
defend the nmargi nal constituency of
Coventry Central. He held on to the
seat at the general election by a
majority of gig.

Sinon drove up to the gates of St
Mary's and checked his watch. He was

a few mnutes early. He pushed back
the nop of brown hair fromhis
forehead and t hought about the evening
ahead. He was taking Elizabeth out to
celebrate their fourth weddi ng

anni versary, and had prepared one or
two surprises for her. Dinner at Mario
& Franco, followed by dancing at the
Establ i shment C ub, and then hone
together for the first tine in weeks.

"Un" he said, savouring the thought.

"H, stranger," said the |ady who
junped i n beside himand gave him a
kiss. Sinon stared at the woman with
a perfect smle and long fair hair



that turned up at the shoul der. He had
stared at her when she had first
arrived at the 'Panorama' studio that
ni ght nearly five years before and he
had hardly stopped staring since.

He switched on the ignition. "Want

to hear sone good news?" he asked, and
answered his own question before she
could reply. "I"mpaired for tonight.
That neans dinner at Mario & Franco,
danci ng at the Establishnment, honme and

"Do you want to hear the bad news?"
asked Elizabeth, also not waiting for
a reply. "There's a shortage of staff
because of the flu epidemc. | have to
be back on duty by ten o'clock."

Si mon switched off the ignition.
"Well, which would you prefer?" he
asked. "Dinner, dancing or straight
honme?"

El i zabet h | aughed. "We've got three
hours,"” she said. "So we m ght even

find time for dinner."
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