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THE PERFECT MJRDER

| F

| hadn't changed ny
m nd that night I
woul d never have
found out the truth.

| couldn't believe
that Carla had sl ept
w t h anot her nan,

t hat she had |ied
about her | ove for



nme - and that |

m ght be second or
even third in her
af fecti ons.

Carl a had phoned

ne at the office
during the day,
something | had told
her not to do, but
since | al so warned
her never to call ne
at hone she hadn't
been left with a | ot
of choice. As it
turned out; all she
had wanted to | et ne
know was t hat she
woul dn't be able to
make it for what the
French so decorously
call a "c~ng a
sept”. She had to
visit her sister in
Ful ham who had been
taken ill, she
expl ai ned.

| was

di sappoi nted. It had
been anot her
depressi ng day, and
now | was bei ng
asked to forgo the
one thing that would
have nmade it

bear abl e.

"1 thought you
didn't get on well
Wi th your sister," |
said tartly.

There was no



I mredi ate reply from
t he ot her end.
Eventual ly Carl a
asked, "Shall we
make it next

Tuesday, the usual
time?"
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"I don't know if that's

convenient," | said. "I'lIl call you
on Monday when | know what ny pl ans
are." | put down the receiver.

Wearily, | phoned ny wife to | et
her know | was on the way hone -
something | usually did fromthe
phone box outside Carla's flat. It
was a trick | often used to nake

El i zabeth feel she knew where | was
every nonment of the day.

Most of the office staff had
already left for the night so |

gat hered toget her sone papers |
could work on at hone. Since the
new conpany had taken us over siXx
nont hs ago, the managenent had not
only sacked ny Nunber Two in the
accounts departnent but expected ne
to cover his work as well as ny
own. | was hardly in a position to
conpl ain, since ny new boss nmade it
abundantly dear that if | didn't

| i ke the arrangenent | should feel
free to seek enpl oynent el sewhere.
| m ght have, too, but | couldn't
think of many firns that woul d
readily take on a man who had
reached that magi c age sonewhere
bet ween t he sought-after and the



avai |l abl e.

As | drove out of the office car
park and joined the evening rush
hour | began to regret having been
so sharp with Carla. After all, the
role of the other woman was hardly
one she delighted in. The feeling
of guilt persisted, so that when |
reached the corner of Sloane
Square, | junped out of ny car and
ran across the road.

"A dozen roses," | said, funbling
with ny wallet.

A man who nust have made his

profit fromlovers selected twelve
unopened buds w thout coment. My
choice didn't show a great deal of
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| magi nati on but at |least Carla
woul d know |'d tried.

| drove on towards her flat,
hopi ng she had not yet left for
her sister's, that perhaps we

m ght even find tinme for a quick
drink. Then | remenbered that |
had already told my wife | was on
the way hone. A few m nutes' delay
coul d be expl ai ned by a

~ ... L. 1 ~..11 1~ 11~

Llalil~J4lil, UUL LIT"L lalilC CAL ARC. L WU U Ilialuly
~uvt:r ny staying on for a drink.

Wen | arrived at Carla's hone |
had the usual trouble finding a



par ki ng space, until | spotted a
gap that would just take a Rover
opposite the paper shop. | stopped
and woul d have backed into the
space had | not noticed a nan

com ng out of the entrance to her

bl ock of flats. | wouldn't have
given it a second thought if Carla
hadn't foll owed hima nonent |ater.
She stood there in the doorway,
wearing a | oose blue housecoat. She
| eaned forward to give her
departing visitor a kiss that could
hardly have been descri bed as
sisterly. As she cl osed the door
drove ny car round the corner and
doubl epar ked.

| watched the man in ny rear-view
mrror as he crossed the road, went
into the newsagent and a few
nonments | ater reappeared with an
eveni ng paper and what | ooked |ike
a packet of cigarettes. He wal ked
to his car, a blue BMN stopped to
remove a parking ticket fromhis

W ndscreen and appeared to curse.
How | ong had the BMWN been there? |
even began to wonder if he had been
with Carla when she phoned to tel
me not to come round.

The man clinbed into the BMN
fastened his seat belt and lit a
cigarette before driving off. |

t ook
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hi s parking neter space in

part-paynent for ny wonman. | didn't
consider it a fair exchange. |



checked up and down the street, as
| always did, before getting out
and wal ki ng over to the bl ock of
flats. It was already dark and no
one gave ne a second gl ance.
pressed the bell marked ' Moorl and'.

When Carl a opened the front door

| was greeted with a huge smle
whi ch quickly turned into a frown,
t henjust as quickly back to a
smle. The first smle nust have

been neant for the BMVNnman. | often
wondered why she wouldn't give ne a
frontdoor key. | stared into those

bl ue eyes that had first captivated
me so many nonths ago. Despite her
smle, those eyes now reveal ed a
col dness | had never seen before.

She turned to re-open the door and
let me into her ground-floor flat.
| noticed that under her housecoat
she was wearing the w ne-red
negligee | had given her for
Christmas. Once inside the flat |
found mysel f checking round the
room| knew so well. On the glass
table in the centre of the room
stood the ' Snoopy' coffee nug |
usual ly drank from enpty. By its
side was Carla's nug, also enpty,
and a dozen roses arranged in a
vase. The buds were just begi nning
to open.

| have al ways been quick to chide
and the sight of the flowers nade
it inmpossible for ne to hide ny
anger .

"And who was the man who j ust
left?" | asked.



"An insurance broker," she
replied, renoving the nugs fromthe
t abl e.

"And what was he insuring?" |
asked. "Your |ove-life?"
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"Why do you automatically assune
he's ny | over?" Her voice had begun
to rise.

"Do you usually have coffee with
an i nsurance broker in your
negl i gee? Cone to think of it, ny
negl i gee. "

“I''l'l have coffee with whom | damm
wel | pl ease," she said, "and
wearing what | damm wel | please,
especially when you are on your way
home to your wfe."

"But | had wanted to cone to you -

"And then return to your wife. In
any case, you're always telling ne
| should lead ny own |life and not
rely on you," she added, an
argunent Carla often fell back on
when she had sonet hing to hide.

"You know it's not that easy."

"I know it's easy enough for you
tojunp into bed with ne whenever it
suits you. That's all I'm good for,

isn't it?"

"That's not fair."



"Not fair? Weren't you hoping for
your usual at six so you could
still be hone at seven in time for
supper with Elizabet h?"

"I haven't nade love to ny wife in
years!" | shout ed.

"We only have your word for that,"
she spat out with scorn.

"I have been utterly faithful to
you. "

"Whi ch nmeans | al ways have to be
to you, | suppose?"

"Stop behaving |ike a whore."

Carla's eyes flashed as she | eaped
forward and sl apped ne across the
face with all the strength she
coul d nuster.
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| was still slightly off-bal ance
when she rai sed her arma second
time, but as her hand canme sw nging
towards nme | blocked it and was even
able to push her back against the
mant el pi ece. She recovered quickly
and cane flying at ne again.

In a nonment of uncontrolled fury,
just as she was about to | aunch
herself on nme, | clenched ny fist
and took a swing at her. | caught
her on the side of the chin, and she
wheel ed back fromthe inpact. |

wat ched her put an armout to break
her fall. But before she had the



chance to | eap back up and
retaliate, | turned and strode out,
slamm ng the flat door behind ne.

| ran down the hall, out on to the
street, junped into ny car and drove
of f quickly. I couldn't have been

with her for nore than ten m nutes.
Al though | felt |ike murdering her
at the tine | regretted having hit
her 1 ong before | reached hone.
Twice | nearly turned back.
Everyt hi ng she had conpl ai ned about
was fair and | wondered if | dared
phone her from home. Although Carl a
and | had only been lovers for a few
nont hs, she nust have known how nuch
| cared.

| f Elizabeth had intended to

comrent on ny being |late, she
changed her m nd the nonent | handed
her the roses. She began to arrange
themin a vase while | poured nyself
a large whisky. | waited for her to
say sonething as | rarely drank

bef ore di nner but she seened
preoccupied with the flowers.

Al t hough | had al ready nmade up ny

m nd to phone Carla and try to nmake
anends, | decided | couldn't do it
fromhone. In any case, if | waited
until the norning when | was back in
the of lice, she mght by then have
calned down a little.
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| woke early the next day and | ay
i n bed, considering what form ny

apol ogy should take. | decided to
invite her to lunch at the little



French bistro she |iked so much,
hal f way between ny office hers.
Carl a al ways appreci ated seeing ne
in the mddle of the day, when she
knew it couldn't be for sex. After

| had shaved and dressed | joi ned
El i zabet h for breakfast, and seeing
there was nothing interesting on
the front page, | turned to the
financial section. The conpany's
shares had fallen again, follow ng
City forecasts of poor interim
profits. MIIlions woul d undoubtedly
be wi ped of four share val ue

foll owi ng such a bad piece of
publicity. | already knew that when
it canme to publishing the annual
accounts it would be a mracle if
the conpany didn't declare a | oss.

After gul ping dowmn a second cup of
coffee | kissed my wife on the
cheek and made for the car. It was
then that | decided to drop a note
through Carla's | etterbox rather
than cope with the enbarrassnent of
a phone call

"Forgive ne," | wote. "Marcel's,
one o' clock. Sole ~cronigzu on a
Friday. Love, Casaneva." | rarely

wote to Carla, and when | did I
only ever signed it with her chosen
ni cknane.

| took a short detour so that |
coul d pass her hone but was held up
by a traffic jam As | approached
the flat | could see that the

hol d-up was bei ng caused by sone
sort of accident. It had to be
gquite a serious one because there
was an anbul ance bl ocki ng the other
side of the road and del aying the



fl ow of oncom ng vehicles. A
traffic warden was trying to help
but she was only sl ow ng things
down even nore. It was obvious that
It was going to be
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| npossi bl e to park anywhere near
Carla's flat, so | resigned
nysel fto phoning her fromthe of
fice. I did not relish the

pr ospect.

| felt a sinking feeling nonents

| ater when | saw that the anbul ance
was parked only a few yards from
the front door to her block of

flats. | knew | was being
irrational but | began to fear the
worst. | tried to convince nyself

It was probably a road accident and
had nothing to do with Carl a.

It was then that | spotted the
police car tucked in behind the
anbul ance.

As | drew |level with the two
vehicles | saw that Carla's front
door was wi de open. A man in a |long
whi te coat cane scurrying out and
opened the back ofthe anbul ance.
stopped ny car to observe nore
careful ly what was goi ng on, hoping
t he man behind ne woul d not becone
i npatient. Drivers comng fromthe
other direction raised a hand to
thank me for allowing themto pass.
| thought | could let a dozen or so
t hrough before anyone woul d start
to conplain. The traffic warden



hel ped by urging them on.

Then a stretcher appeared at the
end of the hall. Two uniforned
orderlies carried a shrouded body
out on to the road and placed-it in
t he back of the anbul ance. | was
unable to see the face because it
was covered by the sheet, but a
third man, who could only have been
a detective, wal ked i medi ately
behind the stretcher. He was
carrying a plastic bag, inside
which | could nmake out a red
garnment that | feared was the
negligee | had given Carl a.

| vomted ny breakfast all over
t he passenger seat, ny head finally
resting on the steering wheel.
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A nonent |ater they closed the
anbul ance door, a siren started up
and the traffic warden began wavi ng
me on. The anbul ance noved quickly
of f and the man behind ne started
to press his horn. He was, after
all, only an innocent
bysitter.llurched forward and | ater
couldn't recall any part of ny
journey to the office..

Once | had reached the office car
park | cleared up the ness on the
passenger seat as best | could and
| eft a wi ndow open before taking a
lift to the washroom on the seventh
floor. I tore ny lunch invitation
to Carla into little pieces and
flushed them down the |avatory. |



wal ked into nmy roomon the twelfth
floor a little after eight thirty,
to find the nmanagi ng director
paci ng up and down in front of ny
desk, obviously waiting for ne. |
had quite forgotten that it was
Friday and he al ways expected the
| at est conpleted figures to be
ready for his consideration.

This Friday it turned out he al so
wanted the projected accounts for
the nonths of May, June and July. |
prom sed they would be on his desk
by m dday. The one thing | needed
was a clear norning and I was not
going to be allowed it.

Every time the phone rang, the

door opened or anyone even spoke to
me, ny heart mssed a beatl assuned
it could only be the police. By

m dday | had finished some sort of
report for the managi ng director,
but I knew he would find it neither
adequate nor accurate. As soon as |
had deposited the papers with his
secretary, | left for an early

l unch. | realised I wouldn't be
able to eat anything, but at | east

| could get hold of the first
edition of the
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St andard and search for any news
t hey m ght have picked up about
Carl a's deat h.

| sat in the corner of ny |ocal
pub where | knew | couldn't be seen
frombehind the bar. A tomato juice



by nmy side, | began slowly to turn
t he pages of the paper.

She hadn't nade page one. She
hadn't made the second, third or
fourth page. And on page five she
rated only a tiny paragraph. "M ss
Carla Moorland, aged 31, was found
dead at her hone in Pimico earlier
this nmorning." | renmenber thinking
at the tine they hadn't even got
her age right. "Detective |Inspector
Si mons, who has been put in charge
of the case, said that an

i nvestigation was being carried out
and they were awaiting the path-

ol ogist's report but to date they
had no reason to suspect foul

play."

After that piece of news | even
managed a little soup and a roll
Once | had read the report a second
time | made ny way back to the of
lice car park and sat in ny car. |
wound down the other front w ndow
to allow nore fresh air in before
turning on the Wirid At One on the
radio. Carla didn't even get a
mention. In the age of punp

shot guns, drugs, Aids and gold
bullion robberies the death of a
thirtytwo-year-old industrial

per sonal assistant had passed
unnoti ced by the BBC.

| returned to ny of lice to find

on nmy desk a nmeno containing a
series of questions that had been
fired back fromthe managi ng
director, leaving ne in no doubt as
to how he felt about ny report. |
was able to deal with nearly al

his queries and return the answers



to his secretary before I left the
of fice that night, despite spending
nost of the afternoon trying
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to convince nyself that whatever
had caused Carl a's death nmust have
happened after | left and coul d not
possi bly have been connected with
nmy hitting her. But that red
negl i gee kept returning to ny

t houghts. WAs there any way they
could trace it back to ne? | had
bought it at Harrods - an
extravagance, but | felt certain it
couldn't be unique and it was still
the only serious present |'d ever
given her. But the note that was
attached - had Carla destroyed it?
Wul d they di scover who Casaneva
was ?

| drove directly home that

eveni ng, aware that | woul d never
again be able to travel down the
road Carla had lived in. | |istened
to the end of the PM progranme on
my car radio and as soon as |
reached home switched on the six
o'clock news. | turned to Channel
Four at seven and back to the BBC
at nine. | returned to ITV at ten
and even ended up wat chi ng
Newsni ght .

Carla's death, in their conbi ned
editorial opinion, nust have been
| ess inportant than a

Third-Di vision football result

bet ween Readi ng and Wal sal | .

El i zabet h conti nued readi ng her



| atest |ibrary book, oblivious to
nmy possible peril.

| slept fitfully that night, and
as soon as | heard the papers
pushed through the letterbox the
next norning | ran downstairs to
check the headlines.

"DUKAKI S NOM NATED AS CANDI DATE"
stared up at ne fromthe front page
of The Ti nes.

| found nyself wondering,
irrelevantly, if he would ever be
Presi dent. "President Dukakis"
didn't sound quite right to ne.

| picked up ny wife's Daily Express
and the
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three-word headline filled the top
of the page: "LOVERS TIFF MJRDER'.

My legs gave way and | fell to ny
knees. | nust have nmade a strange
sight, crunpled up on the floor
trying to read that opening
paragraph. | couldn't make out the
words of the second paragraph wth-
out ny spectacles. | stunbl ed back
upstairs wth the papers and
grabbed the gl asses fromthe table
on ny side of the bed. Elizabeth
was still sleeping soundly. Even
so, | locked nyself in the bathroom
where | could read the story slowy
and wi thout fear of interruption.

Police are now treating as nurder



the death of a beautiful Pinmico
secretary, Carla Morland, 32, who
was found dead in her flat early
yesterday norning. Detective

| nspector Sinmmons of Scotl and Yard,
who is in charge of the case,
initially considered Carla

Moorl and's death to be due to

nat ural causes, but an X-ray has
reveal ed a broken jaw which could
have been caused in a fight.

An inquest wll be held on Apri
19t h.

M ss Morland s daily, Maria

Lucia (4 8), said - exclusively to
t he Express- that her enployer had
been with a man friend when she had
left the flat at five o' clock on
the night in question. Another

wi tness, Ms RitaJohnson, who |ives
in - the adjoining block of flats,
stated she had seen a nman | eaving
M ss Morland s flat at around si X,
before entering the newsagents
opposite and |l ater driving away.
Ms Johnson added that she coul dn't
be sure of the nmake of the car but
it mght have been a Rover
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"Oh, ny God," | exclainmed in such a

| oud voice that | was afraid it m ght
have woken Eli zabeth. | shaved and
showered quickly, trying to think as
| went along. | was dressed and ready
to | eave for work even before ny wife
had woken. 1 kissed her on the cheek
but she only turned over, so |



scribbled a note and left it on her
side of the bed, explaining that I
had to spend the norning in the
office as | had an inportant report
to conpl ete.

On ny journey to work | rehearsed
exactly what | was going to say. |
went over it again and again.

arrived on the twelfth floor a little
before eight and left ny door w de
open so | would be aware of the
slightest intrusion. | felt confident
that | had a clear fifteen, even
twenty m nutes before anyone el se
coul d be expected to arrive.

Once again | went over exactly what

| needed to say. | found the nunber
in the L-R directory and scribbled it
down on a pad in front of me before
witing five headings in block
capitals, sonething | always did

bef ore a board neeti ng.

BUS STOP
COAT

NO. 19
BMWV

Tl CKET

Then | dialled the nunber.

| took off ny watch and placed it

in front of ne. I had read sonmewhere
that the |ocation of a tel ephone call

can be traced i n about three m nutes.

A woman's voi ce said, "Scotl and
Yard. "
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"I nspector Simons, please," was
all | vol unteered.

"Can | tell himwho's calling?"

"No, | would prefer not to give ny
nane. "

"Yes, of course, sir," she said,
evidently used to such callers.

Anot her ringing tone. My nouth

went dry as a nman's voi ce announced
"Si mmons" and- | heard the
detective speak for the first tine.
| was taken aback to find that a
man with so English a nane coul d
have such a strong d aswegi an
accent.

“Can | hel p you?" he asked.

“"No, but I think I can help you,"

| said in a quiet tone which
pitched considerably | ower than ny
nat ural speaki ng voi ce.

"How can you help ne, sir?"

"Are you the officer in charge of
t he Carl awhat ever - her-nane-is

case?"

"Yes, | am But how can you hel p?"
he repeat ed.

The second hand showed one m nute
had al ready passed.

"I saw a man | eaving her flat that
ni ght."

"Where were you at the tinme?"



"At the bus stop on the sane side
of the road."

"Can you give ne a description of
the man?" Simons's tone was every
bit as casual as ny own.

"Tall. 1'd say five eleven, six
foot. Well built. Wyre one of those
posh City coats - you know, the

bl ack ones with a velvet collar."

"How can you be so sure about the
coat?" the detective asked.

"It was so cold standing out there
waiting for the No. 19 that |

wi shed it had been ne who was
wearing it."
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"Do you renmenber anything in
particul ar that happened after he
left the flat?"

"Only that he went into the paper
shop opposite before getting into
his car and driving away."

"Yes, we know that nuch,"” said the
Det ective Inspector. "I don't
suppose you recall what nake of car
It was?"

Two minutes had now passed and |
began to watch the second hand nore

cl osel y.

"I think it was a BMN" | sai d.



"Do you renenber the col our by any
chance?"

"No, it was too dark for that." |
paused. "But | saw himtear a
parking ticket offthe w ndscreen,
so it shouldn't be too hard for you
to trace him"

"And at what tine did all this take
pl ace?"

"Around six fifteen to six thirty,
| nspector," | said.

"And can you tell me . . . ?"

Two minutes fifty-eight seconds.
| put the phone back on the hook.
My whol e body broke out in a sweat.

"Good to see you in the office on
a Saturday norning," said the
managi ng director grimy as he
passed ny door. "Soon as you're
fini shed whatever you're doing |I'd
like a word with you."

| left ny desk and foll owed him
along the corridor into his office.
For the next hour he went over ny
projected figures, but however hard
| tried | couldn't concentrate. It
wasn't | ong before he stopped
trying to disguise his inpatience.

"Have you got sonething el se on
your m nd?" he asked as he cl osed
his file. "You seem preoccupied."”

"No," | insisted, "just been doing
alot of overtine lately," and
stood up to | eave.
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Once | had returned to nmy office,

| burnt the piece of paper with the
five headings and left to go hone.
In the first edition ofthe

af t ernoon paper, the "Lovers'

Tilts' story had been noved back to
page seven. They had nothing new to
report.

The rest of Saturday seened

i nterm nable but my wife's Sunday
Express finally brought nme sone
relief.

"Following up information received
in the Carla Morland 'Lovers'
Tills murder, a man is hel ping the
police with their inquiries.” The
commonpl ace expressions | had read
so often in the past suddenly took
on a real neaning.

| scoured the other Sunday papers,

| istened to every news bulletin and
wat ched each news item on

tel evision. Wien ny wi fe becane
curious | explained that there was
a runour in the office that the
conpany m ght be taken over again,
whi ch nmeant | could | ose ny job.

By Monday norning the Daily
Express had named the man in "The
Lovers' Tiff nurder" as Paul
Menzies (51), an insurance broker
fromSutton. Hs wife was at a
hospital in Epsom under sedation
whil e he was being held in the
cells of Brixton Prison under
arrest. | began to wonder if M



Menzies had told Carla the truth
about his wife and what his

ni ckname m ght be. | poured nyself
a strong black coffee and left for
the office.

Later that norning, Menzies
appeared before the magi strates at
the Horseferry Road court, charged
with the nmurder of Carla Moorl and.
The police had been successful in
opposi ng bail, the Standard
reassured ne.
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It takes six nonths, | was to

di scover, for a case of this gravity
to reach the A d Bailey. Paul
Menzi es passed those nonths on
remand in Brixton Prison. 1 spent
the same period fearful of every

t el ephone call, every knock on the
door, every unexpected visitor. Each
one created its own nightmare. |nno-
cent people have no idea how nmany
such incidents occur every day. |
went about ny job as best | could,
often wondering if Menzies knew of
ny relationship with Carla, if he
knew ny nane or if he even knew of
ny exi stence.

It nmust have been a couple of

nont hs before the trial was due to
begin that the conpany held its
annual general neeting. It had taken
sonme consi derabl e creative
accountancy on ny part to produce a
set of figures that showed us



managi ng any profit at all. W
certainly didn't pay our share-
hol ders a divi dend that year.

| canme away fromthe neeting
relieved, alnost elated. Six nonths
had passed since Carla's death and
not one incident had occurred during
that period to suggest that anyone
suspected | had even known her, |et
al one been the cause of her death.

| still felt guilty about Carl a,
even m ssed her, but after six
nonths | was now able to go for a
whol e day without fear entering ny
mnd. Strangely, | felt no guilt
about Menzies's plight. After all,

it was he who had becone the

I nstrunment that was going to keep ne
froma lifetinme spent in prison. So
when the bl ow canme it had double the

| npact .

It was on August 26th - | shal
never forget itthat | received a

|l etter which nade ne realise it

m ght be necessary to follow every
word of the trial.
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However much | tried to convince
nysel f | shoul d explain why |
couldn't doit, | knew | woul dn't
be able to resist it.

That sane norning, a Friday- |
suppose these things al ways happen
on a Friday- | was called in for
what | assumed was to be a routine
weekly neeting with the managi ng
director, only to be infornmed that
t he conpany no | onger needed ne.



"Frankly, in the |last few nonths
your work has gone frombad to
worse," | was told.

| didn't feel able to disagree with
hi m

"And you have left ne with no
choi ce but to replace you."

A polite way of saying, "You're
sacked. "

"Your desk wll be cleared by five
this evening," the nmanagi ng

di rector continued, "when you wl |l
recei ve a cheque fromthe accounts
departnent for od 7,500."

| raised an eyebrow.

"Si x nonths' conpensation, as
stipulated in your contract when we
t ook over the conpany,"” he
expl ai ned.

When t he nmanagi ng director
stretched out his hand it was not
to wish me luck, but to ask for the
keys of ny Rover.

| remenber ny first thought when
he infornmed ne of his decision: at
|l east | would be able to attend
every day of the trial w thout any
hassl e.

El i zabeth took the news of ny
sacki ng badly but only asked what
plans | had for finding a new job.
During the next nmonth | pretended
to look for a position in another
conpany but realised | couldn't
hope to settle down to anything



until the case was over.
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On the norning of the trial all the
popul ar papers had col ourf ul
background pi eces. The Daily Express
even di splayed on its front page a
flattering picture of Carla in a
swinsuit on the beach at Marbell a:

| wondered how nuch her sister in
Ful ham had been paid for that
particular item Alongside it was a
profile photo of Paul Menzies which
made himl ook as if he were already
a convict.

| was anongst the first to be told

i n which court at the A d Bailey the
case of the Crown v. Menzies would
be tried. A unifornmed policenan gave
me detailed directions and al ong
with several others | nmade ny way to
Court No. 4.

Once | had reached the courtroom |
filed in and made sure that | sat on
the end of nmy row. | | ooked round

t hi nki ng everyone woul d stare at ne,
but to nmy relief no one showed the
slightest interest.

| had a good view of the defendant
as he stood in the dock. Menzies was
a frail man who | ooked as if he had
recently lost a |ot of weight;
fifty-one, the newspapers had said,
but he | ooked nearer seventy. |
began to wonder how nuch | nust have
aged over the past few nonths.

Menzies wore a smart, dark bl ue



suit that hung loosely on him a
clean shirt and what | thought nust
be a reginental tie. H's grey
thinning hair was swept straight
back; a small silver noustache gave
hima mlitary air. He certainly
didn't look |like a nurderer or much
of a catch as a |over, but anyone
gl anci ng towards ne woul d probably
have conme to the same concl usi on.
searched around the sea of faces for
M's Menzies but no one in the court
fitted the newspaper description of
her .

We all rose when M Justi ce Buchanan
cane i n.
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"The Crown v. Menzies," the clerk
of the court read out.

The judge | eaned forward to tel
Menzi es that he could be seated and
then turned slowy towards the jury
box.

He expl ai ned that, although there
had been consi derabl e press
interest in the case, their opinion
was all that mattered because they
al one woul d be asked to decide if
the prisoner were guilty or not
guilty of nmurder. He al so advised
the jury agai nst readi ng any
newspaper articles concerning the
trial or listening to anyone el se's
vi ews, especially those who had not
been present in court: such peopl e,
he said, were always the first to
have an i nmmut abl e opi ni on on what



t he verdict should be. He went on
to remnd the jury how inportant it
was to concentrate on the evidence
because a man's life was at stake.
| found nyself nodding in

agr eenent .

| glanced round the court hoping

t here was nobody there who woul d
recogni se ne. Menzies's eyes

remai ned fixed firmy on the judge,
who was turning back to face the
prosecuting counsel .

Even as Sir Hunphrey Mountcliff
rose fromhis place on the bench |
was t hankful he was agai nst Menzies
and not nme. A man of dom nating

hei ght with a high forehead and
silver grey hair, he commanded the
court not only with his physical
presence but with a voice that was
never |ess than authoritative.

To a silent assenbly he spent the
rest of the norning setting out the
case for the prosecution. H's eyes
rarely left the jury box except
occasionally to peer down at his
not es.

He reconstructed the events as he
I magi ned
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t hey had happened that evening in
Apri l .

The openi ng address |asted two and
a half hours, shorter than I'd
expected. The judge then suggested



a break for lunch and asked us all
to be back in our places by ten past
t wo.

After lunch Sir Hunphrey called

his first witness, Detective

I nspector Sinmmons. | was unable to

| ook directly at the policeman while
he presented his evidence. Each
reply he gave was as if he were
addressing ne personally. | wondered
I f he suspected all along that there
was anot her man. Simmons gave a

hi ghl'y professional account of

hi msel f as he described in detail
how t hey had found the body and

| ater traced Menzies through two

w t nesses and the dami ng par ki ng
ticket. By the tine Sir Hunphrey sat
down few people in that court could
have felt that Simons had arrested
t he wong man.

Menzi es' s defence counsel, who

rose to crossexam ne the Detective

| nspector, could not have been in
greater contrast to Sir Hunphrey. M
Robert Scott, QC, was short and
stocky, with thick bushy eyebrows.
He spoke slowly and w t hout
Inflection. | was happy to observe

t hat one nenber of the jury was
having difficulty in stayi ng awake.

For the next twenty m nutes Scott
took the Detective |nspector

pai nst aki ngly back over his evidence
but was unabl e to nmake Si mmons
retract anything substantial. As the
| nspect or stepped out of the w tness
box | felt confident enough to | ook
hi mstraight in the eye.

The next witness was a Home OF



| i ce pathol ogist, Dr Anthony
Mal | i ns, who, after answering a few
prelimnary questions to establish
hi s prof essi onal
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status, noved on to answer an
inquiry fromSir Hunphrey that took
everyone by surprise. The

pat hol ogi st infornmed the court that
there was cl ear evidence to suggest
that M ss Morland had had sexual

i ntercourse shortly before her

deat h.

"How can you be so certain, Dr
Mal | i ns?"

"Because | found traces of bl ood
group B on the deceased's upper

t high, while M ss Morland was

| ater found to be bl ood group O.
There were al so traces of sem nal
fluid on the negligee she was
wearing at the tinme of her death.”

"Are these common bl ood groups?"
Sir Hunphrey asked.

"Bl ood group Ois common," Dr
Mal lins admitted. "G oup B.
however, is fairly unusual."

"And what woul d you say was the
cause of her death?" Sir Hunphrey
asked.

"A blow or blows to the head,

whi ch caused a broken jaw, and

| acerations at the base of the
skull which may have been delivered



by a blunt instrunent."”

| wanted to stand up and say, "I
can tell you which!" when Sir
Hunphrey said, "Thank you, Dr

Mal Iins. No nore questions. Please
wait there."

M Scott treated the doctor with
far nore respect than he had

| nspector Sinmmons, despite Mallins
bei ng the defendant's w tness.

"Could the blow on the back of
M ss Morl and's head have been
caused by a fall?" he asked.

The doctor hesitated. "Possibly,"
he agreed. "But that woul dn't
explain the broken jaw "

M Scott ignored the conment and
pressed on.

"What percentage of people in
Britain are bl ood group B?"
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"About five, six per cent,"
vol unt eered t he doctor.

"Two and a half mllion people," said
M Scott, and waited for the figure to
sink in before he suddenly changed

t ack.

But as hard as he tried he coul d not
shift the pathologist on the tine of
death or on the fact that sexual

I nt ercourse nust have taken pl ace
around the hours his client had been



with Carl a.

When M Scott sat down the judge
asked Sir Hunphrey if he wished to
re-exam ne

"I do, ny Lord. Dr Mallins, you told
the court that M ss Morland suffered
froma brokenjaw and | acerations on the
back of her head. Could the | acerations
have been caused by falling on to a

bl unt object after the jaw had been

br oken?"

"I must object, my Lord," said M
Scott, rising with unusual speed. "This
Is a | eadi ng question.”

M Justi ce Buchanan | eaned forward and
peered down at the doctor. "I agree, M
Scott, but | would like to know if Dr
Mal I'i ns found bl ood group 0, Mss
Moor | and' s bl ood group, on any ot her
object in the roon?"

"Yes, ny Lord'" replied the doctor.
"On the edge of the glass table in the
centre of the room"”

"Thank you, Dr Mallins," said Sir
Hunphrey. "No nore questions.”

" Sir Hunphrey's next w tness was
Ms Rita

Johnson, the |lady who clai med she had
seen everyt hi ng.

"M's Johnson, on the evening of April
7th, did you see a man | eave the bl ock
of flats where Mss Morland |ived?"
Sir Hunphrey asked.

"Yes, | did."
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"At about what tine was that?"
"A few mnutes after six."

"Pl ease tell the court what
happened next."

"He wal ked across the road,
renmoved a parking ticket, got into
his car and drove away."

"Do you see that man in the court
t oday?"

"Yes," she said firmy, pointing
to Menzies, who at this suggestion
shook his head vi gorously.

“"No nore questions.”
M Scott rose slowy again.

"What did you say was the nake of
the car the man got into?"

"I can't be sure," M sJohnson
said, "but | think it was a BMN"

“"Not a Rover as you first told the
police the foll owi ng norning?"

The witness did not reply.

"And did you actually see the man

I n question renove a parking ticket
fromthe car wi ndscreen?" M Scott

asked.

"I think so, sir, but it al



happened so quickly."

""" msure it did," said M Scott.
"In fact, | suggest to you that it
happened so quickly that you've got
the wong man and the wong car."

"No, sir," she replied, but

W t hout the sane conviction with
whi ch she had delivered her earlier
replies.

Sir Hunphrey did not re-exam ne

M sJohnson. | realised that he
want ed her evidence to be forgotten
by the jury as quickly as possi bl e.
As it was, when she left the

W t ness box she also left everyone
In court in considerable doubt.

Carla's daily, Maria Lucia, was
far nore convincing. She stated
unequi vocal |y that she had seen
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Menzies in the living roomofthe
flat that afternoon when she
arrived a little before five.
However, she had, she admtted,
never seen himbefore that day.

"But isn't it true," asked Sir
Hunphrey, "that you usually only
work in the nornings?"

"Yes," she replied. "Al though M ss
Moorl and was in the habit of

bri ngi ng work honme on a Thur sday
afternoon so it was convenient for
me to cone in and collect ny
wages. "



"And how was M ss Morl and dressed
t hat afternoon?" asked Sir
Hunphr ey.

“I'n her blue norning coat," replied
the daily.

"I's this how she usually dressed
on a Thursday afternoon?"

"No, sir, but I assunmed she was
going to have a bath before going
out that evening."

"But when you left the flat was
she still with M Menzi es?"

"Yes, sir.

"Do you renenber anything el se she
was wearing that day?"

"Yes, sir. Underneath the norning
coat she wore a red negligee."

My negligee was duly produced and
Maria Lucia identified it. At this
point | stared directly at the

W t ness but she showed not a
flicker of recognition. | thanked
all the gods in the Pantheon that |
had never once been to visit Carla
i n the norning.

"Pl ease wait there," were Sir
Hunmphrey's final words to M ss
Luci a.

M Scott rose to cross-exam ne.
"M ss Lucia, you have told the

court that the purpose of the visit
was to collect your wages. How | ong



were you at the flat on this
occasi on?"
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"I didalittle clearing up in the
kitchen and ironed a bl ouse,
per haps twenty m nutes."”

"Did you see M ss Morl and during
this tinme?"

"Yes, | went into the drawi ng room
to ask if she would |i ke sone nore
cof fee but she said no."

"Was M Menzies with her at the
ti ne?"

"Yes, he was."

"Were you at any tine aware of a
quarrel between the two of them or
even rai sed voices?"

"No, sir."

"When you saw t hem together did
M ss Morl and show any signs of
di stress or need of hel p?"

"No, sir."

"Then what happened?”

"M ss Moorland joined ne in the
kitchen a few mnutes |ater, gave
me ny wages and | |let nyself out.”
"When you were alone in the

kitchen with M ss Morland, did she
gi ve any sign of being afraid of



her guest ?"
"No, sir."
“"No nore questions, ny Lord."

Sir Hunphrey did not re-exam ne
Maria Lucia and inforned the judge
that he had conpleted the case for
the prosecution. M Justice
Buchanan nodded and said he felt

t hat was enough for the day; but |
wasn't convinced it was enough to
convi ct Menzi es.

When | got hone that night

El i zabeth did not ask ne where |
had been, and | did not vol unteer
any information. | spent the
eveni ng pretending to go over job
appl i cati ons.

* k% %
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The followng norning | had a |l ate
breakfast and read the papers before
returning to ny place at the end of
arowin Court No. 4, only a few
nonments before the judge nade his
entrance.

M Justi ce Buchanan, havi ng sat

down, adjusted his w g before
calling on M Scott to open the case
for the defence. M Scott, QC, was
once again slowto rise - a man-paid
by the hour, | thought uncharitably.
He started by prom sing the court
that his openi ng address woul d be
brief, and he then remained on his



feet for the next two and a half
hour s.

He began the case for the defence

by going over in detail the rel evant
parts, as he saw them of Menzies's
past. He assured us all that those
who wi shed to dissect it later would
only find an unbl em shed record.

Paul Menzies was a happily married
man who lived in Sutton with his
wife and three children, Polly, aged
twenty-one, M chael, nineteen, and
Sally, sixteen. Two of the children
were now at university and the
youngest had just conpl eted her

GCSE. Doctors had advised Ms
Menzies not to attend the trial,
foll owi ng her recent rel ease from
hospital. | noticed two of the wonen
on the jury smle synpathetically.

M Menzies, M Scott continued,

had been with the same firm of

I nsurance brokers in the Cty of
London for the past six years and,
al t hough he had not been pronoted,
he was a nuch respected nenber of
the staff. He was a pillar of his

| ocal community, having served with
the Territorial Arny and on the
committee of the |local canera club.
He had once even stood for the
Sutton council. He could hardly be
descri bed as a serious candi date as
a nurderer.
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M Scott then went on to the

actual day of the killing and
confirmed that M Menzi es had an



appoi ntnment wwth M ss Myorland on
the afternoon in question, but in a
strictly professional capacity with
t he sol e purpose of helping her with
a personal insurance plan. There
coul d have been no other reason to
visit Mss Morland during office
hours. He did not have sexual

i ntercourse with her and he
certainly did not mnurder her.

The defendant had left his client

a few mnutes after six. He
under st ood she had intended to
change before going out to dinner
with her sister in Fulham He had
arranged to see her the follow ng
Wednesday at his of lice for the
pur pose of drawi ng up the conpl eted
policy. The defence, M Scott went
on, would later produce a diary
entry that would establish the truth
of this statenent.

The charge agai nst the accused
was, he subm tted, based al nost
conpletely on circunstanti al
evidence. He felt confident that,
when the trial reached its
conclusion, the jury would be left
wWith no choice but to release his
client back into the bosom of his
|l oving famly. "You nust end this
nightmare,"™ M Scott concluded. "It
has gone on far too long for an

I nnocent man."

At this point the judge suggested

a break for lunch. During the neal

| was unable to concentrate or even
take in what was being said around
me. The majority of those who had an
opinion to give now seened convi nced
t hat Menzi es was i nnocent.



As soon as we returned, at ten
past two, M Scott called his first
w t ness: the defendant hinself.

Paul Menzies left the dock and
wal ked slowly over to the w tness
box. He took a copy of the New
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Testanent in his right hand and
haltingly read the words of the
oath, froma card which he held in
his left.

Every eye was fixed on himwhile
M Scott began to guide his client
carefully through the mnefield of
evi dence.

Menzi es becane progressively nore
confident in his delivery as the
day wore on, and when at four
thirty the judge told the court,
"That's enough for today," | was
convi nced that he would get off,
even if only by a majority verdict.

| spent a fitful night before
returning to ny place on the third
day fearing the worst. Wuld
Menzi es be rel eased and woul d they
then start | ooking for ne?

M Scott opened the third norning
as gently as he had begun the
second, but he repeated so nany
guestions fromthe previous day
that it becane obvious he was only
steadying his client in preparation
for prosecuting counsel. Before he



finally sat down he asked Menzies
for athird tine, "Did you ever
have sexual intercourse with M ss
Moor | and?"

"No, sir. | had only net her for
the first time that day," Menzies
replied firmy.

"And did you nmurder M ss Mborl and?"
"Certainly not, sir," said
Menzi es, his voice now strong and
confi dent.

M Scott resuned his place, a | ook
of quiet satisfaction on his face.

In fairness to Menzies, very
little which takes place in nornal
life could have prepared anyone for
cross-exam nation by Sir Hunphrey
Mountcliff. | could not have asked
for a better advocate.
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“I"d like to start, if I my, M
Menzies," he began, "wi th what your
counsel seens to set great store by
as proof of your innocence.”

Menzies's thin lips remained in a
firmstraight |ine.

"The pertinent entry in your diary
whi ch suggests that you made a
second appoi ntnent to see M ss
Moor | and, the nurdered woman" -
three words Sir Hunphrey was to
repeat again and again during his
cross-exam nation - "for the



Wednesday after she had been
killed."

"Yes, sir," said Menzies.

"This entry was nade - correct ne
If I"'mwong - follow ng your

Thur sday neeting at Mss Morland's
flat."

"Yes, sir," said Menzies,

obvi ously tutored not to add
anything that mght |later help
prosecuting counsel .

"So when did you nake that entry?"
Sir Hunphrey asked.

"On the Friday norning."

"After Mss Morland had been
kill ed?"

"Yes, but | didn't know "

"Do you carry a diary on you, M
Menzi es?"

"Yes, but only a small pocket
diary, not ny |arge desk one."

"Do you have it with you today?"
"l do."
"May | be allowed to see it?"

Rel uctantly Menzies took a small
green diary out of his jacket
pocket and handed it over to the
clerk of the court, who in turn
passed it on to Sir Hunphrey. Sir
Hunphrey began to | eaf through the
pages.
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"I see that there is no entry for
your appointnment with Mss Moorl and
for the afternoon on which she was
nmur der ed?"

“No, sir,"” said Menzies. "l put

of fice appointnments only in ny desk
di ary, personal appointnents are
restricted to ny pocket diary."

"I understand,” said Sir Hunphrey.
He paused and | ooked up. "But isn't
It strange, M Menzies, that you
agreed to an appointnent with a
client to discuss further business
and you then trusted it to nenory,
when you so easily could have put
it in the diary you carry around
with you all the tinme before
transferring it?"

"I mght have witten it down on

a slip of paper at the tine, but as
| explained that's a personal
diary."

"I's it?" said Sir Hunphrey as he
flicked back a few nore pages. "Wo
I s David Paterson?" he asked.

Menzies | ooked as if he were trying
to place him

"M David Paterson, 112 City Road,
11. 30, January 9th this year," Sir
Hunphrey read out to the court.
Menzi es | ooked anxi ous. "We coul d
subpoena M Paterson if you can't
recall the neeting," said Sir



Hunphrey hel pful ly.

"He's a client of ny firm" said
Menzies in a quiet voice.

"Aclient of your firm" Sir
Hunphrey repeated slowy. "I wonder
how many of those | could find if |
went through your diary at a nore

| ei surely pace?" Menzies bowed his
head as Sir Hunphrey passed the

di ary back to the clerk, having
made his point.

"Now | should like to turn to some
nore inportant questions . "

"Not until after lunch, Sir
Hunphrey, " the
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judge intervened. "It's nearly one
and | think we'll take a break
now. "

"As you wish, ny Lord," cane back
t he courteous reply.

| left the court in a nore

optim stic nood, even though I
couldn't wait to discover what
could be nore inportant than that
diary. Sir Hunphrey's enphasis on
little |ies, although they did not
prove Menzies was a nurderer, did
show he was hi di ng sonet hi ng.
becanme anxi ous that during the
break M Scott m ght advise Menzies
to admt to his affair with Carl a,
and thus nake the rest of his story
appear nore credible. To ny relief,



over the neal | |earned that under
English | aw Menzi es coul d not
consult his counsel while he was
still in the witness box. | noticed
when we returned to court that M
Scott's smle had di sappear ed.

Sir Hunphrey rose to continue his
crossexam nati on.

"You have stated under oath, M
Menzies, that you are a happily
married nman."

"I am sir," said the defendant

with feeling.

"Was your first marriage as happy,
M Menzi es?" asked Sir Hunphrey
casual ly. The defendant's cheeks
drai ned of their colour. | quickly
| ooked over towards M Scott who
could not mask that this was

i nformation with which he had not
been entrust ed.

"Take your time before you
answer," said Sir Hunphrey.

Al'l eyes turned to the man in the
W t ness box.

"No," said Menzies and quickly
added, "but | was very young at the
tinme. It was many years ago and al
a ghastly m stake."
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"All a ghastly m stake?" repeated



Sir Hunphrey, |ooking straight at
the jury. "And how did that marriage
end?"

"I n divorce,
si mpl y.

Menzies said quite

"And what were the grounds for that
di vor ce?"

"Cruelty," said Menzies, "but.

"But . . . would you like ne to
read out to the jury what your first
w fe swore under oath in court that
day?"

Menzi es stood there shaking. He
knew t hat "No" woul d damm hi m and
"Yes" woul d hang him

"Well, as you seem unable to advise
us I will, with your permssion, ny
Lord, read the statenent nade before
M Justice Rodger on dune 9th, 1961
at the Swi ndon County Court by the
first Ms Menzies." Sir Hunphrey
cleared his throat. "'He used to hit
me again and again, and it becane so
bad that | had to run away for fear
he m ght one day kill nme."" Sir
Hunphr ey enphasi sed the last five
wor ds.

"She was exaggerating," shouted
Menzies fromthe w tness box.

"How unfortunate that poor M ss
Carl a Moorland cannot be with us
today to let us know if your story
about her is also an exaggeration."
"l object, ny Lord," said M Scott.
"Sir Hunphrey is harassing the



W t ness. "

"I agree," said the judge. "Tread
nore carefully in future, Sir
Hunphrey. "

"1 apol ogise, ny Lord," said Sir
Hunphr ey, soundi ng singularly
unapol ogetic. He dosed the file to
whi ch he had been referring and
replaced it on the desk in front of
hi m before taking up a new
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one. He opened it slowy, making
sure all in the court were
foll ow ng every novenent before he
extracted a single sheet of paper.

"How many m stresses have you had
since you were nmarried to the
second Ms Menzi es?"

"Objection, ny Lord. How can this
be rel evant ?"

"My Lord, it is relevant, |
respectfully suggest. | intend to
show that this was not a busi ness
relationship that M Menzi es was
conducting with M ss Moorland but a
hi ghly personal one."

"The question can be put to the
defendant,"” rul ed the judge.

Menzies said nothing as Sir
Hunphrey held up the sheet of paper

in front of himand studied t.

"Take your tine because | want the



exact nunmber," Sir Hunphrey said,
| ooki ng over the top of his
gl asses.

The seconds ticked on as we all
wai t ed.

"Hm - three, | think," Menzies
said eventually in a voice that
just carried. The gentlenen of the
press began scribbling furiously.

"Three," said Sir Hunphrey,
staring at his piece of paper in
di sbel i ef.

"Well, perhaps four."

"And was the fourth Mss Carla
Moor | and?" Sir Hunphrey asked.
"Because you had sexual intercourse
with her that evening, didn't you?"

"No, | did not," said Menzies, but
by this time fewin that courtroom
coul d have believed him

“"Very well then,"™ continued Sir
Hunphrey, as he placed the piece of
paper on the bench in front of him
"But before | return to your
relationship with
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M ss Morl and, | et us discover the
truth about the other four."

| stared at the piece of paper
fromwhich Sir Hunphrey had been
readi ng. From where | was seated |
could see that there was not hing



witten on it at all. A blank white
sheet | ay before him

| was finding it hard to keep a
grin off ny face. Menzies's
adul t er ous background was an unex-
pect ed bonus for ne and the press -
and | couldn't help wondering how
Carla woul d have reacted if she had
known about it.

Sir Hunphrey spent the rest of the
day maki ng Menzies relate the
details of his previous rel a-
tionships with the four mstresses.
The court was agog and the
journalists continued to scribble
away, knowi ng they were about to
have a field day. Wen the court
rose M Scott's eyes were closed.

| drove hone that night feeling

not a little pleased with nyself;

li ke a man who had just conpleted a
good day's worKk.

On entering the courtroomthe
following nmorning | noticed people
wer e begi nning to acknow edge ot her
regul ars and nod. | found nyself
falling into the sane pattern and
greeted people silently as | took ny
regul ar position on the end of the
bench.

Sir Hunphrey spent the norning

goi ng over sone of Menzies's other

m sdeneanours. W di scovered that he
had served in the Territorial Arny
for only five nonths and left after
a msunderstanding with his
commandi ng of fi cer over how many
hours he shoul d have been spendi ng
on exercises during weekends and how



much he had clainmed in expenses for
t hose hours. We al so | earned that
his attenpts to get on the |ocal
counci | sprung nore
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from anger at being refused

pl anni ng perm ssion to build on a
pi ece of |and adjoining his house
than froman altruistic desire to
serve his fellow nen. To be fair,
Sir Hunphrey coul d have nade the
Archangel Gabriel look like a
soccer hooligan; but his trunmp card
was still to cone.

"M Menzies, | should now like to
return to your version of what
happened on the night Mss Moorl and
was killed."

"Yes, "
Voi ce.

sighed Menzies in a tired

"When you visit aclient to

di scuss one of your policies, how

| ong woul d you say such a consulta-
tion usually | asts?"

"Usual | y hal fan hour, an hour at
t he nost,"” said Menzies.

"And how | ong did the consultation
wth Mss Morland take?"

"A good hour," said Menzies.

“"And you left her, if | remenber
your evidence correctly, alittle
after six o'clock."



"That is correct.”

"And what tinme was your
appoi nt nent ?"

"At five o' clock, as was shown
clearly in ny desk diary," said
Menzi es.

"Well, M Menzies, if you arrived
at about five to keep your

appoi ntmrent with Mss Morland and
left alittle after six, how did
you manage to get a parking fine?"

"I didn't have any small change
for the neter at the tine," said
Menzies confidently. "As | was

al ready a couple of mnutes |ate,
just risked it."

"You just risked it," repeated Sir
Hunphrey slowy. "You are obviously
a man who takes risks, M Menzies.

| wonder if you would be good
enough
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to |l ook at the parking ticket in
guestion.”

The clerk handed it up to Menzi es.

"Woul d you read out to the court
t he hour and mnute that the
traffic warden has witten in the
littl e boxes to show when the

of fence occurred.”

Once again Menzies took a long tine
to reply.



"Four sixteen to four thirty," he
said eventually.

"I didn't hear that,"” said the
j udge.

"Wul d you be kind enough to
repeat what you said for the
j udge?" Sir Hunphrey asked.

Menzi es repeated the dammi ng
figures.

"So now we have established that
you were in fact wwth M ss Moorl and
sonme tinme before four sixteen, and
not, as | suggestyou

| at er wr ot ei nyourdi ary, five

o' clock. That was just another |ie,
wasn't it?"

"No," said Menzies. "l nust have
arrived alittle earlier than |
realised."

"At | east an hour earlier, it
seens. And | al so suggest to you
that you arrived at that early hour
because your interest in Carla
Moor | and was not sinply

pr of essi onal ?"

"That's not true."

"Then it wasn't your intention
t hat she shoul d becone your
m stress?"

Menzi es hesitated | ong enough for
Sir Hunphrey to answer his own
guestion. "Because the business
part of your neeting finished in
the usual half hour, did it not, M



Menzi es?" He waited for a response
but still none was forthcom ng.

"What is your blood group, M
Menzi es?"

"I have no idea."

Sir Hunphrey w thout warning
changed tack: "Have you heard of
DNA, by any chance?"

"No," came back the puzzled reply.
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"Deoxyribonucleic acid is a proven
techni que that shows genetic

i nformati on can be uni que to every
I ndi vidual . Bl ood or senen sanpl es
can be matched. Semen, M Menzi es,
s as unique as any fingerprint.
Wth such a sanple we woul d know

I mredi ately if you raped M ss
Moor | and. "

"I didn't rape her," Menzies said

I ndi gnantly.

"Nevert hel ess sexual i ntercourse
did take place, didn't it?" said
Sir Hunphrey quietly.

Menzi es renmni ned silent.

"Shall | recall the Home Ofice
pat hol ogi st and ask himto carry
out a DNA test?"

Menzies still made no reply.

"And check your bl ood group?" Sir



Hunmphrey paused. "I will ask you
once again, M Menzies. D d sexual
I nt ercourse between you and the
mur der ed worman t ake pl ace that
Thur sday afternoon?"

"Yes, sir," said Menzies in a
whi sper.
"Yes, sir," repeated Sir Hunphrey

so that the whol e court coul d hear
it.

"But it wasn't rape," Menzies
shout ed back at Sir Hunphrey.

"Wasn't it?" said Sir Hunphrey.
"And | swear | didn't kill her."

| nmust have been the only person

in that courtroom who knew he was
telling the truth. Al Sir Hunphrey
said was; "No nore questions, ny
Lord."

M Scott tried manfully to
resurrect his client's credibility
during re-exam nation but the fact
t hat Menzies had been caught [|vying
about his relationship with Carla
made everything he had said
previ ously appear doubtful.

If only Menzies had told the truth
about bei ng
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Carla's lover, his story mght well

have been accepted. | wondered why
he had gone through the charade- in



order to protect his w fe? Watever
the nmotive, it had only ended by
maki ng hi m appear guilty of a crine
he hadn't conmtted.

| went honme that night and ate the
| argest neal | had had for severa
days.

The follow ng norning M Scott
called two nore witnesses. The
first turned out to be the vicar of
St Peter's, Sutton, who was there
as a character witness to prove
what a pillar of the community
Menzi es was. After Sir Hunphrey had
finished his cross-exam nation the
vi car ended up | ooking |ike a

rat her kind, unworldly old man,
whose know edge of Menzi es was
based on the latter's occasi onal
attendance at Sunday nati ns.

The second was Menzies's superior
at the conpany they both worked for
inthe Cty. He was a far nore

i npressive figure but he was unabl e
to confirmthat Mss Morland had
ever been a client of the conpany.

M Scott put up no nore w tnesses
and informed M Justice Buchanan
that he had conpleted the case for
t he defence. The judge nodded and,
turning to Sir Hunphrey, told him
he woul d not be required to begin
his final address until the
fol | owi ng norni ng.

That heral ded the signal for the
court to rise.

Anot her | ong evening and an even
| onger night had to be endured by



Menzi es and nyself. As on every
other day during the trial, | made
sure | was in ny place the next
norni ng before the judge entered.

Sir Hunphrey's cl osing speech was
mast erful .
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Every little untruth was | ogged so

t hat one began to accept that very

little of Menzies's testinony coul d
be relied on.

"W wi |l never know for certain,”
said Sir Hunphrey, "for what reason
poor young Carla Morland was

mur dered. Refusal to succunb to
Menzi es's advances? A fit of tenper
whi ch ended with a blow that caused
her to fall and |l ater die al one?
But there are, however, sone

t hi ngs, nmenbers of the jury, of

whi ch we can be quite certain.

"We can be certain that Menzies

was Wi th the nurdered wonman t hat
day before the hour of four sixteen
because of the evidence of the
dami ng parking ticket.

"We can be certain that he left a
little after six because we have a
W t ness who saw himdrive away, and
he does not hinself deny this

evi dence.

“"And we can be certain that he
wote a false entry in his diary to
make you believe he had a business
appoi ntnment with the nurdered woman



at five, rather than a persona
assignation sone tine before.

"And we can now be certain that he
| i ed about havi ng sexual
intercourse wwth Mss Morland a
short time before she was kill ed,

t hough we cannot be certain if

i ntercourse took place before or
after her jaw had been broken." Sir
Hunphrey's eyes rested on the jury
bef ore he conti nued.

"We can, finally, establish,
beyond reasonabl e doubt, fromthe
pat hol ogi st's report, the tine of
death and that, therefore, Menzies
was the | ast person who could
possi bly have seen Carla Moorl and
alive.

"Therefore no one el se could have
killed Carl a
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Moorland - for do not forget

| nspector Simmons's evidence - and
I f you accept that, you can be in
no doubt that only Menzies could
have been responsi ble for her
deat h. And how dammi ng you nust
have found it that he tried to hide
the existence of a first wife who
had | eft himon the grounds of his
cruelty, and the four m stresses
who | eft himwe know not why or
how. Only one | ess than Bl uebeard,"”
Sir Hunphrey added with feeling.

"For the sake of every young girl
who |ives on her own in our



capital, you nust carry out your
duty, however painful that duty
m ght be. And find Menzies guilty
of murder."

When Sir Hunphrey sat down |
want ed to appl aud.

The judge sent us away for another
break. Voices all around nme were

now dami ng Menzies. | |istened
contentedly without offering an
opinion. | knew that if the jury

convicted Menzies the file would be
cl osed and no eyes woul d ever be
turned in ny direction. | was
seated in ny place before thejudge
appeared at ten past twd. He called
on M Scott.

Menzi es's counsel put up a

spirited defence of his client,

poi nting out that alnost all the
evidence that Sir Hunphrey had cone
up with had been circunstantial,
and that it was even possible
sonmeone el se could have visited
Carla Moorland after his client had
| eft that night. M Scott's bushy
eyebrows seened al nost to have a
life of their own as he
energetically enphasised that it
was the prosecution's
responsibility to prove their case
beyond reasonabl e doubt and not his
to disprove it, and that, in his
opinion, his learned friend, Sir
Hunphrey, had failed to do so.
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During his summ ng-up Scott



avoi ded any nention of diary
entries, parking tickets, past

m stresses, sexual intercourse or
guestions of his client's role in
the community. A | ateconer |isten-
ing only to the cl osing speeches
m ght have been forgiven for

t hi nking the two | earned gentl enen
were sunmari sing different cases.

M Scott's expression becanme grim
as he turned to face the jury for
his summation. "The twelve of you,"
he said, "hold the fate of ny
client in your hands. You nust,
therefore, be certain, | repeat,
certain beyond reasonabl e doubt

t hat Paul Menzies could have
commtted such an evil crine as

mur der .

"This is not a trial about M
Menzies's lifestyle, his position
in the community or even his sexual
habits. If adultery were a crine |
feel confident M Menzies woul d not
be the only person in this
courtroomto be in the dock today."
He paused as his eyes swept up and
down the jury.

"For this reason | feel confident
that you will find it in your
hearts to release ny client from
the tornent he has been put through
during the | ast seven nonths. He
has surely been shown to be an

I nnocent man deserving of your
conpassi on. "

M Scott sank down on the bench
having, | felt, given his client a
gl i mmer of hope.



The judge told us that he would
not begin his own summ ng-up unti l
Monday nor ni ng.

The weekend seened interm nable to
me. By Monday | had convinced
nysel f that enough nenbers of the
jury would feel there just had not
been sufficient evidence to
convi ct .

As soon as the trial was under way
t he judge
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began by expl ai ni ng once agai n that
It was the jury al one who nust nake
the ultimate decision. It was not
his job to |l et them know how he
felt, but only to advise themon the
| aw.

He went back over all the

evidence, trying to put it in
perspective, but he never gave as
much as a hint as to his own
opi ni ons. Wien he had conpleted his
sumnm ng-up |l ate that afternoon he
sent the jury away to consider their
verdi ct.

| waited with nearly as much

anxi ety as Menzi es nust have done
while | listened to others giving
their opinion as the mnutes ticked
by in that little room Then, four
hours later, a note was sent up to
t hej udge.

He i medi ately asked the jury to
return to their places while the



press fl ooded back into the court-
room making it look |ike the House
of Commons on Budget Day. The clerk
dutifully handed up the note to M
Justice Buchanan. He opened it and
read what only twel ve ot her people
In the courtroom could have known.

He handed it back to the clerk who
then read the note to a silent
court.

M Justice Buchanan frowned before
asking if there were any chance of a
unani nous verdi ct being reached if
he all owed nore tine. Once he had

| earned that it was proving

| mpossi bl e he reluctantly nodded his
agreenent to a mapjority verdict.

The jury di sappeared downstairs
again to continue their

deli berations, and did not return to
their places for another three
hours. | could sense the tension in
the court as nei ghbours sought to
gi ve opinions to each other in noisy
whi spers. The clerk called for
silence as thejudge waited for
everyone to settle before he
Instructed the clerk to proceed.

55

A TWST IN THE TALE

When the clerk rose, | could
hear the person next to ne
br eat hi ng.

"Wul d the Foreman pl ease stand?"

| rose fromny place.



"Have you reached a verdict on
which at | east ten of you are
agreed?"

"W have, sir."

"Do you find the defendant, Paul
Menzies, guilty or not quilty?"

"Quilty," | replied.
56

CLEAN SWVEEEP | CNATI US

EW

showed much interest
when | gnati us Agar bi
was appoi nted N ger-
ia's Mnister of

Fi nance. After all
the cynics pointed
out, he was the
sevent eenth person to
hold the office in
sevent een years.

In Ignatius's first
maj or policy
statenent to

Par | i ament he

prom sed to end graft
and corruption in
public life and
warned the el ectorate
that no one hol di ng
an official position
could feel safe

unl ess he led a

bl aneless |ife. He



ended hi s mai den
speech with the
words, "I intend to
clear out Nigeria's
Augean stables."

Such was the inpact
of the mnister's
speech that it failed
to get a nention in
the Lagos Daily

Ti mes. Perhaps the
editor considered
that, since the paper
had covered the
speeches of the

previ ous si xteen
mnisters in extenso,
hi s readers m ght
feel they had heard
it all before.

| gnati us, however,
was not to be

di sheartened by the

| ack of confidence
shown in him and set
about his new task

wi th vigour and
determnation. Wthin
days of his
appoi nt nrent he had
caused a mi nor of
ficial at the
Mnistry of Trade to
be jailed
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for falsifying docunents rel ating

to the inport of grain. The next to
feel the bristles of Ignatius's new



broom was a | eadi ng Lebanese
financier, who was deported w t hout
trial for breach of the exchange
control regulations. A nonth |ater
came an event which even Ignatius
consi dered a personal coup: the
arrest of the Inspector General of
Police for accepting bribes - a
perk the citizens of Lagos had in
t he past considered went with

t hej ob. When four nonths |ater the
Police Chief was sentenced to

ei ghteen nonths in jail, the new
Fi nance M nister finally nade the
front page of the Lagos Daily
Times. A | eader on the centre page
dubbed him"d ean Sweep Ignatius"”,
t he new broom every guilty man
feared. lgnatius's reputation as M
Cl ean continued to grow as arrest
foll owed arrest and unfounded
runmours began circulating in the
capital that even CGeneral O obi,
the Head of State, was under

I nvestigation by his own Finance
M ni ster.

| gnati us al one now checked, vetted
and authorised all foreign
contracts worth over one hundred
mllion dollars. And al though every
deci si on he made was neticul ously
scrutinized by his enemes, not a
breat h of scandal ever becane
associated with his nane.

When | gnatius began his second
year of office as Mnister of

Fi nance even the cynics began to
acknow edge his achi evenents. It
was about this tinme that General
O obi felt confident enough to cal
I gnatius in for an unschedul ed
consul tati on.



The Head of State wel coned the

M ni ster to Dodan Barracks and
ushered himto a confortable chair
in his study overl ooki ng the parade
gr ound.
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"Ignatius, | have just finished
goi ng over the |atest budget report
and | am al arned by your concl usion
that the Exchequer is still |osing
mllions of dollars each year in

bri bes paid to gobetweens by foreign
conpani es. Have you any idea into
whose pockets this noney is falling?
That's what | want to know. "

| gnatius sat bolt upright, his
eyes never |eaving the Head of
St at e.

"l suspect a great percentage of
the noney is ending up in private
Swi ss bank accounts but | am at
present unable to prove it."

"Then I will give you whatever

added authority you require to do
so," said General OGobi. "You can
use any neans you consi der necessary
to ferret out these villains. Start
by investigating every nenber of ny
Cabi net, past and present. And show
no fear or favour in your
endeavours, no matter what their
rank or connections."

"For such a task to have any
chance of success | would need a
special letter of authority signed



by you, General

"Then it will be on your desk by
six o'clock this evening," said the
Head of State.

"And the rank of Anbassador
Pl eni potentiary whenever | travel
abroad. "

"Granted."
"Thank you," said lgnatius, rising
fromhis chair on the assunption

t hat the audi ence was over.

"You may al so need this," said the
General as they wal ked towards the
door. The Head of State handed

I gnatius a small automatic pistol.
"Because | suspect by now that you
have al nost as many enenmies as |."
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| gnatius took the pistol fromthe
sol di er awkwardly, put it in his
pocket and munbl ed his thanks.

Wt hout anot her word passing

bet ween the two nen Ignatius |eft
his | eader and was driven back to
his Mnistry.

Wt hout the know edge of the
Governor of the Central Bank of

Ni geria and unhi ndered by any
senior civil servants, lgnatius

ent husi astically set about his new
task. He researched al one at night,
and by day discussed his findings
with no one. Three nonths |ater he



was ready to pounce.

The M nister selected the nonth of
August to make an unschedul ed visit
abroad as it was the tine when nost
Ni geri ans went on holiday and his
absence woul d therefore not be

wort hy of comment.

He asked his Permanent Secretary

to book him his wife and their two
children on a flight to Ol ando,
and to be certain that it was
charged to his personal account.

On their arrival in Florida the
famly checked into the I ocal
Marriott Hotel. He then inforned
his wife, w thout warning or

expl anation, that he would be
spending a few days in New York on
busi ness before rejoining themfor
the rest of the holiday. The
following norning Ignatius left his
famly to the nysteries of D sney
Wrld while he took a flight to New
York. It was a short taxi ride from
La Guardia to Kennedy, where, after
a change of clothes and the
purchase of a return tourist ticket
for cash, Ignatius boarded a
Swissair flight for Geneva

unobser ved.

Once in the Swi ss capital Ignatius
booked i nto an inconspi cuous hotel,
retired to bed and sl ept
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soundly for eight hours. Over
breakfast the foll ow ng norning he



studied the list of banks he had so
carefully drawn up after conpleting
his research in Nigeria: each nane
was witten out boldly in his own
hand. lgnatius decided to start
with Gerber et C e whose buil ding,
he observed fromthe hotel bedroom
took up half the Avenue de
Parchi ne. He checked the tel ephone
nunber with the concierge before
placing a call. The chai rman agreed
to see himat twelve o'cl ock.

Carrying only a battered

bri efcase, lIgnatius arrived at the
bank a few m nutes before the
appoi nted hour- an unusual
occurrence for a N gerian, thought
the young man dressed in a smart
grey suit, white shirt and grey
silk tie, who was waiting in the
marble hall to greet him He bowed
to the Mnister, introducing

hi rsel f as the chai rman's personal
assi stant, and expl ai ned that he
woul d acconpany lgnhatius to the
chairman's office. The young
executive led the Mnister to a
waiting lift and neither nman
uttered another word until they had
reached the eleventh floor. A
gentle tap on the chairman's door
elicited "Entree," which the young
man obeyed.

"The Ni gerian Mnister of Finance,
sir."

The chai rman rose from behind his
desk and stepped forward to greet
his guest. Ignatius could not help
noticing that he too wore a grey
suit, white shirt and grey silk
tie.



"Good norning, Mnister," the
chairman said. "Wn't you have a
seat ?" He ushered | gnatius towards
a |l ow gl ass tabl e surrounded by
confortable chairs on the far side
of the room "I have ordered coffee
for both of us if that is
acceptable.”
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| gnati us nodded, pl aced the
battered briefcase on the floor by
the side of his chair and stared out
of the large pl ate-glass w ndow. He
made sone snal |l tal k about the

spl endid view of the magnificent
fountain while a girl served al
three men with coffee.

Once the young woman had left the
room |l gnatius got down to business.

"My Head of State has requested

that | visit your bank with a rather
unusual request," he began. Not a
flicker of surprise appeared on the
face of the chairman or his young
assistant. "He has honoured ne with
the task of discovering which

Ni gerian citizens hold nunbered
accounts with your bank."

On | earning this piece of

I nformation only the chairman's |ips
noved. "I amnot at liberty to

di scl ose -"

"Allow ne to put ny case," said
the Mnister, raising a white palm
"First, let me assure you that |



come wth the absolute authority of
my governnment." Wthout another
word, lgnatius extracted an envel ope
fromhis inside pocket with a
flourish. He handed it to the

chai rman who renoved the letter
Inside and read it slowy.

Once he had finished reading, the
banker cleared his throat. "This
docunent, | fear, sir, carries no
validity in nmy country." He repl aced
It in the envel ope and handed it
back to Ignatius. "I am of course,"
conti nued the chairman, "not for one
nonment doubting that you have the
full backing of your Head of State,
both as a Mnister and an
Anbassador, but that does not change
the bank's rule of confidentiality
in such matters. There are no

ci rcunstances in which we woul d

rel ease the
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nanmes of any of our account hol ders

wi thout their authority. I'msorry
to be of so little help, but those
are, and wll always remain, the

bank rules.” The chairman rose to
his feet, as he considered the
neeti ng was now at an end; but he
had not bargai ned for C ean Sweep
| gnati us.

"My Head of State," said Ignatius,
softening his tone perceptibly,
"has aut horized ne to approach your
bank to act as the internediary for
all future transactions between ny
country and Switzerl and."



"We are flattered by your
confidence in us, Mnister,"
replied the chairman, who renai ned
standi ng. "However, | feel sure
that you will understand that it
cannot alter our attitude to our
custoners' confidentiality."

| gnati us remai ned unperturbed.

"Then | amsorry to informyou, M
Ger ber, that our Anbassador in
Geneva Wl |l be instructed to nmake
an official conmunique to the Sw ss
Foreign O lice about the | ack of
co-operation your bank has shown
concerning requests for information
about our nationals." He waited for
his words to sink in. "You could
avoi d such enbarrassnment, of

course, by sinply letting me know
the names of ny countrynmen who hold
accounts with Gerber et Ce and the
anmounts involved. | can assure you
we woul d not reveal the source of
our information."

"You are nost wel cone to | odge

such a conmuni que, sir, and | feel
sure that our Mnister wwll explain
to your Anbassador in the nost
courteous of diplomatic | anguage
that the Foreign Mnistry does not
have the authority under Swi ss | aw
to demand such discl osures.”

"If that is the case, | shal
i nstruct nmy own

~5
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Mnistry of Trade to halt al

future dealings in Nigeria with any
Swi ss nationals until these nanes
are reveal ed. "

"That is your privilege,
Mnister," replied the chairmn,
unnoved.

"And we may al so have to

reconsi der every contract currently
bei ng negoti ated by your countrynen
in Nigeria. And in addition |I shal
personally see to it that no
penalty cl auses are honoured."

"Woul d you not consi der such
action a little precipitate?”

"Let nme assure you, M GCerber,

that | would not | ose one nonent of
sl eep over such a decision," said
Ignatius. "Even if nmy efforts to

di scover those nanes were to bring
your country to its knees | would
not be noved."

"So be it, Mnister," replied the
chai rman. "However, it still does
not alter the policy or the
attitude of this bank to
confidentiality."

“If that remains the case, sir,
this very day | shall give

I nstructions to our Anbassador to
cl ose our Enbassy in CGeneva and |
shal | decl are your Anbassador in
Lagos persona non "rata."

For the first tinme the chairman
rai sed his eyebrows.

"Furthernore," continued |gnatius,



"I wll hold a conference in London
which will |eave the world's press
in no doubt of ny Head of State's
di spl easure with the conduct of
this bank. After such publicity |
feel confident you will find that
many of your custoners woul d prefer
to close their accounts, while

ot hers who have in the past

consi dered you a safe haven may
find it necessary to | ook

el sewhere. "
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The M nister waited but still the
chai rman did not respond.

"Then you | eave ne no choice,"”
said Ignatius, rising fromhis
seat .

The chai rman stretched out his

arm assumng that at last the

M nister was | eaving, only to watch
with horror as Ignatius placed a
hand in his jacket pocket and
renoved a small pistol. The two

Swi ss bankers froze as the N gerian
M ni ster of Finance stepped forward
and pressed the nuzzl e agai nst the
chairman's tenple.

"I need those nanmes, M GCerber,
and by now you nust realise | wll
stop at nothing. If you don't
supply themimedi ately |I' m goi ng
to bl ow your brains out. Do you
under st and?"

The chai rman gave a slight nod,
beads of sweat appearing on his



forehead. "And he will be next,"
said I gnatius, gesturing towards
t he young assi stant, who stood
speechl ess and paral ysed a few
paces away.

"Get nme the nanes of every

Ni geri an who hol ds an account in
this bank," Ignatius said quietly,
| ooki ng towards the young nan, "or
["11 blow your chairman's brains
all over his soft pile carpet.

| mredi ately, do you hear ne?" he
added sharply.

The young man | ooked towards the
chai rman, who was now trenbling but
said quite clearly, "Nan, Pierre,

j amai s. "

"D "accord," replied the assistant
i n a whisper.

"You can't say | didn't give you
every chance." lgnatius pulled back
t he hammer. The sweat was now
pouring down the chairman's face
and the young man had to turn his
eyes away as he waited in terror
for the pistol shot.
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"Excellent," said Ignatius, as he
renmoved the gun fromthe chairman's
head and returned to his seat. Both
t he bankers were still trenbling
and quite unable to speak.

The M nister picked up the
battered briefcase by the side of
his chair and placed it on the



glass table in front of him He
pressed back the clasps and the lid
flicked up.

The two bankers stared down at the
neatly packed rows of
hundred-dollar bills. Every inch of
the briefcase had been taken up.
The chai rman qui ckly estinated that
it probably anobunted to around five
mllion dollars.

"1 wonder, sir," said Ignatius,
"how | go about openi ng an account
wi th your bank?"
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ARTHUR
Hapgood was

denobbed on Novenber
3rd, 1946. Wthin a
nmont h he was back at
his ol d workpl ace on
t he shop-fl oor of
the Triunph factory
on the outskirts of
Coventry.

The five years
spent in the
Sherwood Foresters,
four of themas a
guart er mast er
seconded to a tank
regi ment, only
underlined Arthur's
| i kel y post-war
fate, despite having
hoped to find nore
rewar di ng work once
the war was over.



However, on
returning to Engl and
he qui ckly

di scovered that in a
“land fit for

her oes"” jobs were
not that easy to
cone by, and

al t hough he did not
want to go back to
the work he had done
for five years

bef ore war had been
decl ared, that of
fitting wheels on
cars, he
reluctantly, after
four weeks on the
dole, went to see
his fornmer works'
manager at Tri unph.

"The job's yours if
you want it,

Arthur," the works'
manager assured him

"And the future?"

"The car's no

| onger a toy for the
eccentric rich or
even just a
necessity for the
busi nessman, " the
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wor ks' manager replied. "In fact,"”
he conti nued, "nmanagenent are
preparing for the 'two-car
famly'."



"So they'll need even nore wheel s
to be put on cars," said Arthur
forlornly.

"That's the ticket."

Arthur signed on within the hour
and it was only a matter of days
before he was back into his old
routine. After all, he often

rem nded his wife, it didn't take a
degree in engineering to screw four
knobs on to a wheel a hundred tines
a shift.

Arthur soon accepted the Act that
he woul d have to settle for second
best. However, second best was not
what he planned for his son.

Mark had cel ebrated his fifth

bi rt hday before his father had even
set eyes on him but fromthe
nonment Arthur returned hone he

| avi shed everything he could on the
boy.

Arthur was determ ned that Mark was
not going to end up working on the
shop-floor of a car factory for the
rest of his life. He put in hours
of overtine to earn enough noney to
ensure that the boy could have
extra tuition in maths, general
science and English. He felt well
rewar ded when the boy passed his

el even-plus and won a place at King
Henry VII1 G ammar School, and that
pride did not falter when Mark went
on to pass five Olevels and two
years | ater added two A-Ilevels.

Arthur tried not to show his



di sappoi nt nrent when, on Mark's

ei ghteenth birthday, the boy

i nformed himthat he did not want
to go to university.
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"What kind of career arc you
hoping to take up then, |ad?"
Art hur enquired.

“I"'ve filled in an application
formto join you on the shop-floor
just as soon as | |eave school."

"But why woul d you -

"Why not? Most of ny friends
whotre | eaving this term have

al ready been accepted by Triunph,
and they can't wait to get
started.”

"You nust be out of your mnd."

"Conme off it, Dad. The pay's good
and you' ve shown that there's

al ways plenty of extra noney to be
pi cked up with overtine. And |
don't mnd hard work."

"Do you think I spent all those
years maki ng sure you got a
first-class education just to |et
you end up like nme, putting wheels
on cars for the rest of your |ife?"
Art hur shout ed.

"That's not the whole job and you
know it, Dad."

"You go there over ny dead body,"



said his father. "I don't care what
your friends end up doing, | only
care about you. You could be a
solicitor, an accountant, an arny
of ficer, even a school master. Wy
shoul d you want to end up at a car
factory?"

"It's better paid than

school nastering for a start,"” said
Mark. "My French nmaster once told
me that he wasn't as well off as
you. "

"That's not the point, |ad-"

"The point is, Dad, | can't be
expected to spend the rest of ny
life doing a job | don't enjoy just
to satisfy one of your fantasies."

"Well, I"mnot going to allow you
to waste the rest of your life,"
said Arthur, getting up fromthe
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breakfast table. "The first thing
l"'mgoing to do when | get in to
work this norning i s see that your
application is turned down."

"That isn't fair, Dad. | have the
right to-"

But his father had already |eft

the room and did not utter another
word to the boy before | eaving for
the factory.

For over a week father and son
didn't speak to each other. It was



Mark' s nother who was left to cone
up with the conprom se. Mark could
apply for any job that met with his
father's approval and as |ong as he
conpl eted a year at that job he
could, if he still wanted to,
reapply to work at the factory. Hi s
father for his part would not then
put any obstacle in his son's way.

Art hur nodded. Mark al so
reluctantly agreed to the sol ution.

"But only if you conplete the ful
year," Arthur warned sol enmly.

During those | ast days of the
summer holiday Arthur came up with
several suggestions for Mark to
consi der, but the boy showed no

ent husi asm for any of them Mark's
not her becane quite anxi ous that
her son would end up with no job at
all until, while hel ping her slice
pot at oes for di nner one night, Mrk
confided that he thought hotel man-
agenent seened the | east
unattracti ve proposition he had
consi dered so far.

"At |east you'd have a roofover
your head and be regularly fed,"
hi s not her sai d.

"Bet they don't cook as well as
you, Mum" said Mark as he placed
the sliced potatoes on the top of
the Lancashire hot-pot. "Still,
it's only a year."

During the next nonth Mark attended
sever al
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interviews at hotels around the
country w thout success. It was
then that his father discovered
that his old conpany sergeant was
head porter at the Savoy:

i mredi ately Arthur started to pul
a few strings.

“If the boy's any good," Arthur's
ol d conradei n-arns assured hi mover
a pint, "he could end up as a head
porter, even a hotel nmanager."
Arthur seenmed well satisfied, even
t hough Mark was still assuring his
friends that he would be joining
them a year to the day.

On Septenber | st, 1959, Arthur

and Mark Hapgood travel |l ed toget her
by bus to Coventry station. Arthur
shook hands with the boy and

prom sed him "Your nother and |
wll nmake sure it's a speci al
Christmas this year when they give
you your first |eave. And don't
worry - you'll be in good hands
with "Serge'. He'll teach you a
thing or two. Just renenber to keep
your nose clean.”

Mark said nothing and returned a
thin smle as he boarded the train.
"You'll never regret it . . ." were
the | ast words Mark heard his
father say as the train pulled out
of the station.

Mark regretted it fromthe nonent
he set foot in the hotel.

As a junior porter he started his



day at six in the norning and ended
at six in the evening. He was
entitled to a fifteen-mnute

m d- norni ng break, a
forty-five-mnute |lunch break and
anot her fifteenm nute break around
m d-afternoon. After the first
nont h had passed he coul d not
recall when he had been granted all
t hree breaks on the sane day, and
he quickly |l earned that there was
no one to whom
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he could protest. H's duties

consi sted of carrying guests' cases
up to their roons, then |ugging

t hem back down agai n the nonent
they wanted to | eave. Wth an
average of three hundred people
staying in the hotel each night the
process was endl ess. The pay turned
out to be half what his friends
were getting back hone and as he
had to hand over all his tips to

t he head porter, however nuch
overtinme Mark put in, he never saw
an extra penny. On the only
occasion he dared to nention it to
the head porter he was net with the
words, "Your tine wll cone, lad."

It did not worry Mark that his
uniformdidn't fit or that his room
was six foot by six foot and

over| ooked Charing Cross Stati on,

or even that he didn't get a share
of the tips; but it did worry him
that there was not hing he could do
to please the head porter- however



cl ean he kept his nose.

Sergeant Crann, who considered the
Savoy nor thing nore than an
extension of his old platoon,

didn't have a lot of tinme for young
nmen under his command who hadn't
done their national service.

"But | wasn't eligible to do
nati onal service," insisted Mark.
"No one born after 1939 was call ed

up. "

"Don't make excuses, | ad.

"It's not an excuse, Sarge. It's
the truth.”

"And don't call nme "Serge'. |I'm
" Sergeant Crann' to you, and don't
you forget it."

"Yes, Sergeant Crann."

At the end of each day Mark woul d
return to his little box-roomwth
its small bed, small chair and tiny
chest of drawers, and coll apse
exhausted. The only picture in the
room - of the Laughing Cavali er
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- was on the cal endar that hung
above Mark's bed. The date of

Sept enber | st, 1960, was circled
in red to rem nd hi mwhen he woul d
be allowed to rejoin his friends at
the factory back hone. Each ni ght
before falling asl eep he would
cross out the offending day like a



pri soner making scratch marks on a
wal | .

At Christmas Mark returned hone

for a four-day break, and when his
not her saw the general state of the
boy she tried to talk his father
into allowing Mark to give up the
job early, but Arthur remained

I npl acabl e.

"We made an agreenent. | can't be
expected to get hima job at the
factory if he isn't responsible
enough to keep to his part of a
bar gai n. "

During the holiday Mark waited for
his friends outside the factory
gate until their shift had ended
and |listened to their stories of
weekends spent wat chi ng football
drinking at the pub and dancing to
the Everly Brothers. They al
synpat hi sed with his problem and

| ooked forward to himjoining them
in Septenber. "It's only a few nore
nont hs, " one of themrem nded him
cheerful ly.

Far too quickly, Mark was on

t hej ourney back to London, where he
continued unwillingly to hunp cases
up and down the hotel corridors for
nont h after nonth.

Once the English rain had subsi ded
the usual influx of Anerican
tourists began. Mark liked the
Aneri cans, who treated himas an
equal and often tipped hima
shilling when others woul d have
given himonly sixpence. But

what ever the anount Mark received



Sergeant Crann would still pocket
It with the inevitable, "Your tine
will cone, lad."
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One such American for whom Mark
ran around diligently every day
during his fortnight's stay ended
up presenting the boy with a
ten-bob note as he left the front
entrance of the hotel.

Mar k said, "Thank you, sir," and
turned round to see Sergeant Crann
standing in his path.

"Hand it over," said Crann as soon
as the American visitor was well
out of earshot.

"I was going to the nonment | saw
you," said Mark, passing the note
to his superior.

“Not thinking of pocketing what's
rightfully mne, was you?"

"No, | wasn't," said Mark. "Though
God knows | earned it."

"Your time will come, lad," said
Sergeant Crann w t hout nuch
t hought .

"Not whil e soneone as nean as you
is in charge,” replied Mark
shar pl y.

"What was that you said?" asked
t he head porter, veering round.



"You heard ne the first tine,
Sarge. "

The clip across the ear took Mark
by surpri se.

"You, |ad, have just |ost your
] ob. Nobody, but nobody, talks to
me |ike that." Sergeant Crann
turned and set off smartly in the
direction of the manager's office.

The hotel manager, Cerald

Drumond, |istened to the head
porter's version of events before
asking Mark to report to his office
I mredi ately. "You realise | have
been | eft with no choice but to
sack you," were his first words
once the door was cl osed.

Mar k | ooked up at the tall

el egant man in his |ong, black
coat, white collar and black tie.
"“Am |
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allowed to tell you what actually
happened, sir?" he asked.

M Drumond nodded, then |istened

W t hout interruption as Mark gave
his version of what had taken pl ace
t hat norning, and al so disclosed the
agreenent he had entered into with
his father. "Please let nme conplete
ny final ten weeks," Mark ended, "or
ny father will only say | haven't
kept ny end of our bargain."

"I haven't got another job vacant



at the nonent," protested the
manager. "Unless you're willing to
peel potatoes for ten weeks."

"Anyt hing," said Mark.

"Then report to the kitchen at six
tomorrow norning. |I'lIl tell the
third chef to expect you. Only if
you think the head porter is a
martinet just wait until you

nmeet Jacques, our mature chef do
cuisine. He won't clip your ear,
he'll cut it off."

Mark didn't care. He felt confident
that for just ten weeks he could
face anything, and at five thirty
the follow ng norning he exchanged
his dark blue uniformfor a white
top and blue and white check
trousers before reporting for his
new duties. To his surprise the
kitchen took up alnost the entire
basenent of the hotel, and was even
nore of a bustle than the | obby had
been.

The third chef put himin the

corner of the kitchen, next to a
nmount ai n of potatoes, a bow of cold
wat er and a sharp knife. Mark peel ed
t hrough breakfast, |unch and dinner,
and fell asleep on his bed that

ni ght w thout even enough energy
left to cross a day off his

cal endar.

For the first week he never
actually saw the fabl edJacques. Wth

seventy people working in the
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kitchens Mark feit confident he
coul d pass his whole period there
wi t hout anyone bei ng aware of him

Each norning at six he would start
peel i ng, then hand over the potatoes
to a gangling youth called Terry who
in turn would dice or cut them
according to the third chef's

i nstructions for the dish of the
day. Monday saute, Tuesday nashed,
Wednesday French-fried, Thursday
sliced, Friday roast, Saturday
croquette... Mark quickly worked out
a routine which kept himwell ahead
of Terry and therefore out of any
troubl e.

Havi ng wat ched Terry do his job

for over a week Mark felt sure he
coul d have shown the young
apprentice howto lighten his
wor kl oad quite sinply, but he
decided to keep his nouth cl osed:
opening it mght only get himinto
nore trouble, and he was certain the
manager woul dn't give hima second
chance.

Mar k soon di scovered that Terry

al ways fell badly behind on
Tuesday' s shepherd's pie and

Thur sday' s Lancashire hot-pot. From
time to tinme the third chef would
cone across to conplain and he woul d
gl ance over at Mark to be sure that
it wasn't himwho was hol ding the
process up. Mark made certain that
he al ways had a spare tub of peeled
pot atoes by his side so that he
escaped censure.



It was on the first Thursday

norni ng i n August (Lancashire
hot - pot) that Terry sliced off the
top of his forefinger. Blood spurted
all over the sliced potatoes and on
to the wooden table as the | ad began
yel ling hysterically.

"Get himout of here!" Mark heard
the maztrc chef
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do bel |l ow above the noi se of the
kitchen as he storned towards them

"And you," he said, pointing at
Mark, "clean up nmess and start

slicing rest of potatoes. | 'ave
ei ght hundred hungry custoners
still expecting to feed."

"Me?" said Mark in disbelief.
"But - "

"Yes, you. You couldn't do worse
job than idiot who calls hinself
trai nee chef and cuts off finger."
The chef marched away, |eaving Mark
to nove reluctantly across to the
tabl e where Terry had been worki ng.
He felt disinclined to argue while
t he cal endar was there to rem nd
himthat he was down to his | ast
twenty-five days.

Mark set about a task he had
carried out for his nother many
times. The clean, neat cuts were
delivered with a skill Terry woul d
never learn to naster. By the end
of the day, although exhausted,



Mark did not feel quite as tired as
he had in the past.

At el even that night the mature
chef do cuisine threw off his hat
and barged out of the sw ng doors,
a sign to everyone el se they could
al so | eave the kitchen once
everything that was their

responsi bility had been cl eared up.
A few seconds | ater the door swung
back open and the chef burst in. He
stared round the kitchen as
everyone waited to see what he
woul d do next. Having found what he
was | ooking for, he headed straight
for Mark.

;"Ch, ny God," thought Mark. "He's
going to

"How i s your nanme?" the chef
demanded.

"Mar k Hapgood, sir," he managed to
splutter out.

"You waste on 'tatoes, Mark
Hapgood, " said the
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chef. "You start on vegetables in
norni ng. Report at seven. I|f that
cretin with half finger ever
returns, put himto peeling
‘tatoes.”

The chef turned on his heel even
before Mark had the chance to reply.
He dreaded the thought of having to
spend three weeks in the m ddl e of



the kitchens, never once out of the
maitre chef de cumc's sight, but he
accepted there was no alternative.

The next norning Mark arrived at
six for fear of being | ate and spent
an hour watching the fresh
veget abl es bei ng unl oaded from
Covent Garden market. The hotel's
suppl y manager checked every case
carefully, rejecting several before
he signed a chit to show the hotel
had recei ved over three thousand
pounds' worth of vegetables. An
aver age day, he assured MarKk.

The maztrc chef do cuisine

appeared a few m nutes before seven
thirty, checked the nenus and told
Mark to score the Brussels sprouts,
trimthe French beans and renove the
coarse outer | eaves of the cabbages.

"But | don't know how," Mark

replied honestly. He could feel the
other trainees in the kitchen edging
away from him

"Then | teach you," roared the

chef. "Perhaps only thing you |l earn
Is if hope to be good chef, you able
to do everyone's job in kitchen,
even 'tato peeler's.”
"But 1'mhoping to be a . "

Mark began and then thought better
of it. The chef seened not to have
heard Mark as he took his place

besi de the new recruit. Everyone in
the kitchen stared as the chef began
to show Mark the basic skills of
cutting, dicing and slicing.
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"And renmenber other idiot's

finger," the chef said on conpleting
the | esson and passing the
razor-sharp knife back to Mark.
"Yours can be next."

Mark started gingerly dicing the
carrots, then the Brussels sprouts,
removi ng the outer |ayer before
cutting a firmcross in the stalKk.
Next he noved on to trinm ng and
slicing the beans. Once again he
found it fairly easy to keep ahead
of the chef's requirenents.

At the end of each day, after the
head chef had left, Mark stayed on
to sharpen all his knives in
preparation for the follow ng
norni ng, and woul d not | eave his
work area until it was spotless.

On the sixth day, after a curt nod
fromthe chef, Mark realised he nust
be doi ng sonething halfright. By the
foll owi ng Saturday he felt he had
mastered the sinple skills of

veget abl e preparati on and found

hi nsel f becom ng fasci nated by what
the chef hinself was up to. Although
Jacques rarely addressed anyone as
he marched round the acre of Kkitchen
except to grunt his approval or

di sapproval - the latter nore
commnly- Mark quickly learned to
anticipate his needs. Wthin a short
space of tinme he began to feel that
he was part of a team- even though
he was only too aware of being the



novice recruit.

On the deputy chef's day off the
foll owi ng week Mark was all owed to
arrange the cooked vegetables in
their bow s and spent sone tine
maki ng each dish | ook attractive as
wel | as edible. The chef not only
noticed but actually nuttered his
great est accol ade- "Bon."

During his last three weeks at the
Savoy Mark
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did not even | ook at the cal endar
above his bed.

One Thursday norning a nessage

came down fromthe under-manager
that Mark was to report to his

of fice as soon as was conveni ent.
Mark had quite forgotten that it
was August 31st- his |ast day. He
cut ten lenons into quarters, then
finished preparing the forty plates
of thinly sliced snoked sal non that
woul d conplete the first course for
a weddi ng lunch. He | ooked with
pride at his efforts before folding
up his apron and |l eaving to coll ect
his papers and final wage packet.

“"Where you think you're going?"
asked the chef, | ookng up.

"I moff," said Mark. "Back to
Coventry."

"See you Monday then. You deserve
day off."

"No, |'m going hone for good," said



Mar K.

The chef stopped checking the cuts
of rare beef that would nake up the
second course of the wedding feast.

"Goi ng?" he repeated as if he
didn't understand the word.

"Yes. |'ve finished ny year and
now | ' moff honme to work."

"I hope you found first-class
hotel ," said the chef with genuine
I nt erest.

“I"'mnot going to work in a hotel."
"A restaurant, perhaps?"

"No, I'"'mgoing to get a job at
Triunph. ™"

The chef | ooked puzzled for a
nmoment, unsure if it was his
English or whether the boy was
nocki ng him

"What is - Triunph?”

"A pl ace where they manufacture
cars. "

"You w |l manufacture cars?"
&l
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“"Not a whole car, but | wll put
the wheels on."™ "You put cars on
wheel s?" the chef said in

di sbelief.



"No, " | aughed Mark. "Wheel s on
cars."

The chef still | ooked uncertai n.
"So you w Il be cooking for the car
wor ker s?"

"No. As | explained, I'mgoing to
put the wheels on the cars,"” said
Mark sl owy, enunciating each word.

"That not possible.™

"Ch yes it is," responded Mark.
"And |'ve waited a whole year to
prove it."

"If I offered you job as conm s
chef, you change m nd?" asked the
chef quietly.

"Why woul d you do that?"

"Because you 'ave talent in those
fingers. Intime |I think you becone
chef, perhaps even good chef."

"No, thanks. I'moff to Coventry
to join ny nmates."”

The head chef shrugged. " Tant
pits," he said, and without a
second gl ance returned to the
carcass of beef. He gl anced over at
the plates of snoked sal non. "A
wasted talent,"” he added after the
swi ng door had cl osed behind his
pot ential protege.

Mark | ocked his room threwthe
cal endar in the wastepaper basket
and returned to the hotel to hand
in his kitchen clothes to the



housekeeper. The final action he
took was to return his roomkey to
t he under - manager.

"Your wage packet, your cards and
your PAYE. Oh, and the chef has
phoned up to say he woul d be happy
to give you a reference," said the
under manager. "Can't pretend that
happens every day."

~5
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"Wn't need that where |I'm
going," said Mark.

"But thanks all the sane."”

He started off for station at a brisk
pace, his small battered suitcase
swinging by his side, only to find that
each step took a little | onger. Wen he
arrived at Euston he made his way to
Platform 7 and began wal ki ng up and
down, occasionally staring at the great
cl ock above the booking hall. He

wat ched first one train and then

anot her pull out of the station bound
for Coventry. He was aware of the
station becom ng dark as shadows
filtered through the glass awning on to
the public concourse. Suddenly he
turned and wal ked offal an even bri sker
pace. |If he hurried he could still be
back in tinme to help chef prepare

di nner that night.

Mar k trained under Jacques | e Renneu
for five years. Vegetables were

foll owed by sauces, fish by poultry,
meats by patisserie. After eight years
at the Savoy he was appoi nted second



chef, and had | earned so nmuch fromhis
mentor that regular patrons could no

| onger be sure when it was the mature
chef de cuisine's day off. Two years

| ater Mark becane a master chef, and
when in 1971 Jacques was offered the
opportunity to return to Paris and take
over the kitchens of the George Cinq -
an establishnment that is to Paris what
Harrods is to London - Jacques agreed,
but only on condition that Mark
acconpani ed him

"I't is wong direction from Coventry,"
Jacques warned him "and in any case
they sure to offer you ny job at the
Savoy. "

"1'"d better conme al ong otherw se those
Frogs will never get a decent neal."

Be;
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"Those Frogs," saidJacques, "w ||
al ways know when it's ny day off."

"Yes, and book in even greater
nunbers, " suggested Mark, | aughi ng.

It was not to be | ong before
Pari sians were flocking to the
George Cing, not to rest their
weary heads but to relish the
cooki ng oft he two-chefteam

WhenJacques cel ebrated his
sixty-fifth birthday the great
hotel did not have to | ook far to
appoi nt his successor.

"The first Englishman ever to be
pantry chef do cuisine at the



George Cng," said Jacques, raising
a gl ass of chanpagne at his
farewel | banquet. "Wio would
believe it? O course, you wll
have to change your nanme to Marc to
hol d down such a position."

“"Neither will ever happen," said
Mar k.

"OCh yes it wll, because | '
recommended you."

ave

"Then | shall turn it down."

"Going to put cars on wheels,
peut-ctrc?" asked Jacques
nmocki ngl y.

"No, but | have found a little
restaurant on the Left Bank. Wth
ny savings alone | can't quite
afford the | ease, but with your
hel p . "

ChezJacques opened on the rue du
Plaisir on the Left Bank on My
1st, 1982, and it was not | ong
bef ore those custoners who had
taken the CGeorge Cinqgq for granted
transferred their allegiance.

Mark's reputation spread as the
two chefs pioneered "nouvelle

cui sine", and soon the only way
anyone coul d be guaranteed a table
at the restaurant in under three
weeks was to be a filmstar or a
Cabi net M ni ster.

The day M chelin gave ChezJacques
their third
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star Mark, w thJacques's bl essing,
deci ded to open a second
restaurant. The press and custoners
then quarrell ed anongst thensel ves
as to which was the finer
establ i shnent. The booki ng sheets
showed clearly the public felt
there was no difference.

When in COctober 1986 Jacques di ed,
at the age of seventy-one, the
restaurant critics wote confi -
dently that standards were bound to
fall. A year later the sane
journalists had to admt that one
of the five great chefs of France
had come froma town in the British
M dl ands they coul d not even
pronounce.

Jacques's death only nmade Mark
yearn nore for his honel and, and
when he read in the Daily Tel egraph
of a new devel opnent to be built in
Covent Garden he called the site
agent to ask for nore details.

Mark's third restaurant was opened
In the heart of London on February
| Ith, 1987.

Over the years Mark Hapgood often
travell ed back to Coventry to see
his parents. His father had retired
| ong since but Mark was still
unabl e to persuade either parent to
take the trip to Paris and sanple
his culinary efforts. But now he
had opened in the country's capital
he hoped to tenpt them



"We don't need to go up to

London," said his nother, |aying
the table. "You al ways cook for us
whenever you cone hone, and we read
of your successes in the papers. In
any case, your father isn't so good
on his | egs nowadays. "

"What do you call this, son?" his
father asked a few mnutes |ater as
noi sette of | anmb surrounded by baby
carrots was placed in front of him
~8
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"Nouvel | e cui sine."

"And peopl e pay good noney for it?"
Mar k | aughed and the foll ow ng day

prepared his father's favourite
Lancashire hot - pot.

"Now that's a real neal," said
Arthur after his third hel ping.
"And 1'Il tell you sonething for

not hing, lad. You cook it al nbst as
wel | as your nother."

A year |ater M chelin announced

t he restaurants throughout the
worl d that had been awarded their
coveted third star. The Tines |et
its readers know on its front page
t hat Chez Jacques was the first
English restaurant ever to be so
honour ed.

To cel ebrate the award Mark's
parents finally agreed to nmake the
j ourney down to London, though not
until Mark had sent a tel egram



sayi ng he was reconsidering that
job at British Leyland. He sent a
car to fetch his parents and had
theminstalled in a suite at the
Savoy. That evening he reserved the
nost popul ar table at ChezJacques

I n their nane.

Veget abl e soup fol |l owed by steak
and kidney pie with a plate of
bread and butter pudding to end on
were not the table d' hote that

ni ght, but they were served for the
speci al guests on Table 17.

Under the influence of the finest

w ne, Arthur was soon chatting
happily to anyone who would |isten
and couldn't resist remnding the
head waiter that it was his son who
owned the restaurant.

"Don't be silly, Arthur," said his
wife. "He already knows that."

"Ni ce couple, your parents," the
head waiter confided to his boss
after he had served themwth their
coffee and supplied Arthur with a
ci gar.
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"What did your old nman do before he
retired? Banker, |awyer,
school nast er ?"

"Ch no, nothing like that," said
Mark quietly. "He spent the whole
of his working life putting wheels
on cars."



"But why would he waste his tine
doi ng that?" asked the waiter
i ncredul ously.

"Because he wasn't |ucky enough to
have a father |like mne," Mark
replied.
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G ERALDHaski ns and
Wal ter Ransbottom had been eating
cornfl akes for over a year.

"1l swap you nmy MC and DSO for
your VC," said Walter, on the way
to school one norning.

"Never," said Gerald. "In any
case, it takes ten packet tops to
get a VC and you only need two for
an MC or a DSO. "

Gerald went on collecting packet
tops until he had every neda

di spl ayed on the back of the
packet .

Wal ter never got the VC

Angel a Bradbury thought they were
both silly.

"They're only replicas,"” she
continually rem nded them "not the
real thing, and | amonly
interested in the real thing," she
told them haughtily.



Nei ther Cerald nor Walter cared

for Angela's opinion at the tine,
bot h boys still being nore
interested in nedals than the views
of the opposite sex.

Kel l ogg's offer of free nedals
ended on January
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1st, 1950, just at the tinme when
Geral d had nanaged to conplete the
set.

Wal ter gave up eating cornfl akes.

Children ofthe Fifties were then

gi ven the opportunity to discover
the world of Meccano. Meccano
demanded eating even nore

cornfl akes and within a year Cerald
had coll ected a | arge enough set to
bui | d bridges, pontoons, cranes and
even an of fice bl ock.

Gerald's famly nobly went on
munchi ng cornfl akes, but when he
told them he wanted to build a
whol e town - Kellogg's positively
final offer - it took nearly al
his friends in the fifth form at
Hul I G ammar School to assist him
I n consum ng enough breakf ast
cereal to conplete his anbition.

Wal ter Ransbottom refused to be of
assi st ance.

Angel a Bradbury's hel p was never
sought .



Al three continued on their
separ at e ways.

Two years | ater, when Gerald
Haski ns won a place at Dur ham

Uni versity, no one was surprised
that he chose to read engineering
and listed as his main hobby
col l ecting nedal s.

Wal ter Ransbottom joined his
father in the famly jewellery
busi ness and started courting
Angel a Bradbury.

It was during the spring holiday
in Gerald s second year at Durham
that he cane across Walter and
Angel a again. They were sitting in
the sanme row at a Bach quintet
concert in Hull Town Hall. Walter
told himin the interval that they
had j ust becone engaged but had not
yet settled on a date for the

weddi ng.

Gerald hadn't seen Angela for over
a year but
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this tine he did |listen to her
opi ni ons, because |ike Walter he
fell in love with her.

He replaced eating cornflakes with
continually inviting Angela out to
dinner in an effort to win her away
fromhis old rival.

Geral d notched up another victory
when Angel a returned her engagenent



ring to Walter a few drays before
Chri st mas.

Walter spread it around that
Gerald only wanted to marry Angel a
because her father was chairnman of
the Hull Gty Anenities Commttee
and he was hoping to get ajob with
the council after he'd taken his
degree at Durham Wen the
invitations for the wedding were
sent out, Walter was not on the
guest |ist.

M and Ms Haskins travelled to

Mul tavia for their honeynoon,
partly because they couldn't afford
Nice and didn't want to go to

Cl eethorpes. In any case, the | ocal
travel agent was naking a speci al
offer for those considering a visit
to the tiny kingdomthat was

sandwi ched between Austria and
Czechosl ovaki a.

When the newy married couple

arrived at their hotel in Teske,
the capital, they discovered why
the terns had been so reasonabl e.

Mul tavia was, in 1959, going
through an identity crisis as it
attenpted to adjust to yet another
treaty drawn up by a Dutch | awer
in Geneva, witten in French, but
with the Russians and Anericans in
m nd. However, thanks to King
Alfons Ill, their shrewd and
popul ar nonarch, the ki ngdom con-
ti nued to enjoy uninterrupted
grants fromthe Wat and

non-di sruptive visits fromthe
East .
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The capital of Miltavia, the

Haski ns were quickly to discover,
had an average tenperature of 92 F
in June, no rainfall and the remains
of a sewerage systemthat had been

i ndi scrimnately bonbed by both

si des between 1939 and 1944. Angel a
actual ly found herself hol di ng her
nose as she wal ked t hrough the
cobbl ed streets. The People's Hot el
clainmed to have forty-five roonmns,

but what the brochure did not point
out was that only three of them had
bat hr oons and none of those had bath
plugs. Then there was the food, or

|l ack of it; for the first tinme in
his life Gerald | ost weight.

The honeynobon couple were also to

di scover that Multavia boasted no
nmonunents, art galleries, theatres
or opera houses worthy of the nane
and the outlying country was flatter
and |l ess interesting than the fens
of Canbridgeshire. The ki ngdom had
no coastline and the only river, the
Plotz, flowed from Germany and on

I nto Russia, thus ensuring that none
of the locals trusted it.

By the end of their honeynoon the
Haski ns were only too pleased to
find that Multavia did not boast a
national airline. BOAC got them hone
safely, and that woul d have been the
end of Cerald's experience of

Mul tavia had it not been for those
sewers - or the lack of them

Once the Haskins had returned to



Hul | , Gerald took up his appoi nt nent
as an assistant in the engineering
departnent of the city council. His
first job was as a third engi neer

Wi th special responsibility for the
city's sewerage. Mst anbitious
young nen woul d have treated such an
appoi ntnment as nothing nore than a
step on life's |adder. Cerald
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however did not. He quickly nade
contact with all the | eading

sewer age conpani es, their advisers
as well as his opposite nunbers

t hr oughout the county.

Two years later he was able to put
in front of his father-in-law s
comrittee a paper show ng how t he
counci|l could save a considerable
anount of the ratepayers' noney by
redevel oping its sewerage system

The commttee were inpressed and
decided to carry out M Haskins's
recommendati on, and at the sane

ti me appoi nted hi msecond engi neer.

That was the first occasion Walter
Ranmsbott om st ood for the council
he wasn't el ected.

When, three years later, the
network of little tunnels and

wat erways had been conpl et ed,
Gerald' s diligence was rewarded by
hi s appoi nt mrent as deputy borough
engi neer. In the sane year his
father-in-law becane Mayor and

Wal ter Ransbottom becane a



counci l |l or.

Councils up and down the country
wer e now acknow edging Gerald as a
man whose opi ni on shoul d be sought
I f they had any anxieties about
their sewerage system This
provoked an irreverent round of

j okes at every Rotary C ub dinner
Geral d attended, but they
neverthel ess still hailed himas
the leading authority in his field,
or drain.

When in 1966 the Borough of

Hal i fax considered putting out to
tender the building of a new

sewer age systemthey first

consul ted Ceral d Haskins -Yorkshire
bei ng the one place on earth where
a prophet is with honour in his own
country.

After spending a day in Halifax
with the town council's senior
engi neer and realising how nuch
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had to be spent on the new system
Cerald remarked to his wife; not for
the first time, "Were there's nuck
there's brass.” But it was Angel a
who was shrewd enough to work out
just how nuch of that brass her
husband coul d get hold of with the
m ni mum of risk. During the next few
days Cerald considered his wife's
proposition and when he returned to
Hal i fax the follow ng week it was
not to visit the council chanbers
but the Mdland Bank. Gerald did not



select the Mdland by chance; the
manager of the bank was al so

chai rman of the planning conmttee
on the Halifax borough council.

A deal that suited both sides was
struck between the two Yorkshirenen,
and wth the bank's blessing Cerald
resigned his position as deputy

bor ough engi neer and fornmed a
private conpany. Wen he presented
his tender, in conpetition with
several |arge organisations from
London, no one was surprised that
Haski ns of Hull was sel ected

unani nously by the planning
comrittee to carry out the job.

Three years | ater Halifax had a
fine new sewerage system and the
M dl and Bank was delighted to be
hol di ng Haskins of Hull's conpany
account .

Over the next fifteen years

Chester, Runcorn, Huddersfield,
Darl i ngton, Macclesfield and York
were jointly and several |y grateful
for the services rendered to them by
Geral d Haskins, of Haskins & Co plc.

Haskins & Co (International) pie

t hen began contract work in Dubai,
Lagos and Ri o deJaneiro. In 1983
Geral d received the Queen's Award
for Industry froma gratefu
government, and a year
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| ater he was made a Commander of the
British Enpire by a grateful



nmonar ch

The investiture took place at

Bucki ngham Pal ace in the sanme year
as King AlEons 11l of Miltavia died
and was succeeded by his son King
Al fons IV. The newy crowned King
deci ded sonething had finally to be
done about the drai nage probl ens of
Teske. It had been his father's
dying wish that his people should
not go on suffering those unseenmy
snells, and King Alfons IV did not

I ntend to bequeath the problemto
hi s son.

After much beggi ng and borrow ng
fromthe West, and nuch visiting and
talking wth the East, the newy
anoi nted nonarch decided to invite
tenders for a new sewerage systemin
t he ki ngdom s capital.

The tender docunent supplying
several pages of details and listing
the probl ens facing any engi neer who
wi shed to tackle the problemarrived
with a thud on nost of the boardroom
tabl es of the world's nmjor

engi neeri ng conpani es. Once the
paperwor Kk had been seriously
scrutinised and the realistic
opportunity for a profit considered,
King Alfons IV received only a few
replies. Neverthel ess, the King was
able to sit up all night considering
the nerits of the three interested
conpani es that had been shortli sted.
Ki ngs are al so human, and when

Al fons di scovered that Gerald had
chosen Mul tavia for his honeynoon
sonme twenty-five years before it

ti pped the balance. By the tine
Alfons IV fell asleep that norning



he had deci ded to accept Haskins &
Co (International) plc's tender.

And t hus Geral d Haski ns made his
second visit to Multavia, this tine
acconpanied by a site 98
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manager, three draughtsnen and

el even engi neers. CGerald had a
private audience wth the King and
assured himthe job would be
conpleted on tinme and for the price
specified. He also told the King how
much he was enjoying his second
visit to his country. However, when
he returned to Engl and he assured
his wwfe that there was still little
in Miultavia that could be descri bed
as entertai nnent before or after the
hour of seven.

A few years later and after sone
consi der abl e haggli ng over the

I ncrease in the cost of materials,
Teske ended up with one of the

fi nest sewerage systens in Central
Europe. The King was delighted -

al t hough he continued to grunble
about how Haskins & Co had over-run
the original contract price. The
wor ds "contingency paynent” had to
be expl ained to the nonarch severa
tinmes, who realised that the extra
two hundred and forty thousand
pounds would in turn have to be
explained to the East and "borrowed"
fromthe West. After many veil ed
threats and "w t hout prejudice"
solicitors' letters, Haskins & Co
recei ved the final paynent but not
until the King had been given a
further grant fromthe British



governnent, a paynent which invol ved
the M dl and Bank, Sl oane Street,
transferring a sumof noney to the
M dl and Bank, Hi gh Street, Hull,

wi t hout Multavia ever getting their
hands on it. This was after all,
CGerald explained to his wife, how
nost overseas aid was distributed.

Thus the story of Gerald Haskins and
t he drai nage

probl ens of Teske mi ght have ended,
had not the
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British Foreign Secretary deci ded
to pay a visit to the kingdom of
Mul t avi a.

The original purpose of the
Foreign Secretary's European trip
was to take in Warsaw and Prague,
I n order to see how gl asnost and
percstroi/ra were working in those
countries. But when the Foreign O
i ce discovered how nuch aid had
been all ocated to Mul tavia and
after they explained to their
mnister its role as a buffer
state, the Foreign Secretary
decided to accept King Alfons's

| ong-standing invitation to visit
the tiny kingdom Such excursions
to smaller countries by British
Foreign Secretaries usually take
place in airport |ounges, a habit
the British picked up fromHenry
Ki ssi nger, and | ater Conrade

Gor bachev; but not on this
occasion. It was felt Miultavia
warranted a full day.



As the hotels had inproved only
slightly since the time of Gerald's
honeynoon, the Foreign Secretary
was invited to | odge at the pal ace.
He was asked by the King to
undertake only two offici al
engagenents during his brief stay:
t he opening of the capital's new
sewer age system and a fornal
banquet .

Once the Foreign Secretary had
agreed to these requests the King
invited Gerald and his wife to be
present at the opening cerenony -
at their own expense. \Wen the day
of the opening cane the Foreign
Secretary delivered the appropriate
speech for the occasion. He first
prai sed Gerald Haskins on a

remar kabl e pi ece of work in the
great tradition of British

engi neeri ng, then comended

Mul tavia for her shrewd comon
sense in awarding the contract to a
British conpany in the first place.
The Foreign Secretary omtted to
mention the fact that the

100
NOT THE REAL THI NG

British governnment had ended up
underwriting the entire project.
Geral d, however, was touched by the
mnister's words and said as nuch
to the Foreign Secretary after the
| atter had pulled the | ever that
opened the first sluice gate.

That evening in the pal ace there
was a banquet for over three
hundred guests, including the am
bassadori al corps and several



| eadi ng British businessnen. There
foll owed the usual interm nable
speeches about "historic |inks",
Mul tavia's role in Angl o- Sovi et
affairs and the "speci al

rel ationship” with Britain's own
royal famly.

The hi ghlight of the evening,
however, cane after the speeches
when the King nmade two investi -
tures. The first was the award of
the Order of the Peacock (Second
Class) to the Foreign Secretary.
"The highest award a comoner can
receive," the King explained to the
assenbl ed audi ence, "as the O der
of the Peacock (First Cass) is
reserved for royalty and heads of
state.”

The King then announced a second

i nvestiture. The Order of the
Peacock (Third Class) was to be
awarded to Gerald Haskins, CBE, for
his work on the drai nage system of
Teske. Gerald was surprised and
delighted as he was conducted from
his place on the top table to join
t he King, who |eaned forward to put
a large gold chain encrusted with
gens of various colours and sizes
over his visitor's head. Cerald
took two respectful paces backwards
and bowed | ow, as the Foreign
Secretary | ooked up from his seat
and sm | ed encouragingly at him

Gerald was the | ast foreign guest
to | eave the banquet that night.
Angel a, who had left on her own
over two hours before, had al ready
fallen
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asl eep by the tine Gerald returned
to their hotel room He placed the
chain on the bed, undressed, put on
hi s pyjamas, checked his w fe was
still asleep and then placed the
chain back over his head to rest on
hi s shoul ders.

Ceral d stood and | ooked at hinsel f
in the bathroommrror for several

m nutes. He could not wait to return
hone.

The noment Geral d got back to Hul
he dictated a letter to the Foreign
O fice. He requested perm ssion to
be allowed to wear his new award on
t hose occasions when it stipul ated
on the bottom righthand corner of

I nvitation cards that decorations
and nedal s should be worn. The
Foreign Ofice duly referred the
matter to the Pal ace where the
Queen, a distant cousin of King

Al fons 1V, agreed to the request.

The next official occasion at

whi ch Gerald was given the
opportunity to sport the Order of

t he Peacock was the Mayor - nmaki ng
cerenony held in the chanber of
Hull's City Hall, which was to be
preceded by dinner at the Guildhall.

Gerald returned especially from
Lagos for the occasion and even
bef ore changing into his dinner
j acket couldn't resist a glance at



the Order of the Peacock (Third

Cl ass). He opened the box that held
his prize possession and stared down
in disbelief: the gold had becone
tarni shed and one of the stones

| ooked as if it were com ng | oose.

M s Haskins stopped dressing in
order to steal a glance at the
order. "It's not gold," she decl ared
wth a sinplicity that woul d have
stopped the M in their tracks.

Cerald of fered no comrent and
qui ckly fixed the
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| oose stone back in place with
Araldite but he had to admt to
hi nsel f that the craftmanship
didn't bear careful scrutiny.
Nei t her of them nentioned the
subj ect again on their journey to
Hull's City Hall.

Sonme of the guests during the
Mayor's di nner that night at the
Qui l dhall Inquired after the his-
tory of the Order of the Peacock
(Third dass), and although it gave
Geral d sone consi derabl e sati sfac-
tion to explain how he had cone by
the distinction and indeed the
Queen's perm ssion to wear it on of
ficial occasions, he felt one or
two of his coll eagues had been | ess
t han awed by the tarni shed peacock.
CGerald al so considered it was
somewhat unfortunate that they had
ended up on the sane table as
Wal t er Ransbottom now the Deputy
Mayor .



"l suppose it would be hard to put
a true value on it," said Walter,
staring disdainfully at the chain.

"It certainly would," said Gerald
firmy.

"I didn't nmean a nonetary val ue,"
said the jeweller with a smrk.
"That woul d be only too easy to
ascertain. | nmeant a sentinental
val ue, of course.”

"Of course," said Gerald. "And are
you expecting to be the Mayor next
year?" he asked, trying to change
t he subj ect.

"It is the tradition," said

Walter, "that the Deputy succeeds
the Mayor if he doesn't do a second
year. And be assured, Gerald, that

| shall see to it that you are

pl aced on the top table for that
occasion." Walter paused. "The
Mayor's chain, you know, is
fourteen-carat gold."

Gerald left the banquet early that
eveni ng determ ned to do sonet hi ng
about the Order of the
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Peacock before it was Walter's turn
to be Mayor

None of Gerald's friends would

have descri bed himas an
extravagant man and even his wife
was surprised at the whimof vanity



that was to follow. At nine o'clock
the next norning Gerald rang his
office to say he would not be in to
wor k that day. He then travelled by
train to London to visit Bond
Street in general and a faned

jewel ler in particular.

The door of the Bond Street shop
was opened for Gerald by a sergeant
fromthe Corps of Conmm ssionaires.
Once he had stepped inside Cerald
expl ained his problemto the tall,
thin gentleman in a black suit who
had come forward to wel come him He
was then led to a circular gl ass
counter in the mddle of the shop
finer.

"Qur M Pullinger will be with you
in a nonent,"” he was assured.
Monents | ater Asprey's fine-gens
expert arrived and happily agreed
to Cerald's request to value the
Order of the Peacock (Third C ass).
M Pul linger placed the chain on a-
bl ack vel vet cushi on before closely
studyi ng the stones through a snall
eye gl ass.

After a cursory glance he frowned
W th the disappointnment of a man
who has won third prize at a
shooti ng range on Bl ackpool pier.

"So what's it worth?" asked Cerald
bluntly after several m nutes had
el apsed.

"Hard to put a value on sonething
so intricately" - Pullinger

hesitated - "unusual ."

"The stones are glass and the



gold's brass, that's what you're
trying to say, isn't it, lad?"

M Pul linger gave a | ook that
i ndi cated that he could not have
put it nore succinctly hinself.

104
NOT THE REAL THI NG

"You m ght possibly be able to get
a few hundred pounds from soneone
who col |l ects such objects, but

"COh, no," said Cerald, quite

of fended. "1 have no interest in
selling it. My purpose in comng up
to London was to find out if you
can copy it."

"Copy it?" said the expert in
di sbel i ef.

"Aye," said Cerald. "First, | want
every stone to be the correct gem
according to its colour. Second, |
expect a setting that would inpress
a duchess. And third, | require the
finest craftsman put to work on it

I n nothing | ess than ei ghteen-carat
gold.™

The expert from Asprey's, despite
years of dealing with Arab clients,
was unable to conceal his surprise.

"It would not be cheap,"” he

uttered sotto vocc: the word "cheap" was
one of which Asprey's clearly

di sapproved.

"l never doubted that for one



monment ," said Gerald. "But you nust
understand that this is a
once-in-a-lifetine honour for ne.
Now when could |I hope to have an
esti nat e?"

"A nmonth, six weeks at the nost,"
replied the expert.

Gerald left the plush carpet of
Asprey's for the sewers of N geria.
Wen a little over a nonth [ater he
fl ew back to London, he travelled
in to the West End for his second
neeting with M Pullinger.

The jewel |l er had not forgotten
Geral d Haskins and his strange
request, and he quickly produced
fromhis order book a neatly fol ded
pi ece of paper. Gerald unfolded it
and read the tender slowy.

Requi renent for custoner's request:
t wel ve di anonds, seven anet hysts,
three rubies and a
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sapphire, all to be of the nost
perfect col our and of the highest
guality. A peacock to be sculpted in
ivory and painted by a craftsman.
The entire chain then to be noul ded
in the finest eighteencarat gold.
The bottomline read: "Two hundred
and el even t housand pounds -

excl usive of VAT."

Geral d, who woul d have thought
not hi ng of haggling over an estimate
of a few thousand pounds for roofing
material or the hire of heavy



equi pnent, or even a schedul e of
paynents, sinply asked, "Wen wll
| be able to collect it?"

"One could not be certain how | ong
It mght take to put together such
a fine piece," said M Pullinger.
"Finding stones of a perfect match
and colour wll, | fear, take a
little tine." He paused. "I amal so
hopi ng that our senior craftsman
will be free to work on this
particul ar conm ssion. He has been
rather taken up lately with gifts
for the Queen's forthcomng visit to
Saudi Arabia so | don't think it
coul d be ready before the end of

Mar ch. "

Well in tinme for next year's
Mayor's banquet, thought Gerald.
Counci | | or Ransbottom woul d not be
able to nock himthis tine.

Fourt een-carat gold, had he sai d?

Lagos and Ri o de Janeiro both had
their sewers down and running | ong
before Gerald was able to return to
Asprey's. And he only set his eyes
on the unique prize a few weeks

bef ore Mayor - nmaki ng day.

When M Pullinger first showed his
client the finished work the
Yor kshi reman gasped with
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delight. The Order was so

magni ficent that Gerald found it

necessary to purchase a string of
pearls from Asprey's to ensure a



silent w fe.

On his return to Hull he waited
until after dinner to open the
green | eather box from Asprey's and
surprise her with the new O der
"Fit for a nonarch, lass," he
assured his wife but Angela seened
preoccupi ed with her pearls.

After Angela had |left to wash up,
her husband continued to stare for
sonme tine at the beautiful jewels
so expertly crafted and superbly
cut before he finally closed the
box. The next norning he
reluctantly took the piece round to
t he bank and explained that it nust
be kept safely locked in the vaults
as he would only be requiring to
take it out once, perhaps twice, a
year. He couldn't resist show ng
the object of his delight to the
bank manager, M Sedgl ey.

"You'l | be wearing it for
Mayor - maki ng day, no doubt?" M
Sedgl ey enqui r ed.

"I'f I"'minvited," said Gerald.

"Oh, | feel sure Ransbottom w ||
want all his old friends to wtness
t he cerenony. Especially you,
suspect," he added w t hout

expl anati on.

Cerald read the news itemin the
Court Circular of The Times to his
w fe over breakfast: "It has been
announced from Bucki ngham Pal ace
that King Alfons IV of Miltavia
wll nmake a state visit to Britain
between April 7th and 1 Ith."



"I wonder if we wll have an
opportunity to neet the King
again," said Angel a.

Geral d of fered no opi nion.

In fact M and Ms Geral d Haski ns
recei ved two
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i nvitations connected with King

Al fons's official visit, one to
dine with the King at C aridge's
-Mul tavia's London Enbassy not
bei ng | arge enough to cater for
such an occasion - and the second
arriving a day |later by special
delivery from Bucki ngham Pal ace. -~

Geral d was delighted. The Peacock,
It seened, was going to get three
outings in one nonth, as their
visit to the Pal ace was ten days
bef ore Walter Ransbottom woul d be
i nstall ed as Mayor.

The state dinner at C aridge's was
menor abl e and al t hough there were
several hundred other guests Gerald
still managed to catch a nonent
with his host, King Al fons IV who,
he found to his pleasure, could not
take his eyes of Ethe Orderofthe
Peacock (Third C ass).

The trip to Bucki ngham Pal ace a
week | ater was Gerald and Angela's
second, followng Cerald's

I nvestiture in 1984 as a Commander



of the British Enpire. It took
Gerald alnpbst as long to dress for
the state occasion as it did his
wife. He took sonme tine fiddling
with his collar to be sure that his
CBE coul d be seen to its ful

advant age while the Order ofthe
Peacock still rested squarely on
his shoul ders. Gerald had asked his
tailor to sewlittle loops into his
tailcoat so that the Order did not
have to be continually readj usted.

When the Haskins arrived at

Bucki ngham Pal ace they foll owed a

t hrong of benedal | ed nen and
tiara'd |ladies through to the state
di ni ng room where a footman handed
out seating cards to each of the
guests. Gerald unfolded his to find
an arrow pointing to his nane. He
took his wife by the arm and gui ded
her to their places.

108
NOT THE REAL THI NG

He noticed that Angel a's head kept
turni ng whenever she saw a tiara.

Al t hough they were seated sone

di stance away from Her Majesty at an
of fshoot of the main table, there
was still a mnor royal on Gerald's
| eft and the M nister of Agriculture
on his right. He was nore than
satisfied. In fact the whol e evening
went far too quickly, and Gerald was
al ready beginning to feel that
Mayor - maki ng day woul d be sonet hi ng
of an anti-climax. Neverthel ess,
Geral d i nagi ned a scene where
Counci | I or Ransbottom was adm ri ng



the Order of the Peacock (Third
G ass), while he was telling him
about the dinner at the Pal ace.

After two |loyal toasts and two

nati onal anthens the Queen rose to
her feet. She spoke warmy of

Mul tavi a as she addressed her three
hundred guests, and affectionately
of her distant cousin the King. Her
Mpj esty added that she hoped to
visit his kingdomat sone tinme in
the near future. This was greeted
w t h consi derabl e appl ause. She then
concl uded her speech by saying it
was her intention to make two

I nvestitures.

The Queen created King Alfons IV a
Kni ght Commander of the Royal
Victorian Order (KCVO, and then
Mul tavia's Anbassador to the Court
of StJanes a Conmmander of the sane
order (CVO, both being personal
orders of the nonarch. A box of
royal bl ue was opened by the Court
Chanberl ain and the awards pl aced
over the recipients' shoul ders. As
soon as the Queen had conpl eted her
formal duties, King Alfons rose to
make his reply.
"Your Majesty," he continued after
the usual formalities and thanks had
been conpleted. "I also
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would |i ke to nake two awards. The
first is to an Englishman who has

given great service to my country
t hrough his expertise and



diligence" - the King then gl anced
in Gerald's direction - "a man," he
conti nued, "who conpleted a feat of
sanitary engineering that any
nation on earth could be proud of
and i ndeed, Your Mjesty, it was
opened by your own Foreign
Secretary. W in the capital of
Teske will remain in his debt for
generations to cone. W therefore
bestow on M Geral d Haskins, CBE
the Order of the Peacock (Second

d ass). "

Gerald couldn't believe his ears.

Tunmul t uous appl ause greeted a
surprised Gerald as he nade his way
up towards their Majesties. He cane
to a standstill behind the throned
chairs sonewhere between the Queen
of Engl and and the King of

Mul tavia. The King smled at the
new reci pient of the Order of the
Peacock (Second Class) as the two
men shook hands. But before
best owi ng t he new honour upon him
King Alfons | eaned forward and with
sonme difficulty renmoved from

Geral d's shoulders his Order of the
Peacock (Third C ass).

"You won't be needing this any
| onger, " the King whispered in
Geral d's ear

Gerald watched in horror as his
prize possession di sappeared into a
red | eat her box held open by the
King's private secretary, who stood
poi sed behind his sovereign. Cerald
continued to stare at the private
secretary, who was either a

di pl omat of the highest order or



had not been privy to the Kingis
plan, for his face showed no sign
of anything untoward. Once Gerald's
magni ficent prize had been safely
removed, the box snapped cl osed

li ke a safe of
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whi ch Geral d had not been told the
conbi nation. Gerald wanted to
protest, but remai ned speechl ess.

King Al fons then renoved from

anot her box the Order of the
Peacock (Second C ass) and pl aced
It over CGerald s shoul ders. Gerald,
staring at the indifferent col oured
gl ass stones, hesitated for a few
nonments before stunbling a pace
back, bowi ng, and then returning to
his place in the great dining room
He did not hear the waves of

appl ause that acconpanied him his
only thought was how he coul d
possibly retrieve his | ost chain

I mredi ately the speeches were over.
He sl unped down in the chair next
to his wife.

"And now," continued the King, "I
wi sh to present a decoration that
has not been bestowed on anyone
since ny late father's death. The
Order of the Peacock (First d ass),
which it gives ne special delight
to bestow on Her Majesty Queen
Elizabeth I'1."

The Queen rose from her place as
the King's private secretary once
agai n stepped forward. In his hands



was held the same red | eat her case
t hat had snapped shut so firmy on
Geral d' s uni que possession. The
case was re-opened and the King
renmoved the magnificent Order from
the box and placed it on the

shoul ders of the Queen. The jewels
sparkled in the candlelight and the
guests gasped at the sheer
magni fi cence of the piece.

Gerald was the only person in the
room who knew its true val ue.

"Well, you always said it was fit
for a nonarch,” his wfe renmarked
as she touched her string of
pearl s.
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"Aye," said Gerald. "But what's
Ransbott om goi ng to say when he
sees this?" he added sadly,
fingering the Order of the Peacock
(Second Class). "He'll knowit's
not the real thing."

"I don't see it matters that nuch,"
sai d Angel a.

"What do you nean, |ass?" asked
Gerald. "I'lIl be the | aughing stock
of Hull on Mayor-nmaki ng day."

"You should start reading the
eveni ng papers, Gerald, and stop

| ooking in mrrors and then you'd
know Wal ter isn't going to be Mayor
this year."

"Not going to be Mayor?" repeated



Cer al d.

“"No. The present Mayor has opted
to do a second termso Walter won't
be Mayor until next year."

"I's that right?" said Gerald with a
smle.

"And if you're thinking what |
think you're thinking, Cerald
Haskins, this tinme it's going to
cost you a tiara."
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JUST GOOD FRI ENDS

I

woke up before him
feeling slightly
randy but | knew
there was not hing |
could do about it.

| blinked and ny

eyes imedi ately
accustoned thensel ves
to the half light. |
rai sed nmy head and
gazed at the large
expanse of notionl ess
white flesh |ying
next to nme. If only
he took as nuch
exercise as | did he
woul dn't have t hat
spare lyre, | thought
unsynpat hetical |l y.

Roger stirred



restlessly and even
turned over to face
me, but | knew he
woul d not be fully
awake until the alarm
on his side of the
bed started ringing.

| pondered for a
nonment whet her |
could go back to

sl eep agai n or shoul d
get up and find
nysel f sone breakf ast
before he woke. In
the end | settled
forjust lying still
on ny side
day-dream ng, but
maki ng sure | didn't
di sturb him Wen he
did eventual |y open
his eyes | planned to
pretend | was still
asl eep- that way he
woul d end up getting
breakfast for ne. |
began to go over the
t hi ngs that needed to
be done after he had
| eft for the of fice.
As long as | was at
home ready to greet

hi m when he

- 115

A TWST IN THE TALE

returned fromwork, he didn't seem
to mnd what | got up to during the

day.

A gentle runble emanated from his
side of the bed. Roger's snoring



never disturbed ne. My affection for
hi m was unbounded, and | only w shed
| could find the words to let him
know. In truth, he was the first man
| had really appreciated. As | gazed
at his unshaven face | was rem nded
that it hadn't been his | ooks which
had attracted nme in the pub that

ni ght .

| had first conme across Roger in

the Cat and Wiistle, a public house
situated on the corner of Mafeking
Road. You might say it was our

| ocal . He used to cone in around
eight, order a pint of mld and take
it to a small table in the corner of
the room just beyond the dartboard.
Mostly he would sit al one, watching
the darts being thrown towards
doubl e top but nore often settling
in one or five, if they managed to

| and on the board at all. He never

pl ayed the gane hinself, and | often
wondered, from ny vantage poi nt
behind the bar, if he were fearful

of relinquishing his favourite seat
orjust had no interest in the sport.

Then things suddenly changed for
Roger - for the better, was no doubt
how he saw it - when one evening in
early spring a bl onde naned
Madel ei ne, wearing an imtation fur
coat and drinking double gin and
its, perched on the stool beside
him | had never seen her in the pub
bef ore but she was obvi ously known

| ocal |y, and | oose bar talk led ne
to believe it couldn't last. You
see, word was about that she was

| ooki ng for soneone whose horizons
stretched beyond the Cat and
Wi st | e.



In fact the affair - if that's what
it ever cane to -
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| asted for only twenty days. | know
because | counted every one of
them Then one night voices were
rai sed and heads turned as she |eft
the small stool just as suddenly as
she had cone. His tired eyes

wat ched her wal k to a vacant pl ace
at the corner of the bar, but he
didn't show any surprise at her
departure and nade no attenpt to
pursue her.

Her exit was ny cue to enter.

al nost | eapt from behind the bar
and, noving as quickly as dignity
al | oned, was seconds |ater sitting
on the vacant stool beside him He
didn't comment and certainly made
no attenpt to offer me a drink, but
t he one gl ance he shot in ny
direction did not suggest he found
me an unaccept abl e repl acenent. |

| ooked around to see if anyone el se
had plans to usurp ny position. The
men standi ng round the dartboard
didn't seemto care. Treble
seventeen, twelve and a five kept
them nore than occupied. | gl anced
towards the bar to check if the
boss had noticed ny absence, but he
was busy taking orders. | saw
Madel ei ne was al ready sipping a

gl ass of chanpagne fromthe pub's
only bottle, purchased by a
stranger whose stylish
doubl e- breast ed bl azer and stri ped



bow ti e convinced ne she woul dn't
be bothering with Roger any | onger.
She | ooked well set for at | east
anot her twenty days.

| 1 ooked up at Roger - | had known
his nanme for sone tinme, although
had never addressed himas such and
| couldn't be sure that he was

aware of mne. | began to flutter
ny eyel ashes in a rather
exaggerated way. | felt a little

stupid but at least it elicited a
gentle smle. He | eaned over and
touched ny cheek, his hands
surprisingly gentle. Neither of us
felt the need to speak. W were
both lonely and it
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seened unnecessary to explain why.
W sat in silence, he occasionally
sipping his beer, | fromtine to
time rearranging ny legs, while a
few feet fromus the darts pursued
t heir undeterm ned course.

When the publican cried, "Last
orders," Roger downed the remains of
his beer while the dart players
conpl eted what had to be their final
gane.

No one commented when we | eft
together and | was surprised that
Roger made no protest as |
acconpani ed himback to his little
sem -detached. | already knew
exactly where he |ived because | had
seen himon several occasions
standi ng at the bus queue in Dobson



Street in a silent line of reluctant
nor ni ng passengers. Once | even
positi oned nyself on a nearby wall
in order to study his features nore
carefully. It was an anonynous,

al nrost conmmonpl ace face but he had

t he war nest eyes and the ki ndest
smle | had observed in any man.

My only anxiety was that he didn't
seem aware of ny existence, just
constantly preoccupi ed, his eyes
each eveni ng and his thoughts each
nmorni ng only for Madel ei ne. How
envied that girl. She had everything
| wanted - except a decent fur coat,
the only thing ny nother had |eft
me. In truth, | have no right to be
catty about Madel ei ne, as her past
couldn't have been nore nurky than
m ne.

Al'l that had taken place well over
a year ago and, to prove ny total
devotion to Roger, | have never
entered the Cat and Whistle since.
He seened to have forgotten
Madel ei ne because he never once
spoke of her in front of ne. An
unusual man, he didn't question ne
about any of ny past rel ationships
ei t her.
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Per haps he shoul d have. | would
have liked himto know the truth
about ny life before we'd net,
though it all seens irrel evant now.
You see, | had been the youngest in
a famly of four so | always cane
last in line. | had never known ny



father, and | arrived hone one

ni ght to discover that ny nother
had run of f with anot her man.

Tracy, one of ny sisters, warned ne
not to expect her back. She turned
out to be right, for | have never
seen ny nother since that day. It's
awful to have to admt, if only to
onesel f, that one's nother is a

tranp.

Now an orphan, | began to drift,
often trying to stay one step ahead
of the law - not so easy when you
haven't al ways got sonewhere to put
your head down. | can't even recal
how | ended up with Derek - if that
was his real nane. Derek, whose
dark sensual | ooks woul d have
attracted any susceptible femal e,
told nme that he had been on a

nmer chant steaner for the past three
years. Wien he nade |ove to ne |
was ready to believe anything. |
explained to himthat all | wanted
was a warm hone, regular food and
perhaps in tine a famly of ny own.
He ensured that one of ny w shes
was fulfilled, because a few weeks
after he left me I ended up with
twns, two girls. Derek never set
eyes on them he had returned to
sea even before | could tell himl
was pregnant. He hadn't needed to
prom se ne the earth; he was so
good- | ooki ng he nust have known |
woul d have been his just for a
night on the tiles.

| tried to bring up the girls
decently, but the authorities
caught up with ne this tine and |

| ost them both. | wonder where they
are now? God knows. | only hope



t hey' ve ended up in a good
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home. At |east they inherited
Derek's irresistible |ooks, which
can only help themthrough life.
It's just one nore thing Roger wll
never know about. Hi s unquestioni ng
trust only nmakes ne feel nore
guilty, and now | never seemable to
find a way of letting himknow the
truth.

After Derek had gone back to sea |
was on nmy own for al nost a year
before getting part-tine work at the
Cat and Wii stle. The publican was so
nmean that he woul dn't have even
provi ded food and drink for ne, if

| hadn't kept to ny part of the

bar gai n.

Roger used to cone in about once,
per haps twi ce a week before he net
the blonde with the shabby fur coat.
After that it was every night until
she upped and | eft him

| knew he was perfect for nme the
first time | heard himorder a pint
of mld. Apint of mld - | can't
think of a better description of
Roger. In those early days the

bar mai ds used to flirt openly with
him but he didn't show any
interest. Until Madel eine | atched on
to himl wasn't even sure that it
was wonen he preferred. Perhaps in
the end it was ny androgynous | ooks
t hat appealed to him



| think I nust have been the only
one in that pub who was | ooking for
somet hi ng nore permanent .

And so Roger allowed ne to spend
the night wth him | renmenber that
he slipped into the bathroomto
undress while | rested on what |
assuned woul d be ny side of the bed.
Since that night he has never once
asked nme to |l eave, let alone tried
to kick nme out. It's an easy-going
relationship. |I've never known him
rai se his voice or scold ne
unfairly. Forgive the cliche, but
for once | have fallen on ny feet.
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Brr. Brr. Brr. That dammed al arm

| wished I could have buried it. The
noi se would go on and on until at

| ast Roger decided to stir hinself.

| once tried to stretch across him
and put a stop to its infernal
ringing, only ending up knocking the
contraption on to the floor, which
annoyed hi meven nore than the

ringi ng. Never again, | concluded.
Eventually a |l ong arm energed from
under the bl anket and a pal m dropped
on to the top of the clock and the
awful din subsided. I"ma |ight

sl eeper - the slightest novenent
stirs ne. If only he had asked ne |
coul d have woken himfar nore gently
each norning. After all, ny methods
are every bit as reliable as any
man- made contrapti on.

Hal f awake, Roger gave ne a brief
cuddl e before kneadi ng ny back,



al ways guaranteed to elicit a smle.
Then he yawned, stretched and

decl ared as he did every norning,
“"Must hurry along or 1'Il be late
for the office." | suppose sone
femal es woul d have been annoyed by
the predictability of our norning
routine - but not this lady. It was
all part of alife that nade ne feel
secure in the belief that at |ast |
had found sonet hi ng wort hwhil e.

Roger managed to get his feet into
the wong slippers - always a
fifty-fifty chance - before

| unbering towards the bathroom He
energed fifteen mnutes later, as he
al ways did, |ooking only slightly
better than he had when he entered.
|"ve learned to live with what sone
woul d have called his foibles, while
he has | earned to accept ny nani a
for cleanliness and a need to feel
secure.

"Get up, |azy-bones," he
renmonstrated but then only smled
when | re-settled nyself, refusing
to | eave the warm hol | ow t hat had
been | eft by his body.
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"l suppose you expect ne to get
your breakfast before | go to

wor k?" he added as he nmade his way
downstairs. | didn't bother to
reply. I knew that in a few
nonments' tinme he would be opening
the front door, picking up the
nor ni ng newspaper, any nmail, and
our regular pint of mlk. Reliable



as ever, he would put on the
kettle, then head for the pantry,
fill a bowl with ny
favouritebreakfast food and add ny
portion of the mlk, |eaving

hi nsel fj ust enough for two cups of
cof f ee.

| could anticipate alnost to the
second when breakfast woul d be
ready. First | would hear the
kettle boil, a few nonents |ater
the mlk would be poured, then
finally there would be the sound of
a chair being pulled up. That was
the signal | needed to confirmit
was tinme for ne to join him

| stretched ny |egs slowy,
noticing ny nails needed sone

attention. | had already decided
agai nst a proper wash until after
he had left for the office. |I could

hear the sound of the chair being
scraped along the kitchen lino. |
felt so happy that | literally
junped of f the bed before making ny
way towards the open door. A few
seconds later | was downstairs.

Al t hough he had al ready taken his
first mout hful of cornflakes he

st opped eating the nonent he saw
me.

"Good of you to join ne," he said,
a grin spreading over his face.

| padded over towards him and

| ooked up expectantly. He bent down
and pushed ny bow towards ne. |
began to lap up the m |k happily,
ny tail swi shing fromside to side.

It's a nyth that we only sw sh our



tails when we're angry.
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HRI STOPHER and

Mar gar et Roberts

al ways spent their
sumrer hol i day as
far away from

Engl and as t hey
coul d possibly
afford. However, as
Chri st opher was the
cl assics master at
St Cuthbert's, a
smal | preparatory
school just north of
Yeovil, and Margar et
was the school
matron, their

experi ence of four
of the five
continents was

| argely confined to
peri odi cals such as
t he Nal i onal

Geogr aphi ¢ Magazi ne
and Ti ne.

The Roberts'

annual hol i day each
August was
nevert hel ess
sacrosanct and they
spent el even nont hs
of the year saving,
pl anni ng and
preparing for their
one extravagant

| uxury. The
foll owi ng el even



nont hs were t hen
spent passing on
their discoveries to
the "offspring": the
Roberts, w thout
children of their
own, | ooked on al
the pupils of St

Cut hbert's as

"of fspring”.

During the | ong
eveni ngs when the
"of fspring" were
meant to be asl eep
in their

dormtories, the
Roberts woul d pore
over maps, analyse
expert opinion and
then finally cone up
with a shortlist to
consider. In recent
expedi tions they had
been as far
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afield as Norway, Northern Italy
and Yugosl avia, ending up the
previ ous year exploring Achilles'

I sl and, Skyros, off the east coast
of G eece.

"It has to be Turkey this year,"
said Christopher after nuch

soul -searching. A week |ater
Margaret cane to the sane
conclusion, and so they were able
to nove on to Phase Two. Every book
on Turkey in the local library was
borrowed, consulted, reborrowed and



re-consul ted. Every brochure
obt ai nabl e from the Turkish Enbassy
or local travel agents received the
same relentless scrutiny.

By the first day of the summrer

term charter tickets had been paid
for, a car hired, accommodati on
booked and everything that could be
I nsured conprehensively covered.
Their plans | acked only one final
detail .

"So what will be our 'steal' this
year?" asked Chri stopher.

"A carpet,"” Margaret said, wthout
hesitation. "It has to be. For over
a thousand years Turkey has
produced the nost sought-after
carpets in the world. W'd be
foolish to consider anything el se.”

"How nmuch shall we spend on it?"

"Fi ve hundred pounds," said
Margaret, feeling very extravagant.

Havi ng agreed, they once again
swapped nenories about the "steal s"
t hey had nade over the years. In
Norway, it had been a whale's tooth
carved in the shape of a galleon by
a local artist who soon after had
been taken up by Steuben. In
Tuscany, it had been a ceram c bow
found in a small village where they
cast-and fired themto be sold in
Rone at exorbitant prices: a snall
bl em sh which only an expert would
have noticed nmade it a
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"steal". Just outside Skopje the
Roberts had visited a | ocal glass
factory and acquired a water jug
nonents after it had been blown in
front of their eyes, and in Skyros
t hey had picked up their greatest
triunph to date, a fragnent of an
urn they discovered near an old
excavation site. The Roberts
reported their find imediately to
the authorities, but the Geek

of ficials had not considered the
fragnent inportant enough to
prevent it being exported to St

Cut hbert's.

On returning to Engl and
Chri st opher couldn't resist just
checking with the senior classics
don at his old alm mater. He
confirmed the piece was probably
twelfth century. This | atest
"steal" now stood, carefully
nounted, on their drawi ng room
mant el pi ece.

"Yes, a carpet would be perfect,"”
Mar garet nmused. "The trouble is,
everyone goes to Turkey with the

| dea of picking up a carpet on the
cheap. So to find a really good
one...."

She knelt and began to neasure the
smal |l space in front of their
drawi ng room firepl ace.

"Seven by three should do it," she
sai d.

Wthin a few days of term ending,
the Roberts travelled by bus to



Heat hrow. The journey took a little
| onger than by rail but at half the
cost. "Mbney saved i s noney that
can be spent on the carpet,"”

Mar garet rem nded her husband.

"Agreed, Matron," said Christopher,
| aughi ng.

On arrival at Heathrow they

checked their baggage on to the
charter flight, selected two non-
snoki ng seats and, finding they had
tinme to spare, decided to watch

ot her planes taking off to even
nore exotic places.
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It was Christopher who first
spotted the two passengers dashi ng
across the tarmac, obviously |ate.

"Look," he said, pointing at the
runni ng couple. H's wife studied
the overweight pair, still brown
froma previous holiday, as they
| unbered up the steps to their

pl ane.

"M and Ms Kendal | - Hune, "

Margaret said in disbelief. After
hesitating for a nonent, she added,
“I wouldn't want to be uncharitable
about any of the offspring, but I
do find young Ml col m Kendal | - Hune

a. . ." She paused.

"*Spoilt little brat'?" suggested
her husband.

"Quite," said Margaret. "I can't



begin to think what his parents
nmust be |ike."

“"Very successful, if the boy's
stories are to be believed," said
Chri stopher. "A string of second-
hand garages from Birm nghamto
Bristol."

"Thank God they're not on our
flight."

"Bermuda or the Bahanas woul d be
nmy guess, " suggested Chri stopher.

A voi ce emanating fromthe
| oudspeaker gave Margaret no chance
to offer her opinion.

"Aynpic Airways Flight 172 to
| stanbul is now boarding at Gate
No. 37."

"That's us," said Christopher
happily as they began their |ong
route-march to their departure
gat e.

They were the first passengers to
board, and once shown to their
seats they settled down to study

t he gui debooks of Turkey and their
three files of research

"We nmust be sure to see Diana's
Tenpl e when we visit Ephesus," said
Chri st opher, as the plane taxied
out on to the runway.
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"Not forgetting that at that tinme



we shall be only a few kil onetres
away fromthe purported | ast hone
of the Virgin Mary," added

Mar gar et .

"Taken with a pinch of salt by
serious historians," Christopher
remarked as if addressing a nenber
of the Lower Fourth, but his wife
was t oo engrossed in her book to
notice. They both continued to
study on their own before
Chri st opher asked what his wife was
readi ng.

"Carpets - Fact and Fiction by
Abdul Veri zoglu -seventeenth
edition,"” she said, confident that
any errors woul d have been

eradi cated in the previous sixteen.
"I't's nost informative. The finest
exanples, it seens, are from Hereke
and are woven in silk and are
sonmeti mes worked on by up to twenty
young worren, even children, at a
tine."

"Why young?" pondered Chri stopher.
"You' d have thought experience
woul d have been essential for such
a delicate task."

"Apparently not," said Margaret.
"Her ekes are woven by those with
young eyes which can discern
intricate patterns soneti nes no

| arger than a pinpoint and with up
to nine hundred knots a square

i nch. Such a carpet," continued
Margaret, "can cost as nuch as
fifteen, even twenty, thousand
pounds. "

"And at the other end of the



scal e? Carpets woven in old
| eft over wool by old I eftover
wonen?" suggested Chri stopher,
answering his own gquestion.

“No doubt," said Margaret. "But
even for our hunble purse there are
sone sinple guidelines to follow "

Chri st opher | eaned over so that he
could be sure
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to take in every word above the roar
of the engines. "The nuted reds and
blues with a green base are

consi dered cl assic and are nuch

adm red by Turkish collectors, but
one should avoid the bright yell ows
and oranges,"” read his w fe al oud.
"And never consider a carpet that

di spl ays animals, birds or fishes,
as they are produced only to satisfy
Western tastes.™

"Don't they |ike ani mal s?"

"l don't think that's the point,"”
said Margaret. "The Sunni Misli ns,
who are the country's religious
rulers, don't approve of graven

I mages. But if we search diligently
round the bazaars we should still be
able to cone across a bargain for a
f ew hundred pounds. "

"What a wonderful excuse to spend
all day in the bazaars.™

Margaret sm |l ed, before
continuing. "But listen. It's nost



| nportant to bargain. The opening
price the dealer offers is likely to
be doubl e what he expects to get and
treble what the carpet is worth."
She | ooked up from her book. "If
there's any bargaining to be done it
wi Il have to be carried out by you,
nmy dear. They're not used to that
sort of thing at Marks & Spencer."

Chri st opher sm | ed.

- "And finally," continued his

w fe, turning a page of her book,

"if the dealer offers you coffee you
shoul d accept. | t neans he expects
the process to go on for sone tine
as he enjoys the bargaining as nmuch
as the sale.”

“If that's the case they had
better have a very | arge pot
percol ating for us," said

Chri stopher as he closed his eyes
and began to contenpl ate the
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pl easures that awaited him Margaret
only cl osed her books on carpets
when the pl ane touched down at

| stanbul airport, and at once opened
file Nunber One, entitled
"Pre-Turkey".

"A shuttle bus should be waiting
for us at the north side of the
terminal. It will take us on to the
| ocal flight," she assured her
husband as she carefully wound her
wat ch forward two hours.



The Roberts were soon foll ow ng

the stream of passengers heading in
the direction of passport control.
The first people they saw in front
of them were the sane m ddl e- aged
coupl e they had assuned were
destined for nore exotic shores.

"Wonder where they're heading,"”
said Chri stopher

“Istanbul Hilton, | expect," said
Margaret as they clinbed into a
vehi cl e that had been decl ared
redundant by the & asgow Corporation
Bus Conpany sone twenty years
before. It spluttered out black
exhaust funmes as it rewed up before
headi ng off in the direction of the
| ocal THY flight.

The Roberts soon forgot all about
M and Ms Kendal | - Hune once they

| ooked out of the little aeropl ane
w ndows to admre the west coast of
Turkey highlighted by the setting
sun. The plane |landed in the port of
lzmr just as the shimrering red
bal | di sappeared behi nd the hi ghest
hill. Another bus, even older than
the earlier one, ensured that the
Roberts reached their little guest
house just in tinme for |ate supper.

Their roomwas tiny but clean and
the owner nmuch in the sanme noul d. He
greeted them both with exaggerat ed
gesturing and a brilliant smle

whi ch augured wel|l for the next

t went y- one days.
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Early the follow ng norning, the
Roberts checked over their detail ed
plans for Day One in file Nunber
Two. They were first to collect the
rented Fiat that had al ready been
paid for in England, before driving
off into the hills to the ancient
Byzantine fortress at Selcuk in the
norning, to be followed by the
Tenple of Diana in the afternoon if
they still had tine.

After breakfast had been cl eared
away and they had cl eaned their
teeth, the Roberts left the guest
house a few m nutes before nine.
Armed with their hire car form and
gui debook, they headed off for
Beyazi k' s Garage where their

prom sed car awaited them They
stroll ed down the cobbled streets
past the little white houses,
enjoyi ng the sea breeze until they
reached the bay. Christopher
spotted the sign for Beyazik's
Garage when it was still a hundred
yards ahead of them

As they passed the magnificent
yachts noored al ongsi de the

har bour, they tested each other on
the nationality of each fl ag,
feeling not unlike the "offspring"
conpl eting a geography test.

"lItalian, French, Liberian,
Panamani an, German. There aren't
many British boats," said
Chri st opher, soundi ng unusually
patriotic, the way he al ways did,
Margaret reflected, the nonent they
wer e abroad.



She stared at the rows of gl eam ng
hulls lined up |ike buses in
Piccadilly during the rush hour;
some ofthe boats were even bigger

t han buses. "I wonder what kind of
peopl e can possibly afford such

| uxury?" she asked, not expecting a

reply.

"M and Ms Roberts, isn't it?"
shouted a voice from behind them
They both turned to see a
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nowfamliar figure dressed in a
white shirt and white shorts,
wearing a hat that made hi m | ook
not unlike the "Bird' s Eye"
captain, waving at themfromthe
bow of one of the bigger yachts.

"Clinb on board, ne hearties," M
Kendal | Humre decl ared

ent husiastically, nore in the
manner of a conmand t han an

i nvitation.

Rel uctantly the Roberts wal ked t he
gangpl ank.

"Look who's here,"” their host
shouted down a large hole in the

m ddl e of the deck. A nonent |ater
M's Kendal | - Hume appeared from

bel ow, dressed in a di aphanous
orange sarong and a matchi ng bi ki ni
top. "It's M and Ms Roberts - you
remenber, from Mal colm's school . ™

Kendal | - Hurmme turned back to face
the di smayed couple. "I don't



remenber your first nanes, but this
Is Melody and |'m Ray. "

"Christopher and Margaret," the
school master admitted as handshakes
wer e exchanged.

"What about a drink? G n, vodka or
?ll

"COh, no," said Margaret. "Thank
you very nmuch, we'll both have an
orange juice."

"Suit yourselves," said Ray
Kendal | - Hune. "You nust stay for
| unch. "

"But we couldn't inpose .

"I insist," said M Kendal | - Hune.
“"After all, we're on holiday. By
the way, we'll be going over to the
ot her side of the bay for Iunch.
There's one hell of a beach there,
and it wll give you a chance to
sunbat he and swimin peace."

"How consi derate of you," said
Chri st opher.

"And where's young Ml col n?" asked
Mar gar et .
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"He's on a scouting holiday in
Scotl and. Doesn't |ike to ness

about in boats the way we do."

For the first time he could recal
Chri stopher felt sone admration



for the boy. A nonent |ater the
engi ne started thunderously.

On the trip across the bay, Ray
Kendal | - Hune expounded his theories
about "having to get away fromit
all". "Nothing like a yacht to
ensure your privacy and not havi ng
to mx with the hoi polloi." He
only wanted the sinple things in
life: the sun, the sea and an
infinite supply of good food and
dri nk.

The Roberts coul d have asked for
nothing |l ess. By the end of the day
they were both suffering froma
mld bout of sunstroke and were
also feeling a little seasick
Despite white pills, red pills and
yellow pills, liberally supplied by
Mel ody, when they finally got back
to their roomthat night they were
unabl e to sl eep.

Avoi di ng the Kendal | - Hunes over the
next twenty days did not prove
easy. Beyazik's, the garage where
their little hire car awaited them
each norning and to which it had to
be returned each night, could only
be reached via the quaysi de where

t he Kendal | - Hunes' notor yacht was
noored |i ke an insuperable barrier
at a gynkhana. Hardly a day passed
that the Roberts did not have to
spend sone part of their precious
ti me bobbing up and down on
Turkey's choppy coastal waters,
eating oily food and di scussi ng how
| arge a carpet woul d be needed to
fill the Kendall-Hunmes' front room

However, they still nmanaged to



conplete a large part of their
programme and determ nedly set
asi de
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t he whol e ofthe | ast day ofthe
holiday in their quest for a carpet.
As they did not need Beyazi k's car
to go into town, they felt confident
that for that day at |east they
could safely avoid their tornmentors.

On the final norning they rose a
little later than planned and after
breakfast strolled down the tiny
cobbl ed path together, Christopher
I n possession of the seventeenth
edition of Carpets - Fact and
Fiction, Margaret with a tape
nmeasure and five hundred pounds in
travell ers' cheques.

Once the school master and his wfe
had reached the bazaar they began to
| ook around a nyriad of little
shops, wondering where they shoul d
begin their adventure. Fez-topped
men tried to entice themto enter
their tiny enporiunms but the Roberts
spent the first hour sinply taking

i n the atnosphere.

"' mready to start the search
now, " shouted Margaret above the
babbl e of voices around her.

"Then we've found you just in
tinme," said the one voice they

t hought they had escaped.

"We were just about to -"



"Then foll ow ne."

The Roberts' hearts sank as they
were | ed by Ray Kendal | - Hume out of
t he bazaar and back towards the

t own.

"Take ny advice, and you'll end up
with one hell of a bargain,™
Kendal | - Hunme assured them bot h.
"I'"ve picked up some real beauties
in ny time fromevery corner of the
gl obe at prices you woul dn't

believe. | am happy to |et you take
full advantage of ny expertise at no
extra charge. "

"l don't know how you coul d stand
the noi se and snell of that bazaar,"
said Mel ody, obviously glad
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to be back anong the famliar signs
of Q@ucci, Lacoste and Sai nt
Laur ent.

"W rather |ike . . ."

"Rescued in the nick oftine," said
Ray Kendal | Hune. "And the place |I'm
told you have to start and finish
at if you want to purchase a
serious carpet is OGsman's."

Margaret recalled the name from
her carpet book: "Only to be
visited if noney is no object and
you know exactly what you are

| ooking for." The vital |ast
norni ng was to be wasted, she



refl ected as she pushed open the

| arge gl ass doors of OGsman's to
enter a ground-floor area the size
of a tennis court. The room was
covered in carpets on the floor,
the walls, the wi ndowsills, and
even the tables. Anywhere a car pet
could be laid out, a carpet was
there to be seen. Although the
Roberts realised i nmedi ately that
not hi ng on show coul d possi bly be
in their price range, the sheer
beauty of the display entranced

t hem

Mar garet wal ked slowy round the
room nentally nmeasuring the small
carpets so she could anticipate the
sort of thing they m ght | ook for
once they had escaped.

A tall, elegant man, hands rai sed
as if in prayer and dressed

I mmacul ately in a tail ored worsted
suit that could have been nade in
Savil e Row, advanced to greet them

"Good norning, sir," he said to M
Kendal | Hune, sel ecting the serious
spender without difficulty. "Can
be of assistance?"

"You certainly can," replied
Kendal | - Hune. "1 want to be shown
your finest carpets, but | do not
intend to pay your finest prices.”
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The dealer smiled politely and

cl apped his hands. Six snall
carpets were brought in by three



assistants who rolled themout in
the centre of the room Margaret
fell inlove with a nuted green-
based carpet with a pattern of tiny
red squares woven around the
borders. The pattern was so
intricate she could not take her
eyes off it. She neasured the
carpet out of interest: seven by
three exactly.

"You have excellent taste, nadam"
said the deal er. Margaret,
colouring slightly, quickly stood
up, took a pace backwards and hid
t he tape neasure behind her back.

"How do you feel about that |ot,
pet ?" asked Kendal | - Hune, sweepi ng
a hand across the six carpets.

“"None of them are big enough,”
Mel ody replied, giving themonly a
fl eeting gl ance.

The deal er clapped his hands a
second tine and the exhibits were
rolled up and taken away. Four
| ar ger ones soon replaced them

"Woul d you care for sone coffee?"

t he deal er asked M Kendal | - Hune as
the new carpets lay unfurled at
their feet.

"Haven't the tine," said
Kendal | - Hune shortly. "Here to buy
a carpet. If | want a coffee, | can
al ways go to a coffee shop," he
said with a chuckle. Mel ody sm |l ed
her conplicity.

"Well, | would I'i ke sonme coffee,”
decl ared Margaret, determned to



rebel at sone point on the holiday.

"Delighted, madam " said the

deal er, and one of the assistants
di sappeared to carry out her w shes
whil e the Kendal | - Hunes studi ed the
new car pets.
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The coffee arrived a few nonents

| ater. She thanked the young

assi stant and began to sip the thick
bl ack liquid slowy. Delicious, she
t hought, and smled her

acknow edgnent to the deal er.

"Still not |arge enough,” Ms
Kendal | - Hune i nsi sted. The deal er
gave a slight sigh and cl apped his
hands yet again. Once nore the
assistants began to roll up the

rej ected goods. He then addressed
one of his staffin Turkish. The
assi stant | ooked doubtfully at his
mentor but the dealer gave a firm
nod and waved hi maway. The
assistant returned a little later
with a small platoon of |esser
assistants carrying two carpets,
bot h of which when unfol ded t ook up
nost of the shop floor. Margaret

| i ked them even | ess than the ones
she had just been shown, but as her
opi ni on was not sought she did not
offer it.

"That's nore like it," said Ray
Kendal | - Hune. "Just about the right
size for the | ounge, wouldn't you



say, Mel ody?"
"Perfect," his wife replied, naking
no attenpt to neasure either of the
car pets.

"I mglad we agree," said Ray
Kendal | - Hune. "But which one, ny
pet ? The faded red and blue, or the
bri ght yell ow and orange?"

"The yell ow and orange one," said
Mel ody without hesitation. "I like
the pattern of brightly col oured
bi rds running round the outside."
Chri st opher thought he saw the
deal er wi nce.

"So now all we have left to do is
agree on a price," said
Kendal | - Hune. "You' d better sit
down, pet, as this nay take a
while."

"I hope not," said Ms
Kendal | - Hune, resolutely standing.
The Roberts renmi ned nute.
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"Unfortunately, sir," began the
deal er, "your wife has sel ected one
of the finest carpets in our
collection and so | fear there can
be little roomfor any

re-adj ustnent . "

"How nmuch?" sai d Kendal |l - Hune.
"You see, sir, this carpet was

woven in Demrdji, in the province
of lzmr, by over a hundred seam



stresses and it took them nore than
a year to conplete.”

"Don't give ne that bal oney," said
Kendal | Hume, wi nking at Chri stopher.
"Just tell nme how much |I'm expected
to pay."

"I feel it nmy duty to point out,

sir, that this carpet shouldn't be
here at all," said the Turk
plaintively. "It was originally nade
for an Arab prince who failed to
conpl ete the transaction when the
price of oil collapsed.”

"But he must have agreed on a
price at the tinme?"

"l cannot reveal the exact figure,
sir. It enbarrasses ne to nention
it."

"I't wouldn't enbarrass ne," said
Kendal | Hune. "Cone on, what's the
price?" he insisted.

“Whi ch currency woul d you prefer
to trade in?" the Turk asked.

"Pounds. "

The deal er renoved a slim
calculator fromhis jacket pocket,
programred sone nunbers into it,

t hen | ooked unhappily towards the
Kendal | Hunes.

Chri st opher and Margaret remai ned
silent, like schoolchildren fearing
t he headmaster m ght ask them a
guestion to which they could not
possi bly know t he answer.
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"Conme on, come on, how nuch were
you hoping to sting ne for?"

"I think you nmust prepare yourself
for a shock, sir," said the deal er.

"How nmuch?" repeated Kendall - Hune,
I mpatiently.

"Twenty-five thousand."
"1 Pounds?"
"Pounds. "

"You nust be joking," said
Kendal | - Hune, wal ki ng round t he
carpet and endi ng up standi ng next
to Margaret. "You're about to find
out why I'm considered the scourge
of the East Mdlands car trade," he
whi spered to her. "I wouldn't pay
nore than fifteen thousand for that
carpet." He turned back to nice the
dealer. "Even if ny life depended
onit."

"Then | fear your tinme has been

wasted, sir," the Turk replied.

"For this is a carpet intended only

for the cognoscenti. Perhaps madam m ght
reconsi der the red and bl ue?"

"Certainly not," said

Kendal | - Hune. "The colour's all
faded. Can't you see? You obviously
left it in the windowtoo |ong, and
the sun has got at it. No, you'l
have to reconsider your price if
you want the orange and yell ow one



to end up in the hone of a
connoi sseur . "

The deal er sighed as his fingers
t apped the cal cul ator again.

Wil e the transacti on conti nued,
Mel ody | ooked on vacantly,
occasi onal | y gazing out of the
wi ndow t owar ds the bay.

"I could not drop a penny bel ow
twenty-three thousand pounds.”
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"I"'d be wwlling to go as high as
ei ght een thousand," said
Kendal | - Hune, "but not a penny
nore."

The Roberts watched the dealer tap
the nunbers into the cal cul at or

"That woul d not even cover the

cost of what | paid for it nyself,”
he said sadly, staring down at the
little glow ng figures.

"You're pushing ne, but don't push
me too far. Ni neteen thousand,"
said M Kendal | -Hunme. "That's ny
final offer.™

"Twenty thousand pounds is the

| owest figure | could consider,"
replied the dealer. "A give-away
price on ny nother's grave."

Kendal | - Hune took out his wall et
and placed it on the table by the
side of the dealer.



"N net een thousand pounds and

you' ve got yourself a deal," he
sai d.
"But howw !l | feed ny children?"

asked the dealer, his arns raised
above hi s head.

"The sanme way | feed mne," said
Kendal | Hunme, | aughing. "By neking a
fair profit.”

The deal er paused as if
re-considering, then said, "I can't
doit, sir. I"msorry. W nmust show
you sone ot her carpets." The

assi stants cane forward on cue.

"No, that's the one | want," said
Ms Kendal | Hume. "Don't quarrel
over a thousand pounds, pet."

"Take ny word for it, madam" the
deal er said, turning towards Ms
Kendal | - Hune. "My fam |y woul d
starve if we only did business with
custoners |i ke your husband. ™

"Ckay, you get the twenty
t housand, but on one condition."
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"Condi tion?"

"My recei pt nust show that the
bill was for ten thousand pounds.
O herwise I'lIl only end up paying

the difference in custons duty."

The deal er bowed low as if to



i ndicate he did not find the
request an unusual one.

M Kendal | - Hune opened his wall et
and wi thdrew ten thousand pounds in
travellers' cheques and ten

t housand pounds in cash.

"As you can see," he said,
grinning, "l canme prepared.” He
renoved anot her five thousand
pounds and, waving it at the
deal er, added, "and | woul d have
been willing to pay far nore."

The deal er shrugged. "You drive a
hard bargain, sir. But you will not
hear me conpl ai n now the deal has
been struck."

The vast carpet was fol ded,

wr apped and a receipt for ten

t housand pounds made out while the
travell ers' cheques and cash were
pai d over.

The Roberts had not uttered a word
for twenty m nutes. \Wen they saw
t he cash change hands it crossed
Margaret's mnd that it was nore
noney than the two of them earned
in a year.

"Time to get back to the yacht,™
said Kendal | Hune. "Dojoin us for
l unch if you choose a carpet in
time."
"Thank you," said the Roberts in
uni son. They waited until the
Kendal | - Hunes were out of sight,
two assistants bearing the-orange
and yell ow carpet in their wake,
before they thanked the deal er for



the coffee and in turn began to
make their nove towards the door.

"What sort of carpet were you
| ooki ng for?" asked the deal er.
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"I fear your prices are way beyond
us,"” said Christopher politely.
"But thank you."

"Well, et me at |east find out.
Have you or your wife seen a carpet
you |i ked?"

"Yes," replied Margaret, "the
smal |l carpet, but . . ."

"Ah, yes," said the dealer. "I
remenber madam s eyes when she saw
t he Hereke.™

He left them to return a few
nonments later with the little
soft-toned, green-based carpet with
the tiny red squares that the
Kendal | - Hunes had so firmy
rejected. Not waiting for
assistance he rolled it out hinself
for the Roberts in inspect nore
careful ly.

Mar garet thought it | ooked even
nore magni ficent the second tine
and feared that she coul d never
hope to find its equal in the few
hours left to them

"Perfect," she admtted, quite
unashanedl y.



"Then we have only the price to
di scuss," said the deal er kindly.
"How nmuch were you wanting to
spend, madan®?"

"We had planned to spend three
hundred pounds," said Christopher,
junping in. Margaret was unable to
hi de her surprise.

"But we agreed -" she began.
"Thank you, ny dear, | think I
shoul d deal with this matter."

The dealer smled and returned to
t he bar gai ni ng.

"l would have to charge you si X
hundred pounds," he said. "Anything
| ess woul d be nbbery."

"Four hundred pounds is ny final
offer," said
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Chri stopher, trying to sound in
control.

"Five hundred pounds woul d have to
be ny bottomprice," said the
deal er.

“I"l'l take it!" cried Christopher.

An assi stant began waving his arns
and talking to the dealer noisily in
his native tongue. The owner raised
a hand to dism ss the young man's



protests, while the Roberts | ooked
on anxi ously.

"My son," explained the deal er,

"is not happy with the arrangenent,
but | amdelighted that the little
carpet will reside in the hone of a
couple who will so obviously
appreciate its true worth."

"Thank you," said Christopher
qui etly.
"WIIl you also require a bill of a

different price?"

“No, thank you," said Christopher,
handi ng over ten fifty-pound notes
and then waiting until the carpet
was wrapped and he was presented
with the correct receipt.

As he watched the Roberts |eave
his shop clinging on to their
purchase, the dealer smled to
hi msel f.

When they arrived at the quaysi de,

t he Kendal | Hunes' boat was al r eady
hal f way across the bay heading
towards the quiet beach. The Roberts
sighed their conbined relief and
returned to the bazaar for |unch.

It was while they were waiting for
t heir baggage to appear on the
carousel at Heathrow Airport that
Christopher felt a tap on his

shoul der. He turned round to face a
beam ng Ray Kendal | - Hurre.

"I wonder if you could do nesa
favour, old boy?"



" wll if | can,
who still

sai d Chri stopher,

1H

THE STEAL
had not fully recovered fromtheir
| ast encounter.

"I't's sinple enough,"” said
Kendal | - Hune. "The old girl and |
have brought back far too many
presents and | wondered if you could
take one of themthrough custons.

O herwise we're likely to be held up
all night."”

Mel ody, standing behind an al ready
| aden trolley, smled at the two nen
beni gnly.

"You would still have to pay any
duty that was due on it," said
Christopher firmy.

"I wouldn't dream of doing

ot herw se," said Kendal | - Hune,
struggling with a massi ve package
before pushing it on the Roberts'
trolley. Christopher wanted to
protest as Kendal | - Hune peel ed off
two thousand pounds and handed t he
noney and the recei pt over to the
school mast er.

"What do we do if they clai myour
carpet is worth a lot nore than ten
t housand pounds?" asked Margaret
anxi ously, comng to stand by her
husband' s si de.

"Pay the difference and 11
refund you i medi ately. But | assure
you it's nost unlikely to arise."



"I hope you're right."

"OF course I'mright," said
Kendal | - Hune. "Don't worry, |'ve
done this sort of thing before. And
| won't forget your help when it
conmes to the next school appeal," he
added, leaving themw th the huge
par cel

Once Christopher and Margaret had
| ocated their own bags, they
collected the second troll ey and
took their place in the red
"Sonmet hing to Decl are" queue.

"Are you in possession of any itens
over five
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hundred pounds in val ue?" asked the
young custons official politely.

"Yes," said Christopher. "W

pur chased two carpets when we were
on holiday in Turkey." He handed
over the two bills.

The custons official studied the
recei pts carefully, then asked if
he m ght be allowed to see the
carpets for hinself.

"Certainly," said Christopher, and
began the task of undoing the

| ar ger package whil e Margaret

wor ked on the small er one.

"I shall need to have these | ooked
at by an expert," said the official



once the parcels were unw apped.
"I't shouldn't take nore than a few
m nutes."” The carpets were soon

t aken away.

The "few m nutes" turned out to be
over fifteen and Chri stopher and
Margaret were soon regretting their
deci sion to assist the
Kendal | - Hunes, what ever the needs
of the school appeal. They began to
indulge in irrelevant small-talk
that woul dn't have fool ed the nost
amat eur of sl euths.

At |last the custons official
ret ur ned.

"I wonder if you would be kind
enough to have a word with ny
col l eague in private?" he asked.

"I's that really necessary?" asked
Chri st opher, reddening.

"I mafraid so, sir."

"We shouldn't have agreed to it in
the first place,” whispered
Margaret. "We've never been in any
trouble with the authorities
before.™

"Don't fret, dear. It wll be al
over in a few mnutes, you'll see,"
said Christopher, not sure that he
believed his own words. They

foll owed the young man out through
the back and into a small room
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"Good afternoon, sir," said a
white-haired man with several gold
rings around the cuffofhis sleeve.
"I amsorry to have kept you
wai ti ng but we have had your
carpets | ooked at by our expert and
he feels sure a m stake nust have
been nmade."

Chri st opher wanted to protest but
he couldn't get a word out.

"A m stake?" nanaged Margaret.

"Yes, madam The bills you
presented don't make any sense to
him™"

"Don't make any sense?"

"No, madam " said the senior
custons officer. "I repeat, we feel
certain a m stake has been made."

"What kind of m stake?" asked
Chri stopher, at last finding his
Voi ce.

"Well, you have cone forward and
declared two carpets, one at a
price of ten thousand pounds and
one at a price of five hundred
pounds, according to these

recei pts."”

n Yes?ll

"Every year hundreds of people
return to England with Turkish
carpets, so we have sone experience
in these matters. Qur adviser feels
certain that the bills have been

I ncorrectly nmade out."



"I don't begin to understand .
sai d Chri stopher.

"Well," explained the senior
officer, "the l|arge carpet, we are
assured, has been spun with a crude
distaff and has only two hundred
ghi ordes, or knots, per square

i nch. Despite its size we estimate
it to be valued around five

t housand pounds. The snall car pet,
on the other hand, we estimate to
have ni ne hundred knots per square
inch and is a fine exanple of a
si | k hand-woven traditional
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Her ekeand undoubt edly woul d have
been a bargain at five thousand
pounds. As both carpets cone from

t he sanme shop, we assune it nust be
a clerical error."

The Roberts renmi ned speechl ess.

"It doesn't make any difference to
the duty you will have to pay, but
we felt sure you would want to
know, for insurance purposes."”

Still the Roberts said nothing.

"As you're allowed five hundred
pounds before paying any duty, the
excise will still be two thousand
pounds. "

Chri st opher quickly handed over

t he Kendal | Hunes' wad of notes. The
seni or officer counted themwhile
his junior carefully re-wapped the



two car pets.
"Thank you," said Christopher, as

t hey were handed back the parcels

and a receipt for the two thousand
pounds.

The Roberts quickly bundl ed the
| ar ge package on to its trolley
before wheeling it through the
concourse and on to the pavenent
out si de where the Kendal | - Hunes
I npatiently awaited them

"You were in there along tine,"
said Kendal | Hune. "Any probl ens?"

"No, they were just assessing the
val ue of the carpets.”

"Any extra charge?" Kendall - Hume
asked apprehensi vely.

"No, your two thousand pounds
covered everything," said
Chri st opher, passing over the
recei pt.

"Then we got away with it, old
fellow. Well done. One hell of a
bargain to add to ny collection.™
Kendal | - Hune turned to bundl e the
| ar ge package

148
THE STEAL

into the boot of his Mrcedes
before I ocking it and taking his
pl ace behind the steering wheel.
"Wel |l done," he repeated through
t he open wi ndow, as the car drove
off. "I won't forget the school



appeal . "

The Roberts stood and wat ched as
the silver grey car joined a line
of traffic leaving the airport.

"Wy didn't you tell M
Kendal | - Hune the real value of his
carpet?" asked Margaret once they
were seated in the bus.

"I did give it sone considerable
t hought but | canme to the
conclusion that the troth was the
| ast thing Kendall-Hune wanted to
be told."

"But don't you feel any guilt?
After all, we've stolen "

“"Not at all, my dear. W haven't
stolen anything. But we did get one
hell of a 'steal'."
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COLONEL BULLFROG

THERE

is one cathedral in
Engl and that has
never found it
necessary to | aunch
a national appeal.

When t he Col onel
woke he found
hinself tied to a
st ake where the
anmbush had t aken

pl ace. He coul d feel



a nunb sensation in
his | eg. The | ast

t hing he coul d
recall was the
bayonet entering his
thigh. Al he was
aware of now were
ants crawl ing up the
| eg on an endl ess
mar ch towards the
wound.

It woul d have been
better to have
remai ned

unconsci ous, he
deci ded.

Then sonmeone undid

t he knots and he
col | apsed head first
into the nud. It
woul d be better

still to be dead, he
concl uded. The

Col onel sonehow got
to his knees and
crawl ed over to the
stake next to him
Tied to it was a
corporal who nust
have been dead for
several hours. Ants
were crawling into
his mouth. The

Col onel tore off a
strip fromthe man's
shirt, washed it in
a |large puddl e
near by and cl eaned
the wound in his |eg
as best he could
before binding it
tightly.
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That was February 1 7th, 1943, a
date that woul d be etched on the
Colonel's nmenory for the rest of
his |ife.

That sane norning theJapanese
recei ved orders that the newy
captured Allied prisoners were to
be noved at dawn. Many were to die
on the march and even nore had
peri shed before the trek began.

Col onel Richard More was

determ ned not to be counted anong
t hem

Twenty-ni ne days | ater, one
hundred and seventeen of the

origi nal seven hundred and
thirty-two Allied troops reached
Tonchan. Any man whose travel s had
previ ously not taken him beyond
Rone coul d hardly have been
prepared for such an experience as
Tonchan. This heavily guarded
prisoner-of -war canp, sone three
hundred m |l es north of Singapore
and hidden in the deepest
equatorial jungle, offered no
possibility of freedom Anyone who
cont enpl at ed escape coul d not hope
to survive in the jungle for nore
than a few days, while those who
remai ned di scovered the odds were
not a lot shorter.

When the Col onel first arrived,
Maj or Sakata, the canp conmandant,

I nformed himthat he was the senior
ranki ng officer and would therefore



be hel d responsible for the welfare
of all Allied troops.

Col onel Moore had stared down at

t heJapanese officer. Sakata nust
have been a foot shorter than

hi rsel f but after that
twenty-eight-day march the British
sol di er couldn't have wei ghed nuch
nore than the dimnutive Major

Moore's first act on |l eaving the
commandant's office was to cal
together all the Allied officers.
He di scovered there was a good
cross-section from
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Britain, Australia, New Zeal and and
Anerica but few could have been
described as fit. Men were dying
daily frommal aria, dysentery and
mal nutrition. He was suddenly aware
what the expression "dying |ike
flies" neant.

The Col onel learned fromhis staff
of ricers that for the previous two
years of the canp's existence they
had been ordered to build banboo
huts for the Japanese officers.
These had had to be conpl et ed
before they had been allowed to
start on a hospital for their own
men and only recently huts for

t hensel ves. Many prisoners had died
during those two years, not from
i1l ness but fromthe atrocities
sonme Japanese perpetrated on a
daily basis. My or Sakata, known
because of his skinny arnms as



"Chopsticks", was, however, not
considered to be the villain. H's
second-i n-command, Li eutenant
Takasaki (the Undertaker), and
Sergeant Ayut (the Pig) were of a
different nould and to be avoi ded
at all cost, his nen warned him

It took the Colonel only a few
days to di scover why.

He decided his first task was to
try to raise the battered noral e of
his troops. As there was no padre
anong those of ricers who had been
captured he began each day by
conducting a short service of
prayer. Once the service was over
the men would start work on the
rail way that ran al ongsi de the
canp. Each arduous day consi sted of
| aying tracks to hel p Japanese
soldiers get to the front nore

gui ckly soithey could in turn kil
and capture nore Allied troops. Any
pri soner suspected of underm ning
this work was found guilty of

sabot age and put to death w t hout
trial. Lieutenant Takasal ci
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consi dered taking an unschedul ed
five-m nuec break to be sabot age.

At lunch prisoners were allowed
twenty mnutes off to share a bow
of rice - usually with maggots
-and, if they were lucky, a nug of
wat er. Al though the nen returned to
the canp each ni ght exhausted, the
Col onel still set about organi sing



squads to be responsible for the
cl eanliness of their huts and the
state of the latrines.

After only a few nonths, the

Col onel was able to organise a
football match between the British
and the Anericans, and foll ow ng
its success even set up a canp

| eague. But he was even nore

deli ghted when the nen turned up
for karate | essons under Sergeant
Hawke, a thick-set Australian, who
had a Bl ack Belt and for good
neasure al so played the

nout h-organ. The tiny instrunent
had survived the march through the
jungl e but everyone assuned it
woul d be di scovered before | ong and
confi scat ed.

Each day Moore renewed his

determ nation not to allow the
Japanese to believe for one nonent
that the Allies were beaten -
despite the fact that while he was
at Tonchan he | ost anot her twenty
pounds in weight, and at |east one
man under his command every day.

To the Col onel's surprise the canp
commandant, despite the Japanese
national belief that any soldier
who al l owed hinself to be captured
ought to be treated as a deserter,
did not place too nmany unnecessary
obstacles in his path.

"You are like the British
Bul | frog," Major Sakata suggested
one evening as he watched the

Col onel carving cricket bails out
of banboo. It was
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one of the rare occasions when the
Col onel managed a snile.

H s real problens continued to
cone from Li eut enant Takasaki and
hi s henchnmen, who consi der ed
captured Allied prisoners fit only
to be considered as traitors.
Takasaki was al ways careful how he
treated the Col onel personally, but
felt no such reservations when
dealing with the other ranks, wth
the result that Allied soldiers
often ended up with their neagre
rations confiscated, a rifle butt
In the stomach, or even left bound
to a tree for days on end.

Whenever the Col onel nmade an
official conplaint to the
conmmandant, Maj or Sakata |istened
synpat hetically and even made an
effort to weed out the main

of fenders. Moore's happi est nonent
at Tonchan was to witness the
Undert aker and the Pig boarding the
train for the front line. No one
attenpted to sabotage that journey.
The commandant replaced themwth
Ser geant Aki da and Corporal Sushi,
known by the prisoners al nost
affectionately as "Sweet and Sour
Por k". However, the Japanese High
Command sent a new Nunmber Two to
the canp, a Lieutenant Osawa, who
gui ckly becanme known as "The Devil™
since he perpetrated atrocities
that made the Undertaker and the
Pig ook Iike church fete

or gani sers.



As the nont hs passed t he Col onel
and the commandant's nutual respect
grew. Sakata even confided to his
English prisoner that he had
requested that he be sent to the
front line and join the real war.
"And if," the Major added, "the

H gh Command grants ny request,
there will be only two NCGCs | would
want to acconpany ne."
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Col onel Moore knew the Maj or had
Sweet and Sour Pork in m nd, and
was fearful what m ght becone of
his men if the only three Japanese
he could work with were posted back
to active duties to | eave

Li eut enant OGsawa in command of the

canp.

Col onel Moore realised that

sonmet hing quite extraordi nary nust
have taken place for Mjor Sakata
to conme to his hut, because he had
never done so before. The Col onel
put his bow of rice back down on
the tabl e and asked the three
Al'lied officers who were sharing
breakfast with himto wait outside.

The Major stood to attention and
sal ut ed.

The Col onel pushed hinself to his

full six feet, returned the salute
and stared down into Sakata's eyes.
"The war is over," said
t heJapanese officer. For a



bri ef monent Moore feared the worst.
"Japan has surrendered
unconditionally. You, sir," Sakata
said quietly, "are now in command
of the canp.”

The Col onel i mmedi ately ordered
all Japanese officers to be pl aced
under arrest in the comandant's
gquarters. While his orders were
bei ng carried out he personally
went in search of The Devil. Moore
mar ched acr oss the parade ground
and headed towards the officers'
guarters. He |l ocated the
second-in-command' s hut, wal ked up
the steps and threw open GCsawa's
door. The sight that net the new
conmmandant's eyes was one he woul d
never forget. The Col onel had read
of cerenonial hara-kiri wthout any
real idea of what the final act
consi sted. Lieutenant Osawa mnust
have cut hi nsel f
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a hundred tines before he
eventual ly died. The bl ood, the
stench and the sight of the

nmutil ated body woul d have caused a
@Qurkha to be sick. Only the head
was there to confirmthat the
remai ns had once bel onged to a
human bei ng.

The Col onel ordered Csawa to be
buried outside the gates of the

canp.

When the surrender of Japan was
finally signed on board the US



M ssouri in Tokyo Bay, all at
Tonchan PoWcanp |istened to the
cerenony on the single canp radio.
Col onel Moore then called a ful
parade on the canp square. For the
first time in tw and a half years
he wore his dress uniform which
made him |l ook |ike a pierrot who
had turned up at a formal party. He
accepted the Japanese flag of
surrender from Maj or Sakata on
behal f of the Allies, then nade the
def eat ed eneny raise the Anerican
and British flags to the sound of
bot h national anthens played in
turn by Sergeant Hawke on his
nout h- or gan.

The Col onel then held a short
servi ce of thanksgiving which he
conducted in the presence of al
the Allied and Japanese sol diers.

Once command had changed hands

Col onel Moore waited as week

foll owed pointless week for news
that he woul d be sent home. Many of
his men had been given their orders
to start the tenthousand-mle
journey back to England via Bangkok
and Cal cutta, but no such orders
came for the Col onel and he waited
in vain to be sent his repatriation
papers.

Then, in January 1946, a smartly
dressed young
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GQuards officer arrived at the canp
wth orders to see the Col onel. He



was conducted to the conmandant's
of fice and sal uted before shaking
hands. Ri chard Moore stared at the
young captain who, from his healthy
conpl exi on, had obviously arrived
in the Far East |ong after

t heJapanese had surrendered. The
captai n handed over a letter to the
Col onel .

"Hone at last,"” said the ol der man
breezily, as he ripped open the
envel ope, only to discover that it
woul d be years before he coul d hope
to exchange the paddy fields of
Tonchan for the green fields of

Li ncol ushire.

The letter requested that the

Col onel .travel to Tokyo and
represent Britain on the
forthcom ng war tribunal which was
to be conducted in the Japanese
capital. Captain Ross of the

Col dstream Guards woul d take over
hi s command at Tonchan.

The tribunal was to consist of
twel ve officers under the

chai rmanshi p of General Matthew
Tonki ns. Moore was to be the sole
British representative and was to
report directly to the General, "
soon as you find it convenient”.
Further details would be supplied
to himon his arrival in Tokyo. The
|l etter ended: "If for any reason
you should require ny help in your
del i berations, do not hesitate to
contact me personally." There

foll owed the signature of C enent
Attl ee.

as

Staff officers are not in the



habit of disobeying Prine

M nisters, so the Col onel resigned
hi nsel fto a prol onged stay in
Japan.

It took several nonths to set up
the tribunal and during that tine
Col onel Mobore conti nued
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supervising the return of British
troops to their honel and. The
paperwor k was endl ess and sone of
the nmen under his command were so
frail that he found it necessary to
build themup spiritually as well
as physically before he could put
them on boats to their various
destinations. Sonme died |ong after
t he decl arati on of surrender had
been ratified.

During this period of waiting,

Col onel Moore used Maj or Sakata and
the two NCGOs in whom he had pl aced
so much trust, Sergeant Aki daand
Cor poral Sushi, as his |iaison
officers. This sudden change of
command di d not affect the

rel ati onship between the two senior
of ficers, although Sakata admtted
to the Col onel that he wi shed he
had been killed in the defence of
his country and not left to wtness
its humliations. The Col onel found
t he Japanese remai ned

wel | -di sciplined while they waited
to learn their fate, and nost of

t hem assuned death was the natural
consequence of defeat.



The war tribunal held its first

pl enary session in Tokyo on Apri
19t h, 1946. CGeneral Tonkins took
over the fifth floor of the old

| nperi al Courthouse in the G nza
guarter of Tokyo - one of the few
bui | di ngs that had survived the war
I ntact. Tonkins, a squat,
short-tenpered man who was

descri bed by his own staff officer
as a "pen-pusher fromthe
Pentagon”, arrived in Tokyo only a
week before he began his first

del i berations. The only
rat-a-tat-tat this General had ever
heard, the staffoffficer freely
admtted to Col onel Moore, had cone
fromthe typewiter in his
secretary's office. However, when
It cane to those on trial the
General was in no doubt
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as to where the guilt lay and how t he
guilty shoul d be puni shed.

"Hang every one of the little
slit-eyed, yellow bastards,"” turned out
to be one of Tonkins's favourite

expr essi ons.

Seated round a table in an old
courtroom the twelve-man tri bunal
conducted their deliberations. It was
clear fromthe opening session that the
General had no intention of considering

"extenuating circunstances", "past
record" or "humanitarian grounds". As
the Colonel listened to Tonkins's views

he began to fear for the lives of any
I nnocent nenber of the armed forces who



was brought in front of the General.

- The Col onel quickly identified
four Americans

fromthe tribunal who, |ike hinself,
did not al ways

concur with the General's sweeping

j udgnent s.

Two were | awers and the other two had
been

fighting soldiers recently involved in
conbat duty.

The five nmen began to work together to
count er act

the General's nost prejudiced

deci sions. During

the foll ow ng weeks they were able to
per suade one

or two others around the table to
comrute the

sentences of hanging to life

| mpri sonnent for

several Japanese who had been
condemed for

crimes they could not possibly have
comm tted.

As each such case was debated, General
Tonkins left the five nmen in no doubt
as to his contenpt for their views.
"Goddam N p synpat hisers,"” he often
suggest ed, and not al ways under his
breath. As the General still held sway
over the twelve~nan tribunal, the

Col onel ' s successes turned out to be
few i n nunmber.

When the tinme canme to determ ne the
fate of
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t hose who had been in command of the
PoW canp at Tonchant he Gener al
demanded nass hangi ng for
everyJapanese officer involved

W t hout even the presence of a
proper trial. He showed no surprise
when the usual five tribunal nenbers
rai sed their voices in protest.

Col onel Moore spoke el oquently of
havi ng been a prisoner at Tonchan
and petitioned in the defence of
Maj or Sakata, Sergeant Akida and
Corporal Sushi. He attenpted to ex-
pl ain why hanging themwould in its
own way be as barbaric as any
atrocity carried out by the
Japanese. He insisted their sentence
shoul d be commuted to life

I npri sonnment. The General yawned

t hroughout the Col onel's renarks
and, once Mbore had conpl eted his
case, nmade no attenpt to justify his
position but sinply called for a
vote. To the General's surprise, the
result was six-all; an American

| awyer who previously had sided with
the General raised his hand to join
t he Col onel's five. Wthout
hesitation the General threw his
casting vote in favour of the
gal l ows. Tonki ns | eered down the
table at Moore and said, "Time for

| unch, | think, gentlenmen. | don't
know about you but |'m fam shed. And
no one can say that this tinme we
didn't give the little yell ow
bastards a fair hearing."

Col onel Moore rose fromhis place
and wi thout offering an opinion |eft

t he room

He ran down the steps of the



courthouse and instructed his driver
to take himto British HQ in the
centre of the city as quickly as
possi bl e. The short journey took
them sone tine because of the nel ee
of people that were al ways thronging
the streets night and day. Once the
Col onel arrived at
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his office he asked his secretary
to place a call through to Engl and.
Wil e she was carrying out his
order Moore went to his green

cabi net and t hunbed t hrough several
files until he reached the one

mar ked "Personal". He opened it and
fished out the letter. He wanted to
be certain that he had renenbered
the sentence accurately .

"If for any reason you shoul d
require ny help in your

del i berations, do not hesitate to
contact me personally.”

"He's comng to the phone, sir,"
the secretary said nervously. The
Col onel wal ked over to the phone
and waited. He found

hi nsel f-standing to attenti on when
he heard the gentle, cultivated
voi ce ask, "Is that you, Col onel ?"
It took Richard Mbore less than ten
m nutes to explain the problem he
faced and obtain the authority he
needed.

| medi ately he had conpl eted his
conversation he returned to the
tribunal headquarters. He marched



strai ght back into the conference
room just as General Tonkins was
settling down in his chair to start
t he afternoon proceedi ngs.

The Col onel was the first to rise
fromhis place when the General
declared the tribunal to be in
session. "I wonder if | mght be
allowed to open with a statenent?"
he request ed.

"Be ny guest," said Tonkins. "But
make it brief. W've got a lot nore
of these Japs to get through yet."

Col onel Mbore | ooked around the
table at the other el even nen.

"Gentl enen," he began. "I hereby
resign my position as the British
representative on this conmm ssion.”
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General Tonkins was unable to
stifle a smle.

"I doit," the Colonel continued,
"reluctantly, but with the backing
of my Prinme Mnister, to whom |
spoke only a few nonents ago." At
this piece of information Tonkins's
smle was replaced by a frown. "I
shall be returning to England in
order to make a full report to M
Attlee and the British Cabinet on
the manner in which this tribunal

I s being conducted."”

"Now | ook here, sonny," began the
CGeneral. "You can't-"



"I can, sir, and | will. Unlike
you, | amunwilling to have the
bl ood of innocent soldiers on ny
hands for the rest of ny life."

"Now | ook here, sonny," the
General repeated. "Let's at | east
talk this through before you do
anyt hing you m ght regret.”

There was no break for the rest of
that day, and by |ate afternoon
Maj or Sakata, Sergeant Akida and
Cor poral Sushi had had their
sentences comruted to life

| mpri sonnent .

Wthin a nonth, General Tonkins
had been recalled by the Pentagon
to be replaced by a distinguished
Anerican marine who had been
decorated in conbat during the
First Wrld War.

In the weeks that followed the new
appoi nt nent the death sentences of
two hundred and twentyni ne Japanese
pri soners of war were comut ed.

Col onel Moore returned to

Li ncol nshire on Novenber | | th,
1948, havi ng had enough of the
realities of war and the
hypocri si es of peace.

Just under two years later Richard
Moore took holy orders and becane a
parish priest in the sleepy
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ham et of Weddl ebeach, in Suffolk.
He enjoyed his calling and al t hough
he rarely nentioned his wartine
experiences to his parishioners he
of ten thought of his days in Japan.

"Bl essed are the peacenakers for
they shall . . ." the vicar began
his sernmon fromthe pul pit one Palm
Sunday norning in the early 1960s,
but he failed to conplete the

sent ence.

H s parishioners | ooked up
anxiously only to see that a broad
smle had spread across the vicar's
face as he gazed down at soneone
seated in the third row

The man he was staring at bowed
his head in enbarrassnent and the
vi car quickly continued with his
ser non.

When the service was over Richard
Moore waited by the east door to be
sure his eyes had not deceived him
When they net face to face for the
first time in fifteen years both
men bowed and then shook hands.

The priest was delighted to |learn
over lunch that day back at the

vi carage that Chopsticks Sakata had
been rel eased from prison after
only five years, follow ng the

Al lies' agreenent with the newWy

I nstal |l ed Japanese governnment to
rel ease all prisoners who had not
comritted capital crinmes. Wen the
Col onel enquired after "Sweet and
Sour Pork" the Major admtted that
he had | ost touch with Sergeant

Aki da (Sweet) but that Corporal



Sushi (Sour) and he were worKki ng
for the sane el ectronics conpany.
"And whenever we neet," he assured
the priest, "we talk of the
honour abl e man who saved our |ives,
"the British Bullfrog'."

* * *
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Over the years, the priest and his
Japanese friend progressed in their
chosen professions and regularly
corresponded with each other. In
1971 Ari Sakata was put in charge
of a large electronics factory in
Osaka whil e eighteen nonths | ater
Ri chard Mbore becane the Very Revd
Ri chard Mbore, Dean of Lincoln

Cat hedr al .

"I read in the London Tines that
your cathedral is appealing for a
new roof ," wote Sakata fromhis
honel and in 1975.

“Not hi ng unusual about that,"” the
Dean explained in his letter of
reply. "There isn't a cathedral in
Engl and that doesn't suffer from
dry rot or bonmb damage. The former
| fear is termnal; the latter at

| east has the chance of a cure.”

A few weeks later the Dean

recei ved a cheque for ten thousand
pounds from a not-unknown Japanese
el ectroni cs conpany.

When in 1979 the Very Revd Richard
Moore was appointed to the



bi shopric of Taunton, the new
managi ng director of the | argest
el ectroni cs conpany in Japan flew
over to attend his enthronenent.

"I see you have anot her roof
problem " commented Ari Sakata as
he gazed up at the scaffol ding
surroundi ng the pul pit. "How nuch
will it cost this tinme?"

"At | east twenty-five thousand
pounds a year," replied the Bishop
W t hout thought. "Just to nmake sure
the roof doesn't fall in on the
congregation during ny sterner
sernons. " He sighed as he passed

t he evidence of reconstruction all
around him "As soon as |'ve
settled into my newjob |I intend to
| aunch a proper appeal to ensure ny
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successor doesn't have to worry about
t he roof ever

agai n.'

The managi ng di rector nodded his
under standi ng. A week later a cheque
for twenty-five thousand pounds
arrived on the churchman's desk

The Bishop tried hard to express

his grateful thanks. He knew he nust
never allow Chopsticks to feel that
by his generosity he m ght have done
the wong thing as this would only
insult his friend and undoubtedly
end their relationship. Rewite
after rewite was drafted to ensure
that the final version of the | ong



hand-written |l etter woul d have
passed muster with the Foreign O

| ice mandarin in charge of

t heJapanese desk. Finally the letter
was post ed.

As the years passed R chard Moore
becane fearful of witing to his old
friend nore than once a year as each
letter elicited an even | arger
cheque. And, when towards the end of
1986 he did wite, he made no
reference to the Dean and Chapter's
decision to designate 1988 as the
cathedral ' s appeal year. Nor did he
mention his own failing health, |est
t he ol dJapanese gentl enman shoul d
feel in some way responsible, as his
doctor had warned hi mthat he could
never expect to recover fully from

t hose experiences at Tonchan.

The Bi shop set about formng his
appeal conmmttee in January 1987.
The Prince of Wil es becane the
patron and the Lord Lieutenant of
the county its chairman. In his
openi ng address to the nmenbers of
the appeal commttee the Bishop in-
structed themthat it was their duty
to raise not less than three mllion
pounds during 1988. Sone

appr ehensi ve | ooks appeared on the
faces around the table.
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On August 1 Ith, 1987, the Bishop
of Taunton was unpiring a vill age
cricket match when he suddenly
col l apsed froma heart attack.
that the appeal brochures are

See



printed in tinme for the next
neeting," were his final words to
the captain of the |ocal team

Bi shop Moore's nenorial service
was held in Taunton Cat hedral and
conducted by the Archbi shop of
Canterbury. Not a seat could be
found in the cathedral that day,
and so many crowded into every pew
that the west door was |eft open.
Those who arrived late had to
listen to the Archbi shop's address
rel ayed over | oudspeakers placed
around the nmarket square.

Casual onl ookers nust have been
puzzl ed by the presence of several
el derly Japanese gentlenen dotted
around the congregation.

When the service cane to an end

t he Archbi shop held a private
meeting in the vestry of the
cathedral with the chairman of the
| ar gest el ectronics conpany in the
wor | d.

"You nust be M Sakata," said the
Ar chbi shop, warm y shaki ng the hand
of a man who stepped forward from
the small cluster of Japanese who
were in attendance. "Thank you for
taking the trouble to wite and | et
me know that you would be com ng. |
am delighted to neet you at | ast.
The Bi shop al ways spoke of you with
great affection and as a cl ose
friend - ' Chopsticks', if |
remenber. "

M Sakata bowed | ow.

"And | al so know that he al ways



consi dered hinself in your personal
debt for such generosity over so
many years."

“"No, no, not ne," replied the
former Major. "I,
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like ny dear friend the |ate Bishop,
amrepresentative of higher
authority."”

The Archbi shop | ooked puzzl ed.
"You see, sir," continued M
Sakata, "I amonly the chairman of
t he conmpany. May | have the honour
of introducing ny President?"

M Sakata took a pace backwards to
all ow an even smaller figure, whom
t he Archbi shop had originally
assuned to be part of M Sakata's
entourage, to step forward.

The President bowed | ow and, still
w t hout speaki ng, passed an envel ope
to the Archbi shop

“"May | be allowed to open it?" the
church | eader asked, unaware of the
Japanese customof waiting until the
gi ver has departed.

The little man bowed agai n.
The Archbi shop slit open the

envel ope and renoved a cheque for
three mllion pounds.



"The | ate Bi shop nust have been a
very close friend," was all he could
t hi nk of sayi ng.

"No, sir," the President replied.
"I did not have that privilege."

"Then he nust have done sonet hi ng
i ncredi ble to be deserving of such a
muni fi cent gesture."”

"He perfornmed an act of honour
over forty years ago and now | try
| nadequately to repay it."

"Then he would surely have
remenbered you," said the
Ar chbi shop.

"I's possible he would renenber ne
but if so only as the sour half of
' Sweet and Sour Pork'."

There is one cathedral in England
that has never found it necessary to
| aunch a national appeal.
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As she entered the
roomevery eye turned towards her.

When admring a girl sonme nen
start with her head and wor k down.
| start with the ankl es and work

up.

She wore bl ack high-heel ed vel vet
shoes and a tight-fitting bl ack
dress that stopped high enough



above the knees to reveal the nost
perfectly tapering |l egs. As ny eyes
continued their upward sweep they
paused to take in her narrow wai st
and slimathletic figure. But it
was the oval face that | found
captivating, slightly pouting |ips
and the | argest blue eyes |'ve ever
seen, crowned with a head of thick,
bl ack, short-cut hair that
literally shone with lustre. Her
entrance was all the nore

br eat ht aki ng because of the
surroundi ngs she had chosen. Heads
woul d have turned at a diplomatic
reception, a society cocktai

party, even a charity ball, but at
a chess tournanent

| foll owed her every novenent,
patroni si ngly unable to accept she
could be a player. She wal ked
slowy over to the club secretary's
table and signed in to prove ne
wrong. She was handed a nunber to
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I ndi cate her chall enger for the
openi ng match. Anyone who had not
yet been all ocated an opponent
waited to see if she would take her
pl ace opposite their side of the
boar d.

The pl ayer checked the nunber she
had been gi ven and made her way
towards an el derly man who was
seated in the far corner of the
room a forner captain of the club
now past his best.



As the club's new captain | had
been responsible for instigating

t hese round-robin matches. W neet
on the last Friday of the nonth in
a large club-1ike roomon top of
the Mason's Arns in the High
Street. The landlord sees to it
that thirty tables are set out for
us and that food and drink are
readi |y avail able. Three or four
other clubs in the district send
hal f a dozen opponents to play a
couple of blitz ganmes, giving us a
chance to face rivals we woul d not
normally play. The rules for the
mat ches are sinple enough - one

m nute on the clock is the maxi mum
al l owed for each nove, so a gane
rarely lasts for nore than an hour,
and if a pawn hasn't been captured
in thirty noves the gane is auto-
matically declared a draw. A short
break for a drink between ganes,
paid for by the |oser, ensures that
everyone has the chance to
chal | enge two opponents during the
eveni ng.

A thin man wearing hal f-noon
spectacl es and a dark bl ue

t hree-pi ece suit nade his way over
towards ny board. W smled and
shook hands. My guess woul d have
been a solicitor, but I was wong
as he turned out to be an
accountant working for a stationery
supplier in Wking.

| found it hard to concentrate on
ny opponent's well-rehearsed Moscow

openi ng as ny eyes kept
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| eavi ng the board and wanderi ng over
to the girl in the black dress. On

t he one occasion our eyes did neet
she gave ne an enigmatic smle, but
although I tried again | was unable
to elicit the sanme response a second
time. Despite being preoccupied |
still nmanaged to defeat the
accountant, who seened unaware that
there were several ways out of a
seven- pawn att ack.

At the half-tinme break three other
menbers of the club had offered her
a drink before | even reached the
bar. | knew | could not hope to play
nmy second match against the girl as
| woul d be expected to chall enge one
of the visiting teamcaptains. In
fact she ended up playing the
account ant .

| defeated ny new opponent in a
little over forty mnutes and, as a
solicitous host, began to take an
interest in the other matches that

were still being played. | set out
on a circuitous route that ensured
| ended up at her table. | could see

that the accountant already had the
better of her and within nonments of
nmy arrival she had | ost both her
gueen and the gane.

| introduced nyself and found that

j ust shaking hands with her was a
sexual experience. Wavi ng our way

t hrough the tables we strolled over
to the bar together. Her nane, she
told nme, was Amanda Curzon. |
ordered Anmanda the gl ass of red w ne
she requested and a hal f-pint of



beer for nyself. | began by
comm serating with her over the
def eat .

"How did you get on against hinP"
she asked.

"Just managed to beat him" |
said. "But it was very close. How
did your first gane with our old
captain turn out?"
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"Stal emate," said Anmanda. "But |

t hi nk he was just being courteous.”
"Last tinme | played himit ended
up in stalemate,” | told her.

She smiled. "Perhaps we ought to
have a gane sone tine?"

"I'"Il ook forward to that," |
said, as she finished her drink.

"Well, | nust be off," she
announced suddenly. "Have to catch
the last train to Hounsl ow "

"Allow nme to drive you," | said
gallantly. "It's the | east the host
captain can be expected to do."

"But surely it's mles out of your
way ?"

"Not at all,” I lied, Hounsl ow
bei ng about twenty m nutes beyond
ny flat. | gul ped down the | ast

drop of ny beer and hel ped Amanda
on with her coat. Before |eaving |



t hanked the | andlord for the
efficient organisation of the
eveni ng.

We then strolled into the car
park. | opened the passenger door
of my Scirocco to allow Amanda to
clinmb in.

"“A slight inprovenent on London
Transport,” she said as | slid into
ny side of the car. | snmled and
headed out on the road northwards.
That bl ack dress that | described
earlier goes even higher up the

| egs when a girl sits back in a
Scirocco. It didn't seemto
enbarrass her.

"I't's still very early," |
ventured after a few

I nconsequenti al remarks about the
cl ub evening. "Have you tine to
drop in for a drink?"

"It would have to be a quick

one," she replied, |ooking at her
watch. "l've a busy day ahead of ne
t onorrow. "

"OF course," | said, chatting on,
hopi ng she
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woul dn't notice a detour that could
hardly be described as on the way to
Hounsl| ow.

"Do you work in town?" | asked.

"Yes. I'ma receptionist for a



firmof estate agents in Berkeley
Square. "

“I"'msurprised you're not a nodel."

"I used to be," she replied

wi t hout further explanation. She
seened quite oblivious to the route
| was taking as she chatted on about
her holiday plans for Ibiza. Once we
had arrived at ny place | parked the
car and | ed Amandat hrough ny front
gate and up to the flat. In the hal

| hel ped her off with her coat

bef ore taking her through to the
front room

"What woul d you like to drink?"
asked.

“I"l'l stick to wine, if you ve a
bottl e al ready open," she replied,
as she wal ked sl owy round, taking
in the unusually tidy room M

not her must have dropped by during
the norning, | thought gratefully.

“It's only a bachel or pad," |

sai d, enphasising the word
"bachel or” before going into the
kitchen. To ny relief | found there
was an unopened bottle of wine in
the larder. | joined Ananda with the
bottle and two gl asses a few nonents
later, to find her studying ny chess
board and fingering the delicate

I vory pieces that were set out for

a gane | was playing by post.

"What a beautiful set," she
vol unteered as | handed her a gl ass
of wine. "Were did you find it?"

"Mexico," | told her, not



explaining that I had won it in a
tournament while on holiday there.
"I was only sorry we didn't have the
chance to have a gane oursel ves."
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She checked her watch. "Tinme for a
qgui ck one," she said, taking a seat
behind the little white pieces.

| quickly took ny place opposite
her. She sm | ed, picked up a white
and a bl ack bishop and hid them
behi nd her back. Her dress becane
even tighter and enphasi sed the
shape of her breasts. She then

pl aced both clenched fists in front
of me. | touched her right hand and
she turned it over and opened it to
reveal a white bishop

"I's there to be a wager of any
ki nd?" | asked |ightheartedly. She

checked i nside her eveni ng bag.

"I only have a few pounds on ne,"
she sai d.

“I'"'d be willing to play for | ower
st akes. "

"What do you have in m nd?" she
asked.

"What can you offer?"
"What woul d you Iike?"
"Ten pounds if you win."

""And if | | ose?"



"You take sonething off."

| regretted the words the nonent

| had said them and waited for her
to slap ny face and | eave but she
said sinply, "There's not nmuch harm
in that if we only play one gane."

| nodded ny agreenent and stared
down at the board.

She wasn't a bad player - what the
pros call a patter- though her Roux
openi ng was sonewhat orthodox. |
managed to make the gane | ast twenty
m nutes while sacrificing several

pi eces without nmaking it | ook too
obvi ous. Wen | said "Checkmate",
she ki cked off both her shoes and

| aughed.

"Care for another drink?" | asked,
not feeling too hopeful. "After all,
It's not yet eleven.”
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"All right. Just a small one and
then | nust be off."

| went to the kitchen, returned a
nonment | ater clutching the bottle,
and refilled her glass.

"I only wanted half a glass," she
sai d, frowning.

"I was lucky to wn," | said,

i gnoring her remark, "after your
bi shop captured ny kni ght.
Extrenely close-run thing."



"Perhaps," she replied.

"Care for another ganme?" |
vent ur ed.

She hesit at ed.

"Doubl e or quits?"

"What do you nean?"

"Twenty pounds or anot her garnent?"

“Neither of us is going to | ose
much toni ght, are we?"

She pulled up her chair as |
turned the board round and we both
began to put the ivory pieces back
i n place.

The second gane took a little

| onger as | nade a silly m stake
early on, castling on ny queen's
side, and it took several noves to
recover. However, | still managed
to finish the game off in thirty
m nutes and even found tine to
refill Amanda's gl ass when she
wasn't | ooki ng.

She sniled at nme as she hitched

her dress up high enough to all ow
nme to see the tops of her

st ocki ngs. She undid the suspenders
and sl oWy peel ed the stockings

of f before dropping themon ny side
of the table.

"I nearly beat you that tinme," she
sai d.

"Alnost," | replied. "WAnt anot her



chance to get even? Let's say fifty
pounds this tinme," | suggested,
trying to make the offer sound
magnani nmous.
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"The stakes are getting higher for
both of us," -she replied as she
reset the board. | began to wonder
what m ght be going through her

m nd. Whatever it was, she foolishly
sacrificed both her rooks early on
and the ganme was over in a matter of
m nut es.

Once again she lifted her dress

but this tinme well above her wai st.
My eyes were glued to her thighs as
she undid the black suspender belt
and held it high above ny head
before letting it drop and join her
st ockings on ny side of the table.

"Once | had | ost the second rook,"
she said, "I was never in with a
chance. "

"l agree. It would therefore only
be fair to allow you one nore
chance,"” | said, quickly re-setting
the board. "After all,"” | added,
"you could win one hundred pounds
this tine." She sm | ed.

"I really ought to be going hone,"
she said as she noved her queen's
pawn two squares forward. She sm |l ed
that enigmatic smle again as |
countered with ny bishop's pawn.

It was the best gane she had



pl ayed all evening and her use of
the Warsaw ganbit kept ne at the
board for over thirty mnutes. In
fact | damm nearly lost early on
because |I found it hard to
concentrate properly on her defence
strategy. A couple of tines Amanda
chuckl ed when she thought she had
got the better of nme, but it becane
obvi ous she had not seen Karpov play
the Sicilian defence and win froma
seem ngly inpossible position.

"Checkmate," | finally decl ared.

"Damm, " she said, and standing up
turned her back on ne. "You'll have
to give ne a hand." Trenbling, |

| eaned over and slowy pulled the

zip
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down until it reached the snmall of
her back. Once again | wanted to
touch the snooth, creany skin. She
swung round to face ne, shrugged
gracefully and the dress fell to the
ground as if a statue were being
unvei | ed. She | eaned forward and
brushed the side of ny cheek with
her hand, which had nuch the sane
effect as an electric shock. |
enptied the last of the bottle of
wine into her glass and left for the
kitchen with the excuse of needing
torefill nmy own. When | returned
she hadn't noved. A gauzy bl ack bra
and pair of panties were now the
only garnments that | still hoped to
see renoved.



"l don't suppose you'd play one
nore gane?" | asked, trying not to
sound desper at e.

"It's time you took ne hone," she
said wth a giggle.

| passed her another gl ass of

wi ne. "Just one nore," | begged.
"But this time it nmust be for both
garnents."

She | aughed. "Certainly not," she
said. "I couldn't afford to | ose."”

"It would have to be the | ast

gane," | agreed. "But two hundred
pounds this tinme and we play for
both garnments.” | waited, hoping the

si ze of the wager woul d tenpt her.
"The odds nust surely be on your
side. After all, you' ve nearly won
three tinmes."

She sipped her drink as if
consi dering the proposition. "Al
right," she said. "One last fling."

Nei t her of us voiced our feeling
as to what was certain to happen if
she | ost.

| could not stop nyself trenbling
as | set the board up once again.

cleared nmy m nd, hoping she hadn't
noticed that | had drunk only one
gl ass

1...

CHECKMATE

of wwne all night. | was determ ned



to finish this one off quickly.

| noved ny queen's pawn one square
forward. She retaliated, pushing
her king's pawn up two squares.
knew exactly what ny next nove
needed to be and because of it the
gane only | asted el even m nutes.

| have never been so
conprehensively beaten in ny life.
Amanda was in a totally different
class to ne. She anticipated ny
every nove and had ganbits | had
never encountered or even read of
bef ore.

It was her turn to say

"Checkmat e", which she delivered
wth the sane enigmatic smle as
before, adding, "You did say the
odds were on ny side this tinmed

| lowered ny head in disbelief.
When | | ooked up again, she had

al ready slipped that beautiful

bl ack dress back on, and was
stuffing her stockings and
suspenders into her evening bag. A
nonment | ater she put on her shoes.

| took out ny cheque book, filled
in the nane "Amanda Curzon" and
added the figure "o200", the date
and ny signature. Wiile I was doing
this she replaced the little ivory
pi eces on the exact squares on

whi ch they had been when she had
first entered the room

She bent over and kissed ne gently
on the cheek. "Thank you," she said
as she placed the cheque in her
handbag. "W nust play again sone



tinme." | was still staring at the
re-set board in disbeliefwhen I
heard the front door close behind
her .

"Wait a mnute," | said, rushing
to the door. "How will you get
home?"

| was just intime to see her
runni ng down the
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steps and towards the open door of
a BMN She clinbed in, allow ng ne
one nore | ook at those |ong
tapering legs. She smled as the
car door was cl osed behi nd her.

The accountant strolled round to
the driver's side, got in, rewed
up the engi ne and drove the
chanpi on hone.
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Honout Anopng
Thi eves

HONOUR AMONG THI EVES

THE

first occasion | net
Sefton Ham | ton was
In | ate August | ast
year when ny wife
and | were dining
with Henry and
Suzanne Kennedy at
their hone in
Warwi ck Squar e.



Ham | t on was one

of those unfortunate
nmen who have

I nherited i mense
weal th but not a | ot
nore. He was abl e
qui ckly to convince
us that he had
little tinme to read
and no tine to
attend the theatre
or opera. However,
this did not prevent
hi m from hol di ng
opi ni ons on every
subject from Shaw to
Pavarotti, from

Gor bachev to

Pi casso. He renai ned
puzzl ed, for

I nstance, as to what
t he unenpl oyed had
to conpl ai n about
when their dole
packet was only just
| ess than what he
was currently paying
t he | abourers on his
estate. In any case,
they only spent it
on bi ngo and
drinking, he assured
us.

Dri nki ng brings ne
to the other dinner
guest that night -
Freddi e Barker, the
Presi dent of the

W ne Society, who
sat opposite ny wfe
and unli ke Ham Iton
hardly uttered a



word. Henry had
assured ne over the
phone that Barker
had not only nanaged
to get the Society
back on to a proper
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financial footing but was al so
acknow edged as a |l eading authority
on his subject. | |ooked forward to
pi cking up useful bits of inside
knowl edge. \Whenever Barker was
allowed to get a word in edgeways,
he showed enough know edge of the
topi ¢ under discussion to convince
me that he would be fascinating if
only Ham |ton would remain silent

| ong enough for himto speak.

Wi | e our hostess produced as a
starter a spinach souffle that
nelted in the nouth, Henry noved
round the table pouring each of us
a glass of w ne.

Barker sniffed his appreciatively.
"Appropriate in bicentennial year
that we shoul d be drinking an
Australian Chablis of such fine
vintage. | feel sure their whites
wi |l soon be nmaking the French | ook
to their laurels.”

"Australian?" said Hamlton in

di sbelief as he put down his gl ass.
"How coul d a nation of beersw ggers
begin to understand the first thing
about producing a half decent

w ne?"



"I think you'll find," began
Bar ker, "that the Australians -"

"Bi centennial indeed," Ham |ton
continued. "Let's face it, they're
only cel ebrating two hundred years
of parole.” No one | aughed except
Ham [ ton. "1'd still pack the rest
of our crimnals off there, given
hal f a chance."

No one doubted him

Ham | t on si pped the w ne
tentatively, like a man who fears
he is about to be poisoned, then
began to explain why, in his

consi dered view, judges were far
too lenient with petty crimnals. |
found nmysel f concentrating nore on
the food than the incessant flow of
ny nei ghbour's vi ews.
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| Sways enjoy Beef Wellington, and
Suzanne can produce a pastry that
doesn't flake when cut and neat
that's so tender that once one has
finished a first helping, diver
Twi st comes to mnd. It certainly
hel ped nme to endure Ham lton's
pontificating. Barker managed to
pass an appreciative conment to
Henry on the quality of the claret
bet ween Ham |l ton's opinions on the
chances of Paddy Ashdown reviving
the Liberal Party and the rol e of
Arthur Scargill in the trade union
novenent, allow ng no one the
chance to reply.



"l don't allow ny staff to bel ong
to any union," Ham | ton decl ared,
gul ping down his drink. "I run a
cl osed shop." He | aughed once nore
at his own joke and held his enpty
glass high in the air as if it
woul d be filled by magic. In fact
it was filled by Henry with a

di scretion that shaned Ham | t onnot
that he noticed. In the brief pause
that followed, ny w fe suggested

t hat perhaps the trade union
novenent had been born out of a
response to a genui ne social need.

"Bal derdash, madam " said
Ham [ ton. "Wth great respect, the
trade uni ons have been the single
nost inportant factor in the
decline of Britain as we know it.
They' ve no interest in anybody but
t hensel ves. You only have to | ook
at Ron Todd and the whol e Ford
fiasco to understand that."

Suzanne began to clear the plates
away and | noticed she took the
opportunity to nudge Henry, who
gui ckly changed t he subject.

Monments | ater a raspberry neringue
glazed with a thick sauce appeared.
It seenmed a pity to cut such a
creation but Suzanne carefully

di vi ded si x generous hel pings |ike
a nanny feeding her charges while
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Henry uncorked a 1981 Saut er nes.

Barker literally licked his lips in
anti ci pati on.



"And anot her thing," Ham |ton was
saying. "The Prime M nister has got
far too many Wets in her Cabinet for

ny liking."

"Wth whom woul d you repl ace
t hen?" asked Barker innocently.

Her od woul d have had little
trouble in convincing the list of
gentl emen Ham | ton proffered that
t he sl aughter of the innocents was
nerely an extension of the child
care progranme.

Once again | becane nore
interested in Suzanne's culinary
efforts, especially as she had

all oned ne an indul gence: Cheddar
was to be served as the final
course. | knew the nonent | tasted
it that it had been purchased from
the Alvis Brothers' farmin
Keynsham we all have to be

know edgeabl e about sonethi ng, and
Cheddar is ny speciality.

To acconpany the cheese, Henry
supplied a port. which was to be the
hi ghl i ght of the evening. "Sandeman
1970," he said in an aside to Barker
as he poured the first drops into

t he expert's gl ass.

"Yes, of course," said Barker,
holding it to his nose. "I would
have known it anywhere. Typical
Sandeman warmth but with real body.
| hope you've laid sonme down,
Henry," he added. "You'll enjoy it
even nore in your old age."

"Think you're a bit of an



authority on w nes, do you?" said
Ham | ton, the first question he had
asked al |l eveni ng.

"Not exactly,"

began Barker, "but |

"You're all a bunch of hunbugs, the
| ot of you,"
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interrupted Hamlton. "You sniff
and you swirl, you taste and you
spit, then you spout a whole | ot of
gobbl edegook and expect us to

swal low it. Body and warnth be
damed. You can't take ne in that
easily."

“"No one was trying to," said Barker
with feeling.

"You' ve been keen to put one over
on us all evening," replied
Ham [ ton, "with your 'Yes, of
course, |I'd have known it anywhere
routi ne. Cone on, admt it."

"l didn't nean to suggest-" added
Bar ker .

“I''l'l prove it, if you like," said
Ham | t on.

The five of us stared at the
ungraci ous guest and, for the first
time that evening, | wondered what
coul d possibly be com ng next.

"I have heard it said," continued
Ham | ton, "that Sefton Hall boasts



one of the finest wne cellars in
England. It was |laid down by ny

G her and his father before him

t hough I confess |I haven't found
the time to continue the
tradition." Barker nodded in
belief. "But ny butler knows
exactly what | like. | therefore
invite you, sir, tojoin nme for

| unch on the Saturday after next,
when | will produce four w nes of
the finest vintage for your
consideration. And | offer you a
wager," he added, | ooking straight
at Barker. "Five hundred pounds to
fifty a bottle- tenpting odds, |I'm
sure you'll agree- that you will be
unabl e to nane any one of them" He
stared belligerently at the distin-
gui shed President of the Whne
Soci et y.

"The sumis so large that | could
not consider-"

"Umw lling to take up the
chal | enge, eh, Barker? Then you
are, sir, a coward as well as a
hunmbug. "
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After the enbarrassing pause that

foll owed, Barker replied, "As you w sh,
sir. It appears | amleft with no

choi ce but to accept your challenge."

A satisfied grin appeared on the

other man's face. "You nust cone al ong
as a witness, Henry," he said, turning
to our host. "And why don't you bring
al ong that author johnny?" he added,



pointing at ne. "Then he'll really have
sonmething to wite about for a change."

From Ham | ton's manner it was obvi ous
that the feelings of our wives were not
to be taken into consideration. Mry
gave ne a wy smle.

Henry | ooked anxiously towards ne,
but 1| was quite content to be an
observer of this unfolding drama. |
nodded ny assent.

"Good," said Ham lton, rising from
his place, his napkin still tucked
under his collar. "I look forward to
seeing the three of you at Sefton Hal
on Saturday week. Shall we say twelve
thirty?" He bowed to Suzanne.

"I won't be able to join you, |I'm
afraid," she said, clearing up any
| i ngeri ng doubt she m ght have been

included in the invitation. "I always
have | unch with ny nother on
Sat ur days. "

Ham | ton waved a hand to signify that
it did not concern himone way or the
ot her.

After the strange guest had left we
sat in silence for sone noments before
Henry volunteered a statenent. "I'm
sorry about all that," he began. "H's
not her and nmy aunt are old friends and
she's asked ne on several occasions to
have hi mover to dinner. It seens no
one else wll."

"Don't worry," said Barker
eventually. "I'"ll do ny best not to |et
you down. And in return for such
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excel l ent hospitality perhaps both
of you woul d be kind enough to | eave
Sat urday evening free? There is," he
expl ai ned, "an inn near Sefton Hall

| have wanted to visit for sone
time: the Hamlton Arnms. The food,

' massured, is nore than adequate
but the wine list is . . ." he
hesitated, "considered by experts to
be exceptional ."

Henry and | both checked our
diaries and readily accepted his
I nvitation.

| thought a great deal about Sefton
Ham | ton during the next ten days
and awaited our lunch with a m xture
of apprehension and anticipation. On
the Saturday norning Henry drove the
three of us down to Sefton Park and
we arrived a little after twelve
thirty. Actually we passed through

t he massi ve wrought-iron gates at
twelve thirty precisely, but did not
reach the front door of the house
until twelve thirty-seven

The great oak door was opened

before we had a chance to knock by a
tall elegant man in a tail coat,

wi ng collar and black tie. He

i nfornmed us that he was Adans, the
butler. He then escorted us to the
norni ng room where we were greeted
by a large log fire. Above it hung a
pi cture of a disapproving nman who |
presuned was Sefton Hamilton's



grandfather. On the other walls was
a massive tapestry of the Battle of
Wat erl oo and an enornous oil of the
Crimean War. Antique furniture
littered the roomand the one

scul pture on display was of a G eek
figure throw ng a discus. Looking
around, | reflected that only the

t el ephone bel onged to the present
century.

Sefton Ham |l ton entered the room as
a gale
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m ght hit an unhappy seasi de town.
| medi ately he stood with his back
to the fire, blocking any heat we
m ght have been appreciating,

"Wi sky!" he bell owed as Adans
appeared once agai n. "Barker?"

"Not for me," said Barker with a
thin smle.

"Ah," said Hamlton. "Want to keep
your taste buds at their nost
sensitive, eh?"

Barker did not reply. Before we
went into lunch we | earned that the
estate was seven thousand acres in
size and had sone of the finest
shooti ng outside of Scotland. The
Hal | had one hundred and twel ve
roons, one or two of which Ham|ton
had not visited since he was a
child. The roof itself, he assured
us finally, was an acre and a half,
a statistic that will long remain



in ny nenory as it is the sane size
as ny garden.

The 10ngcase clock in the corner
of the room struck one. "Tine for
the contest to begin,"” declared
Ham [ ton, and marched out of the
roomlike a general who assunes his
troops will follow himwthout
guestion. W did, all the way down
thirty yards of corridor to the

di ning room The four of us then

t ook our places around a
sevent eent h-century oak tabl e that
could confortably have seated
twenty.

Adorning the centre of the table
were two CGeorgi an decanters and two
unl abel | ed bottles. The first
bottle was filled with a clear
white wine, the first decanter with
a red, the second bottle with a
richer white and the second
decanter with a tawny red
substance. In front ofthe four

wi nes were four white cards. By
each lay a slimbundl e of
fifty-pound notes.
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Ham [ ton took his place in the

| arge chair at the top of the table
whi |l e Barker and | sat opposite
each other in the centre, facing
the wine, |eaving Henry to occupy
the final place at the far end of

t he table.

The butl er stood one pace behind
his master's chair. He nodded and



four footnen appeared, bearing the
first course. A fish and prawn
terrine was placed in front of each
of us. Adanms received a nod from
his master before he picked up the
first bottle and began to fill
Barker's gl ass. Barker waited for
the butler to go round the table
and fill the other three gl asses
bef ore he began his ritual.

First he swirled the wi ne round
while at the sane tinme studying it
carefully. Then he sniffed it. He
hesitated and a surprised | ook cane
over his face. He took a sip.

"Un" he said eventually. "I
confess, quite a challenge. " He
sniffed it again just to be sure.
Then he | ooked up and gave a smle
of satisfaction. Ham |ton stared at
him his nouth slightly open,

al t hough he renmai ned unusual |y
silent.

Bar ker t ook one nore sip.

"Mont aguy Tete de Cuvee 1985," he
declared with the confidence of an
expert, "bottled by Louis Latour."
W al} | ooked towards Ham | ton who,
I n contrast, displayed an unhappy
frown.

"You're right," said Hamlton. "It
was bottled by Latour. But that's
about as clever as telling us that
Hei nz bottle tomato sauce. And as
ny father died in 1984 | can assure
you, sir, you are m staken." He

| ooked round at his butler to
confirmthe statenent. Adans's face
remai ned i nscrutable. Barker turned
over the card. It read: "Chevalier



Montrachet Les Denorselles 1983".
He stared at
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the card, obviously unable to
bel i eve his eyes.

"One down and three to go,"

Ham | ton dedared, oblivious to
Barker's reaction. The footnen
reappeared and took away the fish
plates, to replace thema few
nonments |later with lightly cooked
grouse. Wiile its acconpani nents
wer e being served Barker did not
speak. He just stared at the other
three decanters, not even hearing
his host inform Henry who his guests
were to be for the first shoot of

t he season the foll ow ng week. |
remenber that the names corresponded
roughly with the ones Ham | ton had
suggested for his ideal Cabinet.

Bar ker ni bbl ed at the grouse as he
waited for Adans to fill a gl ass
fromthe first decanter. He had not
finished his terrineafter the
opening failure, only taking the
occasi onal sip of water.

"As Adans and | spent a

consi derabl e part of our norning
selecting the wines for this little
chal l enge, let us hope you can do
better this time," said Ham | ton,
unable to hide his satisfaction.

Bar ker once again began to swirl the
w ne round. He seened to take | onger
this tinme, sniffing it several tines
before putting his glass to his |lips



and finally sipping fromit.

A smile of instant recognition
appeared on his face and he did not
hesitate. "Chateau |l a Louviere
1978. "

"This time you have the correct
year, sir, but you have insulted the
w ne."

| medi ately Barker turned the card
over and read it out incredul ously:
Chateau Lafite 1978. Even | knew
that to be one of the finest clarets
one m ght ever hope to taste. Barker
| apsed into a deep silence and
continued to ni bble at his food.
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Ham | t on appeared to be enjoying
the wi ne al nost as nmuch as the

hal f-time score. "One hundred
pounds to ne, nothing to the

Presi dent of the Wne Society," he
rem nded us. Enbarrassed, Henry and
| tried to keep the conversation
going until the third course had
been served - a lenon and |ine
souffl e which could not conpare in
presentation or subtlety with any
of Suzanne's offerings.

"Shall we nove on to ny third
chal | enge?" asked Ham lton crisply.

Once again, Adans picked up a
decanter and began to pour the
wine. | was surprised to see that
he spilled a little as he filled
Bar ker' s gl ass.



"Clunsy oaf," barked Ham It on.

"I do apol ogise, sir," said Adans.
He renoved the spilled drop from

t he wooden table with a napkin. As
he did so he stared at Barker with
a desperate ook that | felt sure
had nothing to do with the spilling
of the wi ne. However, he renained
mute as he continued to circle the
t abl e.

Once agai n Barker went through his
ritual, the swirling, the sniffing
and finally the tasting. This tine
he took even |onger. Ham | ton
becane i npatient and drumred the
greet Jacobean table with his podgy
fingers.

"It's a Sauternes," began Barker.

"Any half-wit could tell you
that," said Hamlton. "I want to
know t he year and the vintage."

H s guest hesitated.

"Chateau @Quiraud 1976," he said
flatly.

"At | east you are consistent,"”
said Ham |l ton. "You' re al ways
wrong. "

Bar ker flicked over the card.

"Chat eau d' Yquem 1980," he said in
di sbhelief. It
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was a vintage that | had only seen
at the bottomof wine lists in
expensi ve restaurants and had never
had the privilege of tasting. It
puzzled ne greatly that Barker
coul d have been wong about the
Mona Lisa of w nes.

Bar ker qui ckly turned towards

Ham [ton to protest and nmust have
seen Adans standi ng behind his
master, all six foot three of the
man trenbling, at exactly the sane
time | did. | wanted Ham lton to

| eave the roomso | could ask Adans
what was neking himso fearful, but
the owner of Sefton Hall was now in
full cry.

Meanwhi | e Bar ker gazed at the
butler for a nmoment nore and,
sensing his disconfort, |owered his
eyes and contri buted nothing el se
to the conversation until the port
was poured sone twenty m nutes

| at er.

"Your | ast chance to avoid
conplete humliation," said
Ham | t on.

A cheese board, displaying several
varieties, was brought round and
each guest sel ected his choicel
stuck to a Cheddar that | could
have told Ham I ton had not been
made in Sonerset. Meanwhile the
port was poured by the butler, who
was now as white as a sheet. |
began to wonder if he was going to
faint, but sonehow he nmanaged to
fill all four glasses before
returning to stand a pace behi nd



his master's chair. Ham lton
noti ced not hi ng unt owar d.

Bar ker drank the port, not
bot hering with any of his previous
prelimnaries.

"Tayl ors," he began.

"Agreed," said Ham | ton. "But as
there are only three decent
suppliers of port in the world, the
year
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can be all that matters - as you, in
your exalted position, nust be well
aware, M Barker."

Freddi e nodded hi s agreenent.

"N neteen seventy-five," he said
firmy, then quickly flicked the
card over.

"Tayl ors 1927", | read upsi de-down.

Once again Barker turned sharply
towards his host, who was rocking
with laughter. The butler stared
back at his master's guest with
haunt ed eyes. Barker hesitated only
for a nonment before renoving a
cheque book from his inside pocket.
He filled in the nane "Sefton
Ham | ton" and the figure of o200. He
signed it and wordl essly passed the
cheque along the table to his host.

"That was only half the bargain,"
said Ham | ton, enjoying every nonent
of his triunph.



Bar ker rose, paused and said, "I am
a hunbug. "

"You are indeed, sir," said
Ham | t on.

After spending three of the nost
unpl easant hours of nmy life, |
managed to escape with Henry and
Freddie Barker a little after four
o' clock. As Henry drove away from
Sefton Hall neither of us uttered a
word. Perhaps we both felt that

Bar ker shoul d be all owed the first
conment .

"I fear, gentlenen," he said
eventually, "I shall not be good
conpany for the next few hours, and
so |l will, with your perm ssion,

take a brisk walk and join you both
for dinner at the Hamlton Arns
around seven thirty. | have booked

a table for eight o' clock."” Wthout
anot her word, Barker signalled that
Henry should bring the car to a halt
and we watched as he clinbed out and
headed of f clown a country | ane.
Henry did not drive on until his
friend was well out of sight.
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My synpathies were entirely with
Bar ker, al though | remai ned puzzl ed
by the whole affair. How could the
Presi dent of the Wne Society nake
such basic m stakes? After all,
coul d read one page of D ckens and
know it wasn't G aham G eene.



Li ke Dr Watson, | felt | required
a fuller explanation.

Bar ker found us sitting round the
fire in the private bar at the
Hamilton Arns a little after seven
thirty that night. Follow ng his
exerci se, he appeared in far better
spirits. He chatted about nothing
consequential and didn't once
menti on what had taken pl ace at

| unchti nme.

It nmust have been a few m nutes

| ater, when | turned to check the
ol d clock above the door, that I
saw Ham I ton's butler seated at the
bar in earnest conversation wth

t he i nnkeeper. | woul d have thought
nothing of it had I not noticed the
sane terrified | ook that | had

W tnessed earlier in the afternoon
as he pointed in our direction. The
I nnkeeper appear ed equal | y anxi ous,
as if he had been found guilty of
serving hal f-nmeasures by a custons
and exci se officer.

He picked up sone nenus and wal ked
over to our table.

"We've no need for those," said
Bar ker. "Your reputation goes
before you. W are in your hands.
What ever you suggest we wi ||
happi | y consune. "

"Thank you, sir," he said and
passed our host the wine |ist.

Bar ker studi ed the contents inside
t he | eat her bound covers for sone
time before a large smle
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appeared on his face. "I think you
had better select the w nes as
well,"” he said, "as | have a

feeling you know the sort of thing
| woul d expect."

"OF course, sir," said the
I nnkeeper as Freddi e passed back
the wine |ist leaving ne totally
nystified, renmenbering that this
was Barker's first visit to the
i nn.

The i nnkeeper left for the
kitchens while we chatted away and
didn't reappear for sonme fifteen

m nut es.

"Your table is ready, gentlenen,"”
he said, and we followed himinto
an adjoining dining room There
were only a dozen tables but as
ours was the last to be filled
there was no doubting the inn's
popul arity.

The i nnkeeper had selected a |ight
supper of consomme, followed by
thin slices of duck, alnpbst as if
he had known that we woul d be
unabl e to handl e anot her heavy neal
aRer our lunch at the Hall

| was al so surprised to find that
all the wines he had chosen were
served in decanters and | assuned
that the innkeeper nust therefore
have sel ected the house w nes. As
each was poured and consuned |
admt that, to ny untutored pal ate,



they seenmed far superior to those
which | had drunk at Sefton Hal
earlier that day. Barker certainly
seened to |linger over every
nout hf ul and on one occasion said
appreciatively, "This is the real
McCoy. "

At the end of the eveni ng when our
tabl e had been cl eared we sat back
and enjoyed a magnificent port and
snoked ci gars.

It was at this point that Henry
mentioned Ham Il ton for the first
tine.
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“"Are you going to let us into the
nystery of what really happened at
| unch today?" he asked.

"I'"' mstill not altogether sure
nysel f," came back Barker's reply,
"but | amcertain of one thing: M
Ham |l ton's father was a man who
knew his w nes, while his son
doesn't."

| woul d have pressed Barker
further on the subject if the

I nnkeeper had not arrived by his
side at that nonent.

"An excell ent neal," Barker
declared. "And as for the w ne -
guite exceptional."”

"You are kind, sir," said the
I nnkeeper, as he handed himthe
bill.



My curiosity got the better of ne,
|"'msorry to admit, and | gl anced
at the bottomof the slimstrip of

paper. | couldn't believe ny eyes -
the bill canme to two hundred
pounds.

To ny surprise, Barker only
comrent ed, "Very reasonabl e,
considering." He wote out a cheque
and passed it over to the

I nnkeeper. "I have only tasted

Chat eau d' Yquem 1980 once before
today;" he added, "and Tayl ors 1927
never."

The i nnkeeper smled. "I hope you
enjoyed them both, sir. |I feel sure
you woul dn't have wanted to see

t hem wasted on a hunbug. "

Bar ker nodded hi s agreenent.

| watched as the innkeeper |eft
the dining roomand returned to his
pl ace behi nd the bar.

He passed the cheque over to Adans
the butler, who studied it for a
nmonent, smled and then tore it
into little pieces.
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nE first nmet Patrick

Travers on our annual w nter
holiday to Verbier. W were waiting
at the ski lift that first Saturday



nor ni ng when a man who nust have
been in his early forties stood
aside to allow Caroline to take his
pl ace, so that we could travel up
toget her. He expl ained that he had
al ready conpleted two runs that
norning and didn't mnd waiting. |
t hanked hi m and t hought not hi ng
nore of it.

As soon as we reach the top ny

wife and | always go our separate
ways, she to the A-slope to join
Marcel, who only instructs advanced
ski ers- she has been skiing since
the age of seven - | to the B-slope
and any instructor who is

avail able- | took up skiing at the
age of forty-one - and frankly the
B-slope is still too advanced for
me though | don't dare admt as
much, especially to Caroline. W

al ways neet up again at the sk

lift after conpleting our different
runs.

That evening we bunped into

Travers at the hotel bar. Since he
seened to be on his own we invited
himtojoin us for dinner. He proved
to be an anusi ng conpani on and we
passed a pl easant

203
A TWST IN THE TALE

enough evening together. He flirted
politely with nmy wife wthout ever
oversteppi ng the mark and she
appeared to be flattered by his
attentions. Over the years | have
becone used to nen being attracted
to Caroline and | never need



rem ndi ng how |l ucky | am During
di nner we |l earned that Travers was
a nmerchant banker with an of |ice
inthe Cty and a flat in Eaton
Square. He had cone to Verbier
every year since he had been taken
on a school trip in the late
Fifties, he told us. He still
prided hinsel fon being the first on
the ski lift every norning, alnost
al ways beating the | ocal blades up
and down.

Travers appeared to be genuinely
interested in the fact that | ran a
small West End art gallery; as it
turned out, he was sonething of a
coll ector hinself, specialising in
m nor | npressionists. He prom sed
he woul d drop by and see ny next
exhi bition when he was back in
London.

| assured himthat he woul d be

nost wel conme but never gave it a
second thought. In fact I only saw
Travers a couple of tines over the
rest of the holiday, once talking
to the wife of a friend of m ne who
owned a gallery that specialises in
oriental rugs, and later | noticed
him foll owm ng Caroline expertly
down the treacherous A-sl ope.

It was six weeks later, and sone
m nutes before | could place him
that night at ny gallery. | had to
rack that part of one's nenory

whi ch recalls names, a skil
politicians rely on every day.

"Good to see you, Edward," he
said. "I saw the wite-up you got
I n the I ndependent and renenbered



your kind invitation to the private
vi ew. "
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"d ad you could nake it, Patrick,"
| replied, renmenberingjust in tinme.

“I'"'mnot a chanpagne man nyself,"
he told nme, "but 1'Il travel a |ong

way to see a Willard."

"You think highly of hinf"

"Oh yes. | would conpare him
favourably with Pissarro and
Bonnard, and he still renmains one

of the nost underrated of the
| mpr essi oni sts.”

"I agree," | replied. "But ny
gallery has felt that way about
Vuillard for sone considerable
tine."

"How nmuch is 'The Lady at the
W ndow ?" he asked.

"Eighty thousand pounds," | said
qui etly.

"It remnds ne of a picture of his
in the Metropolitan,” he said, as
he studi ed the reproduction in the
cat al ogue.

| was inpressed, and told Travers

that the Wuillard in New York had

been painted within a nonth of the
one he so adm red.

He nodded. "And the small nude?"



"Forty-seven thousand,"” | told him

"Ms Hensell, the wife of his
dealer and Vuillard's second
mstress, if I'mnot m staken. The
French are always so nuch nore
civilised about these things than
we are. But ny favourite painting
in this exhibition,"” he continued,
"conpares surely with the finest of
his work." He turned to face the

| arge oil of a young girl playing a
pi ano, her nother bending to turn a
page of the score.

“Magni ficent," he said. "Dare |

ask how much?"

"Three hundred and seventy

t housand pounds,” | said, wondering
i f such a price tag put it out of
Travers's bracket.
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"What a super party, Edward," said
a voice from behind nmy shoul der.

"Percy!" | cried, turning round.
"l thought you said you wouldn't be
able to make it."

"Yes | did, old fellow, but I
decided | couldn't sit at hone
alone all the tine, so |'ve cone to
drown ny sorrows in chanpagne.”

"Quite right too," |I said. "Sorry
to hear about D ana,"” | added as
Percy noved on. When | turned back
to continue ny conversation with



Patrick Travers he was nowhere to
be seen. | searched around the room
and spotted himstanding in the far
corner of the gallery chatting to
ny wife, a glass of chanpagne in
hi s hand. She was wearing an

of f -t he-shoul der green dress that |
considered a little too nodern.
Travers's eyes seenmed to be gl ued
to a spot a few inches bel ow t he
shoul ders. | woul d have thought

not hing of it had he spoken to
anyone el se that evening.

The next occasion on which | saw
Travers was about a week | ater on
returning fromthe bank with sone
petty cash. Once again he was
standing in front of the Wuillard
oil of nother and daughter at the
pi ano.

"Good norning, Patrick,” | said as
ljoined him

"l can't seemto get that picture
out of ny mnd," he declared, as he
continued to stare at the two
figures.

"Under st andabl y.

"I don't suppose you would all ow
me to live with themfor a week or
two until | can finally make up ny
m nd? Naturally I would be quite
happy to | eave a deposit."

"OF course," | said. "I would
requi re a bank
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reference as well and the deposit
woul d be twentyfive thousand
pounds. "

He agreed to both requests w t hout
hesitation so | asked hi mwhere he
woul d I'i ke the picture delivered.
He handed ne a card which reveal ed
his address in Eaton Square. The
foll owi ng norning his bankers
confirmed that three hundred and
seventy thousand pounds woul d not
be a problemfor their client.

Wthin twenty-four hours the
Vui |l ard had been taken round to
hi s hone and hung in the dining
roomon the ground floor. He phoned
back in the afternoon to thank ne
and asked if Caroline and I would
care to join himfor dinner; he
want ed, he said, a second opinion
on how the painting | ooked.

Wth three hundred and seventy

t housand pounds at stake | didn't
feel it was an invitation | could
reasonably turn down, and in any
case Caroline seened eager to
accept, explaining that she was
Interested to see what his house
was |ike.

W dined with Travers the

foll owi ng Thursday. We turned out
to be the only guests, and | renem
ber being surprised that there
wasn't a Ms Travers or at |east a
resident girlfriend. He was a

t houghtful host and the nmeal he had
arranged was superb. However, |
considered at the tinme that he
seenmed a little too solicitous with



Caroline, although she certainly
gave the inpression of enjoying his
undi vi ded attention. At one point |
began to wonder if either of them
woul d have noticed if | had

di sappeared into thin air.

When we | eft Eaton Square that
night Travers told nme that he had
al nrost made up his m nd about
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the picture, which nmade ne feel the
eveni ng had served at | east sone
pur pose.

Si x days |later the painting was
returned to the gallery with a note
attached expl ai ning that he no

| onger cared for it. Travers did
not el aborate on his reasons, but
sinmply ended by saying that he
hoped to drop by sone tine and
reconsi der the other Vuill ards.

Di sappointed, | returned his
deposit, but realised that
custoners often do cone back,
soneti mes nonths, even years |ater

But Travers never did.

It was about a nonth later that |

| ear ned why he woul d never return.

| was lunching at the large centre
table at my club, as in nost
all-mal e establishnments the table
reserved for nenbers who drift in
on their own. Percy Fell ows was the
next to enter the dining roomso he
took a seat opposite ne. | hadn't
seen himto talk to since the



private view of the Wiillard

exhi bition and we hadn't really had
much of a conversation then. Percy
was one of the nobst respected
antique dealers in England and |
had once even done a successf ul
barter wwth him a Charles 11
witing desk in exchange for a

Dut ch | andscape by Utrillo.

| repeated how sorry | was to | earn
about Di ana.

"I't was always going to end in

di vorce," he explained. "She was in
and out of every bedroomin London.
| was beginning to | ook a conplete
cuckol d, and that bl oody man
Travers was the last straw "

"Travers?" | said, not
under st andi ng.

"Patrick Travers, the man nanmed in
ny divorce petition. Ever cone
across hinP"

"I know the nane," | said
hesitantly, wanting to
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hear nore before | admtted to our
sl i ght acquai ntanceshi p.

"Funny," he said. "Could have
sworn | saw himat the private
Vi ew. "

"But what do you nean, he was the
| ast straw?" | asked, trying to
take his mnd off the opening.



"Met the bloody fellow at Ascot,
didn't we? Joined us for |unch,
happi | y drank ny chanpagne, ate ny
strawberries and cream and t hen
before the week was out had bedded
ny wife. But that's not the half of
it."

"The hal f of it?"

"The man had the nerve to cone
round to ny shop and put down a

| ar ge deposit on a Ceorgian table.
Then he invites the two of us round
to dinner to see how it | ooks.

After he's had enough tine to nake
| ove to Diana he returns them both
slightly soiled. You don't |ook too
well, old fellow, " said Percy
suddenly. "Something wong with the
food? Never been the sane since
Harry left for the Carlton. |'ve
witten to the wine commttee about
It several tines but-"

“"No, I'mfine," | said. "I just
need a little fresh air. Pl ease
excuse ne, Percy."

It was on the wal k back from ny
club that | decided | would have to
do sonet hi ng about M Travers.

The next norning | waited for the
mail to arrive and checked any
envel opes addressed to Caroline.
Not hi ng seened untoward but then
deci ded that Travers woul dn't have
been foolish enough to commt
anything to paper. | also began to
eavesdrop on her tel ephone
conversations, but he was not anong
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the callers, at least not while |
was at honme. | even checked the

m | eonmeter on her Mni to see if
she had driven any | ong distances,
but then Eaton Square isn't al

that far. It's often what you don't
do that gives the ganme away, |

deci ded: we didn't nake |love for a
fortnight, and she didn't comment.

| continued to watch Caroline nore
carefully over the next fortnight
but it becanme obvious to ne that
Travers must have tired of her
about the sane tine as he had
returned the Vuillard. This only
made ne nore angry.

| then fornmed a plan of revenge
that seened quite extraordinary to
me at the tinme and | assuned that
in a mtter of days | would get
over it, even forget it. But |
didn't. If anything, the idea grew
I nto an obsession. | began to
convince nyself that it was ny
bounder duty to do away with
Travers before he besm rched any
nore of ny friends.

| have never in ny life know ngly
broken the |aw. Parking fines annoy
me, dropped litter offends ne and |
pay ny VAT on the sane day the
frightful buff envel ope drops

t hrough the | etterbox.

Nevert hel ess once |'d deci ded what
had to be done |I set about ny task
meticulously. At first | had



consi dered shooting Travers until |
di scovered how hard it is to get a
gun licence and that if | did

t hej ob properly, he would end up
feeling very little pain, which
wasn't what | had planned for him
t hen

po~somag crossed nmy mnd - but that
requires a w tnessed prescription
and | still wouldn't be able to

wat ch the | ong sl ow death |
desired. Then strangling, which I
deci ded woul d necessitate too nmuch
courage - and in any case he was a
bi gger man than ne so | mght end
up being the one who

210
A CHAPTER OF ACCI DENTS

was strangl ed. Then drowni ng, which
could take years to get the man
near any water and then | m ght not
be able to hang around to nake sure
he went under for the third tine. |
even gave sone thought to running
over the damed nmn, but dropped
that idea when | realised
opportunity would be alnost nil and
besi des, | wouldn't be |eft any
time to check if he was dead. | was
qui ckl y becom ng awar ej ust how hard
It is to kill sonmeoneand get away
with it.

| sat awake at night reading the
bi ographi es of nurderers, but as

t hey had all been caught and found
guilty that didn't fill me with
much confidence. | turned to



detective novel s which al ways
seened to allow for a degree of

coi nci dence, luck and surprise that
| was unwilling to risk, until

came across a rewarding line from
Conan Doyl e: "Any intended victim
who has a regul ar routine

I mredi at el y makes hi nsel f nore

vul nerabl e". And then | recalled
one routine of which Travers was
particularly proud. It required a
further six-nonth wait on ny part
but that also gave ne nore tine to
perfect ny plan. | used the
enforced wait well because whenever
Caroline was away for nore than
twenty-four hours, | booked in for
a skiing |l esson on the dry sl ope at
Har r ow.

| found it surprisingly easy to

di scover when Travers woul d be
returning to Verbier, and I was
abl e to organi se the winter holiday
so that our paths would cross for
only three days, a period of tine
gquite sufficient for nme to conmt
ny first crinme.

Caroline and | arrived in Verhier
on the second Friday inJanuary. She
had commented on the state
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of ny nerves nore than once over the
Chri stmas period, and hoped the
hol i day would help nme relax. | could
hardly explain to her that it was

t he t hought of the holiday that was
maki ng nme so tense. It didn't help
when she asked ne on the plane to



Switzerland if | thought Travers
m ght be there this year.

On the first norning after our
arrival we took the ski |ift up at
about ten thirty and, once we had
reached the top, Caroline duly
reported to Marcel. As she departed
with himfor the A-slope | returned
to the B-slope to work on ny own. As
al ways we agreed to neet back at the
ski lift or, if we m ssed each
other, at least for |unch.

During the days that followed |

went over and over the plan | had
perfected in ny mnd and practiced
so diligently at Harrow until | felt
sure it was fool proof. By the end of
the first week |I had convinced
nysel f | was ready.

The night before Travers was due to
arrive | was the last to | eave the
sl opes. Even Caroline commented on
how much ny skiing had i nproved and
she suggested to Marcel that | was
ready for the A-slope with its

shar per bends and steeper ntl nes.

"Next year, perhaps,” | told her,
trying to make light of it, and
returned to the B-slope.

During the final norning | skied
over the first mle of the course
agai n and agai n, and becane so
preoccupied with nmy work that |
quite forgot tojoin Caroline for

| unch.

In the afternoon | checked and
rechecked the placing of every red
flag marking the run, and once
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| was convinced the | ast skier had
| eft the slope for the evening |
col l ected about thirty of the fl ags
and replaced themat intervals |
had carefully worked out. My fi nal
task was to check the prepared
patch before building a | arge nound
of snow sone twenty paces above the
chosen spot. Once ny preparations
were conplete | skied slowy down
the nountain in the fading |ight.

"Are you trying to win an AQynpic
gol d nedal or sonething?" Caroline
asked nme when | eventually got back
to our room | closed the bathroom
door so she couldn't expect a

reply.

Travers checked in to the hotel an
hour | ater.

| waited until the early- evening
before | joined himat the bar for
a drink. He seened a little nervous
when he first saw ne, but | quickly
put himat ease. H's old

sel f-confi dence soon returned,

whi ch only nmade nme nore determ ned
to carry out ny plan. | left himat
the bar a few m nutes before
Caroline cane down for dinner so
that she woul d not see the two of
us together. Innocent surprise
woul d be necessary once the deed
had been done.

"Unlike you to eat so little,
especially as you m ssed your



| unch, " Caroline comrented as we
| eft the dining roomthat night.

| nmade no conment as we passed
Travers seated at the bar, his hand
on the knee of another innocent

m ddl e- aged wonman.

| did not sleep for one second
that night and | crept out of bed
j ust before six the next norning,
careful not to wake Caroline.
Everything was | aid out on the

bat hroom fl oor just as | had | eft
it the night before. A few nonents
| ater | was dressed and ready. |
wal ked down the back stairs of the
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hotel, avoiding the Iift, and crept
out by the "fire exit", realising
for the first tinme what a thief

must feel like. | had a woollen cap
pul l ed well down over ny ears and a
pai r of snow goggl es covering ny
eyes: not even Caroline would have
recogni sed ne.

| arrived at the bottom ofthe sk
lift forty mnutes before it was
due to open. As | stood al one
behind the little shed that housed
the electrical machinery to work
the lift | realised that everything
now depended on Travers's-sticking
to his routine. I wasn't sure |
could go through with it if my plan
had to be noved on to the foll ow ng
day. As | waited, | stanped ny feet
in the freshly fallen snow, and

sl apped nmy arns around ny chest to



keep warm Every few nonents | kept
peering round the corner of the

buil ding in the hope that | would
see himstriding towards ne. At

| ast a speck appeared at the bottom
of the hill by the side of the

road, a pair of skis resting on the
man' s shoul ders. But what if it
didn't turn out to be Travers?

| stepped out from behind the shed
a few nonments later to join the
warmy w apped man. It was Travers
and he could not hide his surprise
at seeing nme standing there. |
started up a casual conversation
about being unable to sleep, and
how | thought I mght as well put
in a few runs before the rush
began. Now all | needed was the sk
lift to start up on tinme. A few

m nutes after seven an engi neer
arrived and the vast oily mechani sm
cranked into action.

W were the first two to take our
pl aces on those little seats before
headi ng up and over the deep

ravine. | kept turning back to
check there was still no one el se
I n sight.
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"1 usually manage to conplete a
full run even before the second
person arrives," Travers told ne
when the lift had reached its

hi ghest point. | | ooked back again
to be sure we were now well out of
si ght of the engi neer working the
lift, then peered down sone two



hundred feet and wondered what it
woul d be like to land head first in
the ravine. | began to feel dizzy
and wi shed | hadn't | ooked down.

The ski lift jerked slowy on up
the icy wire until we finally
reached the | andi ng point.

"Damm, " | said, as wejunpedof four
little seats. "Marcel isn't here.”

“"Never is at this tinme," said
Travers, making off towards the
advanced slope. "Far too early for
him™"

"I don't suppose you would cone
down with nme?" | said, calling

after Travers.

He stopped and | ooked back
suspi ci ousl y.

"Caroline thinks "'mready to join

you," | explained, "but I'mnot so
sure and woul d val ue a second
opinion. |'ve broken nmy own record

for the B-slope several tinmes, but
| wouldn't want to nake a fool of
nyself in front of ny wife."

"well, I -"

"I"d ask Marcel if he were here.
And in any case you're the best
skier | know. "

"Well, if you -" he began.

"Just the once, then you can spend
the rest of your holiday on the
A-sl ope. You could even treat the
run as a warmup."



"M ght make a change, | suppose,"”
he sai d.

"Just the once,"” | repeated.
"That's all I'll need. Then you'l
be able to tell me if I'm good
enough. "

"Shall we make a race of 1t?" he
said, taking ne

215
A TWST IN THE TALE

by surprise just as | began
clanping on ny skis. | couldn't
conplain; all the books on nurder
had warned ne to be prepared for

t he unexpected. "That's one way we
can find out if you're ready," he
added cockily.

"If you insist. Don't forget, |I'm
ol der and | ess experienced than
you," | rem nded him | checked ny
skis quickly because |I knew | had
to start offin front of him

"But you know the B-course
backwards,"” he retorted. " |'ve
never even seen it before."

“I"'l'l agree to a race, but only if
you'l | consider a wager," |
replied.

For the first time | could see |
had caught his interest. "How
much?" he asked.

"Ch, nothing so vulgar as noney,"
| said. "The wi nner gets to tel



Caroline the truth."

"The truth?" he said, |ooking
puzzl ed.

"Yes," | replied, and shot offdown
the hill before he could respond. |
got a good start as | skied in and
out of the red flags, but |ooking
back over ny shoul der | could see
he had recovered qui ckly and was

al ready chasing hard after ne. |
realised that it was vital for ne
to stay in front of himfor the
first third of the course, but |
could already feel himcutting down
ny | ead.

After half a mle of swerving and
driving he shouted, "You'll have to
go a lot faster than that if you
hope to beat ne." Hi s arrogant

boast only pushed ne to stay ahead
but | kept the | ead only because of
nmy advantage of knowi ng every tw st
and turn during that first mle.
Once | was sure that | would reach
the vital newly marked route before
he could | began to relax. After
all, 1 had practiced
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over the next two hundred netres
fifty times a day for the last ten
days, but | was only too aware that
this tine was the only one that
mat t er ed.

| glanced over ny shoul der to see
he was now about thirty netres
behind me. | began to slow slightly



as we approached the prepared ice
pat ch, hoping he wouldn't notice or
would think I'd lost ny nerve. |
hel d back even nore when | reached
the top of the patch until | could
al nost feel the sound of his
breat hi ng. Then, quite suddenly,
the nonment before | woul d have hit
the ice | ploughed ny skis and cane
to a conplete halt in the nound of
snow | had built the previous

ni ght. Travers sailed past ne at
about forty mles an hour, and
seconds later flew high into the
air over the ravine with a scream|
will never forget. | couldn't get
nysel fto | ook over the edge as |
knew he nust have broken every bone
in his body the nonent he hit the
snow sonme hundred feet bel ow

| carefully | eveled the nound of
snow that had saved ny life and

t hen cl anbered back up the nountain
as fast as | could go, gathering
the thirty flags that had heral ded
ny false route. Then | skied from
side to side replacing themin
their correct positions on the

B- sl ope, sonme one hundred netres
above ny carefully prepared ice
patch. Once each one was back in
pl ace | skied on down the hill
feeling like an A ynpi c chanpi on.
When | reached the base of the
slope | pulled up nmy hood to cover
ny head and didn't renove ny snow
goggl es. | wunstrapped ny skis and
wal ked casually towards the hotel.
| re-entered the building by the
rear door and was back in bed by
seven forty.

| tried to control ny breathing but



It was sone
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tinme before ny pul se had returned
to normal. Caroline woke a few
mnutes |ater, turned over and put
her arns round ne.

"Ugh," she said, "you're frozen.
Have you been sl eeping w thout the
covers on?"

| | aughed. "You nust have pul |l ed
them of f during the night."

"Go and have a hot bath."

After | had had a quick bath we
made | ove and | dressed a second
ti me, doubl e-checking that |I had
l eft no clues of ny early flight
bef ore goi ng down to breakfast.

As Caroline was pouring ny second
cup of coffee, | heard the

anbul ance siren at first com ng
fromthe town and then | ater
returning.

"Hope it wasn't a bad accident,™
ny wife said, as she continued to
pour her coffee.

"What?" | said, alittle too
| oudl y, glancing up fromthe
previ ous day's Tines.

"The siren, silly. There nust have
been an acci dent on the nountain.
Probably Travers," she said.



"Travers?" | said, even nore
| oudl y.

"Patrick Travers. | saw himat the
bar last night. | didn't nmention it
to you because | know you don't
care for him™"

"But why Travers?" | asked
nervously.

"Doesn't he always claimhe's the
first on the sl ope every norning?
Even beats the instructors up to
the top."

"Does he?" | said.

"You nust renenber. W were going
up for the first tinme the day we
met hi m when he was already on his
third run.”

"Was he?"
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"You are being dimthis norning,
Edward. Did you get out of bed the
wrong si de?" she asked, | aughing.

| didn't reply.

"Well, I only hope it is Travers,"
Carol i ne added, sipping her coffee.

"I never did |li ke the man."

"Why not?" | asked, sonewhat taken
aback.

"He once nade a pass at ne," she
sai d casually.



| stared across at her, unable to
speak.

"Aren't you going to ask what
happened?' '

"I"mso stunned | don't know what
to say," | replied.

"He was all over ne at the gallery
that night and then invited nme out
to lunch after we had dinner with
him | told himto get l|ost,"
Caroline said. She touched ne gently
on the hand. "I've never nentioned
It to you before because | thought

it mght have been the reason he
returned the Vuillard, and that only
made ne feel quilty."

"But it's me who should feel
guilty,” I said, funbling with a
pi ece of toast.

"Ch, no, darling, you're not

guilty of anything. In any case, if
| ever decided to be unfaithful it
woul dn't be with a | ounge lizard

| i ke that. Good heavens no. Diana
had al ready warned ne what to expect
fromhim Not ny style at all."

| sat there thinking of Travers on
his way to a norgue, or even worse,
still buried under the snow, know ng
there was nothing | could do about
it.

"You know, | think the tinme really
has come for you to tackle the
A-slope,” Caroline said as we
finished breakfast. "Your skiing has
| npr oved beyond words."



219
A TWST IN THE TALE

"Yes," | replied, nore than a
little preoccupied. | hardly spoke
anot her word as we nmade our way
together to the foot of the
nmount ai n.

"Are you all right, darling?"
Caroline asked as we travelled up
side by side on the |ift.

"Fine," | said, unable to | ook

down into the ravine as we reached
t he hi ghest point. Was Travers
still down there, or already in the
nor gue?

"Stop |ooking |ike a frightened
child. After all the work you've
put in this week you're nore than
ready to join ne," she said
reassuringly.

| smled weakly. Wien we reached
the top, | junped off the ski |ift
just a nonent too early, and knew
I mredi ately | took ny second step
that | had sprained an ankl e.

| received no synpathy from
Caroline. She was convinced | was
putting it on in order to avoid
attenpting the advanced run. She
swept past ne and sped on down the
nountain while | returned in
ignominy via the lift. Wen |
reached the bottom | gl anced
towards the engi neer but he didn't
give nme a second | ook. | hobbl ed
over to the First Ald post and



checked in. Caroline joined ne a
few mnutes |ater.

| explained to her that the duty
orderly thought it mght be a
fracture and it had been suggested
| report to the hospital

I mredi at el y.

Caroline frowned, renoved her

skis and went off to find a taxi to
take us to the hospital. It wasn't
a longjourney but it was one the
taxi driver evidently had done nany
times before fromthe way he took
the slippery bends.

"I ought to be able to dine out on
this for about a
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year," Caroline promsed ne as we
entered the doubl e doors of the
hospi t al .

"Wul d you be kind enough to wai't
out si de, madan?" asked a nal e
orderly as | was ushered into the
X-ray room

"Yes, but will | ever see ny poor
husband agai n?" she nocked as the
door was closed in front of her.

-1 entered a roomfull of

sophi sticated nachi nery presided
over by an expensively dressed
doctor. | told himwhat | thought
was wong with me and he lifted the
of fendi ng foot gently up on to an
X-ray machi ne. Monents |ater he was



studyi ng the | arge negati ve.

"There's no fracture there," he
assured me, pointing to the bone.
"But if you are still in any pain
it mght be wise for nme to bind the
ankle up tightly." The doctor then
pinned my X-ray next to five others
hanging froma rail.

"Am | the sixth person already
today?" | asked, |ooking up at the
row of X-rays.

"No, no," he said, |aughing. "The
other five are all the sane nman. |
think he nust have tried to fly
over the ravine, the fool."

"COver the ravine?"

"Yes, showing off, | suspect," he
said as he began to bind ny ankle.
"We get one every year but this
poor fellow broke both his |Iegs and
an arm and wll have a nasty scar
on his face to remnd himof his
stupidity. Lucky to be alive in ny
opi ni on. "

"Lucky to be alive?" | repeated
weakl y.

"Yes, but only because he didn't
know what he was doing. My
fourteen-year-ol d skis over that
ravine and can land |ike a seagull
on water. He, on
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the other hand," the doctor pointed



to the X-rays, "won't be skiing
again this holiday. In fact, he
won't be wal king for at |east six
nont hs. "

"Real | y?" | said.

"And as for you," he added, after
he finished binding nme up, "just
rest the ankle in ice every three
hours and change the bandage once a
day. You shoul d be back on the

sl opes again in a couple of days,
three at the nost."

"We're flying back this evening,"
| told himas | gingerly got to ny
feet.

"Good timng," he said, smling.

| hobbl ed happily out of the X-ray
roomto find Caroline head down in
Ellc.

"You | ook pleased with yourself,k"
she sai d, |ooking up.

"I am It turns out to be nothing
wor se than two broken | egs, a
broken arm and a scar on the face."
"How stupid of nme," said Caroline,
"I thought it was a sinple sprain.”
"Not ne," | told her. "Travers-
the accident this norning, you
remenber ? The anbul ance. Still,

they assure ne he'll live," |
added.
"Pity," she said, linking her arm

through mne. "After all the
trouble you took, | was rather



hopi ng you'd succeed. ™
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HAT
isn't the version |
heard," said Philip.

One of the club
nmenbers seated at

t he bar gl anced
round at the sound
of raised voices,

but when he saw who
was i nvol ved only
sm | ed and conti nued
hi s conversati on.

The Hasl enere ol f
Club was fairly
crowded t hat
Sat ur day norni ng.
And just before

l unch it was often
difficult to find a
seat in the spacious
cl ubhouse.

Two of the nmenbers
had al ready ordered
t heir second round
and settled

t hensel ves in the
al cove overl ooki ng
the first hole | ong
before the room
began to fill up.
Philip Masters and



M chael G | nour had
finished their
Sat ur day nor ni ng
game earlier than
usual and now seened
engrossed in
conversati on.

"And what did you
hear ?" asked M chael
G | nour quietly, but
in a voice that
carri ed.

"That you weren't
al t oget her bl anel ess
in the matter."

"l nost certainly
was, " said M chael
"What are you
suggesti ng?"”
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"I mnot suggesting anything,"”

said Philip. "But don't forget, you
can't fool ne. | enployed you
nysel f once and |'ve known you for
far too long to accept everything
you say at face val ue."

"I wasn't trying to fool anyone,"
said Mchael. "It's conmon

know edge that | lost ny job. |'ve
never suggested ot herw se."

"Agreed. But what isn't common
knowl edge is how you | ost your job
and why you haven't been able to
find a new one."



"I haven't been able to find a new
one for the sinple reason jobs
aren't that easy to cone by at the
nonment. And by the way, it's not ny
fault you're a success story and a
bl oody mllionaire."

"And it's not ny fault that you're
penni | ess and al ways out of worKk.
The truth is that jobs are easy
enough to cone by for soneone who
can supply references fromhis |ast

enpl oyer. "

"Just what are you hinting at?"
said M chael

"I'"'mnot hinting at anything."

Several nmenbers had stopped taking
part in the conversation in front
of themas they tried to listen to
t he one going on behind them

"What | am saying,"” Philip
continued, "is that no one wll
enpl oy you for the sinple reason
that you can't find anyone who wil |
supply you with a reference - and
everybody knows it."

Everybody didn't know it, which
expl ai ned why nost people in the
roomwere now trying to find out.

"I was made redundant,” insisted
M chael .

“I'n your case redundant was j ust
a euphem sm for sacked. No one

pretended otherwi se at the tine."
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"I was made redundant," repeated

M chael, "for the sinple reason
that the conpany profits turned out
to be a little disappointing this
year."

"Alittle disappointing? That's
rich. They were non-existent."

"Simply because we | ost one or two
of our major accounts to rivals."

"Rivals who, |'minfornmed, were
only too happy to pay for a little
i nside information."

By now nost nenbers of the club
had cut short their own
conversations as they | eaned,

twi sted, turned and bent in an
effort to capture every word coni ng
fromthe two nen seated in the

w ndow al cove of the club room

"The | oss of those accounts was
fully explained in the report to
sharehol ders at this year's AGV "
said M chael

"But was it explained to those
same sharehol ders how a forner

enpl oyee could afford to buy a new
car only a matter of days after
bei ng sacked?" pursued Philip. "A
second car, | mght add." Philip
took a sip of his tomato juice.

"It wasn't a new car," said
M chael defensively. "It was a
second-hand M ni and | bought it
with part of ny redundancy pay when
| had to return the conpany car.



And in any case, you know Car ol
needs her own car for the job at
t he bank."

"Frankly, | am amazed Carol has
stuck it for so long as she has
after all you've put her through."

"All 1've put her through; what
are you inplying?" asked M chael.

"I amnot inplying anything,"
Philip retorted. "But the fact is
that a certain young wonman who
shall remai n nanel ess" - this piece
of information

227
A TWST IN THE TALE

seened to di sappoi nt nost
eavesdroppers - "al so becane
redundant at about the sanme tine,
not to nmention pregnant.”

The barnman had not been asked for

a drink for nearly seven m nutes,
and by now there were few nenbers
still affecting not to be listening
to the altercation between the two
men. Sonme were even staring in open
di sbel i ef.

"But | hardly knew her,"
M chael .

pr ot est ed

"As | said, that's not the version
| heard. And what's nore |'mtold
the child bears a striking

resenbl ance -"

"That's going too far-"



"Only if you have nothing to
hide," said Philip grimy.

"You know | 've nothing to hide."

"Not even the bl onde hairs Carol
found all over the back seat of the
new Mni. The girl at work was a

bl onde, wasn't she?"

"Yes, but those hairs cane froma
golden retriever."

"You don't have a gol den
retriever."

"I know, but the dog bel onged to
the | ast owner."

"That bitch didn't belong to the
| ast owner, and | refuse to believe
Carol fell for that old chestnut."

"She believed it because it was the
truth."

"The truth, | fear, is sonething
you | ost contact with a long tine
ago. You were sacked, first because
you coul dn't keep your hands off
anything in a skirt under forty,
and second, because you coul dn't
keep your fingers out of the till.

| ought to know. Don't forget | had
to get rid of you for the sane
reasons.
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M chael junped up, his cheeks

al nost the colour of Philip's
tomato juice. He raised his



clenched fist and was about to take
a swng at Philip when Col onel

Mat her, the club president,
appeared at his side.

"Good norning, sir," said Philip
calmy, rising for the Col onel.

"Good norning, Philip," the

Col onel barked. "Don't you think
this little m sunderstandi ng has
gone quite far enough?"

"Littl e m sunder st andi ng?"
protested Mchael. "Didn't you hear
what he's been saying about ne?"

"Every word, unfortunately, Ilike
any ot her nenber present," said the
Col onel . Turning back to Philip, he
added, "Perhaps you two should
shake hands |i ke good fellows and
call it a day."

"Shake hands wi th that

phi | anderi ng, doubl ecrossi ng
shyster? Never," said Philip. "I
tell you, Colonel, he's not fit to
be a nenber ofthis club, and | can
assure you that you've only heard
half the story."

Bef ore the Col onel could attenpt
anot her round of diplomacy M chael
sprang on Philip and it took three
men younger than the club president
to prise themapart. The Col onel

I mredi ately ordered both nen off
the prem ses, warning themthat
their conduct would be reported to
t he house committee at its next
mont hly neeting. And until that
neeti ng had taken place, they were
bot h suspended.



The club secretary, Jereny Howard,
escorted the two nen off the

prem ses and wat ched Philip get
into his Rolls-Royce and drive
sedately down the drive and out

t hrough the gates. He had to wait
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on the steps of the club for
several m nutes before M chael
departed in his Mni. He appeared
to be sitting in the front seat
writing sonething. Wien he had
eventual |y passed through the club
gates, the secretary turned on his
heel s and nmade his way back to the
bar. What they did to each other
after they left the grounds was
none of his business.

Back in the clubhouse, the
secretary found that the
conversation had not returned to
the likely winner of the
President's Putter, the seeding of
the Ladi es' Handi cap Cup, or who
m ght be prevail ed upon to sponsor
t he Youth Tournanent that year.

"They seened in a jolly enough

nood when | passed themon the

si xteenth hole earlier this

norni ng," the club captain inforned
t he Col onel .

The Col onel admitted to being
nystified. He had known both nen
since the day they joined the club
nearly fifteen years before. They
weren't bad | ads, he assured the



captain; in fact he rather |iked
them They had played a round of
gol f every Saturday norning for as
| ong as anyone coul d renenber, and
never a cross word had been known
to pass between them

"Pity," said the Colonel. "I was
hopi ng to ask Masters to sponsor
the Youth Tournanment this year."

"Good idea, but | can't see you
pul ling that off now "

"I can't imagi ne what they thought
they were up to."

"Can it sinply be that Philip is
such a success story and M chael
has fallen on hard tinmes?" sug-
gested the captain.

"No, there's nore to it than that,"
replied the
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Colonel. "This norning's little
epi sode requires a fuller
expl anation," he added sagely.

Everyone in the club was aware that
Philip Masters had built up his own
busi ness from scratch

after he had left his first job as a
kitchen sal esnan. "Ready-Fit
Kitchens" had started in a shed at
the end of Philip's garden and ended
up in a factory on the other side of
t own whi ch enpl oyed over three
hundred people. After Ready-Fit went



public the financial press

specul ated that Philip's shares

al one had to be worth a coupl e of
mllion. When five years later the
conpany was taken over by the John
Lewi s Partnership, it becane public
knowl edge that Philip had wal ked
away fromthe deal with a cheque for
seventeen mllion pounds and a five-
year service contract that would
have pl eased a pop star. Sone of the
wi ndfal | had been spent on a
magni fi cent Georgi an house in sixty
acres of woodl and just outside

Hasl enere: he coul d even see the
gol f course fromhis bedroom Philip
had been married for over twenty
years and his wife Sally was

chai rman of the regional branch of
the Save the Children Fund and aJP.
Their son had just won a place at St
Anne's Col | ege, Oxford.

M chael was the boy's godfat her.

M chael G | nmour could not have

been a greater contrast. On | eaving
school, where Philip had been his
closest friend, he had drifted from
job tojob. He started out as a
trainee with Watneys, but |asted
only a few nont hs before noving on
to work as a rep with a publishing
conpany. Like Philip, he married his
chi | dhood sweet heart, Carol West,

t he daughter of a local doctor.

When their own daughter was born,
Car ol
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conpl ai ned about the hours M chael
spent away from honme so he | eft
publ i shing and signed on as a

di stribution manager with a | ocal
soft drinks firm He |asted for a
coupl e of years until his deputy
was pronoted over himas area
manager, at which decision M chael
left in a huff. After his first
spell on the dole, Mchael joined a
gr ai n- packi ng conpany, but found he
was allergic to corn and, having
been supplied with a nedical
certificate to prove it, collected
his first redundancy cheque. He
then joined Philip as a Ready-Fit
Kitchens rep but left w thout

expl anation within a nonth of the
conpany being taken over. Another
spell of unenpl oynent foll owed

bef ore he took up the job of sales
manager with a conpany that nade

m crowave ovens. He seened to have
settled down at last until, w thout
war ni ng, he was made redundant. It
was true that the conpany profits
had been hal ved that year, while
the conpany directors were sorry to
see Mchael go - or that was how it
was expressed in their in-house
magazi ne.

Carol was unable to hide her

di stress when M chael was made
redundant for the fourth tinme. They
coul d have done with the extra cash
now t hat their daughter had been
offered a place at art school.

Philip was the girl's godfat her.
"What are you going to do about

I t?" asked Carol anxiously, when
M chael had told her what had taken



pl ace at the club.

"There's only one thing | can do,"
he replied. "After all, | have ny
reputation to consider. | shall sue
t he bastard.”
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"That's a terrible way to talk
about your ol dest friend. And
anyway we can't afford to go to
|l aw, " said Carol. "Philip's a
mllionaire and we're penniless.”

"Can't be hel ped," said Mchael.
“I''"'l'l have to go through with it,
even if it means selling up every-
t hing."

"And even if the rest of your
famly has to suffer along with
you?"

“"None of us will suffer when he
ends up paying ny costs plus
massi ve danages. "

"But you could | ose,"” said Carol.
"Then we woul d end up with not hi ng-
wor se t han not hi ng. "

"That's not possible," said

M chael . "He made the m stake of
saying all those things in front of
W t nesses. There nust have been
over fifty nmenbers in the cl ubhouse
this nmorning, including the presi-
dent of the club and the editor of
the | ocal paper, and they coul dn't
have failed to hear every word."



Carol remai ned unconvi nced, and

she was relieved that during the
next few days M chael didn't
mention Philip's nanme once. She
hoped that her husband had cone to
his senses and the whole affair was
best forgotten.

But then the Hasl enmere Chronicle
decided to print its version of the
guarrel between M chael and Philip.
Under the headline "Fight breaks
out at golf club" canme a carefully
wor ded account of what had taken

pl ace on the previous Saturday. The
editor of the Haskmere Chronicle
knew only too well that the
conversation itself was unprintable
unl ess he al so wanted to be sued,
but he managed to include enough

i nnuendo in the article to give a
full flavour of what had happened

t hat norni ng.
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"That's the final straw," said

M chael , when he finished reading
the article for a third time. Carol -
real i sed that nothing she could say
or do was going to stop her husband
NOW.

The foll ow ng Monday, M chael
contacted a |l ocal solicitor,

Regi nal d Lomax, who had been at
school with them both. Arnmed with
the article, Mchael briefed Lonax
on the conversation that the
Chronicle had felt injudicious to



publish in any great detail. M chael
al so gave Lomax his own detailed
account of what had happened at the
club that norning, and handed hi m
four pages of handwitten notes to
back his clains up.

Lomax studied the notes carefully.
"When did you wite these?"

“In my car, imedi ately after we
wer e suspended. "

"That was circunmspect of you,"

said Lomax. "Most circunspect."” He
stared quizzically at his client
over the top of his half-noon
spectacles. M chael nade no comment.
"OfF course you nust be aware that
the law is an expensive pastine,"”
Lomax continued. "Suing for slander
wi |l not conme cheap, and even with
evi dence as strong as this" -he
tapped the notes in front of him
"you could still |ose. Slander
depends so nuch on what ot her people
remenber or, nore inportant, wll
admt to renenbering.”

"' mwell aware of that," said
Mchael. "But |I'mdetermned to go
through with it. There were over
fifty people in the club within
earshot that norning.

"So be it," said Lomax. "Then |
shall require five thousand pounds
i n advance as a conti ngency
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fee to cover all the imedi ate
costs and the preparations for a
court case." For the first tine
M chael | ooked hesitant.

"Ret urnabl e, of course, but only
If you win the case.”

M chael renoved his cheque book
and wote out a figure which, he
reflected, would only just be
covered by the remai nder of his
redundancy pay.

The wit for slander against
Philip Masters was issued the next
norni ng by Lomax, Davis and Lonmax.

A week |later the wit was accepted
by another firmof solicitors in
the same town, actually in the sane
bui | di ng.

Back at the club, debate on the
rights and wongs of G| nour v.
Masters did not subside as the

weeks passed.

Cl ub nmenbers whispered furtively
anong t hensel ves whet her they m ght
be called to give evidence at the
trial. Several had already received
|etters from Lonmax, Davis and Lomax
requesti ng statenents about what
they could recall being said by the
two nmen that norning. A good nmany
pl eaded amesi a or dearness but a
few turned in graphic accounts of
the quarrel. Encouraged, M chael
pressed on, much to Carol's di snay.

One norning about a nonth |ater,
after Carol had left for the bank,
M chael G | nour received a cal



from Regi nal d Lomax. The
defendant's solicitors, he was

i nfornmed, had requested a "wthout
prej udi ce" consultation.

"Surely you're not surprised by
that after all the evidence we've
col l ected?" M chael replied.
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"It"s only a consultation," Lonax
rem nded him

"Consul tation or no consultation
| won't settle for |ess than one
hundr ed t housand pounds."

"Well, | don't even know t hat
t hey-" began Lomax.

"I do, and | al so know that for

the | ast el even weeks | haven't
been able to even get an interview
for a job because of that bastard,"
M chael said with contenpt.
“Not hi ng | ess than one hundred

t housand pounds, do you hear ne?"

"I think you are being a trifle
optimstic, in the circunstances,"”
said Lomax. "But I'll call you and
| et you know the other side's
response as soon as the neeting has
t aken pl ace. "

M chael told Carol the good news

t hat evening, but |ike Reginald
Lomax she was sceptical. The

ri nging of the phone interrupted
their discussion on the subject.

M chael, wth Carol standing by his



side, listened carefully to Lomax's
report. Philip, it seenmed, was
willing to settle for twenty-five

t housand pounds and had agreed to
payi ng both sides' costs.

Carol nodded her grateful
acceptance, but M chael only
repeated that Lomax was to hol d out
for nothing | ess than one hundred

t housand. "Can't you see that
Philip' s already worked out what
It's going to cost himif this case
ends up in court? And he knows only
too well that I won't give in."

Carol and Lomax renai ned
unconvinced. "It's nmuch nore touch
and go than you realise," the
solicitor told him "A H gh Court
jury m ght consider the words were
only neant as banter."
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"Banter? But what about the fight
that foll owed the banter?" said
M chael .

"Started by you," Lonax pointed
out. "Twentyfive thousand is a good
figure in the circunstances,"” he
added.

M chael refused to budge, and

ended the conversation by repeating
hi s demand for one hundred thousand
pounds.

Two weeks passed before the other
side offered fifty thousand in
exchange for a quick settlenent.



This tinme Lomax was not surprised
when M chael rejected the offer out
of hand. "Quick settlenment be
damed. 1've told you | won't

consi der | ess than a hundred

t housand. " Lomax knew by now t hat
any plea for prudence was going to
fall on deaf ears.

It took three nore weeks and
several nore phone calls between
solicitors before the other side
accepted that they were going to
have to pay the full one hundred
t housand pounds. Regi nald Lomax
rang M chael to informhimof the
news | ate one evening, trying to
make it sound as if he had scored a
personal triunph. He assured

M chael that the necessary papers
could be drawn up i nmedi ately and
the settlenment signed in a natter
of days.

""Naturally all your costs will be
covered," he added.

“Naturally," said M chael

"So all that is left for you to do
now i s agree on a statenent.”

A short statenent was penned and,
with the agreenent of both sides,

i ssued to the Hasl enerc Chronicle.
The paper printed the contents the
following Friday on its front page.
"The wit for slander between

G | nour and Masters," the
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Chronicle "has been withdrawn with
t he agreenent of both sides but only
after a substantial out-of-court
settl enent by the defendant. Philip
Masters has wi thdrawn unreservedly
what was said at the club that
nor ni ng and has given an
uncondi ti onal apol ogy; he has al so
made a pronmise that he will never
repeat the words used again. M-
Masters has paid the plaintiffs
costs in full."

Philip wote to the Col onel the
same day, adm tting perhaps he had
had a little too nuch to drink on
the norning in question. He
regretted his inpetuous outburst,
apol ogi sed and assured the club's
president it would never happen
agai n.

Carol was the only one who seened
to be saddened by the outcone.

"What's the matter, darling?"
asked M chael. "We've won, and
what's nore it's sol ved our
financial problens."

"I know," said Carol, "but is it
wort h | osi ngyour closest friend for
one hundred thousand pounds?"

On the foll ow ng Saturday norning

M chael was pleased to find an

envel ope anong his norning post with
the GolfClub crest on the flap. He
opened it nervously and pull ed out

a single sheet of paper. It read:

Dear M G | nour,

At the nonthly commttee neeting



hel d | ast

Wednesday Col onel WMat her raised the
matter of

your behaviour in the clubhouse on
t he norni ng

of Saturday, April 16th.

It was decided to mnute the
conpl ai nts of.

several nenbers, but on this
occasion only to

I ssue a severe reprimand to you
bot h. Should a

THE LOOPHOLE

simlar incident occur in the
future, |l oss of nenbership woul d
be autonati c.

The tenporary suspension issued
by Col onel Matheron April 16th is
now lifted. Yours sincerely,

Jay 4~ -
Jereny Howard (Secretary)

"' moffto do the shopping,"”
shouted Carol fromthe top of the
stairs. "Wat are your plans for
t he norni ng?"

"I"'mgoing to have a round of
golf," said Mchael, folding up the
letter.

"Good idea," said Carol to herself
as she wondered whom M chael woul d
find to play against in the future.



Quite a few nenbers noticed M chael
and Philip teeing up at the first
hol e that Saturday norning. The
club captain commented to the

Col onel that he was glad to observe
that the quarrel had been sorted
out to everyone's satisfaction.

"Not to mne," said the Col onel
under his breath. "You can't get
drunk on tomato juice."

"1 wonder what the devil they can
be tal ki ng about?" the club captain
said as he stared at them both

t hrough the bay w ndows. The

Col onel raised his binoculars to
take a closer look at the two nen.

"How coul d you possibly miss a
four-foot putt, dummy?" asked

M chael when they had reached the
first green. "You nust be drunk
again."
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"As you well know," replied
Philip, "I never drink before

di nner, and | therefore suggest
that your allegation that | am
drunk again is nothing |less than
sl ander . "

"Yes, but where are your

W t nesses?" said M chael as they
noved up on to the second tee. "I
had over fifty, don't forget."

Bot h nmen | aughed.



Their conversation ranged over
many subj ects as they played the
first eight holes, never once
touching on their past quarrel
until they reached the ninth green,
the farthest point fromthe cl ub-
house. They both checked to see
there was no one within earshot.
The nearest player was still
putting out some two hundred yards
behi nd them on the eighth hole. It
was then that M chael renoved a
bul ky brown envel ope fromhis golf
bag and handed it over to Philip.

"Thank you," said Philip, dropping
t he package into his own golf bag
as he renoved a putter. "As neat a
little operation as |'ve been

i nvolved in for a long tine,"
Philip added as he addressed the
bal I .

"I end up with forty thousand
pounds, " said M chael grinning,
"while you | ose nothing at all."

"Only because | pay tax at the

hi ghest rate and can therefore
claimthe loss as a legitimte
busi ness expense, " said Philip,
"and | wouldn't have been able to
do that if | hadn't once enpl oyed
you. "

"And |, as a successful l|itigant,
need pay no tax at all on danmages
received in a civil case.™

"A | oophol e that even this
Chancel | or hasn't caught on to,"
said Philip.

"Even though it went to Reggie



Lomax, | was sorry about the
solicitors' fees," added M chael.
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“"No problem old fellow They're

al so one hundred per cent clai mble
agai nst tax. So as you see, |

didn't | ose a penny and you ended
up with forty thousand pounds tax
free."

"And nobody the wi ser," said

M chael , | aughi ng.

The Col onel put his binocul ars back
Into their case. "Had your eye on
this year's wi nner of the
President's Putter, Col onel ?" asked
the club captain.

"No," the Colonel replied. "The
certain sponsor of this year's
Yout h Tour nanent . "
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THE



rabbi knew he
couldn't hope to
begin on his sernon
he'd read the

| etter. He had been
sitting at his desk
in front of a blank
sheet of paper for
over an hour and
still couldn't cone
up with a first
sentence. Lately he
had been unable to
concentrate on a
task he had carried
out every Friday
evening for the | ast
thirty years. They
nmust have realised
by now t hat he was
no longer up to it.
He took the letter
out of the envel ope
and sl owy unfol ded
t he pages. Then he
pushed hi s hal f-noon
spectacl es up the
bri dge of his nose
and started to read.

My dear Fat her,

*Jew boy. "' Jew
boy.' Jew boy!" were
the first words |
ever heard her say
as | ran past her on
the f rst lap of the
race. She was

st andi ng behind the
railing at the
begi nni ng of the
home strai ght, hands
cupped around her



lips to be sure |
couldn't mss the
chant. She nust have
come from anot her
school because |
didn't recognise
her, but it only
took a fleeting

gl ance to see that

it was Greg Reynol ds
who was standi ng by
her si de.

Afterioeyears of
having to tolerate
his m ce comrents
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and bul lying at school all | wanted
to retaliate with was, "Nazi, Nazi,
Nazi, " butyou had al ways taught ne

to rise above such provocati on.

| tried to put them both out of ny
mnd as | nooed into the second | ap.
| had dreanedforyears of w nning the
mle in the West Mount Hi gh School
chanpi onshi ps, and | was determ ned
not to let themdo anything to stop
me.

As | cane into the back straight

a second tinme | took a nore careful
| ook at her. She was standing amd
a cluster of friends who were
wearing the scarves of Marianapolis
Gnoeat. She nust have been about
sixteen, and as slimas a wllow |
wonder if you would inane chastised
me had | only shouted, "No breasts,
no breasts, no breasts, " in the



hope it m ght at |east provoke the
boy standing next to her into a
fight. Then | woul d have been abl e
to tellyou truthfully that be had
thrown the f rst punch but the
nmonmentyou had | earned that it was
G eg Reynol dsyou woul d hamreali sed
how little provocation | needed.

As | reached the back straight |
once again prepared nyself for the
chants. Chanting at track neetings
had becone fashionable in the | ad
1950s when "Zat - o- pek, Zat - o-pek,
Zat-o-pek " had been roared in

adul ati on across runni ng stadi uns
around the world for the great Czech
chanpion. Not for nme was there to be
t he shout of "Ros-en-thal,
Ros-en-thal, Ros-en-thal" as | cane
i nto earshot.

*Jew boy! Jew boy! Jew boy! "she

said, sounding |ike a granophone
record that had got stuck. Herfriend
G eg, who woul d nowadays be

descri bed as a preppie, began

| aughi ng. | knew he hadput her up to
it, and how!| would life to have
renoved that snug grin fromhis
face. | reached the half-mle mark
In two m nutes seventeen seconds,
confortably inside the pace
necessary to break the school

record, and If elt that was the best
way to put the tauntinggirl and that
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fascist Reynolds in their place.

couldn't ,ieip thinking at the tine
how unfair it all was. | was a rea



Canadi an, born and bred in this
county, while she was just an
immgrant. After all,you, Father,
had escapedfrom Hanburg in 1937 and
started with nothing. Her parents
did not Iand on these shores until
1949, by which tineyou were a
resieetedigure in the comunity.

| gritted ny teeth and tried to
concentrate. Zatotek had witten in
hi s aut obi ography that no runner
can afford to lose his
concentration during a race. \Wen |
reached the penultimte bend the

I nevi tabl e chanting began again,

but this tinme it only made ne steed
up and even nore determned to
break that record. Once | was back
In the safety of the honme straight
| could hear sone of ny friends
roari ng, "Come on, Benjamn,you can
do it," and the tinekeeper called
out, "Three twenty-three, three
twenty-four, three twenty-/ye" as |
passed the bell to begin the |ast

| ap.

| knew that the record -four
thirty-two - was now well wthin ny
"rasp and all those dark nights
oSwi nter training suddenly seened
wort hwhile. As | reached the back
straight | took the |lead, and
eoenSeit that | coul df ace thegirl
again. | sumoned up ny strength
for one last effort. A quick glance
over ny shoul der confirnmed | was

al readyyards in front of any of ny
rivals, so it was only ne agai nst
the clock. Then | heard the
chanting, but this tinme it was even
| ouder than before, '~Jew boy! Jew
boy! Jew boy!" It was | ouder



because the two of them were now
wor ki ng in unison, and just as |
came round the bend Reynol ds rai sed
his ann in a flagrant Nazi sal ute.

If I had only carried onfor

anot her twentyyards | would hare
reached the safety of the hone
strai ght and the cheers of
nyfriends, the cup and the record.
But they had made ne so angy that |
could no | onger control nyself

| shot of A the track and ran
across the grass over the
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| ong-junp pit and strai ght towards
them At Cast ny crazy decision
stopped their charting because
Reynol ds | owered his arm and j ust
stood there staring pathetically at
me from behind the small railing

t hat surrounded the outer perineter
of the track. | |eaped right over it
and | anded in front of ny adversay.
Wth all the energy | had saved for
the final straight |I took an

al mghty swwing at him M fist

| anded an i nch below his left eye
and he buckled and jell to the
ground by herside. Quickly she knelt
down and, staring up, gave ne a | ook
of such hatred that no words coul d
have matched it. Once | was sure
Greg wasn't going to get up, |
wal l ed slowly back on to the track
as the last of the runners were

com ng round theinal bend.

"Last again, Jew boy, " | heard



her shout as | jogged down the hone
straight, so far behind the others
that they didn't coen bother to
record my time.

How of ten si nce haveyou quoted ne
those words: "Still have |I borne it
with a patient shrug, for sufferance
is the badge of all our tribe ". O
courseyou were right, but I was only
seventeen then, and even after | had
| earned the truth about Christina's
father | still couldn't understand
how anyone who had conefrom a

def eated Germany, a GCernmany
condemed by the rest of the

worl dfor its treatnent of the Jews,
could still behave in such a manner.
And in those days | really believed
herfam |y were Nazis, but |
rencnberyou patiently explaining to
nme that her father had been an
admral in the German navy, and had
won an Iron Crossfor sinking Allied
shi ps. Doyou renenber ne asking how
could you tolerate such a man, |et
alone allow himto settle down in
our county?

You went on to assure ne that

Admi ral non Brauner, who canmefrom an
old Roman Cat holiefam |y andprobably
despi sed the Nazis as nmuch as we
did, had acquitted hinself
honourably as an of ficcr and a
gentl eman t hroughout his life
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as a German sailor. But | still

couldn't aceeptyourattitudr, or
didn't want to.



It didn't help, Father, that you

al ways saw t he other man's point of
vi ew, and even though Mot her had

di ed prematurely because of those
bast ardsyou could stilly nd it

I nyou to forgive.

I f you had been born a
Christian, you woul d have been a
sai nt.

The rabbi put the letter down and
rubbed his tired eyes before he
turned over another page witten in
that fine script that he had taught
his only son so many years before.
Benj am n had al ways | ear ned

qui ckly, everything fromthe Hebrew
scriptures to a conplicated

al gebrai c equation. The old man had
even begun to hope the boy m ght
becone a rabbi.

Do you renenber ny asking you that
eveni ng why people coul dn't
understand that the world had
changed? Didn't the girl realise
that she was no better than we
were? | shall never forgetyour
reply. She is,you said, far better
than us, if the only wayyou can

pt ooeyour superiority is to punch
herfriend in the face.

| returned to ny room anger ed
byyour weakness. It was to be nmany
years before | understoodyour
strengt h.

When | wasn't poundi ng round that
track | rarely had tine for

anyt hi ng other than working for a
schol arship to MG IIl, so it cane



as a surprise that her path crossed
m ne again so soon.

It must have been about a week

| ater that | saw her at the | ocal
sSw mm ng pool. She was standi ng at
the deep end, just under the diving
board, when | cane in. Her |ong
fair hair was danci ng on her

shoul ders, her bright eyes eagerly
taking in everything going on
around her. Geg was by her side.
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was pleased to notice a deep purple
patch remai ned under his |eft eye
for all to sec. | also renenber
chuckling to nyself because she
really did have the flattest chest

| had doer seen on a

si xteen-year-old girl, though I have
to confess she had fantastic | egs.
Per haps she's a freak, | thought. |
turned to go in to the changing room
- asplit second before I hit the
water. When | canme up for breath
there was no sign of who had pushed
me in, just a group of grinning but

I nnocent faces. | didn't need a | aw
degree to work out who it mnust haac
been, but as you constantly rem nded
me, Father, w thout evidence there
is no proof . . . | wouldn't have

m nded t hat nuch about bei ng pushed
into the pool if | hadn't been
wearing ny best suit - in truth, ny
only suit with long trousers, the
one | wore on days | was going to

t he synagogue.

| clinmbed out of the water but



didn't waste any tine | ooking
roundfor him | knew Geg woul d be
a long way off by then. | wal ked
home t hrough the back streets,

avoi ding taking the bus in case
sonmeone saw ne and tol dyou what a
state | was in. As soon as | got
home | crept pastyour study and on
upstairs to my room changing

bef orcyou had the chance to di scover
what had taken pl ace.

A d I saac Cohen gaac ne a

di sapprovi ng | ook when | turned up
at the synagogac an hour | ater
wearing a blazer and jeans.

| took the suit to the cleaners

the next norning. It cost ne three
weeks' pocket noney to be sure

t hat you were never aware of what had
happened at the sw mm ng pool that
day.

The rabbi picked up the picture of
hi s sevent eenyear-old son in that
synagogue suit. He well renenbered
Benjam n turning up to his service
in a blazer and jeans and | saac
Cohen' s out spoken reprimand. The
rabbi was thankful that M. Atkins,
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the swinm ng instructor, had phoned
to warn himof what had taken pl ace
that afternoon so at |east he
didn't add to M Cohen's harsh

wor ds. He continued gazing at the
phot ograph for a long tine before
he returned to the letter.



The next occasion | saw Christina -
by now | hadfound out her nane -
was at the end-of-term dance held

i n the school gymasium | thought
| |ooted pretty cool in ny neatly

pressed suit until | saw Geg
standing by her side in a snmart new
di nner jacket. | renenber wondering

at the tinme if | would ever be able
to afford a dinnerjaciet. Geg had
been offered a place at MG || and
was announci ng the fact to Depone
who cared to listen, which nade ne
all the nore determned to win a
schol arship there the

fol | owi ngyear.

| stared at Christina. She was
wearing a long red dress that

conpl etely covered those beauti ful
legs. A thin gold belt enphasized
her tiny wai st and the only

j ewel ers she wore was a sinple gold
neckl ace. I knewif | waited a
noment | onger | wouldn't have the
courage to go through with it. |

cl enched ny fists, walled over to
where they were sitting, and asyou
had al ways taught ne, Father, bowed
slightly before | asked, "My I
have the pleasure of this dance?"

She stared into ny eyes. | swear
if she had told ne to go out and
kill a thousand nen before | dared

ask her again | would i nane done
it.

She didn't even speak, but Geg

| eaned over her shoul der and sai d,
"Why don 'tyougo and.findyourself a
ni ceJewi sh girl?" | thought | saw
her scow at his remark, but | only
bl ushed | i ke sonmeone who's been



caught with their hands in the
cookie jar. | didn't dance with
anyone that night. | walled

strai ght out of the gymmasi um and
ran hone.

| was convinced then that | hated
her .

That | ast week of term | broke the
school recordfor the
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mle. You were there to watch ne
but, thank heavens, she wasn't.
That was the holiday we drone over
to Gtawa to steed our sunmer
vacation with Aunt Rebecca. | was
told by a school friend that
Christina had spent hers in
Vancouver with a Germanfam |ly. At
| east Greg had notgone with her,
thefriend assured ne.

You went on rem nding ne of the
| nportance of a good educati on,
butyou didn't need to, because eoey
timne | saw Geg it nmade ne nore
determned to win that schol arshi p.

| worded even harder in the sunmer
of '65 when you expl ai ned that, for
a Canadi an, a place at MG I was
| i ke going to Harvard or Oxford and
woul d clear a path for the rest of

nmy days.

For theirst time in ny life running
too/r. second pl ace.

Al though | didn't see nmuch of



Christina that term she was often
in ny mnd. Aclassmate told ne
that she and Geg were no | onger
seei ng each other, but could give
me no reason for this sudden change
of heart. At the tine | had a
so-called girlfriend who al ways sat
on the other side of the synagogue
- Naom ol dbl atz, you renenber her
- but it was she who dated ne.

As ny exans drew nearer,

wasgr at eful thatyou al ways found
time to go over ny essays and tesk
after | had finished them Wat you
couldn't know was that | inevitably
returned to my own roomto do them
athirdtine. Oten | woul df al

asl eep at ny desk. Wien | woke |
woul d turn over the page and read
on.

Evenyou, Father, who have not an
ounce of vanity inyou, found it
hard to di sgui se fronyour
congregation the pride you took in
nmy eight straight "A 's" and the
award of a top scholarship to

MG II. | wondered if Christina was
aware of it. She mast have been. MWy
name was painted up on the Honours
Board in fresh gold | eaf the

foll owi ng week, so sonmeone woul d
have told her.
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It nmust have been three nonths



| akercn | was in ny.first term at

MG Il that | saw her next. Do you
remenber taking nme to St Joan at the
Centaur Theatrc? There she was,
seated a fewrows in front of us with
her parents and a sophonore call ed
Bob Ri chards. The adm ral and his

w fe | ooked strait-laced and vcy
stern but not unsynpathetic. In the

interval | watched her | aughing and
joking with them she had obviously
enjoyed herself. | hardly saw St

Joan, and although I couldn't take ny
eyes off Christina she Ricer ones
noticed nc. | just wanted to be on

t he stage playing the Dauphin so she
woul d have to | ook up at nt.

When the curtain canme down she and
Bob Richards |left her parents and
hcadedfor the exit. If ollowed the
two of themout of thefoyer and into
t he carpark, and watched them get
into a Thunderbird. A Thunderbird! |
remenber thinking I m ght one day he
able to afford a dinner jacket, but
nencr a Thunder bi rd.

From that nonent she was in ny

t houghts wi cneucr | trained, wherever
| worded and corn when | slept. If
ound out cocrything |I could about Bob
Ri chards and di scovered that he was
i ked by all who knew him

For the first time innmy life | hated
being a Jcw.

When | next saw Christina | dreaded
what m ght happen. It was the start
of the mle against the University of
T7ancouncr and as a freshnan | had
been lucky to be selected for MG 1.
When | canme out on to the track to



warmup | saw her sitting in the
third row of the stand al ongsi de
Ri chards. They were hol di ng hands.

| was |last off when the starter's
gun fired but as we went into the
back straight nooed up intofifth
position. It was the | argest crowd |
had hoer run in front of, and when |
reached the honme straight | waitedfor
the chant 'Jew boy.'Jcw boy! Jew
boy!" but nothing happened. |
wondered if she had failed to notice
that | was in the race. But she had
noti ced
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because as | cane round the bend I
could hear her mce clearly. "Cone
on, Benjam n, you' ve got to winl"
she shout ed.

| wanted to | ook back to nmake sure
it was Christina who had call ed
those words; it would be another
guarter of a mle before | could
pass her again. By the tinme I did so
| had nopoed up into third place, and
| could hear her clearly: "Cone on,
Benj am n,you can do it!"

| imrediately took the | ead

because all | wanted to do was get
back to her. | charged on w t hout

t hought of who was behind nme, and by
the time | passed her the third tine
| was seoeral yards ahead of they'll
"You 're going to wi n!"she shouted
as | ran on to reach the bell in
three m nutes ei ght seconds, el even
seconds faster than | had ever done



before. 1 renenber thinking that

t hey ought to put sonething in those
trai ni ng manual s about | one being
worth two to three seconds a | ap.

| watched her all the way down the
back strai ght and when | cane into
thermal bendfor the last tine the
cromd rose to theirieet. | turned to
searchforier. She wasjunping up and
down shouting, "Look out! Look out!"
which | didn't understand until |
was overtaken on the inside by the
Vancouaer Nunber One string who the
coach had warned ne was renownedf or
his strong finish. | staggered over
the line a fewards behind himin
second pl ace but went on running
until | was safely inside the
changing room | sat al one by ny

| ocker. Four m nutes seventeen,
someone told nme: six seconds faster
than | had ever run before. It
didn't help. | stood in the
showerfor a long tine, tying to work
out what coul d possibly have changed
her attitude.

When | wal ked back on to the track
only the ground staff were still
around | took one last |ook at the
finishing line before I strolled
over to the Forsyth Library. If elt
unable to face the usual team
get-together, so | bird to settle
down to
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wite an essay on the rights of
married wonen.



The libray was al nbst enpty that
Saturday horning and | was wel |l
into ny third page when | heard a
voi ce say, "I hole I'm not

I ntcrrupti ngyou butyou didn't cone
to Joe's. " Hooked up to see
Christina standing on the ot her
side of the table. Father, | didn't
know what to say. Ijw stared up at
the beautiful creature in

her f ashi onabl e blue mni-skirt and
tight-.fitting sweater that

enphasi sed the nost perfect
breasts, and said not hi ng.

"I was the one who shouted 'Jew
boy 'whenyou were still at High
School. I've felt ashanmed about it
ever sines. | wanted to apol ogi st
toyou on the night of the prom
dance but couldn't summon up the
courage with Greg standi ng there.
| nodded ny understanding - |
couldn't think of any words that
seened appropriate. "I near spoke
to himagain, " she said. "But |
don't supposeyou even renenber
Geg. "

ljust smled. "Careforcoffee?"l
asked, tying to sound as if |
wouldn't mnt if she replied, "I'm
very, | nmust get back to Bob. "

“I"d like that very nuch, she

sai d.

| took her to the library coffee
shop, which was about all | could
afford at the tine. She never

bot hered to explain what had
happened to Bob Richards, and |
never asked.



Christina seened to know so much
about nme that Ifelt enbarrassed.
She asked nme to forgive her for
what she had shouted on the track
that day twoyears before. She nmade
no excuses, placed the blane on no
one el se, just asked to be

forgi ocn.

Christina told me she was hopi ng
to join me at MG Il in Septenber,
to major in German. "Bit of a
cheek," she admtted, "as it is ny
native tongue.

W spent the rest of that sumrer

I n each other's conpany. W saw St
Joan agai n, and coen queuedfor a
filmcalled Dr No that was all the
craze at the tine. W worked
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toget her, we together, we played
t oget her, but we sl ept al one.

| said littic about Christina
toyou at the tine, but I'd bet you
knew al ready how nuch | |oved her;
| could netter hide

anyt hi ngf romyou. And after allyour
t eachi ng of forgi acncss and
under st andi ngyou coul d hard)

di sapprove.

The rabbi paused. His heart ached
because he knew so nuch of what was
still to cone although he coul d not
have foretold what woul d happen in
the end. He had never thought he
would live to regret his Othodox
upbri ngi ng but when Ms CGol dbl atz



first told hi mabout Christina he
had been unable to nmask his

di sapproval . It will pass, given
time, he told her. So nmuch for

W sdom

Wheneocr | went to Christina' s hone
| was always toward with courtesy
but her famly were unabic to hide
their disapproval. They stirred
words they didn't belieoc in an
attenpt to show that they were not
anti-semtic, and w cncocr |

brought up the subject with
Christina she told ne | was
oncr-rcacting. W both knew I
wasn't. They quip sinply thought |
was unworthy of their daughter.
They were right, but it had nothing
to do wwth nmy being Jew sh

| shall neocrforget thcirst tine
we made loan. It was tic day that
Christina | earned she had won a
place at MG 1.

W had gone to ny roomat three

o' clock to changcfor a gane of
tennis. | took her in ny arnsfor
what | thought would be a brief
noment and we didn't part until the
next norni ng. Not hi ng had been

pl anned. But how could it had been,
when it was the first tinmefor both
of us?

| told her I would marry her-
don't all men thcfirst tinme? - only

| meant it.

Then afew weeks | ater she m ssed
her period | begged
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her not to panic, and we both
wai t edf or anot her nonth because she
was fearful of going to see any
doctor in Montreal

If | had toldyou cacrything then,
Fat her, perhaps ny life would have
taken a different course. But |
didn't, and have only nyself to

bl ame.

| began to plan for a marriage

that neither Christina's famly
noryou coul dpossi bl y haarfound
acceptable, but we didn't care. Loon
knows no parents, and certainly no
religion. Wien she m ssed her second
period | agreed Christina should
tell her nother. | asked her if she
would like me to be with her at the
time, but she sinply shook her head,
and expl ai ned that shefelt she had
tof acc them on her own.

“I''l'l wait here untilyou return, "
| prom sed.

She smled. "I'Il be back coen
beforcyou' vc had the tine h
changryour m nd about marrying nct.

| sat in nmy roomat MGII| all

t hat afternoon reading and pacing -
nostly pacing - but she never cane
back, and | didn'tgo in search of
her until it was dark. | crept round
to her hone, all the while trying to
convi nce nyself there nust be sone
sinpl e expl anation as to why she
hadn't rctururd



When | reached her road | could

see a light on in her bedroom but
nowhere el se in the house so |

t hought she nust be alone. | marched
t hrough the gate and up to the front
porch, knocked on the door and
wai t ed.

Her father answered the door.

"What doyou want?" he asked, his
eyes never |eaving ne for a nonent.

"I loncyour daughter, "I told
him "and | want to marry her. "
"She will never marry a Jew, " he
said sinply and cl osed the door. |
remenber that be didn't slamit;
Adj ust closed it, which nade it
somehow born worse.
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| stood outside in the road

staring up at her roonfor over an
hour until the [ight went out. Then

| wal ked home. | recall there was a
light drizzle that night andirw
pcopi c were on the streets. | tried

to work out what | should do next,
al t hough the situation seened
hopel ess to nc. | went to bed

t hat ni ght hopi ngfora mracle. |
hadf orgotten that mracles arefor
Christians, not Jews.

By the next norning | had worked
out a plan. | phoned Christina's
home at eight and nearly put the
phone down when | heard the voice at



t he ot her end.

"Ms con Brauner, she sai d.
"I's Christina there?" | asked in a
whi sper .

"No, she's not," cane back the
control |l ed i npersonal reply.

"When arcyou expecting her back?" 1
asked.

"Notfor some tine, " she said, and
t hen the phone went dead.

"Notforsont tinc"turned out to be
oocraycar. | wote, tcirphoned,
asked friends from school and

uni ocrsity but could ncocr~ind out
where they had taken her.

Then one day, unannounced, she
returned to Montreal acconpani ed by
a husband and ny child. | |earned
the bitter detail sfromthatfont of
all know edge, Naom Gol dblatz, who
had al ready seen all three of them

| reccioed a short notefrom
Christina about a week | ater beggi ng
ne not to nmatc any attenpt to

cont act her.

| had just begun ny | astyear at

MG Il and |ike sone

ei ghtecnt h-centay gentl eman |
honoured her wish to the letter and
turned all my energies to the final
exans. She still continued to
preoccupy ny thoughts and |

consi dered nyself lucky at the end
of theyear to be offered a place at
Harvard Law School



| left Montreal for Boston on
Sept enber 12t h, 1968.

You nust have wondered why | never
came honme onsc
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during those three years. | knew of
your di sapproval. Thanks to Ms

ol dbl at z cocryonc was aware who the
father of Christina's child was and
| felt an cuforecd absence m ght
male |ife alittle easier foryou.

The rabbi paused as he renenbered
Ms Goldblatz letting himknow what
she had considered was "only her
duty"”.

"You're an interfering old
busybody,"” he had told her. By the
foll ow ng Saturday she had noved to
anot her synagogue and | et everyone
in the town know why.

He was nore angry with hinself

than with Benjam n. He shoul d have
visited Harvard to let his son know
that his love for himhad not
changed. So nmuch for his powers of

f or gi veness.

He took up the | etter once again.

Thr oughout thoseyears at | aw school
| hadplenty offricads of both sexes,
but Christina was rarely out of ny
m ndf or nore than afew hours at a
time. I wote oocrforty letters to
her while | was in Boston, but



didn't post one of them | coen
phoned, but it was never her voice

t hat answered. Wt had been, |'m not
even sure | woul d haac said
anything. | just wanted to hear her.

Wercyou cocr curious about the
wonen in ny life? | had affairs with
bright gird from Radeliffc who were
reading | aw, histoy or science, and
ones with a shop assistant who Ricer
read anything. Can you inmagine, in
the very act of making | oon, always
t hi nki ng of another woman? | seened
to be doing ny work on autopil ot,
and corn ny passion for running
becanme reduced to an hour's jaggi ng
a day.

Long before the cud of ny

| astyrar, leading lawf rms in New
York, Chicago and Toronto were
turning up to
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I nterview us. The Harvard tomtone
can beelird on to beat across the
wor |l d, but even | was surprised by
a visitfromthe senior partner of
Graham Dougl as &? W/ ki ns of
Toronto. It's not a firm knownfor
itsJewi sh partners, but | |iked the
i dea of their |letterhead one day
readi ng "G aham Douglas Wl kins (Y
Rosent hal . Even herfat her woul d
surely have been inpressed by that.

At least if | lived and worked in
Toronto, | convinced nyself, it
woul d befar enough awayfor ne

tof orget her, and perhaps wth |uck



find soneone eye | coul df eel that
way about .

G aham Dougl as & W/ kins found ne

a spaci ous apartmnent overl ooking the
park and started nme off at a
handsonme salad. In return | worked
all the hours God -whoeoer's God -
made. H thought they had pushed ne
at MG Il or Harvard, Father, it
turned out to be no nore than a dy
run for the real world. | didn't
conpl ai n. The work was exciting, and
the rewards beyond ny expectati on.
Only now that | could afford a
Thunderbird | didn't want one.

New girlfriends cane, and went as
soon as they tal ked of marriage. The
Jewi sh ones usually raised the
subject within a week, the Gentil es,
If ound, waited a little longer. |
even began living with one of them
Rebecca Hertz, but that too ended -
on a Thursday.

| was driving to the of dice that
norning - it nust have been a little
after eight, which was |latefor ne -
when | saw Christina on the other
side of the busy highway, a barrier
separating us. She was standi ng at

a bus stop holding the hand of a
little boy, who nust have been
aboutfive - ny son.

The heavy norning traffic all owed

me alittle longer to stare in

di sbelief If ound that | wanted to

| ook at them both at once. She wore
a long lightweight coat that showed
she had not |ost her figure. Her
face was serene and only rem nded ne
why she was rarely out of ny



t houghts. Her son
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- our son - was wapped up in an
oversi zeuffl e coat and his head was
covered by a baseball hat that

i nformed nme that he supported the
Toronto Dol phins. Sadly, it really
st opped ne seei ng what he | ooked
like. You can't be in Toronto, |
remenber thinking, you're neant to
be in Montreal. | watched them both
in ny side-mrror as they clinbed
on to a bus. That particul ar
Thursday | nmust have been an appal -
ling counsellor to eoey client who
sought ny advi ce.

For the next week | passed by that
bus stop evey norning within
mnutes of the tinme | had seen them
standi ng there but never saw t hem
again. | began to wonder if | had
i magi ned the whol e scene. Then
spotted Christina again when | was
returning across the city, having
visited a client. She was on her
own and | braked hard as | watched
her entering a shop on Bl oor
Street. This time | doubl e-parted
the car and wal ked qui ckly across
the roadJeeling like a sleazy
private detective who steeds his

| ife peeping through keyhol es.

What | saw took me by surprise -
not to find her in a beautiful
dress shop, but to discover it was
where she worded.

The monent | saw that she was



serving a custoner | hurried back
to nmy car. Once | had reached ny

ounce | asked ny secretary if she
knew of a shop called "WIIling s".

My secretay |aughed. "You nust
pronounce it the German way, the W
becones a V, " she explained, "thus
"Villing's'. If you were marri edyou
woul d know that it's the nost
expensi ve dress shop in town,
added.

she

"Doyou know anyt hi ng el se about
the place?" 1 asked, tying to sound
casual

"Not a lot," she said. "Only that
It is owmed by a wealthy Gernman

| ady called Ms Klaus WIIling whom
they often wite about in the
wonen' s magazi nes. "

| didn't need to ask ny secretay
any nore questions and | won't
troubl e you, Father, wth ny
detective work. But,
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armed with those snippets of
information, it didn't talc ne |ong
to discover warm Christina |iacd,

t hat her husband was an overseas
director wwth BMN and that they
only hat the one child.

The ol d rabbi breathed deeply as
he gl anced up at the clock on his
desk, nore out of habit than any
desire to know the tine. He paused
for a nonment before returning to



the letter. He had been so proud of
his | awer son then; why hadn't he
made the first step towards a
reconciliation? How he woul d have

| i ked to have seen his grandson.

My ultimate decision did not
require an acute legal mnd, just a
little common sense - al though a

| awyer who advi ses hinsel f
undoubtedly has a fool for a
client. Contact, | decided, had to
be direct and a letter was the only
method | felt Christina would find
aceept abi c.

| wote a sinple nessage that
Monday norning, then rewote it
several tinmes before | tel ephoned
"Fleet Dcliveries"and asked themto
hand it to her in person at the
shop. Wien theyoung man left with
the letter | wanted tofollow him
just to be certain he had given it
to the right person. | can stil
repeat it wordfor word

Dear Chri stina,

You nust know I live and work in
Toronto. Can we neet? | wl|

wai tforyou in the | ounge of the
Royal York Hotel every evening

bet ween si x and seven this week. If
you don't cone be assured | wll
never troubl e you again.

Benj am n
2f: 2
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| arrived that evening nearly
thirty mnutes early. | renmenber



taking a scat in a large inpersonal
| ounge jwt off the main hall and
ordering coffee.

"WII| anyone be joiningyou, sir?"
the wai ter asked.

"I can't besurc,"l told him No
one didjoin nme, but | still hung
around until seven forty.

By Thursday the wailer had stopped
asking i f anyone woul d be joining ne
as | sat alone and al |l onedyet

anot her cup of coffer to grow col d.
Every few mnutes | checked ny

wat ch. Each tinme a woman with bl onde
hair entered the | ounge ny heart
Caped but it was never the wonan |
hosed Jor.

It was jwt before seven on Friday
that |.[nally saw Christina standing
in the doorway. Shc WK a smart bl ue
suit buttoned up al nbost to the neck
and a whil e bl ouse that nade her

| ook as if she were on her way to a
busi ness confcrcnec. Her long fair
hair was pull ed back behind her cars
to give an inpression of severity,
but however hard she tried she could
not be other than beautiful. | stood
and raised ny arm Shc wal ked

gui ckly over and took the seat
beside nc. We didn't kiss or shake
hands andfor sone tinme didn't corn
st eak.

"Thankyou for comng," | said.

"I shouldn't have, it was foolish.

Sone tinme passed before either of us



spoke agai n.
“Can | pouryou a com cs?" | asked.
"Yes, thankyou."

"Bl ack?"

"Yes.

"You haven't changed.

How banal it all would have
sounded to anyone cacesdroppi ng.

Shc si pped her cosmnic.

| should haul taken her in nmy arns
right then but | had no
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way of know ng that that was what
she wanted. For several m nutes we
of inconsequential maters, always
avoi di ng each other's eyes, until |
suddenly said, "Doyou realist that
| still |oveyou?"

Tears filled her eyes as she
replied, "OF course | do. And
stillfeel the same aboutyou now as
| did the day we parted. And don't
forget | have to see you every day,
t hrough Nicholas. "

She | eanedf orward and spoke al nost
in a whisper. She told ne about the
neeting with her parents that had

t aken pl ace nore thaniveyeaN before
as if we had not been parted in

bet ween. Herfather had shown no



anger when he | earned she was
pregnant but thefamly still leftfor
Vancouver the foll ow ng norning.
There they had stayed with the WII -
ings, a famly also from Muni ch, who
were ol diricuds of the non Brauners.
Their son, O aw, had al ways been
besotted with Christina and didn't
care about her being pregnant, or
even the fact she felt nothing for
him He was confident that, given
time, it would all work outfor the
best .

It didn't, because it couldn't.
Christina had al ways known it would
never work, however hard C aus
tried. They even |left Montreal in an
attenpt to make a go of it. Klaus
bought her the shop in Toronto and
evey | uxuy that noney could afford,
but it made no difference. Their
marri age was an obvi ous sham Yet
they could not bring thenselves to
distress their famlies further with
a divorce so they had | ed separate
lives fromthe begi nning.

As soon as Christinafinished her
stop | touched her cheek and she
took nmy hand and kissed it. From

t hat nonent on we saw each ot her
evey spare nonent that could be
stolen, day or night. It was the
happi estyear of ny life, and | was
unabl e to hide from anyone how I|f
elt.

Qur affair-for that's how the
gossi ps were describing it -

I nevi tably becane public. However
di screet we tried to be,

2~
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Toronto, | quickly discovered, a DCy
smal| place, full of people who took
pl easure in informng those whom we
al so | oved that we had been seen
toget her regularly, even |eaving ny
home in the early hours.

Then quite suddenly we were |eft
with no choice in the matter:
Christina told nme she was pregnant
again. Only this tine it held no
fears for either of us.

Once she had told Klaus the

settl ement went through as quickly
as the best divorce | awer at G aham
Dougl as 69 W ki ns could negoti ate.
W were married only a few days
after the.[nal papers were signed.
We both regretted that Christina's
parents felt unable to attend the
weddi ng but 1 couldn't understand
whyyou didn't cone.

The rabbi still could not believe
his own intol erance and

short-si ghtedness. The demands on an
Ot hodox Jew should be waived if it
meant | osing one's only child. He
had searched the Talnmud in vain for
any passage that would allow himto
break his |ifelong vows. In vain.

The only sad part of the divorce
settl enment was that Klaus was given
custody of our child. He al so
demanded, in exchange for a quick
di vorce, that | not be allowed to
see Nichol as before his
twenty-.first birthday, and that he
shoul d not be told that I was his



real father. At the tine it seened a
hard price to pay, even for such
happi ness. W both knew that we had
been left with no choice but to
accept his teens.

| used to wonder how each day

could be so nmuch better than the
last. If | was apart from Christina
for nore than a few hours | always
m ssed her. If theirmsent ne out of
town on business for a night I would
phone her two, three, perhaps four
tinmes, and if it was for nore than

a night then she cane with ne. |
remenber you once descri bi ngyour | ow
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for ny nother and wondering at the
time if | could ever hope to achieve
such happi ness.

W began to matc plans for the
birth of our child Wlliam if it
was a boy - her choice; Deborah, if
it was a girl - mne. | painted the
spare room pi nk, assumng | had

al ready won.

Christina had to stop nme buying

too many baby cl ot hes, but | warned
her that it didn 't matter as we
were going to have a dozen nore
children. Jews, | rem nded her,
believed in dynasti es.

She attended her exercise cl asses
regularly, dieted carcJully, rested
sensibly. | told her she was doi ng
far nore than was required of a

not her, even of ny daughter. | asked



If | could be present when our child
was born and her gynaccol ogi st
seened reluctant atheist, but then
agreed By the tinme the ninth nonth
canme the hospital nust have thought
fromthe amount offuss I was naking
they were preparingfor the birth of
a royal prince.

| drool Christina into Wntn's
Col | ege Hospital on the way to work
| ast Tuesday. Although |I went on to
the of her | found it inpossible to
concentrate. The hospital rang in
the afternoon to say they thought
the child would be born early that
eveni ng: obviously Deborah did not
wi sh to disrupt the working hours of
Graham Dougl as (Y W1 kins. However,
| still arrived at the hospitalfar
too early. | sat on the end of
Christina's bed until her
contractions started com ng cacti

m nute and then to ny surprise they
asked ne to I nane. They needed to
rupture her nenbranes, a nurse
explained. | asked her to rem nd the
mdw fe that | wanted to be present
to witness the birth.

| went out into the corridor and
began paci ng up and down, the way
expect ant f at her sdo i nB- novi es.
Christina' s gynaecol ogi st arrived
about half an hour |ater and gave ne
a huge smle. | noticed a cigar in
his top pocket, obviously
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reserordfor expectantfathers. "It's
about to happen, " was all he said

A second doctor whom | had never



seen before arrived a few m nutes

| ater and went quickly into her
room He only gave nme a nod. |f elt
like a man in the dock waiting to
hear the jury's verdict.

It nust have been at | east another
fifteen mnutes before | saw the
unit being rushed down the corridor
by a team of threryoung interns.
They didn't even give ne so nuch as
a second gl ance as they di sappeared
into Christina' s room

| heard the screans that suddenly
gave way to the plaintive cry of a
new born child. | thanked ny God and
hers. Wen the doctor cane out of
her room | renenber noticing that
the cigar had di sappear ed.

"It's agirl, "he said quietly. |
was overjoyed. "No need to repaint
t he bedroom i mredi at el y"~! ashed

t hrough nmy m nd.

"Can | see Christina now?" | asked.

He took nme by the armand |led ne
across the corridor and into his of
fice.

"Woul dyou like to sit down?" he
asked. "I"'mafraid | have sone sad
news. "

"I's she all right?"

"l amsorry, sSo vey sorry, to
teilyou thatyour wife is dead. "

At first | didn't believe him |
refused to believe him Wiy? Wiy? |
wanted to scream



"W did warn her, " he added.
"Warn her? Warn her of what ?"

"That her bl oodpressure m ght not
stand up to it a second tine. "

Christina had never told ne what
the doctor went on to explain - that
the birth of our irst child had been
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conplicated, and that the doctors
had advi sed her agai nst becom ng
pregnant agai n.

"Why hadn't she told nme?"

demanded Then | realized why. She
had ri sked Scything for ne -
foolish, stylish, thoughtless ne-
and | had ended up killing the one
person | |oved.

They allowed nme to hol d Deborah

in ny arns for just a nonent before
they put her into an incubator and
told ne it would be anot her
twenty-four hours 6cforc she cane
of f the danger list.

You wi Il never know how much it
meant to ne, Father, thatyou cane to
the hospital so quickly. Christina
pardons arrived | ater that norning.
They were magnificent. He beggedf or
ny forgiocncss - beggedfor ny
forgiveness. It could never have
happened, he kept reseating, if he
hadn't been so stupid and
prej udi ced.



Hs wife took ny hand and asked

if she m ght be allowed to see
Deborah fromtime to time. O course
| agreed They leftjust before

m dnight. | sat, wal ked, slept in
that corridor for the next
twenty-four hours until they told ne
t hat ny daughter was off the danger
list. She would have to remain in
the hospitalfor a few nore days,

t hey expl ai ned, but she was now
managi ng to suck mlk froma bottle.

Christina's father kindly took
over the funeral arrangenents.

You nmust have wondered why |

didn't appear and | owe you an

expl anation. | thought | would just
drop into the hospital on nmy way to
t hefuneral so that | could spend
anew nonents wi th Deborah. | had

al ready transferred ny | one.

The doctor couldn 't get the

words out. It took a brave man to
tell me that her heart had stopped
beating a few m nutes before ny
arrival. Even the senior surgeon was
in tears. Wen | left the hospital
the corridors were enpty.

| wantyou to know, Father, that |
| oocyou with all ny
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heart, but | hare no desire to

spend the rest of nmy |iSc w thout
Christina or Deborah.



| only ask to 6c¢ buried beside ny
w fe and daughter and to 6¢

rencm cred as their husband and
father. That way unthi nki ng peopl e
m ght learn fromour |ove. And
whenyou finish this better,
remenber only that | had such total
happi ness when | was with her that
deat h hol ds nof earsfor nt.

Your son,

Benj am n.

The ol d rabbi placed the letter
down on the table in front of him

He had read it every day for the
| ast ten years.
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