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One Man's Meat

TRI AL AND ERROR

I T"S HARD TO KNOW EXACTLY WHERE TO BEQ N.
But first, let nme explain why I'min jail.

The trial had |asted for eighteen days, and fromthe
nmonment the

j udge had entered the courtroomthe public benches had
been filled to

overflow ng. The jury at Leeds Crown Court had been out
for al nost two

days, and runour had it that they were hopel essly divided.
On the

barri sters' bench there was talk of hung juries and
retrials, as it had

been nore than eight hours since M. Justice Cartwi ght
had told the

foreman of the jury that their verdict need no | onger be
unani nous: a

majority of ten to two woul d be acceptabl e.

Suddenly there was a buzz in the corridors, and the
menbers of the

jury filed quietly into their places. Press and public
al i ke began to

st anpede back into court. Al eyes were on the foreman of
the jury, a

fat, jolly-looking little man dressed in a doubl ebreasted
suit, striped

shirt and a colourful bowtie, striving to appear solem.
He seened

the sort of fellow with whom in normal circunstances, |
woul d have

enjoyed a pint at the |ocal.

But these were not nornmal circunstances.
As | clinbed back up the steps into the dock, ny eyes

settled on a
pretty bl onde who had been seated in the gallery every day



of the

trial. I wondered if she attended all the sensational
nmurder trials,

or if she was just fascinated by this one. She showed
absol utely no

interest in nme, and |ike everyone el se was concentrati ng
her full

attention on the foreman of the jury.

The clerk of the court, dressed in a wwg and a | ong bl ack
gown,

rose and read out froma card the words | suspect he knew
by heart.

"WIl the foreman of the jury please stand."
little fat

man rose slowy fromhis place.

The jolly

"Pl ease answer ny next question yes or no. Menbers of the
jury,

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

"Yes, we have."

"Menbers of the jury, do you find the prisoner at the
bar guilty or not guilty as charged?" There was total
silence in the

courtroom

My eyes were fixed on the foreman with the col ourful bow
tie. He
cleared his throat and said,

| first met Jereny Al exander in 978, at a CBI training
semnar in

Bristol. Fifty-six British conpani es who were | ooking for
ways to

expand into Europe had cone together for a briefing on
Community Law.

At the tine that | signed up for the sem nar Cooper's, the
conpany of

which | was chairman, ran 27 vehicles of varying wei ghts
and sizes, and

was fast becom ng one of the |argest private road haul age



conpani es in
Britain.

My father had founded the firmin '93, starting out with

t hree

vehicles - two of them pulled by horses - and an overdraft
limt of ten

pounds at his local Martins bank. By the tine we becane
"Cooper & Son'

in '967 the conpany had seventeen vehicles with four
wheel s or nore,

and delivered goods all over the north of England. But the
ol d man

still resolutely refused to exceed his ten-pound overdraft
limt.

| once expressed the view, during a downturn in the

mar ket , that

we shoul d be I ooking further afield in search of new

busi ness - perhaps

even as far as the Continent. But my father wouldn't hear
of it. "Not

a risk worth taking," he declared. He distrusted

anyone born south of the Hunber, |let alone those who |ived
on the other

side of the Channel. "If God put a strip of water between
us, he nust

have had good reasons for doing so,” were his final words
on the

subject. | would have | aughed, if |I hadn't realised he
meant it.

When he retired in 977 - reluctantly, at the age of
seventy - |

took over as chairman, and began to set in notion sone
I deas |'d been

wor ki ng on for the past decade, though |I knew ny father
didn't approve

of them Europe was only the beginning of ny plans for the
conpany's

expansion: within five years | wanted to go public. By
t hen, |

realised, we would require an overdraft facility of at
| east a mllion



pounds, and woul d therefore have to nove our account to a
bank whi ch

recogni sed that the world stretched beyond the county
boundari es of

Yor kshire.

It was around this tine that | heard about the CBlI sem nar
at
Bristol, and applied for a pl ace.

The sem nar began on the Friday, with an opening address
fromthe

Head of the European Directorate of the CBI. After that

t he del egat es

split into eight small working groups, each chaired by an
expert on

Community Law. My group was headed by Jereny Al exander.
admred him

fromthe nonment he started speaking - in fact, it wouldn't
be an

exaggeration to say that | was overawed. He was totally
sel f-assured,

and as | was to learn, he could effortlessly present a
convi nci ng

argunent on any subject, fromthe superiority of the Code
Napol (on to

the inferiority of the English m ddl e-order batting.

He |l ectured us for an hour on the fundanental differences
I n

practice and procedure between the nenber states of the
Communi ty, then

answered all our questions on Conmercial and Conpany Law,
even finding

time to explain the significance of the Uruguay Round.

Li ke ne, the

ot her nenbers of our group never stopped taking notes.

W broke up for lunch a few m nutes before one, and |
managed to

grab a place next to Jereny. | was already beginning to
t hi nk

that he mght be the ideal person to advise nme on how to
go about achieving ny European anbitions.



Listening to himtal k about his career over a neal of
stargazy pie

with red peppers, | kept thinking that, although we were
about the sane

age, we couldn't have cone fromnore different
backgrounds. Jereny's

father, a banker by profession, had escaped from Eastern
Eur ope only

days before the outbreak of the Second World War. He had
settled in

Engl and, anglicised his nane, and sent his son to
Westminster. From

there Jereny had gone on to King's Coll ege, London, where
he read Law,

graduating with first-class honours.

My own father was a self-made man fromthe Yorkshire Dal es
who had
Insisted | | eave school the nonent | passed ny O | evels.

TIl teach you nore about the real world in a nonth than
you' d

| earn fromany of those university types in alifetine,"
he used to

say. | accepted this philosophy w thout question, and |eft
school a

few weeks after ny sixteenth birthday. The next norning |
j oi ned

Cooper's as an apprentice, and spent ny first three years
at the depot

under the watchful eye of Buster Jackson, the works
manager, who taught

me how to take the conpany's vehicles apart and, nore

| nportantly, how

to put them back together again.

After graduating fromthe workshop, | spent two years in

t he

I nvoi cing departnent, |earning how to cal cul ate charges
and col | ect bad

debts. A few weeks after ny twenty-first birthday | passed
t he test

for nmy heavy goods vehicles |icence, and for the next



three years |

zi g- zagged across the north of England, delivering
everything from

poultry to pineapples to our far-flung custoners. Jereny
spent the

same period reading for a master's degree in Napol eonic
Law at the

Sor bonne.

When Buster Jackson retired | was noved back to the depot
i n Leeds

to take over as works manager. Jereny was in Hanburg,
witing a

doctoral thesis on international trade barriers. By the
ti me he had

finally left the world of academ a and taken up his first
real job, as

a partner with a large firmof comercial solicitors in
the Cty, | had been earning a working wage for eight
years.

Al though | was inpressed by Jereny at the sem nar, |
sensed,

behind that surface affability, a powerful conbination of
anbi tion and

I ntell ectual snobbery that ny father would have

m st rust ed.

| felt he'd only agreed to give the lecture on the

of f - chance

that, at sone tine in the future, we m ght be responsible
for spreading

sone butter on his bread. | now realise that, even at our
first

neeti ng, he suspected that in nmy case it m ght be honey.

It didn't help ny opinion of the man that he had a couple
of

i nches on ne in height, and a couple |ess around the

wai st. Not to

mention the fact that the nost attractive woman on the
course that

weekend ended up in his bed on the Saturday night.



W net up on the Sunday norning to play squash, when he
ran ne

ragged, w thout even appearing to raise a sweat. "W mnust
get together

again," he said as we wal ked to the showers.

"I'f you're really thinking of expanding into Europe, you
m ght

find I"'mable to help." My father had taught ne never to
make t he

m st ake of imagining that your friends and your coll eagues
wer e

necessarily the sane animals (he often cited the Cabinet
as an

exanple). So, although | didn't like him | made sure that
when | |eft

Bristol at the end of the conference | was in possession
of Jereny's

numer ous tel ephone and fax nunbers.

| drove back to Leeds on the Sunday eveni ng, and when |
reached

home | ran upstairs and sat on the end of the bed regaling
ny sl eepy

wife with an account of why it had turned out to be such a
wor t hwhi | e

weekend.

Rosemary was ny second wife. My first, Helen, had been at
Leeds

H gh School for Grls at the sane tine that | had attended
t he near by

grammar school. The two schools shared a gymasi um and |
fell in |ove

with her at the age of thirteen, while watching her play
net bal | .

After that | would find any excuse to hang around the gym
hoping to

catch a glinpse of her blue knickers as she | eapt to send
t he bal |

unerringly into the net. As the schools took part

in various joint activities, | began to take an active
interest in

t heatrical productions, even though | couldn't act. |



attended j oi nt

debat es, and never opened nmy nouth. | enlisted in the
conbi ned school s

orchestra and ended up playing the triangle. After | had
| eft school

and gone to work at the depot, | continued to see Hel en,
who was

studying for her A levels.

Despite ny passion for her, we didn't nake |ove until we
wer e both

ei ghteen, and even then | wasn't certain that we had
consunmmat ed

anything. Six weeks later she told ne, in a flood of
tears, that she

was pregnant. Against the wi shes of her parents, who had
hoped t hat

she would go on to university, a hasty weddi ng was
arranged, but as |

never wanted to | ook at another girl for the rest of ny
life, | was

secretly delighted by the outconme of our yout hful

I ndi scretion.

Hel en died on the night of 4 Septenber 964, giving birth
to our

son, Tom who hinself only survived a week. | thought I
woul d never

get over it, and I'"'mnot sure | ever have. After her death
| didn't so

much as gl ance at another wonman for years, putting all ny
energy into

t he conmpany.

Foll owi ng the funeral of ny wife and son, ny father, not a
soft or

sentinmental man - you won't find nmany of those in
Yorkshire revealed a

gentle side to his character that | had never seen before.

He woul d often phone ne in the evening to see how | was
getting

on, and insisted that | regularly joined himin the
directors' box at



El | and Road to watch Leeds United on Saturday afternoons.

| began to

understand, for the first tinme, why ny nother still adored
him after

nore than twenty years of marri age.

| met Rosenmary about four years later at a ball given to
| aunch

the Leeds Music Festival. Not a natural habitat for ne,
but as

Cooper's had taken a full-page advertisenent in the
programre, and

Bri gadi er Kershaw, the H gh Sheriff of the county and
Chair man of the

Ball Conmittee, had invited us to join himas his guests,
| had no

choice but to dress up in nmy seldomworn dinner jacket and

acconpany mny
parents to the ball.

| was placed on Table 7, next to a M ss Kershaw, who
turned out to

be the H gh Sheriff's daughter. She was el egantly dressed
in a

strapl ess blue gown that enphasised her conely figure, and
had a nop of

red hair and a smle that nade ne feel we had been friends
for years.

She told nme over sonething described on the nenu as
‘avocado with dill

that she had just finished reading English at Durham

Uni versity, and

wasn't quite sure what she was going to do with her life.

"I don't want to be a teacher,"” she said. "And |'m
certainly not

cut out to be a secretary.” W chatted through the second
and third

courses, ignoring the people seated on either side of us.

After coffee she dragged ne onto the dance floor, where
she

continued to explain the problens of contenplating any
form of work



whil e her diary was so packed with social engagenents.

| felt rather flattered that the Hi gh Sheriff's daughter
shoul d

show the slightest interest in nme, and to be honest |
didn't take it

seriously when at the end of the evening, she whispered in
ny ear,

"Let's keep in touch.” But a couple of days later she rang
and invited

me to join her and her parents for lunch that Sunday at
their house in

the country, "And then perhaps we could play a little
tennis

afterwards. You do play tennis, | suppose?" | drove over
to Church

Fenton on Sunday, and found that the Kershaws' residence
was exactly

what | woul d have expected | arge and decayi ng, which, cone
to think of

it, wasn't a bad description of Rosemary's father as well.
But he

seened a ni ce enough chap. Her nother, however, wasn't
gquite so easy

to please. She originated fromsonmewhere in Hanpshire, and
was unabl e

to mask her feeling that, although I m ght be good for the
occasi onal

charitable donation, I was not quite the sort of person

W th whom she

expected to be sharing her Sunday | unch.

Rosemary ignored the odd barbed comment from her, and
continued to
chat to nme about ny work.

As it rained all afternoon we never got round to playing
tennis,

so Rosemary used the tinme to seduce nme in the

little pavilion behind the court. At first | was nervous
about naki ng

| ove to the H gh Sheriff's daughter, but | soon got used
to the idea.



However, as the weeks passed, | began to wonder if | was
anyt hi ng

nore to her than a '"lorry driver fantasy'. Until, that is,
she started

to talk about marriage. Ms. Kershaw was unable to hide
her di sgust at

the very idea of soneone |ike ne becom ng her son-inlaw,
but her

opinion turned out to be irrelevant, as Rosemary remai ned
I npl acabl e on

the subject. W were married ei ghteen nonths |ater.

Over two hundred guests attended the rather grand county
weddi ng

in the parish church of St Mary's. But | confess that when
| turned to

wat ch Rosemary progressing up the aisle, ny only thoughts
were of ny

first weddi ng cerenony.

For a couple of years Rosemary made every effort to be a
good

wi fe. She took an interest in the conpany, |earned the
nanmes of all

t he enpl oyees, even becane friendly wwth the wi ves of sone
of the

seni or executives. But, as | worked all the hours God
sent, | fear

may not al ways have given her as nuch attention as she
needed. You

see, Rosenmary yearned for a life that was nade up of
regular visits to

the Gand Theatre for Opera North, followed by dinner
parties with her

county friends that would run into the early hours, while
| preferred

to work at weekends, and to be tucked up in bed before

el even nost

nights. For Rosemary | wasn't turning out to be the
husband in the

title of the Gscar Wl de play she had recently taken ne to
- and it

didn't help that | had fallen asleep during the second
act .



After four years w thout producing any offspring - not

t hat

Rosemary wasn't very energetic in bed - we began to drift
our separate

ways. |If she started having affairs (and | certainly did,
when | coul d

find the tine), she was di screet about them And then she
met Jereny

Al exander .

It nust have been about six weeks after the semnar in
Bri st ol

that | had occasion to phone Jereny and seek his advice. |
wanted to

close a deal with a French cheese conpany to transport its
wares to

British supermarkets. The previous year | had nade a | arge
| o0ss on a

simlar enterprise wwth a German beer conpany, and |
couldn't afford to

make t he sane m st ake agai n.

"Send ne all the details,” Jereny had said. "I'll | ook
over the

paperwork at the weekend and call you on Mynday norning."
He was as

good as his word, and when he phoned ne he nentioned that
he had to be

In York that Thursday to brief a client, and suggested we
get together

the followng day to go over the contract. | agreed, and
we spent nost

of that Friday closeted in the Cooper's boardroom checking
over every

dot and comma of the contract. It was a pleasure to watch
such a

prof essi onal at work, even if Jereny did occasionally

di spl ay an

irritating habit of drunm ng his fingers on the table when
| hadn't

I mredi at el y under st ood what he was getting at.

Jereny, it turned out, had already talked to the French



conpany's

I n-house | awyer in Toul ouse about any reservations he

m ght have. He

assured nme that, although Monsieur Sisley spoke no

Engli sh, he had nade

himfully aware of our anxieties. | renmenber being struck
by his use

of the word 'our'

After we had turned the | ast page of the contract, |
realised that

everyone else in the building had left for the weekend, so
| suggested

to Jereny that he mght like to join Rosemary and nme for

di nner. He

checked his watch, considered the offer for a nonent, and
t hen said,

"Thank you, that's very kind of you.

Coul d you drop ne back at the Queen's Hotel so | can get
changed

?" Rosemary, however, was not pleased to be told at the
| ast m nute

that | had invited a conplete stranger to di nner w thout
war ni ng her,

even though | assured her that she would |Iike him

Jereny rang our front doorbell a few m nutes after eight.

When | introduced himto Rosemary, he bowed slightly and
ki ssed her hand. After that, they didn't take their eyes
of f each other all evening. Only a blind man coul d have
m ssed what

was |ikely to happen next, and although I m ght not have
been blind, |

certainly turned a blind eye.

Jereny was soon finding excuses to spend nore and nore
time in

Leeds, and | am bound to admt that his sudden enthusiasm
for the north

of Engl and enabled ne to advance ny anbitions for Cooper's
far nore

quickly than | had originally dreamed possible. | had felt



for some

time that the conpany needed an in-house | awer, and

Wi thin a year of

our first nmeeting | offered Jereny a place on the board,
with the remt

to prepare the conpany for going public.

During that period | spent a great deal of ny tine in
Madri d,

Anst erdam and Brussel s drumm ng up new contracts, and
Rosemary

certainly didn't discourage nme. Meanwhile Jereny skilfully
gui ded the

conpany through a thicket of |egal and financial problens
caused by our

expansi on. Thanks to his diligence and expertise, we were
able to

announce on x2 February x980 that Cooper's would be
applying for a

listing on the Stock Exchange | ater that year. It was then
that | nade

ny first mstake: | invited Jereny to becone Deputy

Chai rman of the

conpany.

Under the terns of the flotation, fifty-one per cent of

t he shares

woul d be retained by Rosemary and nysel f. Jereny expl ai ned
to ne that

for tax reasons they should be divided equally between us.
My

accountants agreed, and at the tine | didn't give it a
second t hought.

The remai ning 4, 900, 000 one pound shares were quickly
taken up by

institutions and the general public, and within days of

t he conmpany

being listed on the Stock Exchange their value had risen
to 2.80.

My father, who had died the previous year, would never
have

accepted that it was possible to becone worth several
mllion pounds



overnight. In fact | suspect he woul d have di sapproved of
the very

i dea, as he went to his deathbed still believing that a

t en- pound

overdraft was quite adequate to conduct a well-run

busi ness.

During the 98os the British econony showed conti nual
growt h, and

by March 984 Cooper's shares had topped the fivepound
mar k, follow ng

press specul ati on about a possi bl e takeover. Jereny had
advised nme to

accept one of the bids, but 1

told himthat | would never allow Cooper's to be |let out
of the

famly's control. After that, we had to split the shares
on three

separ ate occasi ons, and by x989 the Sunday Ti nes was
estimating that

Rosemary and | were together worth around thirty mllion
pounds.

| had never thought of nyself as being wealthy - after
all, as far

as | was concerned the shares were sinply pieces of paper
hel d by Joe

Ransbott om our conpany solicitor. | still lived in ny
father's house,

drove a five-year-old Jaguar, and worked fourteen hours a
day. | had

never cared much for holidays, and wasn't by nature

ext ravagant.

Weal th seened sonehow irrel evant to ne.

| woul d have been happy to continue living nuch as | was,
had |
not arrived home unexpectedly one night.

| had caught the | ast plane back to Heathrow after a
particularly

| ong and ar duous negoti ation in Col ogne, and had
originally intended to



stay overnight in London. But by then I'd had enough of
hotel s, and
sinply wanted to get hone, despite the long drive.

When | arrived back in Leeds a few mnutes after one, |
f ound
Jereny's white BMN parked in the driveway.

Had | phoned Rosenmary earlier that day, | mght never have
ended
up in jail.

| parked my car next to Jereny's, and was wal ki ng towards
t he

front door when | noticed that there was only one |ight on
in the house

- in the front roomon the first floor. It wouldn't have

t aken

Sherl ock Hol nes to deduce what m ght be taking place in
that particul ar

room

| came to a halt, and stared up at the drawn curtains for
sone

time. Nothing stirred, so clearly they hadn't heard the
car, and were

unaware of ny presence. | retraced ny steps and drove
quietly off in

the direction of the city centre. Wen | arrived at

the Queen's Hotel | asked the duty manager if M. Jereny
Al exander had booked a roomfor the night. He checked the
regi ster and

confirmed that he had.

"Then I'Il take his key," | told him "M. Al exander has
booked

hi msel f in sonmewhere else for the night." My father woul d
have been

proud of such thrifty use of the conpany's resources.

| lay on the hotel bed, quite unable to sleep, ny anger
rising as

each hour passed. Although ! no |longer had a great deal of
feeling



for Rosemary, and even accepted that perhaps | never had,

| now | oat hed

Jereny. But it wasn't until the next day that | discovered
j ust how

much | | oathed him

The followng norning | rang ny secretary, and told her |
woul d be

driving to the office straight from London. She ren nded
me that there

was a board neeting scheduled for two o' clock, which M.
Al exander was

pencilled in to chair. I was glad she couldn't see the
smle of

satisfaction that spread across ny face. A quick glance at
t he agenda

over breakfast and it had becone abundantly cl ear why
Jereny had want ed

to chair this particular neeting. But his plans didn't
matter any

nore. | had already decided to let nmy fellow directors
know exactly

what he was up to, and to make sure that he was di sm ssed
fromthe

board as soon as was practicable.

| arrived at Cooper's just after .30, and parked in the
space

mar ked

"Chairman'. By the tinme the board neeting was scheduled to
begin 1'd had just enough tinme to check over ny files, and
becane

pai nfully aware of how nmany of the conpany's shares were
now control |l ed

by Jereny, and what he and Rosemary nust have been

pl anni ng for sone

tinme.

Jereny vacated the chairman's place w thout comrent the
nmonment |

entered the boardroom and showed no particul ar interest
in the

proceedi ngs until we reached an item concerning a future
share issue.



It was at this point that he tried to push through a
seem ngly

i nnocuous notion which could ultinmately have resulted in
Rosemary and

nyself | osing overall control of the conpany, and
therefore being unable to resist any future takeover bid.
1 m ght have

fallen for it if |I hadn't travelled up to Leeds the

previ ous eveni ng

and found his car parked in ny driveway, and the bedroom

| i ght on.

Just when he thought he had succeeded in having the notion
agr eed

w thout a vote, | asked the conpany accountants to prepare
a full

report for the next board neeting before we cane to any
deci si on.

Jereny showed no sign of enotion. He sinply | ooked down at
hi s notes

and began drumm ng his fingers on the boardroomtable. |
was

determ ned that the report would prove to be his downfall.
If only it

hadn't been for ny short tenper, |I mght, given tinme, have
wor ked out a

nore sensi ble way of ridding nyself of him

As no one had 'any other business' to raise, | closed the
nmeeti ng

at 5.4, and suggested to Jereny that he join Rosemary and
me for

dinner. | wanted to see themtogether. Jereny didn't seem
t oo keen,

but after some bluffing fromnme about not fully
under st andi ng hi s new

share proposal, and feeling that ny wfe ought to be
brought in on it

at sone stage, he agreed. Wien | rang Rosemary to |et her
know t hat

Jereny would be coming to dinner, she seened even | ess
ent husi asti c

about the idea than he had been.

"Perhaps the two of you should go off to a restaurant



t oget her, '
she suggested. "Then Jereny can bring you up to date on
what ' s been

going on while you've been away." | tried not to |augh.
"We haven't
got nmuch food in at the nonment," she added. | told her

that it wasn't
the food | was worri ed about.

Jereny was uncharacteristically late, but | had his usual
whi sky

and soda ready the nonent he wal ked t hrough the door. |
must say he

put up a brilliant performance over dinner, though
Rosemary was | ess

convi nci ng.

Over coffee in the sitting room | managed to provoke the
confrontation that Jereny had so skilfully avoided at the
board

neet i ng.

"Why are you so keen to rush through this new share

al l ocation?" |

asked once he was on his second brandy. "Surely you
realise that it will take control of the conpany out of
t he

hands of Rosenmary and ne. Can't you see that we coul d be
t aken over in

no tinme?" He tried a few well-rehearsed phrases. "In the
best

I nterests of the conpany, Richard. You nust realise how
gui ckly

Cooper's is expanding. It's no longer a famly firm In
the long term

it has to be the nost prudent course for both of you, not
to nmention

t he sharehol ders.” | wondered which particul ar
sharehol ders he had in
m nd.

| was a little surprised to find Rosemary not only backing
hi m up,
but show ng a remarkable grasp of the finer details of the



share

all ocation, even after Jereny had scow ed rather too
obvi ously at her.

She seened extrenely well-versed in the argunents he had
been putting

forward, given the fact that she had never shown any
Interest in the

conpany's transactions in the past. It was when she turned
to me and

said, "W nust consider our future, darling," that |
finally lost ny

t enper .

Yor kshi renen are well known for being blunt, and ny next
guesti on
lived up to our county's reputation.

"Are you two having an affair, by any chance?" Rosemary
t ur ned

scarlet. Jereny laughed a little too loudly, and then
said, "l think

you' ve had one drink too nmany, Richard."

“"Not a drop," | assured him

"Sober as a judge. As | was when | cane hone | ate | ast

ni ght, and

found your car parked in the driveway and the light on in
t he bedroom

For the first time since I'd net him | had conpletely

wr ongf oot ed

Jereny, even if it was only for a nonent. He began
drumm ng his

fingers on the glass table in front of him

"I was sinply explaining to Rosemary how t he new share
I ssue woul d
affect her,’
nore than is

requi red under Stock Exchange regul ations.”

he said, hardly m ssing a beat. "Which is no

"And is there a Stock

Exchange regul ation requiring that such expl anations
shoul d take pl ace

in bed?"



"Oh, don't be absurd," said Jereny. "I spent the night at
t he

Queen's Hotel. Call the manager,"” he added, picking up
the tel ephone and offering it to ne. "He'll confirmthat |
was booked

in to nmy usual room™

""" msure he wll," | said. "But he'll also

confirmthat it was | who spent the night in your usual
bed." In the

silence that followed | renoved the hotel bedroom key from
ny | acket

pocket, and dangled it in front of him Jereny i medi ately
junmped to

his feet.

| rose fromny chair, rather nore slowy, and faced him
wonder i ng

what his next |ine could possibly be.
“It's your own fault, you bl oody fool,"
st ammer ed

out. "You should have taken nore interest in Rosemary in
the first

pl ace, and not gone off gallivanting around Europe all the
time. It's

no wonder you're in danger of |osing the company.'’
It wasn't the

fact that Jereny had been sleeping with ny wife that
caused ne to snap,

but that he had the arrogance to think he could take over

my conpany as

he eventual ly

Funny,

well. | didn't reply, but just took a pace forward and
threw a punch
at his clean-shaven jaw. | may have been a coupl e of

I nches shorter

than he was, but after twenty years of hanging around wth
lorry

drivers, | could still land a decent blow Jereny
staggered first

backwards and then forwards, before crunpling in front of
me. As he

fell, he cracked his right tenple on the corner of the



gl ass tabl e,

knocki ng his brandy all over the floor. He lay notionless
in front of

me, bl ood dripping onto the carpet.

| nmust admt | felt rather pleased with nyself, especially
when

Rosemary rushed to his side and started scream ng
obscenities at ne.

"Save your breath for the ex-Deputy Chairman,” | told her.

"And when he cones round, tell himnot to bother with the
Queen's

Hot el , because I'Il be sleeping in his bed again tonight."
| strode out

of the house and drove back into the city centre, |eaving
nmy Jaguar in

the hotel carpark. Wien | wal ked into the Queen's the

| obby was

deserted, and | took the lift straight up to

Jereny's room | lay on top of the bed, but was far too
agitated to

sl eep.

| was just dozing off when four policenen burst into the
room and

pulled me off the bed. One of themtold ne that | was
under arrest and

read me ny rights. Wthout further explanation | was

mar ched out of

the hotel and driven to MIlgarth Police Station.

A few mnutes after five a.ml was signed in by the

cust ody

of ficer and ny personal possessions were taken fromnme and
dropped into

a bul ky brown envelope. | was told that | had the right to
make one
tel ephone call, so | rang Joe Ransbottom woke his wife,

and asked if

Joe could join ne at the station as quickly as possible.
Then | was

| ocked in a small cell and left al one.



| sat on the wooden bench and tried to fathom out why |
had been

arrested. | couldn't believe that Jereny woul d have been
foolish

enough to charge ne with assault. Wen Joe arrived about
forty m nutes

later | told himexactly what had taken place earlier in
t he eveni ng.

He |listened gravely, but didn't offer an opinion.

When | had finished, he said he would try to find out what
t he
police intended to charge ne with.

After Joe left, | began to fear that Jereny m ght have had
a heart

attack, or even that the blow to his head fromthe corner
of the table

m ght have killed him M imagination ran riot as |
considered all the

wor st possibilities, and I was becom ng nore and nore
desperate to

| earn what had happened when the cell door swung open and
t wo

pl ai n-cl ot hes detectives wal ked in. Joe was a pace behind
t hem

“I"'m Chief Inspector Bainbridge," said the taller of the
t wo.

"And this is ny coll eague, Sergeant Harris." Their eyes
were tired
and their suits crunpled. They | ooked as if they had been

on duty all
ni ght, as both of them could have done with a shave.
felt nmy chin,

and realised | needed one as wel|.

"We'd i ke to ask you sone questions about what took place
at your

honme earlier this evening," said the Chief Inspector. |

| ooked at Joe,

who shook his head. "It would help our enquiries, M.



Cooper, if you co-operated with us,"” the Chief |nspector
conti nued.

"Wul d you be prepared to give us a statenment ether in
witing or as a

t ape recordi ng?"

"I"'mafraid ny client has nothing to say at the

nmonment, Chief Inspector,"” said Joe. "And he w il have
not hi ng to say
until | have taken further instructions.” | was rather

| npressed. |'d
never seen Joe that firmw th anyone other than his
chil dren.

"W would sinply like to take a statenent, M.
Ransbottom " Chi ef

| nspector Bainbridge said to Joe, as if | didn't exist.
"We are quite

happy for you to be present throughout.™

"No," said Joe firmy. "You

either charge ny client, or you | eave us - and | eave us
I mredi ately.'

The Chief |Inspector hesitated for a nonent, and then
nodded to his

col | eague. They departed w t hout another word.

"Charge nme?" | said, once the cell door had been | ocked
behi nd
them "What with, for God s sake?"

"Murder, | suspect," said Joe.
"After what Rosemary has been telling them"

"Murder?" | said, alnost

unable to mouth the word. "But ... ' | listened in

di sbelief as Joe

told ne what he'd been able to discover about the details
of the

statenment nmy wife had given to the police during the early
hours of the

nmor ni ng.

"But that's not what happened,” | protested. "Surely no



one woul d
bel i eve such an outrageous story."

"They m ght when they |earn the

police have found a trail of blood | eading fromthe
sitting roomto the

spot where your car was parked in the drive," said Joe.

"That's not possible,” | said. "When | left Jereny, he was
still

| yi ng unconsci ous on the floor."

"The police also found traces of bl ood
I n the boot of your car.

They seem quite confident that it will match up with
Jereny's.'
"Ch, ny God," | said. "He's clever. He's very clever.

Can't you see
what they've been up to?

"No, to be honest, | can't,"” Joe admtted. "This isn't
exactly

all in a day's work for a conpany solicitor like ne. But |
managed to

catch Sir Matthew Roberts QC on the phone before he |eft
honme this

norning. He's the nost emnent crimnal silk on the

nort h-eastern

circuit. He's appearing in the York Crown Court today, and
he's agreed

to join us as soon as the court has risen. |If you're

i nnocent

Richard,"” Joe said, 'with Sir Matthew defending you, there
wll be

nothing to fear. O that you can be certain.
af ternoon |

was charged with the nurder of Jereny Anatol e Al exander;

t he police

admtted to ny solicitor that they still hadn't found the
body, but

they were confident that they would do so within a few
hours. 1 knew

they wouldn't. Joe told ne the follow ng day that they had

" Later that



done nore

digging in ny garden during the past twenty-four hours
than | had

attenpted in the past twenty-four years.

Around seven that evening the door of ny cell swung open
once

agai n and Joe wal ked in, acconpanied by a heavily-built,
di sti ngui shed-1 ooki ng man. Sir Matthew Roberts was about
ny hei ght,

but at | east a couple of stone heavier. From his rubicund
cheeks and

warmsmle he | ooked as if he regularly enjoyed a good
bottl e of w ne

and the conpany of amnusing people. He had a full head of
dark hair

that remai ned nodell ed on the old Denis Conpton Bryl creem
advertisenents, and he was attired in the garb of his
prof ession, a

dark three-piece suit and a silver-grey tie. | liked him
fromthe

nmonent he introduced hinself. H's first words were to
express the w sh

that we had net in nore pleasant circunstances.

| spent the rest of the evening with Sir Mtthew, going

over nmy
story again and again. | could tell he didn't believe a
word | was
saying, but he still seened quite happy to represent ne.
He and Joe

left a few mnutes after eleven, and | settled down to
spend ny first
ni ght behi nd bars.

| was remanded in custody until the police had processed

and

submtted all their evidence to the Departnent of Public

Prosecutions. The followi ng day a magi strate committed ne
to

trial at Leeds Crown Court, and despite an el oquent plea

fromSir

Matthew, | was not granted bail.



Forty mnutes later | was transferred to Arnley Jail.

The hours turned into days, the days into weeks, and the
weeks

into nonths. | alnost tired of telling anyone who woul d
listen that

t hey woul d never find Jereny's body, because there was no
body to find.

When the case finally reached Leeds Crown Court nine
nmont hs | ater,

the crinme reporters turned up in their hordes, and

foll owed every word

of the trial with relish. Anmulti-mllionaire, a possible
adul t er ous

affair and a m ssing body were too nmuch for themto
resist. The

t abl oi ds excel |l ed thensel ves, describing Jereny as the
Lord Lucan of

Leeds and ne as an oversexed lorry driver. | would have
enj oyed every

| ast syllable of it, if | hadn't been the accused.

In his opening address, Sir Matthew put up a magnificent
fight on

ny behalf. Wthout a body, how could his client possibly
be charged

with nurder? And how could | have di sposed of the body,
when | had

spent the entire night in a bedroomat the Queen's Hotel ?
How |

regretted not checking in the second tine, but sinply
goi ng straight up

to Jereny's room It didn't help that the police had found
me |ying on

the bed fully dressed.

| watched the faces of the jury at the end of the
prosecution's

openi ng speech. They were perpl exed, and obviously in sone
doubt about

ny guilt. That doubt remained, until Rosemary entered the
W t ness box.



| couldn't bear to |look at her, and diverted ny eyes to a
striking

bl onde who had been sitting in the front row of the public
gallery on

every day of the trial.

For an hour the counsel for the prosecution guided ny wfe
gently

t hrough what had taken place that evening, up to the point
when | had

struck Jereny. Until that nonment, | couldn't have
quarrelled with a

word she had spoken.

"And then what happened, Ms. Cooper?" prodded counsel for
t he
Cr own.

"My husband bent down and checked M. Al exander's pul se,”
Rosenmary

whi spered. "Then he turned white, and all he said was,
"He's dead.

I'"ve killed him

"And what did M. Cooper do next?"

"He picked up the body, threw it

over his shoul der, and began wal ki ng towards the door. |
shout ed after

him "Wat do you think you're doing; Richard?"' "And how
did he

respond?”

"He told ne he intended to di spose of the body while it
was

still dark, and that | was to make sure that there was no
sign that

Jereny had visited the house. As no one el se had been in
the office

when they |eft, everyone would assune that Jereny had
returned to

London earlier in the evening. "Be certain there are
absol utely no

traces of blood," were the last words | renenber ny



husband sayi ng as

he left the roomcarrying Jereny's body over his shoul der.
That nust

have been when | fainted." Sir Matthew gl anced qui zzically
up at nme in

t he dock. | shook ny head vigorously. He | ooked grim as
counsel for

t he prosecution resuned his seat.

"Do you wish to question this witness, Sir Mtthew?" the

j udge

asked.

Sir Matthew rose slowy to his feet. "I nost certainly do,
M Lud,"” he replied. He drew hinself up to his full height,
tugged at

his gown and stared across at his adversary.

"Ms. Cooper, would you describe yourself as a friend of
\Y g
Al exander ?"

"Yes, but only in the sense that he was a col | eague of ny
husband's," replied Rosemary cal my.

"So you didn't ever see each other when your husband was
away from
Leeds, or even out of the country, on business?"

"Only at soci al

events, when | was acconpani ed by ny husband, or if |
dropped into the

office to pick up his mail."'

“"Are you certain that those were the only tines you saw
him Ms.

Cooper? Were there not other occasions when you spent a

consi der abl e

anount of tinme alone with M. Al exander? For exanple, on
the night of 7

Sept enber 989, before your husband returned unexpectedly
froma

European trip: did M. Al exander not visit you then for

several hours



whil e you were alone in the house?"

“"No. He dropped by after work to

| eave a docunent for ny husband, but he didn't even have
tinme to stay

for a drink."

"But your husband says ... ' began Sir Matthew

"I know what mny husband says, "
had

rehearsed the line a hundred ti nes.

Rosemary replied, as if she

"I see," said Sir Matthew. "Let's get to the point, shal
we, Ms.

Cooper? Were you having an affair with Jereny Al exander at
the tinme of

hi s di sappear ance?"

"I's this relevant, Sir Matthew?" interrupted the
j udge.

"It nost assuredly is, MLud. It goes to the very core of
t he
case," replied ny @ in a quiet even tone.

Everyone's gaze was now fixed on Rosemary. | willed her to
tell
the truth.

She didn't hesitate. "Certainly not," she replied,
"al though it
wasn't the first time my husband had accused nme unjustly."”

"l see,’

said Sir Matthew. He paused. "Do you | ove your husband,
Ms. Cooper?'

"Really, Sir Matthew! " The judge was unable to disguise
his irritation.

"I must ask once again if this is relevant?" Sir Mtthew
expl oded.

"Relevant? It's absolutely vital, M Lud, and I am not
bei ng assi st ed



by your iordship's thinly veiled attenpts to intervene on
behal f of
this witness.'
i ndi gnati on
when Rosemary said quietly, "I have always been a good and
faithful

wi fe, but | cannot under any circunstances condone
murder." The jury

turned their eyes on nme. Mst of them | ooked as if they
woul d be happy

to bring back the death penalty.

The judge was beginning to splutter with

"If that is the case, | ambound to ask why you waited two
and a

hal f hours to contact the police?" said Sir Mtthew.
"Especially if,

as you claim you believed your husband had commtted

mur der, and was

about to dispose of the body."

"As | explained, | fainted soon after he
| eft the room | phoned the police the nonent | cane to."

" How

convenient," said Sir Matthew "O perhaps the truth is
t hat you nade

use of that time to set a trap for your husband, while
al | owi ng your

| over to get clean away.'
courtroom

A murrmur ran through the

"Sir Matthew," the judge said, junping in once again. "You
are
going too far."

“"Not so, MLud, with respect. In fact, not far
enough." He swung back round and faced nmy w fe again.

"I put it to you, Ms. Cooper, that Jereny Al exander was
your

| over, and still is, that you are perfectly aware he is
alive and wel |,

and that if you wished to, you could tell us exactly where
he is now. '



Despite the judge's spluttering and the uproar in the
court, Rosenary
had her reply ready.

"I only wish he were," she said, 'so that he could stand
in this

court and confirmthat | amtelling the truth.” Her voice
was soft and

gentl e.

"But you already know the truth, Ms. Cooper,"” said Sir
Mat t hew,

his voice gradually rising. "The truth is that your
husband | eft the

house on his own. He then drove to the Queen's Hotel,
where he spent

the rest of the night, while you and your |over used that
time to | eave

clues across the city ol Leeds - clues, | mght add, that
wer e intended

to incrimnate your husband. But the one thing you
couldn't | eave was

a body, because as you well know M. Jereny Al exander is
still alive,

and the two of you have together fabricated this entire
bogus story,

sinply to further your own ends. Isn't that the truth,
Ms. Cooper?

"No, no!" Rosemary shouted, her voice cracking before she
finally
burst into tears.

"Ch, cone, conme, Ms. Cooper. Those are counterfeit tears,
are

they not?" said Sir Matthew quietly. "Now you' ve been
found out, the

jury will decide if your distress is genuine." | glanced
across at the

jury. Not only had they fallen for Rosemary's performnce,
but they

now despi sed ne for allowing ny insensitive bully of a
counsel to

attack such a gentle, |longsuffering woman. To every one of



Sir

Mat t hew s probi ng questions, Rosemary proved well capable
of delivering

a riposte that revealed to ne all the hallmarks of Jereny
Al exander's

expert tuition.

When it was ny turn to enter the witness box, and Sir
Mat t hew

began questioning ne, | felt ny story sounded far |ess
convi ncing than

Rosemary's, despite its being the truth.

The cl osing speech for the Crown was deadly dull, but
nevert hel ess

deadly. Sir Matthew s was subtle and dramatic, but |
feared | ess

convi nci ng.

After another night in Armey Jail | returned to the dock
for the

judge's sunm ng up. It was clear that he was in no doubt
as to ny

guilt. H's selection of the evidence he chose to review
was unbal anced

and unfair, and when he ended by rem nding the jury that
hi s opi ni on of

the evidence should ultimately carry no weight, he only
added hypocri sy

to bias.

After their first full day's deliberations, the jury had
to be put

up overnight in a hotel - ironically the Queen's - and
when the jolly

little fat man in the bowtie was finally asked: "Menbers
of the jury,

do you find the prisoner at the bar guilty or not guilty
as charged?" |

wasn't surprised when he said clearly for all to hear

"Quilty, ny
lord.” In fact | was amazed that the jury had failed to
reach a

unani nous decision. | have often wondered which two



menbers felt

convi nced enough to declare ny innocence. | would have
i ked to thank
t hem

The judge stared down at ne. "R chard WIfred Cooper, you
have

been found guilty of the nmurder of Jereny Anatol e

Al exander ... " "I

did not kill him my lord,” | interrupted in a cal mvoice.
"In fact,

he is not dead. |I can only hope that you wll live |long
enough to

realise the truth." Sir Mtthew | ooked up anxiously as
upr oar broke out
in the court.

The judge called for silence, and his voice becane even
nore harsh

as he pronounced, "You will go to prison for life. That is
t he

sentence prescribed by |aw. Take hi m down.
of ficers

stepped forward, gripped ne firmy by the arns and |l ed ne
down t he

steps at the back of the dock into the cell | had occupied
every

norni ng for the eighteen days of the trial.

Two prison

"Sorry, old chum" said the policeman who had been in
charge of ny

wel fare since the case had begun. "It was that bitch of a
wi fe who

ti pped the scal es agai nst you.'
cl osed, and

turned the key in the lock before | had a chance to agree
with him A

few nonments | ater the door was unl ocked again, and Sir
Mat t hew st rode

in.

He sl ammed the cell door

He stared at me for sone tinme before uttering a word. "A
terrible
I njustice has been done, M. Cooper," he eventually said,



"and we shal

I mredi ately | odge an appeal agai nst your conviction. Be
assured, |

will not rest until we have found Jereny Al exander and he
has been

brought to justice."” For the first tine | realised Sir
Mat t hew knew

that | was innocent.

| was put in a cell with a petty crimnal called
"Fi ngers'
Jenki ns.

Can you believe, as we approach the twenty-first century,
t hat

anyone could still be called

"Fingers'? Even so, the name had been

wel | earned. Wthin nonents of nmy entering the cell,

Fi ngers was

wearing ny watch. He returned it imrediately | noticed it
had di sappeared. "Sorry," he said. "Just put it down to
“abit.

Prison m ght have turned out to be far worse if it hadn't
been

known by ny fellow inmtes that | was a mllionaire, and

was quite

happy to pay a little extra for certain privileges. Every
nor ni ng the

Fi nanci al Tinmes was delivered to ny bunk, which gave ne

t he chance to

keep up with what was happening in the Gty. | was nearly
si ck when |

first read about the takeover bid for Cooper's. Sick not

because of

the offer of 2.50 a share, which nmade ne even wealthier,

but because

It becanme painfully obvious what Jereny and Rosemary had
been up to.

Jereny's shares would now be worth several mllion pounds
- noney he

coul d never have realised had | been around to prevent a
t akeover.



| spent hours each day |ying on ny bunk and scouring every
wor d of

the Financial Tinmes. Wenever there was a nention of
Cooper's, | went

over the paragraph so often that | ended up knowing it by
heart. The

conpany was eventually taken over, but not before the
share price had

reached 3.43- | continued to followits activities with

gr eat

I nterest, and | becane nore and nore anxi ous about the
gquality of the

new managenent when they began to sack sone of ny nost
experi enced

staff, including Joe Ransbottom A week later, | wote and
I nstructed

ny stockbrokers to sell ny shares as and when the
opportunity arose.

It was at the beginning of my fourth nonth in prison that
!

asked for sonme witing paper. | had decided the tine had
come to

keep a record of everything that had happened to ne since
t hat night |

had returned hone unexpectedly. Every day the prison

of ficer on ny

| andi ng woul d bring me fresh sheets of blue-Ilined paper,
and | woul d

wite out in |longhand the chronicle you' re now readi ng. An
added bonus

was that it helped nme to plan ny next nove.

At ny request, Fingers took a straw poll anong the
prisoners as to

who they believed was the best detective they had ever
come up agai nst.

Three days later he told ne the result: Chief
Superi nt endent Donal d

Hackett, known as the Don, cane out top on nore

than half the lists. Mire reliable than a Gallup Poll,
tol d Fingers.



"What puts Hackett ahead of all the others?" | asked him

"e's honest, 'e's fair, you can't bribe '"im And once the
bast ar d

knows you're a villain, 'e doesn't care 'ow long it takes
to get you

be'ind bars." Hackett, | was inforned, hailed from

Br adf ord. Runour

had it anong the ol der cons that he had turned down the

j ob of

Assi stant Chief Constable for West Yorkshire. Like a
barri ster who

doesn't want to becone a judge, he preferred to remain at
t he coal f ace.

"Arrestin' crimnals is 'ow'e gets his kicks," Fingers
said, with

sone feeling.

"Sounds just the man I'mlooking for," | said. "Howold is
he?'

Fi ngers paused to consider. "Mist be past fifty by now, "
he repli ed.

"After all, '"e "ad ne put in borstal for nickin' a

t ool set, and that

was' - he paused again - 'nore than twenty years ago."
When Sir Matt hew

came to visit ne the follow ng Monday, | told himwhat |

had in m nd,
and asked his opinion of the Don.

| wanted a professional's view.

"He's a hell of a wtness to cross-exam ne, that's one
thing I can
tell you," replied ny barrister. "Wiy's that?"

"He doesn't exagger at e,

he won't prevaricate, and |'ve never known himto lie,

whi ch makes him

awfully hard to trap. No, |I've rarely got the better of
t he Chi ef

Superintendent. | have to say, though, that | doubt if



he'd agree to

becone i nvolved with a convicted crimnal, whatever you
offered him'

"But I'"'mnot ... ' "I know, M. Cooper," said Sir Mtthew,
who still

didn't seemable to call nme by ny first nanme, "But Hackett
will have to

be convinced of that before he even agrees to see you."

"But how can
convince himof ny innocence while I'mstuck in jail?

"Il try to influence himon your behalf,"” Sir Mtthew sad
after

sonme thought. Then he added, "Cone to think of it, he does
owe ne a

favour." After Sir Matthew had left that night, I
requested sone nore

| i ned paper and began to conpose a carefully worded letter
to Chief

Superi ntendent Hackett, several versions of which ended
crunpl ed up on

the floor of ny cell. My final effort read as foll ows:

In replying to this letter, please wite on the envelol:
Nnber .i4_..798.3. N. COOPER, R W

I Au. ,.cor.;:.. ,'.. :s[ HM PRISON .v- : ..: ,.'0
ARMLEY A. .

CA..O .ccneo LEEDS LS12 2TJ

| reread the letter, corrected the spelling m stake, and
scraw ed

ny signature across the bottom

At ny request, Sir Matthew delivered the letter to Hackett
by

hand. The first thousand-pound-a-day postnan in the

hi story of the

Royal Mail, | told him

Sir Matthew reported back the foll ow ng Monday that he had
handed



the letter to the Chief Superintendent in person. After
Hackett had

read it through a second tinme, his only comrent was that
he woul d have

to speak to his superiors. He had prom sed he would | et
Sir Matthew

know his decision within a week.

From the nonent | had been sentenced, Sir Matthew had been
preparing for ny appeal, and although he had not at any
time raised ny

hopes, he was unable to hide his delight at what he had

di scovered

after paying a visit to the Probate Ofice.

It turned out that, in his will, Jereny had left
everything to

Rosemary. This included over three mllion pounds' worth
of Cooper's

shares. But, Sir Mtthew explained, the |law did not all ow
her to

di spose of them for seven years. "An English jury nmay have
pronounced

on your guilt,” he declared, 'but the hardheaded taxnen
are not so

easily convinced. They won't hand over Jereny Al exander's
assets until

ei ther they have seen his body, or seven years have

el apsed. "

"Do they

think that Rosemary m ght have killed himfor his noney,
and t hen

disposed ... ' "No, no," said Sir Matthew, alnost |aughing

at my
suggesti on.

"I't's sinply that, as they're entitled to wait for seven
years,

they're going to sit on his assets and not take the risk
t hat Al exander

may still be alive. In any case, if your wife had killed
him she

woul dn't have had a ready answer to every one of ny



questi ons when she

was in the witness box, of that I'msure." | smled. For
the first

time inny lifel was delighted to | earn that the taxnman
had hi s nose

in my affairs.

Sir Matthew prom sed he woul d report back if anything new
cane up.

"Goodni ght, Richard,"” he said as he left the interview
room

Anot her first.

It seenmed that everyone else in the prison was aware that
Chi ef

Superi ntendent Hackett would be paying ne a visit |ong
bef ore was.

It was Dave Adans, an old lag froman adjoining cell, who
expl ai ned why the i nmates thought Hackett had agreed to
see ne. "A

good copper is never 'appy about anyone doin' tinme for
sonethin' 'e

didn't do. 'ackett phoned the Governor |ast Tuesday, and
"ad a word

with "imon the QT accordin' to Maurice," Dave added
nysteriously.

| woul d have been interested to | earn how the Governor's
trusty

had managed to hear both sides of the conversation, but
deci ded this

was not the time for irrel evant questi ons.

"Even the 'ardest nuts in this place think you're

I nnocent," Dave

continued. "They can't wait for the day when M. Jereny
Al exander takes

over your cell. You can be sure the long ternmers'I| give
"ima warm

wel cone.” A letter fromBradford arrived the foll ow ng
nor ni ng. " Dear



Cooper," the Chief Superintendent began, and went on to

I nform ne that

he intended to pay a visit to the jail at four o'clock the
fol |l owi ng

Sunday. He nade it clear that he would stay no | onger than
hal f an

hour, and insisted on a wtness being present throughout.

For the first time since |I'd been |ocked up, | started
counti ng

the hours. Hours aren't that inportant when your room has
been booked

for a life sentence.

As | was taken fromny cell that Sunday afternoon and
escorted to

the interviewroom | received several nessages from ny
fellow inmates

to pass on to the Chief Superintendent.

"G ve ny best regards to the Don," said Fingers. "Tell 'im
' oW

sorry | amnot to bunp into 'imthis tinme."

"When 'e's finished with

you, ask 'imif '"e'd like to drop into ny cell for a cup
of char and a

chat about old tines."

"Kick the bastard in the balls, and tell '"im

"Il be "appy to serve the extra tine." One of the
prisoners even

suggested a question to which | already knew t he answer:
"Ask 'im when

A"e's going to retire, 'cause I'mnot comng out till the
day after.’

When | stepped into the interview roomand saw t he Chi ef
Superi nt endent

for the first time, | thought there nust have been sone

m st ake. | had

never asked Fingers what the Don | ooked |ike, and over the
past few

days | had built up in nmy mnd the i mage of sone sort of
super man. But



the man who stood before ne was a couple of inches shorter
than ne, and

I"'monly five foot ten. He was as thin as the proverbi al
rake and wore

pebbl e-1 ensed horn-rimred gl asses, which gave the

| mpression that he

was half-blind. Al he needed was a grubby raincoat and he
coul d have

been m staken for a debt collector.

Sir Matthew stepped forward to introduce us. | shook the
policeman firmy by the hand. "Thank you for comng to
visit me, Chief

Superintendent," | began. "Wn't you have a seat?" |
added, as if he

had dropped into nmy honme for a glass of sherry.

"Sir Matthew is very persuasive," said Hackett, in a deep,
gruff

Yorkshire accent that didn't quite seemto go wth his
body. "So tell

me, Cooper, what do you imagine it is that | can do for
you ?" he asked

as he took the chair opposite ne. | detected an edge of
cynicismin

his voi ce.

He opened a notepad and placed it on the table as | was
about to

begin ny story. "For ny use only,"
need to

rem nd nyself of any relevant details at sone tine in the
future.'

he expl ai ned, 'should I

Twenty mnutes later, | had finished the abbreviated
version of the
life and tinmes of Richard Cooper. | had al ready gone over

the story on

several occasions in my cell during the past week, to
be certain | didn't take too long. | wanted to | eave
enough tine for

Hackett to ask any questi ons.

"I'f I believe your story," he said, '- and | only say "if"

- you



still haven't explained what it is you think I can do for
you. "

"You're

due to leave the force in five nonths' tine," | said. "I
wondered i f

you had any plans once you've retired." He hesitated. |
had obvi ously

taken hi m by surprise.

"I"ve been offered a job with G oup 4, as area nanager for
W\ést
Yorkshire. "

"And how nuch will they be paying you?" | asked bluntly.
“I't won't be full tine,"
start

with." He hesitated again. "Twenty thousand a year,
guar anteed for

three years."

he said. "Three days a week, to

“I'"l'l pay you a hundred thousand a year, but |I'll expect
you to be on the job seven days a week. | assune you'll be
needi ng a

secretary and an assistant- that Inspector WIllians who's
| eavi ng at

the same tinme as you mght well fit the bill - so 1"l

al so supply you

wi th enough noney for back-up staff, as well as the rent
for an

office." Aflicker of respect appeared on the Chief
Superintendent's

face for the first tine. He nmade sone nore notes on his
pad.

"And what would you expect of nme in return for such a
| ar ge sum of
noney?" he asked.

"That's sinple. | expect you to find Jereny Al exander."
This tine

he didn't hesitate. "My God," he said. "You really are
I nnocent. Sir



Mat t hew and the Governor both tried to convince nme you
were."

"And if

you find himw thin seven years,"” | added, ignoring his
coment, "I'Il]

pay a further five hundred thousand into any branch of any
bank in the

world that you stipulate.”

"The M dland, Bradford will suit ne just

fine," he replied. "lIt's only crimnals who find it
necessary to

retire abroad. In any case, | have to be in Bradford every
ot her

Sat urday afternoon, so | can be around to watch Gty
| ose."” Hackett

rose fromhis place and | ooked hard at nme for sone
time. "One | ast question, M. Cooper.

Wiy seven years?"

"Because after that period, ny wife can sell

Al exander's shares, and he'll beconme a nmulti-mllionaire
overni ght.'

The Chi ef Superintendent nodded his understandi ng. "Thank
you for

asking to see ne," he said. "It's been a long tinme since |
enj oyed

visiting anyone in jail, especially sonmeone convicted of
murder. ']

gi ve your offer serious consideration, M. Cooper, and |et
you know ny

decision by the end of the week." He |eft w thout another
wor d.

Hackett wote to ne three days |later, accepting ny offer.

| didn't have to wait five nonths for himto start working
for nmne,

because he handed in his resignation within a fortnight

t hough not

before | had agreed to continue his pension contributions,
and those of



the two coll eagues he wanted to | eave the force and join
him Having

now di sposed of all my Cooper's shares, the interest on ny
deposi t

account was earning nme over four hundred thousand a year,
and as | was

living rent-free, Hackett's request was a m nor

consi derati on.

| woul d have shared with you in greater detail everything
t hat

happened to nme over the follow ng nonths, but during that
time | was so

preoccupied with briefing Hackett that | filled only three
pages of ny

bl ue-lined prison paper. | should however nention that I
st udi ed

several |aw books, to be sure that | fully understood the
meani ng of

the legal term'autrefois acquit'.

The next inportant date in the diary was ny appeal
heari ng.

Matthew - at his request | had | ong ago stopped calling
hi m

"Sir'

Matthew - tried valiantly not to show that he was becom ng
nore and

nore confident of the outcone, but | was getting to know
himso wel |

that he was no | onger able to disguise his true feelings.
He told ne

how del i ghted he was with the make-up of the review ng
panel . "Fair

and just," he kept repeating.

Later that night he told nme with great sadness that his
Wtc

Victoria had died of cancer a few weeks before. "A | ong
i1l nes and a

bl essed rel ease,

he called it.

| felt guilty in his presence for the first tinme. Over the



past
ei ghteen nonths, we had only ever discussed ny probl ens.

| nmust have been one of the few prisoners at Arm ey who
ever had a

bespoke tailor visit himin his cell. Matthew suggested
that | should

be fitted wwth a new suit before | faced the appeal
tribunal, as | had

| ost over a stone since | had been in jail. Wen the
tailor had

finished neasuring nme and began rolling up his tape, |

I nsi sted that

Fingers return his cigarette lighter, although | did allow
himto keep

the cigarettes.

Ten days later, | was escorted fromny cell at five
o'clock in the

nmorning. My fellow i nmates banged their tin nugs agai nst
their | ocked

doors, the traditional way of indicating to the prison
staff that they

believed the man | eaving for trial was innocent.

Li ke sonme great synphony, it lifted ny soul.

| was driven to London in a police car acconpani ed by two
prison

officers. W didn't stop once on the entire journey, and
arrived in

the capital a few mnutes after nine; | renmenber |ooking
out of the

wi ndow and wat ching the comruters scurrying to their
offices to begin

the day's work. Any one of themwho'd gl anced at ne
sitting in the

back of the car in ny new suit, and was unable to spot the
handcuf f s,

m ght have assuned | was a Chief |nspector at |east.

Matt hew was waiting for ne at the entrance of the Ad
Bai |l ey, a
nmount ai n of papers tucked under each arm "I like the



suit," he said,

before | eading ne up sone stone steps to the room where ny
fate woul d

be deci ded.

Once again | sat inpassively in the dock as Sir Mtthew
rose from

his place to address the three appeal judges. H's opening
st at enent

took himnearly an hour, and by now !l felt | could

have delivered it quite adequately nyself, though not as
el oquent |y,

and certainly nowhere near as persuasively. He made great
pl ay of how

Jereny had left all his worldly goods to Rosenmary, who in
turn had sold

our famly house in Leeds, cashed in all her Cooper's
shares within

nont hs of the takeover, pushed through a quickie divorce,
and then

di sappeared off the face of the earth with an esti nated
seven mllion

pounds. | couldn't help wondering just how nuch of that
Jereny had

al ready got his hands on.

Sir Matthew repeatedly rem nded the panel of the police's
inability to produce a body, despite the fact they now
seened to have

dug up half of Leeds.

| becanme nore hopeful with each new fact Mtthew pl aced
before the

judges. But after he had finished, | still had to wait
anot her three

days to learn the outcone of their deliberations.

Appeal dism ssed. Reasons reserved.

Matthew travelled up to Armey on the Friday to tell ne
why he

t hought ny appeal had been turned down wi thout

expl anati on.



He felt that the judges nust have been divided, and needed
nor e

time to make it appear as if they were not. "How nuch
time?" | asked.

"My hunch is that they'Il let you out on licence within a
few

nont hs. They were obviously influenced by the police's
failure to

produce a body, uninpressed by the trial judge's sunm ng
up, and

| npressed by the strength of your case." | thanked

Mat t hew, who, for

once, left the roomwith a smle on his face.

You may be wondering what Chief Superintendent Hackett -
or rather

ex- Chi ef Superintendent Hackett - had been up to while all
this was

goi ng on.

He had not been idle. Inspector WIIlians and Constabl e
Kenwr i ght

had left the force on the sane day as he had. Wthin a
week they had opened up a snmall office above the
Constitutional Cub in

Bradf ord and begun their investigations. The Don reported
to ne at

four o'clock every Sunday afternoon.

Wthin a nonth he had conpiled a thick file on the case,
with

detail ed dossiers on Rosemary, Jereny, the conpany and ne.
| spent

hours readi ng through the information he had gat hered, and
was even

able to help by filling in a few gaps. | quickly cane to
appreci ate

why the Don was so respected by ny fell ow i nmates.

He foll owed up every clue, and went down every side road,
however

much it | ooked |ike a cul-de-sac, because once in a while
It turned out



to be a hi ghway.

On the first Sunday in October, after Hackett had been
wor ki ng for

four nonths, he told ne that he thought he m ght have
| ocat ed Rosenary.

A woman of her description was living on a srmall estate in
t he south
of France called Villa Fleur.

"How di d you nmanage to track her down?" | asked.

"Letter posted by her nother at her | ocal pillarbox. The
post man

kindly allowed ne to have a | ook at the address on the
envel ope before

It proceeded on its way," Hackett said. "Can't tell you
how many hours

we had to hang around, how many letters we've had to sift
t hr ough, and

how many doors we've knocked on in the past four nonths,
just to get

this one lead. Ms. Kershaw seens to be a conmpul sive
letter witer, but

this was the first tinme she's sent one to her daughter. By
t he way, '

he added, 'your wife has reverted to her nmi den nane.
Calls herself M

Ker shaw now." | nodded, not wi shing to interrupt him

"WIllianms flew out to Cannes on Wdnesday, and he's hol ed
up in

the nearest village, posing as a tourist. He's already
been able to

tell us that Ms Kershaw s house is surrounded by a
ten-foot stone wall,

and she has nore guard dogs than trees. It seens the

| ocal s know even

| ess about her than we do. But at least it's a start." |
felt for the

first time that Jereny Al exander m ght at |ast have net
his match, but

It was to be another five Sundays, and five nore



Interimreports, before a thin smle appeared on Hackett's
usual |y
tight-1ipped face.

"Ms Kershaw has placed an advertisenent in the | ocal

paper,"” he
informed ne. "It seens she's in need of a new butler. At
first |

t hought we shoul d question the old butler at length as
soon as he'd

|l eft, but as I couldn't risk anything getting back to her,
| deci ded

| nspector WIlianms would have to apply for his job

| nstead. "

" But

surely she'll realise within nonents that he's totally
unqualified to

do the job."

"Not necessarily," said Hackett, his smle broadening.
"You see, WIllians won't be able to | eave his present
enpl oynent with

the Countess of Rutland until he's served a full nonth's
notice, and in

the nmeantine we've signed himup for a special six-week
course at |vor

Spencer's School for Butlers. WIIlians has al ways been a
gui ck

| ear ner."

"But what about references?"

"By the tinme Rosemary Ker shaw

interviews him he'll have a set of references that woul d
| npress a

duchess. "

"I was told you never did anything underhand."

"That is the
case when |I'mdealing with honest people, M. Cooper. Not
when |''mup

agai nst a couple of crooks |like this.



"'mgoing to get those two behind bars, if it's the |ast
thing |

do." This was not the time to |l et Hackett know that the
final chapter

of this story, as | plotted it, did not conclude with
Jereny endi ng up

injail.

Once WIlians had been put on the shortlist for the
position of

Rosemary's butler, | played ny owmn small part in securing
hi m t he j ob.

Rereadi ng over the terns of the proposed contract gave ne
t he i dea.

"Tell WIllianms to ask for 25,000 francs a nonth, and five
weeks'

hol i day," | suggested to Hackett when he and Matt hew
visited nme the

fol |l owi ng Sunday.

"Why?" asked the ex-Chief Superintendent. "She's only
of fering
Xz, 000, and three weeks' holiday."

"She can well afford to pay the

difference, and with references |like these," | said,

| ooki ng back down

at my file, 'she m ght becone suspicious if he asked for
anyt hi ng

| ess.” Matthew sm | ed and nodded.

Rosemary finally offered Wllians the job at 3,000 francs
a nont h,

wi th four weeks' holiday a year, which after forty-eight
hour s’

consideration WIllianms accepted. But he did not join her
for anot her

nonth, by which tine he had | earnt how to iron newspapers,
| ay pl ace

settings with a ruler, and tell the difference between a
port, sherry

and |iqueur gl ass.



| suppose that fromthe noment WIllians took up the post
as

Rosemary's butler, | expected instant results. But as
Hackett pointed

out to ne Sunday after Sunday, this was hardly realistic.

"WIllianms has to take his tinme," explained the Don. "He
needs to

gain her confidence, and avoid giving her any reason for
t he slightest

suspicion. It once took ne five years to nail a drug
smuggl er who was

only living half a mle up the road fromne." | wanted to
rem nd him
that it was ne who was stuck in jail, and that five days

was nore |ike

what | had in mnd, but I knew how hard they were al
wor ki ng on ny

behal f, and tried not to show ny inpatience.

Wthin a nonth WIllianms had supplied us with photographs
and life

histories of all the staff working on the estate, along

with

descriptions of everyone who visited Rosenary - even the
| ocal priest,

who canme hoping to collect a donation for French aid

wor kers in

Somal i a.

The cook: Gabrielle Pascal - no English, excellent
cui si ne, cane

fromMarseilles, fam|ly checked out. The gardener: Jacques
Reni stupid and not particularly imginative with the
rosebeds, |ocal and

wel | known. Rosemary's personal nmaid: Charlotte Merieux -
spoke a

little English, crafty, sexy, came fromParis, stil
checki ng her out.

Al'l the staff had been enpl oyed by Rosemary since

her arrival in the south of France, and they appeared to
have no

connection with each other, or wwth her past life.



"Ah," said Hackett as he studied the picture of Rosenmary's
personal maid. | raised an eyebrow. "I was just thinking
about

Wl lianms being cooped up with Charlotte Merieux day in and
day out and nore inportant, night in and night in," he
expl ai ned. "He would

have made superintendent if he hadn't fooled around so
much. Still,

let's hope this tine it turns out to our advantage." | |lay
on ny bunk

studying the pictures of the staff for hour after hour,

but they

reveal ed nothing. | read and reread the notes on everyone
who had ever

visited Villa Fleur, but as the weeks went by, it | ooked
nore and nore

as if no one from Rosemary's past, other than her nother,
knew wher e

she was - or if they did, they were nmaking no attenpts to
contact her.

There was certainly no sign of Jereny Al exander.

| was beginning to fear that she and Jereny m ght have
split up,

until WIllianms reported that there was a picture of a
dar k, handsone

man on a table by the side of Rosemary's bed. It was

I nscri bed: "We'l|

al ways be together- J'.

During the weeks followi ng ny appeal hearing | was
constantly

i nterviewed by probation officers, social workers and even
the prison

psychiatrist. | struggled to maintain the warm sincere
sml e that

Mat t hew had warned nme was so necessary to lubricate the
wheel s of the

bur eaucr acy.

It nust have been about el even weeks after ny appeal had
been
turned down that the cell door was thrown open, and the



seni or officer

on my corridor announced, "The Governor wants to see you,
Cooper .

Fi ngers | ooked suspi ci ous. Wienever he heard those words,
It

I nevitably neant a dose of solitary.

| could hear ny heart beating as | was | ed down the |ong
corridor

to the Governor's office. The prison officer knocked
gently on the door before opening it. The Governor rose
from behi nd

his desk, thrust out his hand and said, "I'mdelighted to
be the first

person to tell you the good news.'
confortabl e

chair on the other side of his desk, and went over the
terns of ny

rel ease. Wiile he was doing this | was served coffee, as
I f we were

old friends.

He ushered ne into a

There was a knock on the door, and Matthew wal ked i n,
clutching a

sheaf of papers that needed to be signed. | rose as he

pl aced t hem on

t he desk, and w thout warning he turned round and gave ne
a bear hug.

Not something | expect he did every day.

After | had signed the final docunent Matthew asked:
"What's the

first thing you'll do once they rel ease you?"

“I"mgoing to buy a gun,’
| told himmatter-of-factly.

Mat t hew and t he Governor burst out [ aughing.

The great gate of Armiey Prison was thrown open for ne

t hree days
later. | wal ked away fromthe building carrying only the
smal | | eat her

suitcase | had arrived with. | didn't | ook back. | hailed



a taxi and

asked the driver to take ne to the station, as | had no
desire to

remain in Leeds a nonment |onger than was necessary. |
bought a

first-class ticket, phoned Hackett to warn himl was on ny
way, and

boarded the next train for Bradford.

| savoured a British Rail breakfast that wasn't served on
atin

plate, and read a copy of the Financial Tinmes that had
been handed to

me by a pretty shop assistant and not a petty crimnal. No
one stared

at me - but then, why should they, when | was sitting in a
first-cl ass

carriage and dressed in ny new suit? | glanced at every
woman who

passed by, however she was dressed, but they had no way of
knowi ng why.

When the train pulled into Bradford, the Don and his
secretary

Jenny Kenwright were waiting for ne on the platform The
Chi ef

Superintendent had rented ne a small furnished flat on the
out skirts of

the city, and after | had unpacked - not a long job

- they took nme out to lunch. The nonent the small tal k had
been

di spensed with and Jenny had poured ne a gl ass of w ne,

t he Don asked

nme a question | hadn't expected.

“"Now that you're free, is it still your wish that we go on
| ooki ng
for Jereny Al exander?"

“"Yes," | replied, without a nonent's hesitation.
"I"meven nore determned, nowthat | can taste the

freedom he's
enjoyed for the past three years. Never forget, that nman



stole ny

freedomfromne, along wwth ny wife, ny conpany, and nore
than hal f ny

possessions. Ch yes, Donald, | won't rest until | cone
face to face

w th Jereny Al exander."

"Good," said the Don. "Because WIIlians thinks

Rosemary is beginning to trust him and m ght even, given
time, start

confiding in him It seens he has nade hinself

I ndi spensable.” | found

a certain irony in the thought of WIIlianms pocketing two
wage packets

si mul taneously, and of ny being responsible for one, while
Rosemary

paid the other. | asked if there was any news of Jereny.

"Not hing to speak of," said Donald. "She certainly never
phones

himfromthe house, and we're fairly sure he never
attenpts to nake any

direct contact with her. But WIllians has told us that
every Friday at

m dday he has to drop her off at the Majestic, the only
hotel in the

village. She goes inside and doesn't reappear for at | east
forty

m nutes. He daren't follow her, because she's given
specific

Instructions that he's to stay with the car. And he can't
afford to

| ose this job by disobeying orders.” | nodded ny
agreenent.

"But that hasn't stopped himhaving the occasional drink
In the

hotel bar on his evening off, and he's managed to pick up
a few

sni ppets of information. He's convinced that Rosemary uses
the tine

when she's in the hotel to nmake a | ong-di stance phone
call.



She often drops in at the bank before going on to the

Maj esti c,

and cones out carrying a small packet of coins. The harnan
has told

Wl lianms that she al ways uses one of the two phone

boxes in the corridor opposite the reception desk. She
never all ows

the call to be put through the hotel sw tchboard, always
dials direct.'

"So how do we di scover who she's calling?" | asked.

"We wait for WIllians to find an opportunity to use sone
of those
skills he didn't learn at butlers' school."

"But how | ong mi ght that
t ake?"

"No way of knowi ng, but WIllians is due for a spot of
| eave in a

coupl e of weeks, so he'll be able to bring us up to date.™
VWhen

WIllianms arrived back in Bradford at the end of the nonth
| began

aski ng himquestions even before he had tinme to put his
sui t case down.

He was full of interesting information about Rosemary, and
even the

smal | est detail fascinated ne.

She had put on weight. | was pleased. She seened | onely
and

depressed. | was delighted. She was spendi hg ny noney
fast. | wasn't

exactly ecstatic. But, nore to the point, WIlianms was
convi nced t hat

I f Rosemary had any contact with Jereny Al exander, it had
to be when

she visited the hotel every Friday and pl aced that
direct-dial call

But he still hadn't worked out how to di scover who, or
where, she was

phoni ng.



By the time WIllians returned to the south of France a
fortni ght

| ater | knew nore about ny ex-wife than | had ever done
when we were

marri ed.

As happens so often in the real world, the next nove cane
when |

| east expected it. It must have been about 2.30 on a
Monday afternoon

when t he phone rang.

Donal d picked up the receiver, and was surprised to hear
WIllianms's voice on the other end of the line. He swtched
himon to

t he squawk box and said, "All three of us are listening,
so you'd

better begin by telling us why you're ringing when it's
not your day

of f."

"“I"ve been sacked,"” were WIIlians's openi ng words.

"Playing around with the maid, were you?" was Donal d's
first
reacti on.

"I only wish, chief, but I"'mafraid it's far nore stupid

t han

that. I was driving Ms Kershaw into town this norning,
when | had to

stop at ared light. Wiile | was waiting for the lights to
change, a

man crossed the road in front of the car. He stopped and
stared at ne.

| recognised himimedi ately, and prayed the lights would
turn to

green before he could place nme. But he wal ked back, | ooked
at ne

again, and smled. | shook ny head at him but he cane
over to the

driver's side, tapped on the w ndow, and said, "How are
you, | nspector



Wlliams?"' "Who was i1t?" demanded Donal d.
"Nei| Case. Renenber him chief ?"
"Could | ever forget hinf

"Never-on-the-Case Neil"," said Donald. "I mght have
guessed. "

"

didn't acknowl edge him of course, and as Ms Kershaw said
not hi ng, |

t hought | m ght have got away with it. But as soon as we
arrived back

at the house she told ne to come and see her in the study,
and wi t hout

even asking for an expl anation she di sm ssed ne. She
ordered nme to be

packed and off the prem ses wthin the hour, or she'd cal
the | oca

police."

"Damm. Back to square one," said Donal d.
"Not quite,"” said WIIlians.

"What do you nean? If you're no longer in the house, we no
| onger

have a point of contact. Wrse, we can't play the butler
card agai n,

because she's bound to be on her guard from now on."

"I know all that,

chief," said WIllians, 'but suspecting that | was a
pol i ceman caused

her to panic, and she went straight to her bedroom and
made a phone

call. As | wasn't afraid of being found out any |onger, |
pi cked up

the extension in the corridor and listened in. Al | heard
was a

wonman' s voi ce give a Canbridge nunber, and then the phone
went dead. |
assuned Rosemary had been expecting soneone el se to pick



up the phone,
and hung up when she heard a strange voice.'

"What was the nunber?" Donal d asked.
A" 6407-sonet hing-7."

"What do you nean, "sonething-7"7?" barked
Donal d as he scri bbl ed the nunbers down.

"I didn't have anything to wite with, chief, so | had to
rely on

my menory." | was glad WIllians couldn't see the
expression on the

Don' s face.

"Then what happened?” he demanded.

"I found a pen in a drawer and wote what | could renenber
of the

nunber on ny hand. | picked up the phone again a few
nonents | ater,

and heard a different wonan on the |ine, saying, "The
Director's not in

at the nonent, but |'m expecting himback within the
hour." Then | had

to hang up quickly, because | could hear soneone com ng

al ong the

corridor. It was Charlotte, Rosemary's nmid. She wanted to
know why

|'d been sacked. | couldn't think of a convincing reply,
until she

accused nme of having nmade a pass at the mistress. | et

her think that

was it, and ended up getting a sl apped face for ny
trouble.” | burst

out | aughi ng, but the Don and Jenny showed no reaction.
Then WIIlians

asked, "So, what do | do now, chief ? Cone back to

Engl and?"

n hb,l
said Donald. "Stay put for the nonment. Book yourself into
t he



Maj estic and watch her round the clock. Let ne know if she
does

anyt hi ng out of character. Meanwhile, we're going to
Canbri dge. As

soon as we've booked ourselves into a hotel there I|'|

call you.'

"Under stood, sir,

said WIllians, and rang off.

"When do we go?" | asked Donal d once he had repl aced the
receiver.

"Tonight," he replied. "But not before |I've nade a few

t el ephone

calls."” The Don dialled ten Canbridge nunbers, using the
digits

Wl lianms had been able to jot down, and inserting the
nunbers from

nought to nine in the mssing slot.

0223 640707 turned out to be a school. "Sorry, wong
number , '

TX, ELVE RED HERRI NGS
said Donald. 77 was a chem st's shop; 727 was a garage;
7.37

was answered by an elderly male voice - "Sorry, wong
nunber, '

Donal d repeated; 747 a newsagent; 757 a |local policeman's
wife (I tried

not to |augh, but Donald only grunted); 767 a wonman's

voi ce - "Sorry,
wrong nunber, "
787 a wonman's

yet again; 777 was St Catharine's Coll ege;

voi ce on an answering machine; 797 a hairdresser - "D d
you want a

perm or just a trinP" Donald checked his list. "It has to
be either

737, 767 or 787.

The time has cone for ne to pull a few strings." He
dialled a

Bradf ord nunber, and was told that the new Deputy Chi ef
Const abl e of



Canbri dgeshire had been transferred fromthe West
Yor kshire
Const abul ary the previous year.

"Leeke. Allan Leeke," said Donald, w thout needing to be
pronpted. He turned to ne. "He was a sergeant when | was
first nmade

up to inspector." He thanked his Bradford contact, then

rang directory

enquiries to find out the nunber of the Canbridge Police
headquarters.

He di all ed anot her 0223 nunber.

"Canbridge Police. How can | help you?" asked a femal e
Voi ce.

"Can you put nme through to the Deputy Chief Constable,
pl ease?’
Donal d asked.

"Who shall | say is calling?"

"Donal d Hackett." The next voice

that cane on the line said, "Don, this is a pl easant
surprise. O at

| east | hope it's a pleasant surprise, because know ng
you, it won't be

a social call. Are you looking for a job, by any chance? |
hear d

you'd left the force."

"Yes, it's true. |'ve resigned, but |I'm not

| ooking for a job, Allan. | don't think the Canbridge
Const abul ary

could quite match ny present salary.”

"So, what can | do for you, Don?

"l need a trace done on three nunbers in the Canbridge
area.'

"Aut hori sed?" asked the Deputy Chief Constable.

“"No, but it mght well lead to an arrest on your patch,”
said
Donal d.



"That, and the fact that it's you who's asking, is good
enough for

nme. ' Donald read out the three nunbers, and Leeke asked
himto hang

on for a nonent. Wile we waited, Donald told nme, "All

t hey have to do

Is press a few buttons in the control room and the
nunbers wi |l | appear

on a screen in front of him Things have changed since |
first joined

the force. In those days we had to |let our |egs do the
wal ki ng." The

Deputy Chief Constable's voice cane back on the |ine.

"Right, the first nunber's cone up. 640737 is a Wng
Conmander

Danvers-Smth. He's the only person registered as |iving
In the

house." He read out an address in Geat Shelfor& which he
expl ai ned was

just to the south of Canbridge. Jenny wote the details
down.

A"T767 is a Professor and Ms. Bal cescu, also living in

G eat

Shel for& 787 is Dame Julia Renaud, the opera singer. She
lives in

G antchester. W know her quite well. She's hardly ever at
hone,

because of her concert commtnents all over the world.

Her house has been burgled three tines in the | ast year,
al ways
when she was abroad."

"Thank you," said Donald. "You' ve been nost
hel pful ."

"Anyt hing you want to tell ne ?" asked the Deputy Chi ef
Const abl e, soundi ng hopeful .

"Not at the nonment," replied Donald. "But as soon as |'ve
finished ny investigation, | promse you'll be the first



person to be
I nfornmed. "

"Fair enough,” cane back the reply, and the |Iine went
dead.

"Right," Donald said, turning his attention back to us.
"W | eave

for Canbridge in a couple of hours. That will give us
enough tine to

pack, and for Jenny to book us into a hotel near the city
centre.

W' l|l neet back here at' - he checked his watch - 'six
o' clock." He

wal ked out of the roomw thout uttering another word. |
remenber

thinking that ny father would have got on well with him

Just over two hours later, Jenny was driving us at a
st eady

sixty-nine mles per hour down the A

“Now the boring part of detective work begins,
Donal d.

sai d

"I ntense research, followed by hours of surveillance. |
t hi nk we

can safely ignore Danme Julia. Jenny, you get to work on
t he w ng

commander. | want details of his career fromthe day he
| eft school to

the day he retired. First thing tonorrow you can begi n by
contacting

RAF Col | ege Cranwel |, and asking for details of his
servi ce record.

"Il take the professor, and nake a start in the
university library.'

"What do | do?" | asked.

"For the tinme being, M. Cooper, you keep yourself well

out of

sight. It's just possible that the wi ng conmander or the
pr of essor

m ght |l ead us to Al exander, so we don't need you tranpling
over any



suspects and frightening themoff." | reluctantly agreed.

Later that night | settled into a suite at the Garden
House Hot el

- anore refined sort of prison - but despite feather
pillows and a

confortable nmattress | was quite unable to sleep. | rose
early the

next norning and spent nost of the day watching endl ess
updat es on Sky

News, episodes of various Australian soaps, and a

"Fil mof the Wek'

every two hours. But my mnd was continually sw tching
bet ween RAF

Cranwel | and the university library.

Wien we net up in Donald' s roomthat evening, he and Jenny
confirmed that their initial research suggested that both
men were who

they purported to be.

"I was sure one of themwould turn out to be Jereny," |
sai d,
unabl e to hide ny di sappoi nt nent.

"I't would be nice if it was always that easy, M. Cooper,"
said

Donal d. "But it doesn't nmean that one of themwon't |ead
us to

Jereny." He turned to Jenny. "First, let's go over what
you found out

about the w ng commander."

"W ng Commander Danvers-Smth DFC graduated

fromCranwell in 2938, served with Nunber Two Squadron at
Bi nbr ook

I n Lincolnshire during the Second Wirld War, and flew
several m ssions over CGermany and occupi ed France. He was
awar ded t he

DFC for gallantry in 2943. He was grounded in 958, and
becane an

I nstructor at RAF Cottesnore in d oucestershire. Hs final
posti ng was

as Deputy Commanding O ficer at RAF Locking in Sonerset.



He retired in

2977, when he and his wfe noved back to Geat Shel foral,
where he had

grown up."

"Way's he living on his own now?" asked Donal d.

"Wfe died three years ago. He has two children, Sam and
Panel a,

both married, but neither living in the area. They visit
hi m

occasionally.” I wanted to ask Jenny how she had been able
to find out

so much information about the w ng conmander in such a
short time, but

said nothing, as | was nore interested in hearing what the
Don had

di scovered about Professor Bal cescu.

Donal d picked up a pile of notes that had been |ying on
the floor

by his feet. "So, let nme tell you the results of ny
research into a

very di stingui shed professor,"
Bal cescu escaped

from Romania in 2989, after Ceausescu had had hi m pl aced
under house

arrest. He was snuggled out of the country by a group of

di ssi dent

students, via Bulgaria and then on into Geece. H s escape
was wel |

docunented in the newspapers at the tinme. He applied for
asylumin

Engl and, and was offered a teaching post at Gonville and
Cai us Col | ege,

Canbridge, and three years later the Chair of Eastern

Eur opean St udi es.

he began. "Professor

He advi ses the governnent on Romani an matters, and has
witten a
schol arly book on the subject.

Last year he was awarded a CBE in the Queen's Birthday
Honours.'



"How could either of these nen possibly know Rosemary?"
asked.

"WIlianms nmust have made a m stake when he wote down the
nunber .

"WIlianms doesn't make m stakes, M. Cooper," said the
Don.

"Oherwse | wouldn't have enployed him Your wfe dialled
one of

t hose nunbers, and we're just going to have to find out

whi ch one.

This tinme we'll need your assistance.'

| munbl ed an apol ogy, but remai ned unconvi nced.

Hackett nodded curtly, and turned back to Jenny. "How | ong
will

It take us to get to the wing commander's honme?"

"About fifteen

mnutes, sir. He lives in a cottage in Geat Shelforal,
j ust south of

Canbri dge. "
"Right, we'll start with him |'ll see you both in the
| obby at five o'clock tomorrow norning." | slept fitfully

agai n t hat

ni ght, now convi nced that we were enbarked on a w | d-goose
chase. But

at least | was going to be allowed to join themthe
fol |l ow ng day,

I nstead of being confined to ny room and yet nore
Austral i an soaps.

| didn't need nmy 4.30 alarmcall - | was already showering
when

t he phone went. A few mnutes after five, the three of us
wal ked out

of the hotel, trying not to look as if we were hoping to

| eave wi t hout

paying our bill. It was a chilly norning, and | shivered
as | clinbed

Into the back of the car.



Jenny drove us out of the city and onto the London road.
After a

mle or so she turned left and took us into a charm ng
little village

with neat, well-kept houses on either side of the road. W
passed a

garden centre on the left and drove another half mle,

t hen Jenny

suddenly swung the car round and reversed into a | ayby.
She switched

of f the engine and pointed to a small house with an
RAFBLUE door .

"That's where he lives," she said. "Nunber forty-seven."
Donal d

focused a tiny pair of binoculars on the house.

Sonme early-norning risers were already |eaving their
hones, cars

headi ng towards the station for the first comuter train
to London.

The paperboy turned out to be an old | ady who pushed her
heavi | y-| aden

bi cycle slowy round the village, dropping off her
deliveries. The

m | kman was next, clattering along in his electric van -
two pints

here, a pint there, the occasional hal fdozen eggs or
carton of orange

juice left on front doorsteps. Lights began to flick on
all over the

village. "The wi ng commander has had one pint of red-top
mlk and a

copy of the Daily Tel egraph delivered to his front door,"
sai d Donal d.

Peopl e had energed fromthe houses on either side of
nunber

forty-seven before a |ight appeared in an upstairs room of
t he w ng

commander's hone. Once that |ight had been sw tched on
Donal d sat bolt

upright, his eyes never |eaving the house.

| becane bored, and dozed off in the back at sone point.



When |

woke up, | hoped we mght at |east be allowed a break for
br eakf ast ,

but such nundane considerations didn't seemto worry the
t wo

professionals in the front. They continued to concentrate
on any

novenent that took place around nunber forty-seven, and
har dl y

exchanged a word.

At 0.9 athin, elderly man, dressed in a Harris tweed

| acket and

grey flannels, enmerged from nunber forty-seven and marched
bri skly down

the path. Al | could see at that distance was a huge,
bushy white

nmustache. It |ooked alnost as if his whol e body had been
desi gned

around it. Donald kept the glasses trained on him

"Ever seen him before?" he asked, passing the binoculars
back to
me.

| focused the gl asses on the w ng commander and studi ed
hi m

carefully. "Never," | said as he cane to a halt by the
side of a

battered old Austin Allegro. "How could anyone forget that
nmust ache ?'

"I't certainly wasn't grown | ast week," said Donald, as
Danvet ssm th

eased his car out onto the main road.

Jenny cursed. "I thought that if he used his car, the odds
woul d

be on himheading into Canbridge." She deftly perforned a
t hr eepoi nt

turn and accel erated quickly after the wi ng comrander.

Wthin a few mnutes she was only a couple of cars behind
hi m



Danvers-Smth was not proving to be the sort of fell ow who
habitually broke the speed limt. "H s days as a test

pilot are

obvi ously long behind him" Donald said, as we trailed the
Allegro at a

safe distance into the next village. About half a mle

| ater he pulled

into a petrol station.

"Stay with him" said Donald. Jenny followed the Al legro
into the

forecourt and cane to a halt at the punp directly behind
Danvers- Sm t h.

"Keep your head down, M. Cooper," said the Don, opening
hi s door.
"We don't want him seeing you."

"What are you going to do?" | asked,
peepi ng between the front seats.

"Risk an old con's trick," Donald replied.

He stepped out .of the front seat, wal ked round to the
back of the

car, and unscrewed the petrol cap just as the w ng
commander sl i pped

the nozzle of a petrol punp into the tank of his Allegro.

Donal d began slowy topping up our already full tank, then
suddenly turned to face the old man.

"W ng Commander Danvers-Smth?" he asked in a plumy
vVoi ce.

The wi ng commander | ooked up i nmedi ately, and a puzzl ed
expressi on
cane over his weather-beaten face.

"Baker, sir," said Donald. "Flight Lieutenant Baker. You
| ectured nme at RAF Locking. Vulcans, if | renmenber.”

"Bl oody good
menory, Baker. Good show," said Danverssmth. "Delighted



to see you,

old chap," he said, taking the nozzle out of his car and
replacing it

in the punp. "What are you up to nowadays ?" Jenny stifled
a | augh.

"Work for BA, sir. Gounded after | failed ny eye test.
Bl oody
desk job, I'"'mafraid, but it was the only offer | got."

"Bad | uck, old

chap,"” said the wing commander, as they headed off towards
t he pay

boot h, and out of earshot.

When they cane back a few mnutes later, they were
chattering away

| i ke old chuns, and the wi ng conmander actually had his
arm round

Donal d' s shoul der.

When they reached his car they shook hands, and |I heard
Donal d say

"Goodbye, sir," before Danvers-Smith clinbed into his

Al | egro. The old

airman pulled out of the forecourt and headed back
towards his hone. Donald got in next to Jenny and pulled
t he passenger

door cl osed.

"I"'mafraid he won't lead us to Al exander," the Don said
wth a

sigh. "Danvers-Smth is the genuine article - msses his
wi fe, doesn't

see his children enough, and feels a bit |onely. Even
asked if I'd

like to drop in for a bite of lunch."

"Why didn't you accept?" | asked.

Donal d paused. "I would have done, but when | nentioned
t hat |

was from Leeds, he told nme he'd only been there once in
his life, to



watch a test match. No, that man has never heard of
Rosemary Cooper or

Jereny Al exander - |'d bet ny pension on it. So, nowit's
the turn of

the professor. Let's head back towards Canbridge, Jenny.
And drive

slowly. | don't want to catch up wth the wi ng conmander
or we'll all

end up having to join himfor lunch." Jenny swung the car
across the

road and into the far | ane, then headed back towards the
city. After a

couple of mles Donald told her to pull into the side of
the road j ust

past a sign announcing the Shel ford Rugby d ub.

"The professor and his wife |live behind that hedge,"
Donal d sai d,

poi nting across the road. "Settle back, M. Cooper. This
m ght take

some tinme." At 22.30 Jenny went off to get sone fish and
chips fromthe

village. | devoured themhungrily. By three | was bored
stiff again,

and was begi nning to wonder just how | ong Donal d woul d
hang around

before we were allowed to return to the hotel. |
remenber ed

" Happy
Days' would be on at 6. 30.

"We' Il sit here all night, if necessary,"” Donald said, as
if he

were readi ng ny thoughts. "Forty-nine hours is ny record
Wi t hout

sl eep. What's yours, Jenny?" he asked, never taking his
eyes off the

house.

"Thirty-one, sir," she repli ed.

"Then this may be your chance to break that record,” he
sai d.



A nonent later, a wonman in a white BMN nosed out of the
driveway | eading to the house and stopped at the edge of

t he

pavenent. She paused, | ooked both ways, then turned across
t he road

and swung right, in the direction of Canbridge. As she
passed us, |

caught a glinpse of a blonde wwth a pretty face.

"I'"ve seen her before," | blurted out.
"Fol |l ow her, Jenny," Donald said sharply. "But keep your
di stance.” He turned round to face ne.

"Where have you seen her?" he asked, passing over the
bi nocul ars.

"I can't renenber,"” | said, trying to focus on the back of
a nop
of fair, curly hair.

"Think, man. Think. It's our best chance yet," said
Donal d,

trying not to sound as if he was cross-exam ning an old
| ag.

| knew | had cone across that face sonmewhere, though

felt

certain we had never nmet. | had to rack ny brains, because
It was at

| east five years since | had seen any wonan | recogni sed,

| et al one one

that striking. But my mnd remai ned bl ank.

"Keep on thinking," said the Don, "while | try to find out
sonmething a little nore sinple. And Jenny - don't get too
close to

her. Never forget she's got a rear-viewmrror. M. Cooper
may not

remenber her, but she may renenber him" Donal d picked up
t he carphone

and j abbed in ten nunbers.

"Let's pray he doesn't realise |I've retired," he munbl ed.



"DVLC Swansea. How can | hel p you?"

"Sergeant Crann, please,
sai d Donal d.

“I''l'l put you through."
"Dave Crann."
"Donal d Hackett."

" Good
af ternoon, Chief Superintendent. How can | help you?"

"White BMW K273 SCE," said Donald, staring at the car in
front of him

"Hold on please, sir, I won't be a nonent." Donald kept
his eye

fixed on the BMWwhile he waited. It was about thirty
yards ahead of

us, and headi ng towards a green |ight.

Jenny accel erated to make sure she wouldn't get trapped if
t he

| i ghts changed, and as she shot through an anber |ight,
Sergeant Crann

canme back on the line, "W've identified the car, sir," he
sai d.

"Regi stered owner Ms. Susan Bal cescu, The Kendalls, High
Street, G eat

Shel for & Canbri dge. One endorsenent for speeding in a
built-up area,

99, a thirty-pound fine. O herw se nothing known."

"Thank you,
sergeant. That's nost hel pful ."

"My pleasure, sir.

"Why shoul d
Rosemary want to contact the Bal cescus ?" Donald said as
he cli pped the



phone back into place. "And is she contacting just one of
them or
bot h?" Neither of us attenpted to answer.

“I think it's time to let her go," he said a nonent |ater.
IlI

need to check out several nore | eads before we risk com ng
face to face

with either of them Let's head back to the hotel and
consi der our

next nove."

"I knowit's only a coincidence,"” | ventured, 'but when
knew him Jereny had a white BMN™"

"F173 BZK," said Jenny. "I renenber

it fromthe file." Donald swung round. "Sonme people can't
gi ve up

snoki ng, you know, others drinking. But with sone, it's a
particul ar
make of car,'
drive white
BMAS, " he nuttered al nost to hinself.

he said. "Although a | ot of people nust

Once we were back in Donald' s room he began checking

t hrough the

file he had put together on Professor Bal cescu. The Ti nmes
report of

his escape from Romania, he told us, was the nost
det ai | ed.

prof essor BALCESCU first canme to prom nence while still a
st udent

at the University of Bucharest, where he called for the
overt hrow of

the el ected governnent.

The authorities seened relieved when he was offered a

pl ace at

Oxford, and nust have hoped that they had seen the | ast of
him But he

returned to Bucharest University three years later, taking
up the

position of tutor in Politics.



The follow ng year he led a student revolt in support of

Ni col ae Ceausescu, and after he becane president, Bal cescu
was rewarded with a Cabinet post, as Mnister of

Educati on. But he

soon becane disillusioned with the Ceasescu regine, and

W t hin eighteen

nont hs he had resigned and returned to the university as a
hunbl e

tutor.

Three years |later he was offered the Chair of Politics and
Econom cs.

Pr of essor Bai cescu's growi ng disillusionnment with the
gover nment

finally turned to anger, and in 1986 he began witing a
series of

panphl et s denounci ng Ceausescu and his puppet regine. A

f ew weeks

after a particularly vitriolic attack on the

est abl i shnent, he was

di sm ssed fromhis post at the university, and | ater

pl aced under house

arrest. A group of Oxford historians wote a |letter of
protest to The

Ti mes, but nothing nore was heard of the great scholar for
sever al

years. Then, late in 1989, he was snmuggl ed out of Romani a
by a group

of students, finally reaching Britain via Bulgaria and

G eece.

Canbridge won the battle of the universities to tenpt him
with a

teachi ng post, and he becane a fellow of Gonville and
Caius in

Septenber 1990. In Novenber 991, after the retirenent of
Sir Halford

Mckay, Bal cescu took over the Chair of Eastern European

St udi es.

Donal d | ooked up. "There's a picture of himtaken when he
was in



G eece, but it's too blurred to be of nuch use."” | studied
t he

bl ack- and- whi t e phot ograph of a bearded m ddl eaged nman
surrounded by

students. He wasn't anything |ike Jereny. | frowned.
" Anot her bl i nd
alley," | said.

"It's beginning to look like it," said Donald. "Especially
after

what | found out yesterday. According to his secretary,

Bal cescu

delivers his weekly | ecture every Friday norning, fromten
o'clock to

el even. "

"But that wouldn't stop himfromtaking a call from

Rosemary
at m dday," interrupted Jenny.
“I'f you'll allow ne to finish," said Hackett sharply.

Jenny bowed

her head, and he continued. "At twelve o'clock he chairs a
full

departnental neeting in his office, attended by al

menbers of staff.

|"msure you'll agree, Jenny, that it would be quite
difficult TRI AL

AND ERROR for himto take a personal call at that tine
every Friday,

gi ven the circunstances.
to say we're

back where we started, unless you can renmenber where
you' ve seen Ms.

Bal cescu.” | shook ny head. "Perhaps | was m staken," |
adm tted.

Donald turned to ne. "I'msorry

Donal d and Jenny spent the next few hours going over the
files,

even checking every one of the ten phone nunbers a second
tinme.

"Do you renenber Rosemary's second call, sir,"”
I n

sai d Jenny,



desperati on. "The Director's not in at the nonent."
M ght that be

the clue we're | ooking for?"

"Possibly," said Donald. "If we could

find out who the Director is, we mght be a step nearer to
Jereny

Al exander." | renmenber Jenny's |ast words before | |eft
for nmy room

"I wonder how many directors there are in Britain, chief."
Over

breakfast in Donald's roomthe follow ng norning, he
reviewed all the

intelligence that had been gathered to date, but none of
us felt we

were any nearer to a sol ution.

"What about M's. Bal cescu?" | said. "She may be the person
t aki ng

the call every Friday at m dday, because that's the one
time she knows

exactly where her husband is."

"I agree. But is she sinply Rosemary's
messenger, or is she a friend of Jereny' s?" asked Donal d.

"Perhaps we'll have to tap her phone to find out," said
Jenny.

Donal d i gnored her comment, and checked his watch. "It's
time to

go to Balcescu's lecture."”

"Why are we bothering?" | asked. "Surely we
ought to be concentrating on Ms. Bal cescu."”

"You're probably right,"

said Donald. "But we can't afford to | eave any stone
unt ur ned, and as

his next |lecture won't be for another week, we may as well
get it over

with. In any case, we'll be out by eleven, and if we find
Ms.

Bal cescu' s phone i s engaged between twel ve and twel ve



thirty ... '

After Donald had asked Jenny to bring the car round to the
front

of the hotel, | slipped back into my roomto pick up
sonet hi ng that had

been hidden in the bottomof ny suitcase for several

weeks. A few

mnutes later | joined them and Jenny drove us out of the
hot el

carpark, turning right into the nmain road. Donal d gl anced
at ne

suspiciously in the rear-viewmrror as | sat silently in
t he back.

Did I look guilty ? I wondered.

Jenny spotted a parking neter a couple of hundred yards
away from

t he Departnent of European Studies, and pulled in. W got
out of the

car and followed the flow of students al ong the pavenent
and up the

steps. No one gave us a second | ook. Once we had entered
t he

bui | di ng, Donal d whi pped off his tie and slipped it in his
] acket

pocket. He | ooked nore |ike a Marxist revolutionary than
nost of the

peopl e heading towards the |ecture.

The lecture theatre was clearly signposted, and we entered
It by a

door on the ground floor, which turned out to be the only
way in or

out. Donald imedi ately wal ked up the raked auditoriumto
t he back row

of seats. Jenny and | followed, and Donald instructed ne
to sit behind

a student who | ooked as if he spent his Saturday

af ternoons pl ayi ng

| ock forward for his college rugby team

Wiile we waited for Balcescu to enter the room | began to
| ook



around. The lecture theatre was a |arge sem -circle, not
unli ke a

mniature Geek anphitheatre, and | estimated that it
could hold around

three hundred students. By the tine the clock on the front
wal | read

9.55 there was hardly a seat to be found.

No further proof was needed of the professor's reputation.

| felt a light sweat formng on nmy forehead as | waited
for

Bal cescu to nmake his entrance. As the clock struck ten the
door of the

| ecture theatre opened. | was so di sappointed at the sight
t hat

greeted nme that | groaned al oud. He couldn't have been

| ess |ike

Jereny. | |eaned across to Donald. "Wong-col oured hair,
wr ong- col oured eyes, about thirty pounds too light." The
Don showed no

reacti on.

"So the connection has to be with Ms. Bal cescu, "
whi spered Jenny.

"Agreed," said Donald under his breath. "But we're stuck
here for

t he next hour, because we certainly can't risk draw ng
attention to

oursel ves by wal king out. W'll just have to nake a dash
for it as

soon as the lecture is over. W'll still have tine to see
i f she's at

hone to take the twelve o' clock call.’
shoul d have

checked the | ayout of the building earlier.” Jenny
reddened slightly,

because she knew | neant you.

He paused. "I

And then | suddenly renenbered where | had seen Ms.

Bal cescu. |

was about to tell Donald, but the roomfell silent as the
pr of essor



began delivering his openi ng words.

"This is the sixth of eight lectures,” he began, 'on
recent soci al
and economic trends in Eastern Europe."” In a thick Central

Eur opean

accent he launched into a discourse that sounded as if he
had given it

many tinmes before. The undergraduates began scribbling
away on their

pads, but | becane increasingly irritated by the conti nual
drone of the

professor's nasal vowels, as | was inpatient to tel
Hackett about Ms.

Bal cescu and to get back to Great Shelford as quickly as
possi bl e. |

found myself glancing up at the clock on the wall every
few m nutes.

Not unli ke nmy own school days,

t hought. | touched ny jacket pocket. It was still there,
even

t hough on this occasion it would serve no useful purpose.

Hal fway through the |ecture, the lights were di med so the

professor could illustrate sonme of his points with slides.
| gl anced

at the first few graphs as they appeared on the screen,
show ng

different incone groups across Eastern Europe related to
t heir bal ance

of paynents and export figures, but | ended up none the
w ser, and not

just because | had m ssed the first five | ectures.

The assistant in charge of the projector nmanaged to get
one of the

slides upside down, show ng Gernmany bottom of the export
tabl e and

Romani a top, which caused a light ripple of |aughter

t hr oughout the

theatre. The professor scow ed, and began to deliver his
| ecture at a

faster and faster pace, which only caused the



assistant nore difficulty in finding the right slides to
coincide wth
the Professor's statenents.

Once again | becane bored, and | was relieved when, at
five to

el even, Bal cescu called for the final graph. The previous
one was

repl aced by a bl ank screen. Everyone began | ooki ng round
at the

assi stant, who was searching desperately for the slide.

The professor becane irritable as the m nute hand of the
cl ock

approached eleven. Still the assistant failed to | ocate
the m ssing

slide. He flicked the shutter back once again, but nothing
appeared on

the screen, leaving the professor brightly illum nated by
a beam of

| i ght. Bal cescu stepped forward, and began drumm ng his
fingers

I npatiently on the wooden | ectern. Then he turned

si deways, and |

caught his profile for the first tine. There was a snal |
scar above

his right eye, which nust have faded over the years, but
in the bright

light of the beamit was clear to see.

"I't"s him" | whispered to Donald as the cl ock struck
el even.

The lights canme up, and the professor quickly left the
| ecture
theatre w thout anot her word.

| | eapt over the back of ny bench seat, and began chargi ng
down

t he gangway, but ny progress was inpeded by students who
wer e al r eady

sauntering out into the aisle. | pushed nmy way past them
until | had

reached ground |l evel, and bolted through the door by which



t he

prof essor had left so abruptly. | spotted himat the end
of the

corridor. He was opening another door, and di sappeared out
of sight.

| ran after him dodging in and out of the chattering
students.

When | reached the door that had just been cl osed behind
him |

| ooked up at the sign: PROFESSOR BALCESCU Director of

Eur opean Studi es

| threw the door open, to discover a wonan sitting behind
a desk

checki ng sone papers. Another door was cl osing behind her.

"I need to see Professor Balcescu imrediately,” | shouted,
know ng

that if | didn't get to himbefore Hackett caught up with
me, | mght

| ose ny resol ve.
The woman st opped what she was doing and | ooked up at ne.

"The Director is expecting an overseas call at any nonent,
and

cannot be disturbed,"” she replied. "I'"msorry, but ... ' |
ran

strai ght past her, pulled open the door and rushed into
the room where

| cane face to face with Jereny Al exander for the first
time since |

had left himlying on the floor of nmy drawing room He was
t al ki ng

animatedly on the phone, but he | ooked up, and recogni sed
me

I mredi ately. When | pulled the gun fromny pocket, he
dropped the

receiver. As | took aim the blood suddenly drained from
his face.

"Are you there, Jereny?" asked an agitated voice on the
ot her end
of the line. Despite the passing of tinme, |I had no



difficulty in
recogni sing Rosemary's strident tones.

Jereny was shouting, "No, Richard, no! | can explain !
Bel i eve

me, | can explain !'" as Donald came running in. He canme to
an abr upt

halt by the professor's desk, but showed no interest in
Jereny.

"Don't do it, Richard,” he pleaded. "You'll only spend the
rest

of your life regretting it." | renenber thinking it was
the first tine

he had ever called nme Richard.

"Wong, for a change, Donald," | told him "I won't regret
killing Jereny Al exander. You see, he's already been
pronounced dead

once. | know, because | was sentenced to life inprisonnent
for his

murder. |I'msure you're aware of the neaning of "autrefois
acquit",

and will therefore know that | can't be charged a second
time with a
crime |'ve already been convicted of and sentenced for.

Even though this tinme they will have a body." | noved the
gun a

few inches to the right, and ained at Jereny's heart. |
squeezed t he

trigger just as Jenny canme charging into the room She

di ved at ny

| egs.

Jereny and | both hit the ground with a thud.

Well, as | pointed out to you at the beginning of this
chroni cl e,

| ought to explain why I'min jail - or, to be nore
accurate, why I'm

back in jail.

| was tried a second tine; on this occasion for attenpted



mur der despite the fact that | had only grazed the bl oody
man' s shoul der.
still blanme Jenny for that.

Mnd you, it was worth it just to hear Matthew s cl osing

speech,
because he certainly understood the neaning of 'autrefois
acquit'. He

surpassed hinself with his description of Rosemary as a
cal cul ati ng,

evil Jezebel, and Jereny as a man notivated by nalice and
greed, quite

willing to cynically pose as a national hero while his
vi cti mwas
rotting his life away in jail, put there by a wife's

perjured testinony

of which he had unquestionably been the masterm nd. In
anot her four

years, a furious Matthew told the jury, they would have
been able to

pocket several nore mllions between them This tinme the
jury | ooked

on me with considerabl e synpat hy.

"Thou shalt not bear false wtness against any man,"
Sir

Matt hew s cl osi ng words, his sonorous tones maki ng him
sound |ike an

A d Testanent prophet.

wer e

The tabl oids al ways need a hero and a villain. This tine
t hey had

got thenselves a hero and two villains. They seened to
have forgotten

everything they had printed during the previous trial
about the

oversexed lorry driver, and it would be foolish to suggest
that the

page after page devoted to every sordid detail of Jereny
and Rosemary's

deception didn't influence the jury.

They found nme guilty, of course, but only because they
weren't



given any choice. In his sunmi ng up the judge al nost
ordered themto

do so. But the forenman expressed his fellow jurors' hope
that, given

the circunstances, the judge m ght consider a |enient
sentence. M.

Justice Lanpton obviously didn't read the tabl oids,
because he | ectured

me for several mnutes, and then said | would be sent down
for five

years.

Matt hew was on his feet inmmedi ately, appealing for

cl emency on the

grounds that | had already served a | ong sentence. "This
man | ooks out

on the world through a wi ndow of tears,” he told the
judge. "I beseech

your lordship not to put bars across that w ndow a second
time." The

appl ause fromthe gallery was so thunderous that the judge
had to

instruct the bailiffs to clear the court before he could
respond to Sir

Mat t hew s pl ea.

"His lordship obviously needs a little time to think,"
Mat t hew

expl ai ned under his breath as he passed ne in the dock.
After rnuch

del i beration in his chanbers, M. Justice Lanpton settled
on three

years. Later that day | was sent to Ford Open Prison

After considerable press comment during the next few
weeks, and

what Sir Matthew described to the Court of Appeal as 'ny
client's

unparalleled affliction and exenplary behaviour', | ended
up only

having to serve ni ne nonths.

Meanwhi | e, Jereny had been arrested at Addenbrookes
Hospital by



Al l an Leeke, Deputy Chief Constable of Canbridgeshire.

After three days in a heavily guarded ward he was charged
with

conspiracy to pervert the course of public justice, and
transferred to

Armley Prison to await trial. He cones before the Leeds
Crown Court

next nonth, and you can be sure |I'll be sitting in the
gallery

foll owi ng the proceedi ngs every day. By the way, Fingers
and the boys

gave hima very handsone welcone. I'mtold he's | ost even
nore wei ght

than he did troopi ng backwards and forwards across Europe
fixing up his

new i dentity.

Rosemary has al so been arrested and charged with perjury.

They didn't grant her bail, and Donald infornms ne that
French

prisons, particularly the one in Marseilles, are | ess

confortabl e than

Armley - one of the few di sadvantages of living in the
sout h of France.

She's fighting the extradition order, of course, but I'm
assured by
Matt hew t hat she has absolutely no chance of succeeding,
now we've

signed the Maastricht Treaty. | knew sonet hi ng good nust
cone out of

t hat .

As for Ms. Balcescu - I'msure you worked out where |'d
seen her

| ong before | did.

In the case of Regina v. Al exander and Kershaw, |'mtold,
she w ||

be giving evidence on behalf of the Crown. Jereny nade
such a sinple

m stake for a normally cal culating and shrewd man.



In order to protect hinself frombeing identified, he put
all his

worl dly goods in his wife's nane. So the striking bl onde
ended up with

everything, and | have a feeling that when it conmes to her
cross-exam nation, Rosemary won't turn out to be all that
hel pful to

Jereny, because it slipped his mnd to | et her know t hat
I n between

those weekly .phone calls he was living with another
womnman.

It's been difficult to find out nuch nore about the real
Pr of essor

Bal cescu, because since Ceausescu's downfall no one is
guite sure what

real |y happened to the distingui shed academ c.

Even t he Romani ans bel i eved he had escaped to Britain and
begun a
new |ife.

Bradford City have been rel egated, so Donald has bought a
cottage

In the West Country and settled down to watch Bath pl ay
rugby. Jenny

has joined a private detective agency in London, but is
al ready

conpl ai ni ng about her salary and conditions. WIIlians has
returned to

Bradf ord and decided on an early retirenent. It was he who
poi nt ed out

the painfully obvious fact that when it's twelve o' cl ock
I n France,

it's only eleven o' clock in Britain.

By the way, |'ve decided to go back to Leeds after all.
Cooper's

went into liquidation as | suspected they would, the new
managenent

team not proving all that effective when it cane to riding
out a
recession. The official receiver was only too delighted to



accept ny

of fer of 250,000 for what remai ned of the conpany, because
no one el se

was showi ng the slightest interest in it. Poor Jereny wll
get al nost

nothing for his shares. Still, you should | ook up the new

stock in the

F.T. around the m ddl e of next year, and buy yourself a

f ew, because

they' Il be what nmy father would have called "a risk worth

t aki ng' .

By the way, Matthew advises ne that |'ve just given you
what' s

termed as 'inside information', so please don't pass it
on, as | have

no desire to go back to jail for a third tine.

CHEAP AT HALF THE PRI CE

WOMEN ARE NATURALLY SUPERI OR TO MEN, and Ms.
Consuel a Rosenhel m was no excepti on.

Vi ctor Rosenhel m an Anerican banker, was Consuela's third
husband, and the gossip colums on both sides of the
Atlantic were

suggesting that, |like a chain snoker, the forner Col onbi an
nodel was

al ready searching for her next spouse before she had
extracted the | ast

gasp fromthe old one. Her first two husbands - one an
Arab, the other

a Jew (Consuel a showed no racial prejudice when it cane to
si gni ng

marriage contracts) - had not quite left her in a position
t hat woul d

guarantee her financial security once her natural beauty
had faded.

But two nore ciivorce settlenents would sort that out.
Wth this in

m nd, Consuela estimted that she only had another five
years before

the final vow nust be taken.



The Rosenheins flew into London fromtheir hone in New
York - or,
to be nore accurate, fromtheir hones in New York.

Consuel a had travelled to the airport by chauffeur-driven
car from

their mansion in the Hanptons, while her husband had been
taken from

his Wall Street office in a second chauffeur-driven car.

They nmet up in the Concorde | ounge at JFK. Wen they had
| anded

at Heat hrow anot her |inousine transported themto the
Ritz, where they

were escorted to their usual suite w thout any suggestion
of having to

sign fornms or book in.

The purpose of their trip was twofold. M. Rosenhei m was
TWELVE

RED HERRI NGS hoping to take over a small nerchant bank

t hat had not

benefited fromthe recession, while Ms. Rosenheim

I ntended to occupy

her time |ooking for a suitable birthday present - for
hersel f.

Despite consi derable research | have been unable to

di scover exactly

whi ch birthday Consuela would officially be cel ebrating.

After a sleepless night induced by jetlag, Victor
Rosenhel m was

whi sked away to an early-norning neeting in the Cty,
whi | e Consuel a

remai ned in bed toying with her breakfast. She nmanaged one
pi ece of

thin unbuttered toast and a stab at a boil ed egg.

Once the breakfast tray had been renoved, Consuel a nmade a
coupl e

of phone calls to confirmluncheon dates for the two days
she woul d be

I n London. She then disappeared into the bathroom



Fifty mnutes |ater she energed fromher suite dressed in
a pink

O aganie suit with a dark blue collar, her fair hair
bounci ng on her

shoul ders. Few of the nen she passed between the el evator
and the

revolving doors failed to turn their heads, so Consuel a

j udged that the

previous fifty m nutes had not been wasted. She stepped
out of the

hotel and into the norning sun to begin her search for the
bi rt hday

present.

Consuel a began her quest in New Bond Street. As in the
past, she

had no intention of straying nore than a few bl ocks north,
sout h, east

or west fromthat conforting | andmark, while a
chauffeur-driven car

hovered a few yards behi nd her.

She spent sone tinme in Asprey's considering the |atest
slimine

wat ches, a gold statue of a tiger wwth jade eyes, and a
Faberg egqg,

before noving on to Cartier, where she dism ssed a crested
sil ver

salver, a platinumwatch and a Louis XV | ong-case cl ock.

From there she wal ked anot her few yards to Tiffany's,
whi ch,

despite a determ ned sal esman who showed her al nost
everything the shop

had to offer, she still left enpty-handed.

Consuel a stood on the pavenent and checked her watch. It
was

12.52, and she had to accept that it had been a fruitless
nor ni ng.

She instructed her chauffeur to drive her to Harry's Bar,
wher e
she found Ms. Stavros Kleanthis waiting for her



at their usual table. Consuela greeted her friend with a
ki ss on both
cheeks, and took the seat opposite her.

Ms. Kleanthis, the wife of a not unknown shi powner - the
G eeks

preferring one wife and several liaisons - had for the

| ast few m nutes

been concentrating her attention on the nmenu to be sure
that the

restaurant served the few dishes that her |atest diet
woul d permt.

Bet ween them the two wonen had read every book that had
reached nunber

one on the New York Tines bestseller |ist which included
t he words

A"youth', 'orgasm, 'slimmng', 'fitness' or 'imortality’
inits title.

"How s Victor?" asked Maria, once she and Consuel a had
ordered
their neal s.

Consuel a paused to consider her response, and deci ded on
t he
truth.

"Fast reaching his sell-by date,” she replied. "And

St avros?

"Well past his, I"'mafraid,” said Maria. "But as | have
nei t her your

| ooks nor your figure, not to nention the fact that | have
t hree

teenage children, | don't suppose I'I|l be returning to the
mar ket to

select the latest brand." Consuela smled as a sal ade
ni oi se was pl aced

in front of her.

"So, what brings you to London - other than to have | unch
wi th an

old friend?" asked Mari a.

"Victor has his eye on another bank," replied Consuel a, as



I f she

were discussing a child who collected stanps. "And I'min
search of a

suitable birthday present.”

"And what are you expecting Victor to cone

up with this tinme ?" asked Maria. "A house in the country
? A

t hor oughbred racehorse ?

Or perhaps your own Lear jet?"

"None of the above," said Consuel a,

pl acing her fork by the half-finished salad. "I need
somet hi ng t hat

can't be bargained over at a future date, so ny gift nust
be one t hat

any court, in any state, will acknow edge is
unquestionably m ne.'

"Have you found anything appropriate yet?" asked Mari a.

“Not yet," admtted Consuela. "Asprey's yielded nothing of
interest, Cartier's cupboard was al nost bare, and the only
attractive

thing in Tiffany's was the sal esman, who was undoubtedly
penni |l ess. |

shall have to continue ny search this afternoon.” The

sal ad plates were

deftly renoved by a waiter whom Maria considered far too
young and far

too thin. Another waiter with the sanme probl em poured them
both a cup

of fresh decaffeinated coffee. Consuela refused the
proffered cream

and sugar, though her conpani on was not quite so

di sci pl i ned.

The two | adi es grunbl ed on about the sacrifices they were
havi ng

to make because of the recession until they were the only
diners left

in the room At this point a fatter waiter presented them
wth the

bill - an extraordinarily |ong | edger considering that



nei t her of them

had ordered a second course, or had requested nore than
Evian fromthe

W ne waiter.

On the pavenent of South Audley Street they kissed again
on both

cheeks before going their separate ways, one to the east
and the ot her

to the west.

Consuel a clinbed into the back of her chauffeur-driven car
i n

order to be returned to New Bond Street, a distance of no
nore t han

half a mle.

Once she was back on famliar territory, she began to work
her way

steadily down the other side of the street, stopping at
Bentl ey’ s,

where it appeared that they hadn't sold anything since

| ast year, and

noving rapidly on to Adler, who seened to be suffering
fromnmuch the

same problem She cursed the recession once again, and
blaned it al

on Bill dinton, who Victor had assured her was the cause
of nost of

the worl d's current problens.

Consuel a was begi nning to despair of finding anything

wor t hwhi | e

in Bond Street, and reluctantly began her journey back
towards the

Ritz, feeling she m ght even have to consider an
expedition to

Kni ght sbri dge the foll owi ng day, when she cane to a sudden
hal t out si de

t he House of G aff. Consuela could not recal

the shop fromher last visit to London sone six nonths
before, and as

she knew Bond Street better than she had ever known any of
her three



husbands, she concluded that it must be a new
est abl i shnent .

She gazed at the stunning gens in their magnificent
settings,

heavily protected behind the bull etproof w ndows. \Wen she
reached the

third wi ndow her nouth opened wi de, |ike a newborn chick
demanding to

be fed. Fromthat nonent she knew that no further

excursi ons woul d be

necessary, for there, hanging round a slender marble neck,
was a

peerl ess di anond and ruby neckl ace.

She felt that she had seen the nmagnificent piece of

jewel lery

somewhere before, but she quickly dism ssed the thought
from her m nd,

and continued to study the exquisitely set rubies
surrounded by

perfectly cut dianonds, making up a neckl ace of
unparal | el ed beauty.

W thout giving a nonment's thought to how nmuch the object

m ght cost,

Consuel a wal ked slowy towards the thick gl ass door at the
entrance to

the shop, and pressed a discreet ivory button on the wall.
The House

of Graff obviously had no interest in passing trade.

The door was unl ocked by a security officer who needed no
nor e

than a glance at Ms. Rosenheimto know that he shoul d
usher her quickly

t hrough to the inner portals, where a second door was
opened and

Consuel a cane face to face with a tall, inposing man in a
| ong bl ack

coat and pinstriped trousers.

"Good norning, madam" he said, bow ng slightly. Consuel a
noti ced
that he surreptitiously admred her rings as he did so.



"Can | be of assistance?" Although the roomwas full of
treasures

that mght in normal circunmstances have deserved hours of
her

attention, Consuela's mnd was focused on only one object.

"Yes. | would like to study nore closely the di anond and
r uby
neckl ace on display in the third w ndow. "

"Certainly, madam" the

manager replied, pulling back a chair for his custoner. He
nodded

al nost inperceptibly to an assistant, who silently

wal ked over to the w ndow, unlocked a little door and
extracted the

neckl ace. The manager slipped behind the counter and
pressed a

conceal ed button. Four floors above, a slight burr sounded
in the

private office of M. Laurence Graff, warning the
proprietor that a

custoner had enquired after a particularly expensive item
and that he

m ght wish to deal with them personally.

Laurence Graff glanced up at the tel evision screen on the
wall to

his left, which showed hi mwhat was taking place on the
gr ound

"“Ah," he

said, once he sawthe lady in the pink suit seated at the
Louis XV

table. "Ms. Consuela Rosenheim if |I'mnot m staken."
Just as the

Speaker of the House of Commobns can identify every one of
its 650

menbers, so Laurence Graff recognised the 650 custoners
who m ght be

able to afford the nbost extravagant of his treasures. He
qui ckly

st epped from behi nd his desk, wal ked out of his office and
took the



waiting lift to the ground fl oor.

Meanwhi | e, the nanager had laid out a black velvet cloth
on the

table in front of Ms. Rosenheim and the assistant placed
t he neckl ace

delicately on top of it. Consuela stared down at the

obj ect of her

desire, nesnerised.

"Good norning, Ms. Rosenheim" said Laurence Graff as he
st epped

out of the lift and wal ked across the thick pile carpet
towards his

woul d- be custoner. "How nice to see you again.” He had in
truth only

seen her once before - at a shoul der-toshoul der cockt ai
party in

Manhattan. But after that, he could have spotted her at a
hundr ed

paces on a novi ng escal ator.

"Good norning, M. ... ' Consuela hesitated, feeling
unsure of

herself for the first tinme that day.

"Laurence G aff,"
Sot heby

Par ke Benett |ast year - a charity function in aid of the
Red Cross, if

| remenber correctly.”

he said, offering his hand. "W net at

"Of course," said Ms. Rosenheim unable to
recall him or the occasion.

M. Gaff bowed reverently towards the dianond and ruby
neckl ace.

"The Kanemarra heirloom" he purred, then paused, before
t aki ng

the manager's place at the table. "Fashioned in 936 by
Silvio di
Larchi, "
a single

he continued. "All the rubies were extracted from



mne in Burnma, over a period of twenty years. The di anonds
wer e

pur chased from De Beers by an Egyptian nerchant who, after
t he neckl ace

had been nmade up for him offered the uni que piece to King
Farouk - for

servi ces rendered. Wen the nonarch married Princess

Fari da he

presented it to her on their weddi ng day, and she in
return bore him

four heirs, none of whom alas, was destined to succeed to
the throne.’

G aff | ooked up fromone object of beauty, and gazed on
anot her.

"Since then it has passed through several hands before
arriving at

t he House of Graff,"” continued the proprietor. "Its nost
recent owner

was an actress, whose husband's oil wells unfortunately
dried up." The

flicker of a smle crossed the face of Consuel a Rosenhei m
as she

finally recall ed where she had previously seen the

neckl ace.

"Quite magnificent,"”
“Iowill

be back," she added as she rose fromher chair. Gaff
acconpani ed her

to the door. Nine out of ten custoners who nmake such a
cl ai m have no

intention of returning, but he could always sense the
t ent h.

she said, giving it one final | ook.

"May | ask the price?" Consuela asked indifferently as he
hel d the
door open for her.

"One mllion pounds, madam " Gaff replied, as casually as
I f she

had enqui red about the cost of a plastic keyring at a
seasi de gift

shop.



Once she had reached the pavenent, Consuel a dism ssed her
chauffeur. Her m nd was now working at a speed that would
have

| npressed her husband. She slipped across the roan,
calling first at

The White House, then Yves Saint Laurent, and finally at
Chanel ,

energi ng sone two hours later with all the weapons

she required for the battle that .lay ahead. She di d not
arrive back

at her suite at the Ritz until a few m nutes before six.

Consuel a was relieved to find that her husband had not yet
returned fromthe bank. She used the tine to take a | ong
bath, and to

contenpl ate how the trap should be set. Once she was dry
and powder ed,

she dabbed a suggestion of a new scent on her neck, then
slipped into

some of her newly acquired clothes.

She was checking herself once again in the full-length
mrror when

Victor entered the room He stopped on the spot, dropping
hi s

bri efcase on the carpet. Consuela turned to face him

"You | ook stunning," he declared, with the sane | ook of
desire she
had | avi shed on the Kanemarra heirl ooma few hours before.

"Thank you, darling," she replied. "And how did your day
go?"

"A

triunph. The takeover has been agreed, and at half the
price it would

have cost ne only a year ago.'
unexpect ed bonus.

Consuela smled. An

"Those of us who are still in possession of cash need have
no fear
of the recession,”" Victor added with satisfaction.



Over a quiet supper in the Ritz's dining room Victor
described to

his wife in great detail what had taken place at the bank
t hat day.

Duri ng the occasional break in this nonol ogue Consuel a

I ndul ged her

husband by remar ki ng

"How cl ever of you, Victor,"

"How anmazi ng, "

" How

you managed it | will never understand."” Wen he finally
ordered a

| arge brandy, lit a cigar and | eaned back in his chair,

she began to

run her elegantly stockinged right foot gently along the
I nside of his

thigh. For the first time that evening, Victor stopped

t hi nki ng about

t he takeover.

As they left the dining roomand strolled towards the
lift, Victor

placed an armaround his wife's slimwaist. By the tine
the lift had

reached the sixth floor he had already taken off his

j acket, and his

hand had slipped a few inches further down.

Consuel a giggled. Long before they had reached the door of
their
suite he had begun tugging off his tie.

When they entered the room Consuel a placed the

"Do Not CHEAP AT

HALF THE PRI CE Di sturb' sign on the outside doorknob. For
t he next few

mnutes Victor was transfixed to the spot as he watched
his slimwfe

slow y renove each garnent she had purchased t hat

af t er noon.



He quickly pulled off his own clothes, and w shed once
agai n that
he had carried out his New Year's resol ution.

Forty mnutes later, Victor |ay exhausted on the bed.
After a few

nmonment s of sighing, he began to snore. Consuela pulled the
sheet over

t heir naked bodi es, but her eyes renmi ned wi de open.

She was al ready goi ng over the next step in her plan.

Vi ctor awoke the following norning to discover his wife's
hand

gently stroking the inside of his leg. He rolled over to
face her, the

menory of the previous night still vivid in his mnd. They
made | ove a

second tine, sonething they had not done for as |long as he
coul d

recal | .

It was not until he stepped out of the shower that Victor
remenbered it was his wife's birthday, and that he had
prom sed to

spend the norning wwth her selecting a gift. He only hoped
t hat her

eye had already settled on sonething she wanted, as he
needed to spend

nost of the day closeted in the Gty with his | awers,
goi ng over the

of fer docunent line by Iline.

"Happy birthday, darling,"” he said as he padded back into
t he

bedroom "By the way, did you have any luck finding a
present ?" he

added as he scanned the front page of the Financial Tines.

The City Editor was already specul ating on the possible

t akeover,

describing it as a coup. A smle of satisfaction appeared
on Victor's

face for the second tine that norning.



"Yes, ny darling," Consuela replied. "I did conme across
one

little bauble that | rather liked. | just hope it isn't
t oo

expensi ve. "

"And how nmuch is this "little bauble" ?" Victor asked.
Consuel a turned to face him She was wearing only two
garnments, both

of them bl ack, and both of themremarkably skinpy.

Victor started to wonder if he still had the tinme, but
t hen he

remenbered the | awers, who had been up all night and
woul d be waiting

patiently for himat the bank.

"I didn't ask the price," Consuela replied. "You're so

much
cleverer than | amat that sort of thing," she added, as
she sl i pped

into a navy silk bl ouse.

Victor glanced at his watch. "How far away is it?" he
asked.

"Just across the road, in Bond Street, ny darling,"
Consuel a

replied. "I shouldn't have to delay you for too |long." She
knew

exactly what was goi ng through her husband's m nd.

"Good. Then let's go and look at this little bauble
wi t hout
delay," he said as he did up the buttons on his shirt.

While Victor finished dressing, Consuela, with the hel p of
t he

Fi nanci al Tinmes, skilfully guided the conversation back to
his triunph

of the previous day. She listened once nore to the details
of the

t akeover as they left the hotel and strolled up Bond



Street together

armin arm

"Probably saved nyself several mllion,"
agai n.

Consuela smled as she led himto the door of the House of
Gaff.

he told her yet

"Several mllion?" she gasped. "How cl ever you are,
Victor." The

security guard quickly opened the door, and this tine
Consuel a found

that M. Gaff was already standing by the table waiting
for her. He

bowed | ow, then turned to Victor. "May | offer ny
congratul ati ons on

your brilliant coup, M. Rosenheim™" Victor smled. "How
may | hel p you
?ll

"My husband would like to see the Kanemarra heirl oom"
sai d
Consuel a, before Victor had a chance to reply.

"OF course, madam " said the proprietor. He stepped behind
t he

tabl e and spread out the black velvet cloth. Once again

t he assi st ant

renmoved the magni ficent necklace fromits stand in the
third w ndow,

and carefully laid it out on the centre of the vel vet
cloth to show the

jewels to their best advantage. M. Gaff was about to
enbark on the

pi ece's history, when Victor sinply said, "How nmuch is
it?" M. Gaff

rai sed his head. "This is no ordinary piece of jewellery.

I

f eel

"How nmuch?" repeated Victor.

"lIts provenance alone warrants ... ' "How nuch ?"



"The sheer beauty,

not to nmention the craftsmanship involved ... ' "How
much?" asked

Victor, his voice now rising.

A" ... the word uni que would not be inappropriate.”

"You may be

right, but | still need to know how nuch it's going to
cost ne," said

Vi ctor, who was begi nning to sound exasper at ed.

"One mllion pounds, sir," Gaff said in an even tone,
awar e t hat

he could not risk another superlative.

TI1l settle at half a mllion, no nore," cane back the
i rmedi at e
reply.

"I amsorry to say, sir," said Gaff, "that with this
particul ar
pi ece, there is no roomfor bargaining."

"There's al ways room for
bar gai ni ng, whatever one is selling,
repeat ny offer

said Victor. "I

Hal f a mllion."

"I fear that in this case, sir ... ' "I feel confident
that you'll see things ny way, given tine," said Victor.
"But | don't

have that nmuch tinme to spare this norning, so I'lIl wite

out a cheque

for half a mllion, and | eave you to deci de whet her you
Wi sh to cash it

or not."

"I fear you are wasting your tinme, sir," said Gaff. "l
cannot let the Kanemarra heirloomgo for | ess than one
mllion." Victor

t ook out a chequebook fromhis inside pocket, unscrewed
the top of his



fountain pen, and wote out the words

"Fi ve Hundred Thousand Pounds

Only' bel ow the nane of the bank that bore his nane. His
wife took a

di screet pace backwards.

G aff was about to repeat his previous comment, when he

gl anced

up, and observed Ms. Rosenheimsilently pleading with him
to accept the

cheque.

A |l ook of curiosity cane over his face as Consuel a
conti nued her
urgent m ne.

Victor tore out the cheque and left it on the table. TII
gi ve

you twenty-four hours to decide,”" he said. "W

return to New York tonorrow norning - with or without the
Kanemarr a

heirloom It's your decision.”" Gaff left the cheque on
the table as

he acconpanied M. and Ms. Rosenheimto the front door
and bowed t hem

out onto Bond Street.

"You were brilliant, nmy darling," said Consuela as the
chauf f eur
opened the car door for his master.

"The bank," Rosenheiminstructed as he fell into the back
seat .

"You'll have your little bauble, Consuela. He'll cash the
cheque

before the twenty-four hours are up, of that I'msure.”
The chauf f eur

cl osed the back door, and the w ndow purred down as Victor
added with a

smle, "Happy birthday, darling.
smle, and bl ew

hima kiss as the car pulled out into the traffic and
edged its way

Consuel a returned his



towards Piccadilly.

The norning had not turned out quite as she had pl anned,
because

she felt unable to agree with her husband's judgenent -
but then, she

still had twenty-four hours to play wth.

Consuel a returned to the suite at the R tz, undressed,
took a

shower, opened another bottle of perfunme, and slowy began
t o change

Into the second outfit she had purchased the previous day.
Bef ore she

| eft the roomshe turned to the comobdities section of the
Fi nanci al

Ti mes, and checked the price of green coffee.

She energed fromthe Arlington Street entrance of the Rtz
wear i ng

a doubl e-breasted navy blue Yves Saint Laurent suit and a
wi de- bri mred

red and white hat. lgnoring her chauffeur, she hailed a

t axi,

I nstructing the driver to take her to a small, discreet
hotel in

Kni ght sbridge. Fifteen mnutes |ater she entered the foyer
wi th her

head bowed, and after giving the nanme of her host to the
manager, was

acconpanied to a suite on the fourth floor. Her | uncheon
conpani on

stood as she entered the room wal ked forward, kissed her
on both

cheeks and w shed her a happy birthday.

After an intimte |lunch, and an even nore intimte hour
spent in

t he adj oi ning room Consuela's conpanion |listened to her
request and,

having first checked his watch, agreed to acconpany her to
Mayfair. He

didn't nention to her that he would have to be back in his
of fice by



four o' clock to take an inportant call from South Anerica.
Since the

downfall of the Brazilian president, coffee prices had
gone t hrough the

r oof .

As the car travelled down Bronpton Road, Consuel a's
conpani on

t el ephoned to check the | atest spot price of green coffee
i n New York

(only her skill in bed had managed to stop himfrom
calling earlier).

He was pleased to learn that it was up another two cents,
but not as

pl eased as she was.

El even mnutes |ater, the car deposited them outside the
House of
G aff.

When they entered the shop together armin arm M. Gaff
didn't so
much as rai se an eyebrow.

"Good afternoon, M. Carval ho," he said. "I do hope that
your

estates yi el ded an abundant crop this year." M. Carval ho
sm | ed and

replied, "I cannot conplain."

"And how may | assist you ?" enquired the
proprietor.

"W would like to see the di anond necklace in the third
w ndow, '
sai d Consuel a, without a nonent's hesitation.

"OF course, madam " said Gaff, as if he were addressing a
conpl ete stranger.

Once again the black velvet cloth was laid out on the
tabl e, and

once again the assistant placed the Kanemarra heirloomin
Its centre.



This time M. Gaff was allowed to relate its history,
bef ore
Carval ho politely enquired after the price. "One mllion

pounds, " said

Gaff.

After a nonent's hesitation, Carvalho said, "I"'mwlling
to pay

half a mllion."

"This is no ordinary piece of jewellery," replied the
proprietor.

"I feel

"Possibly not, but half a mllion is ny best offer," said

Car val ho.

"The sheer beauty, not to nmention the craftsmanship
i nvol ved ..

"Nevertheless, | amnot willing to go above half a
million." :
the word uni que would not be inappropriate.”

"Half a mllion, and no
nore," insisted Carval ho.

"I amsorry to say, sir," said Gaff, "that with this
particul ar
pi ece there is no roomfor bargaining."

"There's al ways room for
bar gai ni ng, whatever one is selling,
I nsi st ed.

t he coffee grower

"I fear that is not true in this case, sir. You see ..
"

suspect you will cone to your senses in tine," said
Car val ho.

"But, regrettably, | do not have any tinme to spare this



af t er noon.

| will wite out a cheque for half a mllion pounds, and
| eave you

to deci de whether you wish to cash it.'
chequebook from

hi s i nside pocket, unscrewed the top of his fountain pen,
and wrote out

t he words

"Five Hundred Thousand Pounds Only'. Consuel a | ooked
silently on.

Carval ho took a

Carval ho tore out the cheque, and left it on the counter.

TI1l give you twenty-four hours to decide. | |eave for

Chi cago on

the early evening flight tonorrow. If the cheque has not
been

presented by the tine | reach ny office ... ' Gaff bowed
hi s head

slightly, and | eft the cheque on the table.

He acconpanied themto the door, and bowed agai n when they
st epped
out onto the pavenent.

"You were brilliant, nmy darling," said Consuela as the
chauf f eur
opened the car door for his enpl oyer.

"The Exchange," said Carval ho. Turning back to face his

m stress,

he added, "You'll have your necklace before the day is
out, of that I'm

certain, ny darling." Consuela snmled and waved as the car
di sappear ed

in the direction of Piccadilly, and on this occasion she
felt able to

agree with her lover's judgenent. Once the car had turned
t he corner,

she slipped back into the House of G aff.

The proprietor smled, and handed over the smartly wapped
gift.



He bowed | ow and sinply said, "Happy birthday, Ms.
Rosenhel m'

DOUGE E MORTON S RI GHT ARM

ROBERT HENRY KEFFORD 111, KNOMW TO HI'S friends as Bob
was in bed with a girl called Hel en when he first heard
about Dougi e

Mortinmer's right arm

Bob was sorry to be | eaving Canbridge. He had spent three
glorious years at St John's, and al though he hadn't read

as many books

as he had done for his undergraduate degree at the

Uni versity of

Chi cago, he had striven every bit as hard to cone head of
the river.

It wasn't unusual for an American to wn a rowmng blue in
t he

early 970s, but to have stroked a victorious Canbridge
eight for three

years in a row was acknow edged as a first.

Bob's father, Robert Henry Kefford Il, known to his
friends as

Robert, had travelled over to England to watch his son
take part in all

three races fromPuthey to Mirtlake. After Bob had stroked
Canbri dge

to victory for the third tinme, his father told himthat he
must not

return to his native Illinois w thout having presented a
menento to the

University Boat C ub that they woul d renenber him by.

"And don't forget, ny boy," declared Robert Henry Kefford
1, '"the

gift nust not be ostentatious. Better to show that you
have nade an

effort to present themw th an object of historic val ue

t han give them

sonet hi ng that obviously cost a great deal of noney. The
British



appreciate that sort of thing.
pondering his

father's words, but conpletely failed to cone up

with any worthwhile ideas. After all, the Canbridge
Uni versity Boat

Club had nore silver cups and trophies than they coul d
possi bly

di spl ay.

Bob spent many hours

It was on a Sunday norning that Helen first nmentioned the
name of

Dougi e Mortiner. She and Bob were lying in each other's
arnms, when she

started proddi ng his biceps.

"I's this sone formof ancient British foreplay that |
ought to

know about ?" Bob asked, placing his free arm around
Hel en' s shoul der.

"Certainly not,"
di scover

I f your biceps are as big as Dougie Mrtiner's." As Bob
had never known

a girl talk about another man while he was in bed with
her, he was

unable to think of an inmedi ate response.

Hel en replied. "I was sinply trying to

"And are they?" he eventually enquired, flexing his
nmuscl es.

"Hard to tell,"” Helen replied. "I've never actually
t ouched
Dougie's arm only seen it at a distance."”

"And where did you cone
across this magnificent speci nen of manhood?"

"It hangs over the bar at
ny dad's local, in Hull."

"Doesn't Dougie Mortinmer find that a little
pai nful ?" asked Bob, | aughi ng.



"Doubt if he cares that nuch," said Helen. "After all,
he's been
dead for over sixty years."

"And his armstill hangs above a bar?
asked Bob in disbelief.

"Hasn't it begun to snell a bit by now?" This tinme it was
Hel en' s
turn to laugh. "No, you Yankee fool.

It's a bronze cast of his arm In those days, if you were

In the

Uni versity crew for three years in a row, they nade a cast
of your arm

to hang in the clubhouse. Not to nention a card with your

pi cture on

It in every packet of Player's cigarettes. |'ve never seen
your picture

In a cigarette packet, conme to think of it," said Helen as
she pul | ed

t he sheet over his head.

"Did he row for Oxford or Canbridge?" asked Bob.
“"No idea."
"So, what's the name of this pub in Hull?"

"The King
Wlliam" Helen replied, as Bob took his armfrom around
her shoul der.

"I's this American foreplay?" she asked after a few
noment s.

Later that norning, after Helen had | eft for Newnham Bob
began

searching his shelves for a book with a blue cover. He dug
out his

much-t hunbed Hi story of the Boat Race and flicked through
the index, to

di scover that there were seven Mortiners |isted.



Five had rowed for Oxford, two for Canbridge. He began to
pray as

he checked their initials. Mrtinmer, A J. (Wstmnster and
Wadham

xon), Mortinmer, C K (Uppi nghamand Oiel, Oxon),
Mortinmer, D.J.T.

(Harrow and St Catharine's, Cantab), Mrtiner, E L.
(Qundl e and

Magdal en, Oxon). Bob turned his attention to Mortiner,

D. J. T bi ography

page 129, and flicked the pages backwards until he reached
the entry he

sought. Dougl as John Townsend Mortiner (St Catharine's),
Canbri dge

x907, -08, -09, stroke. He then read the short summary of
Mortinmer's

row ng career

DOUA E MORTI MER stroked the Canbridge boat to victory in
1907, a

feat which he repeated in 1908. But in 1909, when the
experrs

consi dered Canbridge to have one of the finest crews for
years, the

light blues lost to an Oxford boat that was regarded as
t he rank

out si der.

Al t hough many expl anati ons were suggested by the press at
t he

time, the result of the race renains a nystery, to this
day. Morti nmer

died in 1914.

Bob cl osed the book and returned it to the shelf, assum ng
t he

great oarsman nust have been killed in the First Wrld
War. He perched

on the end of the bed, considering the information he now
possessed.

If he could bring Dougie Mxtinmer's right arm back

to Canbridge and present it to the Club at the annual

Bl ues' Dinner, it

woul d surely be a prize that net his father's demandi ng



criterion.

He dressed quickly and went downstairs to the pay phone in
t he

corridor. Once directory enquiries had given himthe four
nunbers he

requi red, he set about trying to renove the next obstacle.

The first calls he nade were to the King Wlliam- or, to
be

precise, the King WIllianms, because the directory had
supplied himw th

the nunbers of three pubs in Hull which bore that nane.
When he was

put through to the first, he asked, "Does Dougie
Mortinmer's right arm

hang above your counter?" He couldn't quite nmake out every
word of the

broad northern accent that replied, but he was left in no
doubt that it

didn't.

The second call was answered by a girl who said, "Do you
mean t hat
thing that's nailed to the wall above the bar?"

"Yes, | guess that wll
be it," said Bob.

"Well then, this is the pub you're looking for." After Bob
had

taken down the address and checked the pub's opening
hours, he made a

third call. "Yes, that's possible,”™ he was told. "You can
t ake the 3.

7 to Peterborough, where you'll have to change and catch
the 4.09 for

Doncaster, then change again.
You'll arrive in Hull at 6.32."

"What about the |last train back?
asked Bob.



A" 8.52, change at Doncaster and Peterborough. You should
be back
in Canbridge just after m dnight."

"Thank you," said Bob. He strolled

off to his college for lunch and took a place at the | arge
centre

tabl e, but proved unusually poor conpany for those around
hi m

He boarded the train to Peterborough |ater that afternoon,
still

t hi nki ng about how he coul d possibly relieve the pub
owners of their

pri ze possession. At Peterborough he junped out, wal ked
across to a

waiting train on platformthree and cli nbed

aboard, still deep in thought. Wien his train pulled into
Hul | a

coupl e of hours later he was no nearer to solving the

pr obl em

He asked the first taxi on the rank to take himto the
Ki ng
WIIliam

"“Mar ket Place, Harold's Corner or Percy Street?" asked the
cabbi e.

"Percy Street, please,” replied Bob.

"They don't open until seven, lad," the cabbie told him
once he
had dr opped Bob outside the front door.

Bob checked the tinme. Twenty mnutes to kill. He wal ked
down a

side street at the back of the pub, and stopped to watch
some young

| ads playing football. They were using the front walls of
two houses

on either side of the street as goals, and showed anmazi ng
accuracy in

never hitting any of the w ndows. Bob wondered if the gane



woul d ever
catch on in Aneri ca.

He becane so captivated by the youngsters' skill that they
st opped

to ask himif he wanted to join in. He said, "No thank
you," confi dent

that if he did play with them he would be the one person
who ended up

breaki ng a wi ndow.

He arrived back outside the King Wlliama few m nutes
after

seven, and strolled into the enpty pub, hoping that no one
woul d pay

much attention to him But at six feet four inches, and
dressed in a

doubl e-breasted bl ue bl azer, grey flannels, a blue shirt
and col | ege

tie, the three people behind the bar m ght well have
wondered if he had

dropped in from anot her planet. He stopped hinself from
| ooki ng above

the bar, as a young bl onde harmai d stepped forward and
asked hi m what

he woul d |ike.

"A half a pint of your best bitter,"” Bob said, trying to
sound

| i ke one of his English friends when they ordered a drink
fromthe

coll ege buttery.

The | andl ord eyed Bob suspiciously as he took his
hal f- pi nt gl ass

over to a small round table in the corner and sat down
quietly on a

stool. He was pl eased when two ot her nen entered the pub,
so that the

| andl ord' s attention was di stracted.

Bob took a sip of the dark liquid and nearly choked. Wen
he had
recovered, he allowed his eyes to gl ance above the bar.



He tried to hide his excitenent when he saw the bronze
cast of a
massi ve arm enbedded in a | arge piece of varni shed wood.

He thought the object both dreadful and inspiring at the
sane

time. Hs eyes noved down to the bold lettering printed in
gold

beneath it: D. J. T. MORTIMER 1907--08--09

(T CATHARI NES, STROKE)

Bob kept his eye on the landlord as the pub began to fill
up, but

he soon becanme aware that it was his wife - everyone

call ed her Nora who was not only in charge, but who did nost
of the serving.

When he had finished his drink, he nade his way over to
her end of
t he bar.

"What can | do for you, young man?" Nora asked.
"'l have another, thank you," said Bob.

"An Anerican," she said, as she pulled the punp and began
to

refill his glass. "W don't get many of you |lot up 'ere,
at | east not

since the bases closed." She placed his half-pint on the
counter in

front of him "So, what brings you to "ull?"

"You do," Bob replied,
I gnoring his drink.

Nora | ooked suspiciously at the stranger, who was young
enough to
be her son.

Bob smled, "O, to be nore accurate, Dougie Mrtiner
does.



"Now | 've figured you out,"” said Nora. "You phoned this
nor ni ng,

didn't you? My Christie told ne. | should 'ave guessed."”
Bob nodded.

"How did the armend up in Hull?" he asked.

"Now, that's a long story,"” said Nora. "It was ny

gr andf at her' s,

wasn't it. Born in Ely 'e was, and 'e used to spend his
hol i days

fishin® the Cam Said it was the only

catch he nmanaged that year

which | suppose is one better than sayin' it fell off the
back of

alorry. Still, when '"e died a few years back, ny father
wanted to

throw the bloody thing out with the rest of the rubbish,
but !

woul dn't "ear of it, told '"im"'e should "ang it in the
pub, didn't

|? 1 cleaned and polished it, it cane up real nice, and
then I 'ung it

above the bar. Still, it's a long way for you to travel
just to 'ave a

| ook at that | oad of old cobblers.’
admred the arm

once again. He held his breath. "I didn't cone just to
| ook. "

Bob | ooked up and

"Then
why did you conme?" she asked.

"I canme to buy."

"Get a nove on, Nora," said the |andlord. "Can't

you see there are custoners waitin' to be served?" Nora
swung round and

said, "Just 'old your tongue, Cyril Barnsworth. This young
man' s cone

all the way up to
and what's

nore, 'e wants to buy it." This caused a ripple of

ull just to see Dougie Mxrtiner's arm



| aughter fromthe

regul ars standing nearest to the bar, but as Nora didn't
join in they

quickly fell silent.

"Then it's been a wasted journey, 'asn't it?" said the
| andl or d.

"Because it's not for sale.”

“It's not yours to sell," said Nora,

pl aci ng her hands on her hips. "M nd you, lad, 'e's
right," she said,

turning back to face Bob. "I wouldn't part with it for a
‘undr ed

quid,"” said Nora.

Several others in the roomwere beginning to show an
interest in
t he proceedi ngs.

"How about two hundred,"” said Bob quietly. This tinme Nora
bur st
out | aughi ng, but Bob didn't even smle.

When Nora had stopped | aughing, she stared directly at the
strange
young man. "My God, 'e neans it,"

she sai d.

"I certainly do," said Bob. "I would like to see the arm
returned

toits rightful honme in Canbridge, and I'mw lling to pay
two hundred

pounds for the privilege.'

The | andl ord | ooked across at his wife, as if he couldn't
bel i eve

what he was hearing. "W could buy that little second-hand
car |'ve

had ny eye on," he said.

“"Not to nmention a sumrer 'oliday and a new overcoat for
next
wi nter," Nora added, staring at Bob as if she still needed



to be

convinced that he wasn't from anot her planet. Suddenly she
t hrust her

hand over the counter and said, "You ve got yourself a
deal, young

man." Bob ended up having to supply several rounds of
drinks for those

custonmers who clainmed to have been cl ose personal friends
of Nora's

grandfather, even if sonme of them | ooked rather obviously
t 00 young.

He al so had to stay overnight in a | ocal hotel, because
Nora woul dn't

part with her grandfather's 'heirloom, as she now kept
referring to

it, until her bank manager had phoned Canbridge to check
t hat Robert

Henry Kefford IIl was good for two hundred pounds.

Bob clung onto his treasure all the way back to Canbridge
t hat

Monday norning, and then |ugged the heavy object fromthe
station to

his digs in the G ange Road, where he hid it under the
bed. The

follow ng day he handed it over to a local furniture
restorer, who

prom sed to return the armto its fornmer glory in time for
t he ni ght of

t he Bl ues' Dinner.

When, three weeks |later, Bob was allowed to see the
results of the

restorer's efforts, he immediately felt confident that he
now possessed

a prize not only worthy of the C U B.C but that also
conplied with his

father's wishes. He resolved not to share his secret with
anyone - not

even Helen - until the night of the Blues' Dinner,

al though he did warn

the puzzl ed President that he was going to nmake a
presentation, and

that he required two hooks, eighteen inches apart and



ei ght feet from
the floor, to be screwed into the wall beforehand.

The University Blues' Dinner is an annual event held in

t he

Boat House overl ooking the Cam Any former or

current romng blue is eligible to attend, and Bob was
delighted to

find when he arrived that night that it was a near-record
turnout. He

pl aced the carefully w apped brown paper parcel under his
chair, and

put his canmera on the table in front of him

Because it was his last Blues' Dinner before returning to
Aneri ca,

Bob had been seated at the top table, between the Honorary
Secretary

and the current President of Boats. Tom Adans, the
Honorary Secretary,

had gai ned his blue sonme twenty years before, and was
recogni sed as the

cl ub' s wal ki ng encycl opedi a, because he coul d nane not
only everyone in

the room but all the great oarsnen of the past.

Tom pointed out to Bob three AQynpic nedallists dotted
around the

room "The oldest is sitting on the left of the
President,"” he said.

"Charles Forester. He rowed at nunber three for the club
in 1908-09,

so he nust be over eighty.”

"Can it be possible?" said Bob, recalling
Forester's youthful picture on the clubhouse wall.

"Certainly can," said the Secretary. "And what's nore,

young
man, " he added, |aughing, 'you'll look |ike that one day
too."

"What
about the man at the far end of the table?" asked Bob.



"He | ooks even ol der."

"He is," said the Secretary. "That's

Si dney Fisk. He was boatman from 1912 to 1945, with only a
break for

the First World War. Took over from his uncle at short
notice, if |

remenber correctly."”

"So he woul d have known Dougie Mrtinmer," said Bob
wistfully.

"Now, there's a great nane fromthe past," said Adans.

"Mortimer, D.J. T 1907-08-09, St Catharine's, stroke. Oh,
yes,

Fi sk woul d certainly have known Mrtinmer, that's for sure.
Cone to

think of it, Charles Forester nust have been in the sane
boat as

Morti mer when he was stroke." During the neal, Bob
continued to quiz

Adans about Dougie Mrtinmer, but he was unable to

add a great deal to the entry in Bob's History of the Boat
Race, ot her

than to confirmthat Canbridge's defeat in 909 stil

remai ned a

nystery, as the light blues denonstrably had the superior
crew.

When the | ast course had been cl eared away, the President
rose to

wel cone his guests and to make a short speech. Bob enjoyed
the parts

he was able to hear above the noi se nade by the rowdy
under gr aduat es,

and even joined in the frenzy whenever Oxford was

nmenti oned. The

Presi dent ended with the words, "There will be a speci al
presentation

to the club this year, by our colonial stroke Bob Kefford,
which |I'm

sure we're all going to appreciate.”" Wen Bob rose from



his place the

cheering becane even nore raucous, but he spoke so softly
t hat the

noi se qui ckly died away.

He told his fellow nenbers how he had cone to discover,
and | ater

retrieve, Dougie Mortinmer's right arm |eaving out only
hi s exact

| ocati on when he first |earned of its whereabouts.

Wth a flourish, he unwapped the parcel that had been
secreted

under his chair, and revealed the newly restored bronze
cast. The

assenbl ed nenbers rose to their feet and cheered. A snile
of

sati sfaction cane over Bob's face as he | ooked around,
only wi shing his

father could have been present to witness their reaction.

As his eyes swept the room Bob couldn't help noticing

t hat the

ol dest bl ue present, Charles Forester, had renai ned

seat ed, and was not

even joining in the applause. Bob's gaze then settled on
Si dney Fi sk,

the only other person who had not risen to his feet. The
ol d boatman's

lips remained fixed in a straight line, and his hands
didn't nove from

hi s knees.

Bob forgot about the two old nen when the President,

assi sted by

Tom Adans, hung the bronze armon the wall, placing it

bet ween a bl ade

t hat had been pulled by one of the Aynpic crew of 908,
and a zephyr

worn by the only blue ever to row in a Canbridge boat that
had beat en

Oxford four years in a row. Bob began to

t ake phot ographs of the cerenony, so that he would have a
record to



show his father that he had carried out his w shes.

When the hangi ng was over, nany of the nenbers and ol d

bl ues

surrounded Bob to thank and congratulate him |eaving him
I n no doubt

that all the trouble he had taken to track down the arm
had been

wor t hwhi | e.

Bob was anong the |l ast to | eave that night, because so
many

menbers had wanted to wi sh himgood |uck for the future.
He was

strolling along the footpath back to his digs, humm ng as
he went, when

he suddenly renmenbered that he had | eft his canera on the
table. He

decided to collect it in the norning, as he was sure that
t he cl ubhouse

woul d be | ocked and deserted by now, but when he turned
round to check,

he saw a single light comng fromthe ground fl oor.

He turned and began wal ki ng back towards the cl ubhouse,
still

humm ng. When he was a few paces away, he gl anced through
t he wi ndow,

and saw that there were two figures standing in the
commttee room He

strode over to take a closer | ook, and was surprised to
see the elderly

bl ue, Charles Forester, and Sidney Fisk, the retired

boat man, trying to

shift a heavy table. He woul d have gone in to assist them
if Fisk

hadn't suddenly pointed up towards Dougie Mirtiner's arm
Bob renai ned

notionl ess as he watched the two old nmen drag the table

i nch by inch

nearer to the wall, until it was directly below the

pl aque.

Fi sk picked up a chair and placed it against the wall, and



Forester used it as a step to clinb onto the table.
Forester then bent
down and took the arm of the older man, to hel p hi mup.

Once they were both safely on the table, they held a short
conversation before reaching up to the bronze cast, easing
It off its

hooks and slowy lowering it until it rested between their
feet.

Forester, with the help of the chair, stepped back down
onto the
floor, then turned round to assist his conpani on agai n.

Bob still didn't nove, as the two old nen carried Dougie
Mortimer's arm across the room and out of the boathouse.
Havi ng pl aced

It on the ground outside the door, Forester returned to
switch off the

lights. When he stepped back outside into the cold night
air, the

boat man qui ckly padl ocked the door.

Once again the two old nen held a short conversation

bef ore

lifting Bob's trophy up and stunbling off with it al ong

t he t owpat h.

They had to stop, lower the armto the ground, rest, and
start again

several tinmes. Bob followed silently in their wake, using
t he

broad-trunked trees to conceal hinself, until the elderly
pai r suddenly

turned and nmade their way down the bank towards the river.
They cane

to a halt at the water's edge, and |owered their bounty
into a small

row ng boat.

The ol d blue untied the rope, and the two nmen pushed the
boat

slowy out into the river, until the water was | appi ng
around the knees

of their evening dress trousers. Neither seened at all



concer ned about

the fact that they were getting soaked. Forester managed
to cl anber up

into the little boat quite quickly, but it took Fisk
several mnutes to

join him Once they were both aboard, Forester took his
pl ace at the

oars, while the boatman renmained in the bow, clutching on
to Dougi e

Mortimer's arm

Forester began to row steadily towards the middle of the
river.

H s progress was slow, but his easy rhythmreveal ed t hat
he had

rowed many tines before. Wien the two nen cal cul ated t hat
t hey had

reached the centre of the Cam at its deepest point,
Forester stopped

rowi ng and joined his conmpanion in the bow.

They picked up the bronze arm and, w thout cerenony, cast
It over

the side and into the river. Bob heard the splash and saw
t he boat

rock dangerously fromside to side. Fisk then took his
turn at the

oars; his progress back to the riverbank was even sl ower
t han

Forester's. They eventually reached | and, and both nen

st unbl ed out

and shoved the boat up towards its nooring, the boatnan
finally

securing the rope to a large ring.

Soaked and exhausted, their breath rising visibly in the
cl ear

night air, the two old nen stood and faced each ot her.
They shook

hands |i ke two busi ness tycoons who had cl osed an

| mportant deal,

bef ore di sappearing into the night.



Tom Adans, the Cub's Honorary Secretary, rang Bob the
fol |l ow ng

norning to tell himsonething he already knew. In fact he
had | ain

awake all night thinking of little else.

Bob listened to Adans's account of the break-in. "Wat's
surprising is that they only took one thing." He paused.
"Your armor rather, Dougie's arm It's very strange,
especially as soneone had

| eft an expensive canmera on the top table.”

"I's there anything I can do
to hel p?" asked Bob.

“"No, | don't think so, old boy," said Adans. "The | ocal
police

are making enquiries, but my bet is that whoever stole the
armw ||

probably be hal fway across the county by now. "

"l expect you're right,’

said Bob. "Wiile you're on the line, M. Adans, | wonder
if | could ask

you a question about the history of the club."

“I'"l'l do ny best," said
Adans. "But you nust renenber that it's only a hobby for
me, old

chap."

"Do you by any chance know who is the oldest |iving Oxford
row ng blue?" There was a |long silence the other end of
t he line.

"Are you still there?" Bob asked eventually.
"Yes. | was just trying to think if old Harold Deering is
stil

alive. | can't renenber seeing his obituary in The Tines."

"Deering?
sai d Bob.



"Yes. Radl ey and Keble, :t909-to-t. He becane a bishop, if
I
remenber correctly, but I'"mdamed if | can recall where."

"Thank you,"
said Bob, 'that's nost hel pful."

"l could be wong," Adans pointed out.

“"After all, | don't read the obituary columms every day.
And 1'm a
bit rusty when it conmes to Oxford.'

Bob t hanked hi m once again before ringing off.

After a college lunch he didn't eat, Bob returned to his
di gs and

rang the porter's |odge at Keble. He was answered by a
cur mudgeonl y

Voi ce.

"Do you have any record of a Harold Deering, a forner
menber of
the col | ege?" Bob asked.

"Deering ... Deering ... ' said the voice. "That's a new
one

on me. Let ne see if he's in the coll ege handbook. "
Anot her | ong

pause, during which Bob really did begin to think he'd
been cut off,

until the voice said, "Good heavens, no wonder. It was
just a bit

before nmy tinme. Deering, Harold, x909-, BA 9x, MA x9x6
(Theol ogy) .

Becane Bi shop of Truro. Is that the one?"

"Yes, that's the man," said
Bob. "Do you by any chance have an address for hinP"

"I do," said the

voi ce. "The Rt Revd Harold Deering, The Stone House, MII
Road,

Tewkesbury, d oucestershire.™



"Thank you," said Bob. "You've been very

hel pful ." Bob spent the rest of the afternoon conposing a
letter to the

former bishop, in the hope that the old blue m ght agree
to see him

He was surprised to receive a call at his digs three days
| at er

froma Ms. Elliot, who turned out to be M. Deering's
daughter, with

whom he was now | i vi ng.

"The poor old chap can't see much beyond his nose these

days," she
explained, 'so | had to read your letter out to him But
he' d be

delighted to neet you, and wonders if you could call on
hi m t hi s Sunday

at x.30, after Matins - assumng that's not inconveni ent
for you.'

"That's fine," said Bob. "Please tell your father to
expect nme around

xX. 30."

"It has to be in the norning," Ms. Elliot went on to
expl ai n,

A" pbecause, you see, he has a tendency to fall asleep after
| unch.

"' msure you understand. By the way, |I'll send directions
to your
col | ege."

On the Sunday norning, Bob was up | ong before the sun
rose.

and started out on his journey to Tewkesbury in a car he
had hired

the previous day. He woul d have gone by train, but British
Rai |l didn't

seemwilling to rise quite early enough for himto reach
hi s

destination on tine. As he journeyed across the Cotswolds,



he tried to

remenber to keep the car on the left, and couldn't help
wonderi ng how

long it would be before the British started to build sone
hi ghways with

nore than one | ane.

He drove into Tewkesbury a few mnutes after el even, and
t hanks to

Ms. Elliot's clear directions, quickly found The Stone
House. He

parked the car outside a little w cket gate.

A woman had opened the door of the house even before Bob
was

hal fway up the scrub-covered path. "It nust be M.

Kef ford," she

declared. "I'"m Susan Elliot." Bob sm|ed and shook her
hand.

"I should warn you," Ms. Elliot explained as she led him
t owar ds

the front door, 'that you'll have to speak up. Father's
becone rat her

deaf lately, and I'mafraid his nmenory isn't what it used
to be. He

can recall everything that happened to himat your age,
but not even

the nost sinple things that | told himyesterday.

|'"ve had to remind himwhat tinme you would be comng this
norni ng," she said as they wal ked through the open door.
"Thr ee

tinmes."

"' msorry to have put you to so nuch trouble, Ms.
Elliot,'

sai d Bob.

“"No trouble at all,” said Ms. Elliot as she | ed hi m down
t he

corridor. "The truth is, ny father's been rather excited
by the

t hought of an Anerican blue from Canbridge comng to visit



him after

all these years. He hasn't stopped tal king about it for

t he past two

days. He's al so curious about why you wanted to see himin
the first

pl ace," she added conspiratorially.

She led Bob into the drawing room where he immedi ately
cane face

to face with an old man seated in a wi nged | eather chair,
wrapped in a

war m pl aid dressing gown and propped up on several
cushions, his |egs

covered by a tartan blanket. Bob found it hard to
believe that this frail figure had once been an A ynpic
oar sman.

"I's it hinP" the old man asked in a | oud voice.

"Yes, Father," Ms. Elliot replied, equally loudly. "It's
M.

Kefford. He's driven over from Canbridge especially to see
you. ' Bob

wal ked forward and shook the old nman's bony outstretched
hand.

"Good of you to conme all this way, Kefford," said the
f ormer
bi shop, pulling his blanket up a little higher.

"l appreciate your seeing ne, sir," said Bob, as Ms.
Elli ot
directed himto a confortable chair opposite her father.

"Wul d you care for a cup of tea, Kefford?"

"No, thank you, sir,"
said Bob. "I really don't want anything."

"As you wish," said the old

man. "Now, | nust warn you, Kefford, that nmy concentration
span isn't

quite what it used to be, so you' d better tell ne straight
away why



you've cone to see ne.
t houghts. "I'm

doing a little research on a Canbridge blue who nust have
rowed around

the sanme tinme as you, sir.

Bob attenpted to narshal his

"What's his name?" asked Deering. "I can't

remenber themall, you know " Bob | ooked at him fearing
that this was

going to turn out to be a wasted journey.

“Mortimer. Dougie Mrtiner," he said.
"D.J.T. Mortinmer," the old nman responded w t hout
hesi tati on.

“Now, there's sonmeone you couldn't easily forget. One of
t he

finest strokes Canbridge ever produced - as Oxford found
out, to their

cost." The old man paused. "You're not a journalist, by
any chance?

"No, sir. It's just a personal whim | wanted to find out
one or two

t hi ngs about himbefore | return to Anerica.'

"Then | will certainly try to help if | can," said the old
man in
a pi ping voi ce.

"Thank you," said Bob. "I'd actually like to begin at the
end, if

| may, by asking if you knew the circunstances of his
death."” There was

no response for several nmonents. The old cleric's eyelids
cl osed, and

Bob began to wonder if he had fallen asleep.

“"Not the sort of thing chaps tal ked about in ny day," he
eventually replied. "Especially with its being agai nst the
| aw at the

time, don't you know. "

"Agai nst the | aw?" said Bob, puzzled.



"Suicide. Abit silly, when you think about it," the old
pri est

continued, 'even if it is a nortal sin. Because you can't
put soneone

injail who's already dead, now can you? Not that it was
ever

confirnmed, you understand."

"Do you think it m ght have been connected

wi th Canbridge | osing the Boat Race in :t909, when they
were such cl ear

favourites ?"

"It's possible, | suppose," said Deering, hesitating once
agai n.

"I must admt, the thought had crossed nmy mnd. | took
part in

that race, as you may know." He paused agai n, breathing
heavi | y.

"Canbridge were the clear favourites, and we didn't give
our sel ves

a chance. The result was never properly explained, | nust
admt.

There were a |l ot of runours doing the rounds at the tine,
but no
proof - no proof, you understand."

"What wasn't proved?" asked Bob.

There was anot her |ong silence, during which Bob began to
fear that the

old man m ght have thought he'd gone too far.

"My turn to ask you a few questions, Kefford," he said
eventual |l y.

"Of course, sir.

"My daughter tells ne that you' ve stroked the
W nni ng boat for Canbridge three years in a row. '



"That's correct, sir.

"Congratul ations, nmy boy. But tell ne: if

you had wanted to | ose one of those races, could you have
done so,

W thout the rest of the crew being aware of it?" It was
Bob's turn to

ponder. He realised for the first tinme since he had
entered the room

that he shouldn't assune that a frail body necessarily

I ndi cates a

frail mnd.

"Yes, | guess so," he eventually said. "You could al ways
change

the stroke rate wi thout warning, or even catch a crab as
you t ook the

Surrey bend. Heaven knows, there's always enough fl otsam
on the river

to make it appear unavoi dable." Bob | ooked the old man
straight in the

eye. "But it would never have crossed ny mnd that anyone
m ght do so

deli berately."

"Nor mne," said the priest, '"had their cox not taken
holy orders. ' "lI'"mnot sure | understand, sir," said Bob.

“No reason you should, young man. | find nowadays that |
think in

non sequiturs. I'll try to be | ess obscure. The cox of the
909

Canbri dge boat was a chap called Bertie Partridge. He went
onto

beconme a parish priest in sone outpost called Chersfield

I n Rutl and.

Probably the only place that would have him" he chuckl ed.
"But when |

becane Bi shop of Truro, he wote and invited me to address
his fl ock.

It was such an arduous journey from Cornwall to Rutland in
t hose days,

that | could easily have made ny excuses, but |ike you, |
want ed t he



mystery of the x909 race solved, and | thought this m ght
be nmy only

chance. ' Bob nade no attenpt to interrupt, fearing he

m ght stop the

old man's fl ow.

"Partridge was a bachel or, and bachel ors get very | onely,
don't

you know. If you give themhalf a chance, they love to
gossi p.

| stayed overnight, which gave himevery chance. He told
me, over

a long dinner acconpanied by a bottle of non-vintage w ne,
that it was

wel | known that Mortinmer had run up debts al

over Canbridge. Not many undergraduates don't, you m ght
say, but

In Mrtiner's case they far exceeded even his potenti al

I ncone. |

t hi nk he rather hoped that his fanme and popularity would
stop his

creditors frompressing their clains. Not unlike D srael
when he was

Prime Mnister," he added wi th another chuckl e.

"But in Mortimer's case one particul ar shopkeeper, who had
absolutely no interest in rowing, and even less in
under gr aduat es,

t hreatened to bankrupt himthe week before the x909 Boat
Race.

A few days after the race had been | ost, Mortinmer seened,
wi t hout

expl anation, to have cleared all his obligations, and
not hi ng nore was

heard of the matter." Once again the old man paused as if
I n deep

t hought. Bob remained silent, still not wishing to

di stract him

"The only other thing I can recall is that the bookies
made a
killing," Deering said without warning. "I know that to ny



per sonal

cost, because ny tutor lost a five-pound wager, and never
| et me forget

that | had told himwe didn't have a snowbali's chance in
hell. M nd

you, | was always able to offer that as ny excuse for not
getting a

First." He | ooked up and smled at his visitor.

Bob sat on the edge of his seat, nesnerised by the old
man' s
recol | ections.

“I'"'mgrateful for your candour, sir," he said. "And you
can be
assured of ny discretion.”

"Thank you, Kefford," said the old man, now

al nost whispering. "I'"'monly too delighted to have been
able to assi st

you. |Is there anything else | can help you with ?"

"No, thank you,

sir," said Bob. "I think you've covered everything I
needed to know.'

Bob rose fromhis chair, and as he turned to thank Ms.
Elliot he

noticed for the first time a bronze cast of an arm hangi ng
on the far

wall. Below it was printed in gold:

H 1. 1. DEERI NG 1909--10--11
(KEBLE, BO ) "You nust have been a fine oarsman, sir."

"No, not

really," said the old blue. "But | was |ucky enough to be
In the

W nni ng boat three years in a row, which wouldn't please a
Canbri dge

man |i ke yourself." Bob | aughed. "Perhaps one | ast
guesti on before |

| eave, sir."



"Of course, Kefford."

"Did they ever nmake a bronze of
Dougi e Mortiner's arn®"

"They nost certainly did," replied the priest.

"But it mysteriously disappeared from your boathouse in
1912. A few

weeks later the boatnan was sacked w t hout expl anation -
caused quite a

stir at the tine."

"Was it known why he was sacked?" asked Bob.

"Partridge clainmed that when the old boatman got drunk one
ni ght,

he confessed to having dunped Mortiner's armin the mddle
of the Cam'

The ol d man paused, smled, and added, "Best place for it,
woul dn't you

say, Kefford?" Bob thought about the question for sone

ti me, wondering

how his father woul d have reacted. He then replied sinply,
"Yes, sir.

Best place for it.
DO NOT PASS GO
May 1986

HAM V ZEBARI SM LED AT THE THOUGHT OF HI S wi fe Shereen
driving him

to the airport. Neither of them would have believed it
possi ble five

years before, when they had first arrived in America as
political

refugees. But since he had begun a new life in the States,
Ham d was

begi nning to think anything m ght be possible.

"When w Il you be com ng hone, Papa?" asked Nadim who was
strapped safely in the back seat next to his sister Muy.
She was too



young to understand why Papa was goi ng away.

"Just a fortnight, | promse. No nore," their father
replied.

"And when | get back, we'll all go on holiday."

"How long is a
fortnight?" his son denanded.

"Fourteen days,"” Hamid told himwth a | augh.

"And fourteen nights," said his wife as she drewinto the
kerb

bel ow the sign for Turkish A rways. She touched a button
on the

dashboard and the boot flicked up. Ham d junped out of the
car,

grabbed his luggage fromthe boot, and put it on the
pavenent before

clinmbing into the back of the car. He hugged his daughter
first, and

then his son. May was crying - not because he was goi ng
away, but

because she always cried when the car cane to a sudden
halt. He

al l owed her to stroke his bushy nustache, which usually
st opped t he

flow of tears.

"Fourteen days," repeated his son. Ham d hugged his w fe,
and
felt the small swelling of a third child between them

"We'll be here waiting to pick you up," Shereen called out
as her
husband ti pped the skycap on the kerb.

Once his six enpty cases had been checked in, Ham d

di sappear ed

into the termnal, and nade his way to the Turkish
Airlines desk. As

he took the sane flight twice a year, he didn't need to
ask the girl at



the ticket counter for directions.

After he had checked in and been presented with his
boar di ng pass,

Ham d still had an hour to wait before they would call his
flight. He

began the slow trek to Gate B27. It was always the sane -
t he Turkish

Airlines plane woul d be parked hal fway back to Manhatt an.
As he passed

t he Pan Am check-in desk on B5 he observed that they woul d

be taking
off an hour earlier than him a privilege for those who
were willing to

pay an extra sixty-three doll ars.

Wien he reached the check-in area, a Turkish Airlines
st ewar dess

was slipping the sign for Flight 04, New

Yor k- Londoni st anbul , onto a

board. Estimated tinme of departure, xo.o.

The seats were beginning to fill up with the usual
cosnopol i tan

group of passengers: Turks going hone to visit their
famlies, those

Aneri cans taking a holiday who cared about saving

si xty-three dollars,

and busi nessnen whose bottom|line was cl osely watched by
tight-fisted

account ant s.

Ham d strolled over to the restaurant bar and ordered
cof fee and

two eggs sunnyside up, with a side order of hash browns.
It was the

little things that rem nded himdaily of his new found
freedom and of

just how nmuch he owed to Anerica.

"Wul d those passengers travelling to |Istanbul with young
chil dren

pl ease board .the plane now," said the stewardess over the
| oudspeaker.



Ham d swal | owed the | ast nouthful of his hash browns - he
hadn' t

yet becone accustoned to the Anerican habit of covering
everything in

ketchup - and took a final swig of the weak, tasteless
coffee. He

couldn't wait to be reunited with the thick Turkish coffee
served in

smal | bone china cups. But that was a tiny sacrifice

when wei ghed against the privilege of living in a free

| and.

He settled his bill and left a dollar in the little tin
tray.

"Wul d those passengers seated in rows 35 to 4 pl ease
board the

aircraft now. " Ham d picked up his briefcase and headed
for the

passageway that led to Flight o4. An official from Turkish
Airlines

checked his boardi ng pass and ushered hi mthrough.

He had been all ocated an ai sl e seat near the back of
econony.

Ten nore trips, he told hinself, and he would fly Pan Am
Busi ness
Class. By then he would be able to afford it.

Whenever the wheels of his plane left the ground, Ham d
woul d | ook

out of the little wi ndow and watch his adopted country as
It

di sappeared out of sight, the sane thoughts al ways goi ng
t hrough his

m nd.

It had been nearly five years since Saddam Hussei n had

di sm ssed

himfromthe Iraqi Cabinet, after he had held the post of
M ni ster of

Agriculture for only two years. The wheat crops had been



poor t hat

autum, and after the People's Arny had taken their share,
and the

m ddl emen their cut, the Iraqi people ended up with short
rations.

Soneone had to take the blane, and the obvi ous scapegoat
was the

M nister of Agriculture. Ham d's father, a carpet dealer,
had al ways

wanted himto join the fam |y business, and had even

war ned hi m before

he died not to accept Agriculture, the last three hol ders
of that

office having first been sacked, and | ater disappeared -
and everyone

in Iraqg knew what 'disappeared’ neant. But Ham d did
accept the post.

The first year's crop had been abundant, and after all, he
convi nced

hi msel f, Agriculture was only a stepping stone to greater
things. In

any case, had not Saddam described himin front of the
whol e

Revol uti onary Command Council as
friend ? At

thirty-two you still believe you are imortal.

nmy good and cl ose

Ham d's father was proved right, and Ham d's only real
friend friends nelted away |i ke snow in the norning sun when
this particul ar

presi dent sacked you - hel ped himto escape.

The only precaution Ham d had taken during his days as a
Cabi net

Mnister was to withdraw from his bank account each week a
little nore

cash than he actually needed. He would then change the
extra noney

into Arerican dollars with a street trader, using a

di fferent deal er

each tinme, and never exchangi ng enough to arouse
suspicion. In Iraq

everyone i s a spy.



The day he was sacked, he checked how nmuch was hi dden
under his

mattress. It anounted to el even thousand two hundred and
t went y- one

Ameri can dol | ars.

The follow ng Thursday, the day on which the weekend
begins in

Baghdad, he and his pregnant wife took the bus to Erbil.
He left his

Mer cedes conspi cuously parked in the front drive of his
| arge hone in

t he suburbs, and they carried no luggage with them - just
t wo

passports, the roll of dollars secreted in his wife's
baggy cl ot hi ng,

and sone Ilraqi dinars to get themas far as the border.

No one woul d be | ooking for themon a bus to Erbil

Once they arrived in Erbil, Hamd and his wife took a taxi
to

Sul ai mani a, using nost of the remaining dinars to pay the
driver.

They spent the night in a small hotel far fromthe city
centre.

Nei ther slept as they waited for the norning sun to cone
shi ni ng
t hrough the curtainl ess w ndow.

Next day, another bus took themhigh into the hills of
Kur di st an,
arriving in Zakho in the early evening.

The final part of the journey was the slowest of all. They
wer e

taken up through the hills on nules, at a cost of two
hundred dol |l ars the young Kurdi sh smuggl er showed no interest
in lragi dinars. He

delivered the fornmer Cabinet Mnister and his wfe safely
over the

border in the early hours of the norning, |leaving themto



make their

way on foot to the nearest village on Turkish soil. They
reached

Kirm zi Renga that evening, and spent another sl eepless

ni ght at the

| ocal station, waiting for the first train for I|stanbul.

Ham d and Shereen slept all the way through the long train
DO NOT

PASS GO journey to the Turkish capital, and woke up the
fol |l owi ng

nmorni ng as refugees. The first visit Ham d nmade in the
city was to the

| z Bank, where he deposited ten thousand ei ght hundred
dol | ars.

The next was to the Anmerican Enbassy, where he produced
hi s

di pl omati ¢ passport and requested political asylum H's
fat her had

once told himthat a recently sacked Cabinet Mnister from
I rag was

al ways a good catch for the Anmericans.

The Enbassy arranged accommmodation for Hamd and his wfe
in a

first-class hotel, and i medi ately infornmed Washi ngt on of
their little

coup. They prom sed Ham d that they would get back to him
as qui ckly

as possi ble, but gave himno clue as to how | ong t hat

m ght take. He

decided to use the tinme to visit the carpet bazaars on the
sout h side

of the city, so often frequented by his father.

Many of the deal ers renmenbered Ham d's father - an honest
man who

| i ked to bargain and dnk gall ons of coffee, and who had
often tal ked

about his son going into politics. They were pleased to
make his

acquai ntance, especially when they | earned of what he

pl anned to do



once he had settled in the States.

The Zebaris were granted American was within the week and
flown to

Washi ngton at the governnent's expense, which included a
charge for

excess baggage of twenty-three Turkish carpets.

After five days of intensive questioning by the CIA, Ham d
was

t hanked for his co-operation and the useful information he
had

supplied. He was then released to begin his newlife in
Anerica. He,

his pregnant wife and the twenty-three carpets boarded a
train for New

Yor k.

It took Ham d six weeks to find the right shop, on the
Lower East

Si de of Manhattan, fromwhich to sell his carpets. Once he
had si gned

the five-year | ease, Shereen inmmedi ately set about

pai nting their new

Aneri cani sed nane above the door.

Ham d didn't sell his first carpet for nearly three

nont hs, by

which tinme his neagre savings had all but disappeared. But
by TWELVE

RED HERRI NGS the end of the first year, sixteen of the
twenty-three

carpets had been sold, and he realised he woul d soon have
to travel

back to Istanbul to buy nore stock.

Four years had passed since then, and the Zebaris had
recently

noved to a |l arger establishnment on the West Side, with a
smal |

apartnment above the shop. Ham d kept telling his wife that
this was

only the beginning, that anything was possible in the
United States.



He now considered hinself a fully-fledged Anerican
citizen, and not

j ust because of the treasured bl ue passport that confirned
hi s stat us.

He accepted that he could never return to his birthplace
whi | e Saddam

remained its ruler. H's hone and possessions had | ong ago
been

requi sitioned by the Iraqi state, and the death sentence
had been

passed on himin his absence.

He doubted if he would ever see Baghdad agai n.

After the stopover in London, the plane | anded at

| stanbul ' s

Ataturk Airport a few m nutes ahead of schedul e. Ham d
booked into his

usual snmall hotel, and planned how best to allocate his
time over the

next two weeks. He was happy to be back anong the hustle
and bustl e of

the Turkish capital.

There were thirty-one dealers he wanted to visit, because
this

time he hoped to return to New York with at |east sixty
car pet s.

That woul d require fourteen days of drinking thick Turkish
cof f ee,

and many hours of bargaining, as a dealer's opening price
woul d be

three times as nuch as Hamd was willing to pay - or what
t he deal er

really expected to receive. But there was no short cut in
t he

bartering process, which - like his father - Ham d
secretly enjoyed.

By the end of the fortnight, Ham d had purchased
fifty-seven

carpets, at a cost of alittle over twenty-one thousand
dollars. He



had been careful to select only those carpets that woul d
be sought

after by the nost discerning New Yorkers, and he was
confident that

this latest batch would fetch al nost a hundred thousand
dollars in

Anmerica. It had been such a successful trip that Ham d
felt he would

i ndul ge hinself by taking the earlier Pan Am flight back
to

New York. After all, he had undoubtedly earned hinself the
extra

sixty-three dollars many tines over in the course of his
trip.

He was | ooking forward to seeing Shereen and the children
even

before the plane had taken off, and the American flight
attendant with

her pronounced New York accent and friendly smle only
added to the

feeling that he was already hone. After |unch had been
served, and

havi ng deci ded he didn't want to watch the in-flight
novi e, Ham d dozed

of f and dreant about what he coul d achieve in Anerica,

gi ven time.

Per haps his son would go into politics. Wuld the United
St ates be

ready for an lraqi President by the year 2025 ? He sniled
at the

t hought, and fell contentedly into a deep sl eep.

"Ladi es and gentlenen,"” a deep Sout hern voi ce boonmed out
over the

intercom 'this is your captain. I'msorry to interrupt

t he novie, or

to wake those of you who've been resting, but we've

devel oped a snal |

problemin an engi ne on our starboard wing. Nothing to
wor ry about,

fol ks, but Federal Aviation Authority rulings insist that
we | and at

the nearest airport and have the problemdealt wth before



we conti nue
w th our journey.

It shouldn't take us nore than an hour at the nost, and
then we'll

be on our way again. You can be sure that we'll try to
make up as nuch

of the lost tine as possible, folks." Ham d was suddenly
wi de awake.

"We won't be disenbarking fromthe aircraft at any tine,
as this

I s an unschedul ed stop. However, you'll be able to tell
t he fol ks back

honme that you've visited Baghdad." Hamid felt his whole
body go |inp,

and then his head rocked forward. The flight attendant
rushed up to

his side. "Are you feeling all right, sir?" she asked.

He | ooked up and stared into her eyes. "I nust see the
captain

I mredi ately. Imediately.” The flight attendant was in no
doubt of the

passenger's anxiety, and quickly led himforward, up the
spi ral

staircase into the first-class | ounge and onto the flight
deck.

She tapped on the door of the cockpit, opened it and said,
"Captain, one of the passengers needs to speak to you
urgently."

" Show
himin," said the Southern voice. The captain turned to
face Ham d

who was now trenbling uncontrollably. "How can | be of
hel p, sir?" he
asked.

"My nane is Ham d Zebari. | aman Anerican citizen," he
began.

“I'f you land in Baghdad, | will be arrested, tortured and



t hen

executed." The words tunbled out. "I ama political

ref ugee, and you

nmust understand that the reginme will not hesitate to kill
me." The

captain only needed to take one |ook at Hamid to realise
he wasn't
exagger ati ng.

"Take over, Jim" he said to his co-pilot, "while |I have a
wor d

wth M. Zebari. Call nme the nonent we've been given
dearance to | and.'

The captain unfastened his seatbelt, and led Hamd to an
enpty corner

of the first-class | ounge.

"Take me through it slowy," he said.

During the next few m nutes Ham d expl ai ned why he had had
to

| eave Baghdad, and how he cane to be living in Aneri ca.

When he had reached the end of his story the captain shook
hi s

head and smled. "No need to panic, sir," he assured
Ham d. "No one

Is going to have to |l eave the aircraft at any tinme, so the
passengers'’

passports won't even be checked. Once the engi ne has been
attended to,

we'll be back up and on our way i medi ately. Wiy don't you
j ust stay
here in first class, then you'll be able to speak to ne at
any tine,
shoul d you feel at all anxious." How anxi ous can you feel?

Ham d

wondered, as the captain left himto have a word wth the
co-pilot. He

started to trenbl e once nore.

"It's the captain once again, fol ks, just bringing you up
to date.



W' ve been given cl earance by Baghdad, so we've begun our
descent

and expect to land in about twenty mnutes. We'll then be
taxiing to

the far end of the runway, where we'll await the

engi neers. Just as

soon as they've dealt with our little problem we'll be

back up and on
our way again.'

A col l ective sigh went up, while Ham d gri pped the arnrest
and

wi shed he hadn't eaten any lunch. He didn't stop shaking
for the next

twenty mnutes, and al nost fainted when the wheel s touched
down on the

| and of his birth.

He stared out of the porthole as the aircraft taxied past
t he

term nal he knew so well. He could see the arned guards
stati oned on

the roof and at the doors | eading onto the tarnmac.

He prayed to Allah, he prayed to Jesus, he even prayed to
Presi dent Reagan.

For the next fifteen mnutes the silence was broken only
by the

sound of a van driving across the tarnac and conming to a
hal t under the

starboard wing of the aircraft.

Ham d watched as two engi neers carrying bul ky tool bags got
out of

t he van, stepped onto a small crane and were hoisted up
until they were

| evel with the wing. They began unscrew ng the outer

pl ates of one of

the engines. Forty mnutes later they screwed the pl ates
back on and

were | owered to the ground. The van then headed off
towards the

t erm nal



Ham d felt relieved, if not exactly rel axed. He fastened
hi s

seat belt hopefully. H's heartbeat fell from8o a mnute to
around no,

but he knew it wouldn't return to normal until the plane
lifted off and

he could be sure they wouldn't turn back. Nothing happened
for the

next few m nutes, and Ham d becane anxi ous again. Then the
door of the

cockpit opened, and he saw the captai n headi ng towards
him a grim

expression on his face.

"You' d better join us on the flight deck,” the captain
said in a

whi sper. Ham d undid his seatbelt and sonehow managed to
stand. He

unsteadily followed the captain into the cockpit, his |egs
feeling like

jelly. The door was cl osed behind them

The captain didn't waste any words. "The engi neers can't
| ocat e

the problem The chief engineer won't be free for another
hour, so

we' ve been ordered to disenbark and wait in the transit
area until he's

conpl eted the job."

“I"d rather die in a plane crash,” Ham d blurted

out .

"Don't worry, M. Zebari, we've

t hought of a way round your problem W're going to put
you in a spare

uni form

That will make it possible for you to stay with us the
whol e ti ne,

and use the crews facilities. No one will ask to see your
passport.'

"But if sonmeone recognises ne ...

began Ham d.



"Once you've got rid of that nustache, and you're wearing
a flight

officer's uniform dark glasses and a peaked hat, your own
not her

woul dn't know you.
shavi ng

foam followed by a razor, Ham d renoved the bushy

nmust ache that he had

been so proud of, to | eave an upper |lip that |ooked as
pal e as a bl ob

of vanilla ice cream The senior flight attendant applied
some of her

make-up to his skin, until the white patch blended in with
the rest of

his face. Hamd still wasn't convinced, but after he had
changed into

the co-pilot's spare uniformand studied hinself in the
toilet mrror,

he had to admt that it would i ndeed be remarkable if
anyone recogni sed

hi m

Wth the help of scissors, followed by

The passengers were the first to | eave the plane, and were
ferried

by an airport bus to the main termnal. A snmart transit
van then cane

out to collect the crew, who |eft as a group and sheltered
Ham d by

maki ng sure that he was surrounded at all tines. Ham d
becane nore and

nore nervous with each yard the van travelled towards the
term nal

The security guard showed no particular interest in the
air crew

as they entered the building, and they were left to find

t hensel ves

seats on wooden benches in the white-walled hall. The only
decoration

was a massive portrait of Saddam Hussein in full uniform
carrying a

kal ashni kov rifle. Ham d couldn't bring hinself to | ook at
the picture

of his 'good and close friend'.



Anot her crew was al so sitting around waiting to board
their

aircraft, but Ham d was too frightened to start up a
conversation with

any of them

"They're French," he was informed by the senior flight

at t endant .

“I"mabout to find out if my night classes were worth all

t he expense.'

She took the spare place next to the captain of the French
aircraft,

and tried a sinple opening question.

The French captain was telling her that they were bound
for

Si ngapore via New Del hi, when Ham d saw him Saad
all-Takriti, once a

menber of Saddami s personal guard, marched into the hall
Fromthe

I nsignia on his shoul der, he now appeared to be in charge
of airport

security.

Ham d prayed that he wouldn't |look in his direction.

Al- Takri ti

sauntered through the room glancing at the French and
Anerican crews,

his eyes lingering on the stewardesses' bl ack-stockinged
| egs.

The captain touched Hamid on the shoul der, and he nearly
| eapt out
of his skin.

"It's OK, it's OK | just thought you'd like to know t hat
t he

chief engineer is on his way out to the aircraft, so it
shoul dn't be

too long now. " Ham d | ooked beyond the Air France plane,
and wat ched a

van cone to a halt under the starboard wi ng of the Pan Am
aircraft.



A man in blue overalls stepped out of the vehicle and onto
t he
little crane.

Ham d stood up to take a closer ook, and as he did so
Saad

all-Takriti wal ked back into the hall. He canme to a sudden
halt, and

the two nmen stared briefly at each other, before Ham d

qui ckly resuned

his place next to the captain. Al-Takriti disappeared into
a side room

mar ked

"Do Not Enter'.

"I think he's spotted ne," said Ham d. The nmake-up started
to run
down onto his |ips.

The captain | eant across to his chief flight attendant and
interrupted her parley with the French captain. She
listened to her

boss's instructions, and then tried a tougher question on
t he

Frenchman.

Saad al |l -Takriti marched back

out of the office and began striding towards the Anerican
capt ai n.

Ham d t hought he woul d surely faint.

Wt hout even glancing at Hamd, all-Takriti barked,
"Captain, |

require you to show ne your nanifest, the nunber of crew
you are

carrying, and their passports.”

"My co-pilot has all the passports,’
the captain replied. "I'Il see you get them"™

"Thank you," said

all-Takriti. "Wen you have collected them you will bring
themto ny

office so that | can check each one. Meanwhile, please ask



your Crew

to remain here. They are not, under any circunstances, to
| eave t he

bui |l di ng wi t hout my perm ssion.
pl ace,

wal ked slowly over to the co-pilot, and asked for the
passports. Then

he i ssued an order which took himby surprise. The captain
t ook the

passports into the security office just as a bus drew up
out si de the

transit area to take the French crew back to their plane.

The captain rose fromhis

Saad all-Takriti placed the fourteen passports in front of
hi m on

his desk. He seened to take pleasure in checking each one
of them

slowy. When he had finished the task, he announced in
nmock surprise,

"l do believe, captain, that | counted fifteen crew
weari ng Pan Am

uni forns. "

"You nust have been m staken,"”
are

only fourteen of us."

said the captain. "There

"Then I will have to nmake a nore detail ed check,

won't |, captain ? Please return these docunents to their
ri ghtful

owners.

Shoul d there happen to be anyone not in possession of a
passport,
they will naturally have to report to ne."

"But that is against

I nternational regul ations,
you know.

W are in transit, and therefore, under UN Resol ution 238,
not legally

I n your country."

said the captain, '"as |I'msure

"Save ,our breath, captain. W have no use for UN



resolutions in Irag. And, as you correctly point out, as
far as we are

concerned, you are not legally even in our country." The
captain

real i sed he was wasting his time, and could blu no | onger.
He gat hered

up the passports as slowy as he could and al | owed
all-Takriti to |ead

hi m back into the hall. As they entered the roomthe Pan
Am crew

menbers who were scattered around the benches suddenly
rose fromtheir

pl aces and began wal ki ng about, continually changi ng
direction, while

at the sane tine talking at the top of their voices.

"Tell themto sit down," hissed all-Takriti, as the crew
zi g- zagged backwards and forwards across the hall.

"What's that you're saying?" asked the captain, cupping
his ear.

"Tell themto sit down!" shouted all-Takriti.

The captain gave a half-hearted order, and within a few
nmonment s

everyone was seated. But they still continued talking at
the top of

t heir voi ces.

"And tell themto shut up!" The captain noved slowy round
t he
room asking his crew one by one to |ower their voi ces.

Al- Takriti's eyes raked the benches of the transit hall,
as the

captain gl anced out onto the tarmac and watched the French
aircraft

taxiing towards the far runway.

Al- Takriti began counting, and was annoyed to di scover
that there

were only fourteen Pan Am crew nenbers in the hall. He
stared angrily



around the room and qui ckly checked once agai n.

"All fourteen seemto be present,”
he had

fini shed handi ng back the passports to his crew.

said the captain after

"Where is the man who was sitting next to you?"

all -Takriti

demanded, jabbing a finger at the captain. "You nean ny
first

of fi cer?"

"No. The one who | ooked |ike an Arab."

"There are no Arabs
on nmy crew,"” the captain assured him

Al-Takriti strode over to the senior flight attendant. "He
was

sitting next to you. H's upper lip had make-up on it that
was

begi nning to run.”

"The captai n of
the French plane was sitting next to ne,
flight attendant
said. She imedi ately realised her m stake.

t he seni or

Saad all-Takriti turned and | ooked out of the w ndow to
see t he

Air France plane at the end of the runway preparing for
t ake- of f.

He jabbed a button on his hand phone as the thrust of the
] et

engi nes started up, and barked out sone orders in his
native tongue.

The captain didn't need to speak Arabic to get the gist of
what he was

sayi ng.

By now the Anerican crew were all staring at the French
aircraft,
wlling it to nove, while all-Takriti's voice was rising



W th every
word he uttered.

The Air France 747 eased forward and slowly began to

gat her

nmomentum Saad all-Takriti cursed loudly, then ran out of
t he buil di ng

and junped into a waiting jeep. He pointed towards the

pl ane and

ordered the driver to chase after it. The jeep shot off,
accel erating

as it weaved its way in and out of the parked aircraft.

By the tinme it reached the runway it nust have been doi ng
ni nety

mles an hour, and for the next hundred yards it sped
along parallel to

the French aircraft, with all-Takriti standing on the
front seat,

clinging onto the w ndscreen and waving his fist at the
cockpit.

The French captain acknow edged himwi th a crisp sal ute,
and as
the 747" s wheels |ifted off, a |loud cheer went up in the
transit
| ounge.

The Anerican captain smled and turned to his chief flight
attendant. "That only proves ny theory that the French
wll go to any

| engths to get an extra passenger." Ham d Zebari |anded in
New Del hi

six hours later, and inmedi ately phoned his wife to | et
her know what

had happened. Early the next norning Pan Am fl ew hi m back
to New York

- first class. Wen Ham d energed fromthe airport
termnal, his wife

j unped out of the car and threw her arns around him

Nadi m wound t he wi ndow down and decl ared, "You were w ong,
Papa.
A fortnight turns out to be fifteen days." Harod grinned



at his son,

but his daughter burst into tears, and not because their
car had cone

to a sudden halt. It was just that she was horrified to
see her not her

huggi ng a strange nan.

CHUNNEL VI SI ON.

VHENEVER |' M I N NEW YORK, | ALWAYS TRY to have dinner with
an old

friend of mne called Duncan Mcpherson. W are opposites,
and so

naturally we attract. In fact, Duncan and | have only one
thing in

common: we are both witers.

But even then there's a difference, because Duncan
specialises in

screenpl ays, which he wites in the intervals between his
occasi onal

articles for Newsweek and the New Yorker, whereas | prefer
novel s and

short stories.

One of the other differences between us is the fact that |
have

been married to the same woman for twenty-ei ght years,
whi | e Duncan

seens to have a different girlfriend every tine | visit
New York - not

bad going, as | average at |east a couple of trips a year.
The girls

are always attractive, lively and bright, and there are
various |evels

of intensity - depending on what stage the relationship is
at. In the

past |'ve been around at the beginning (very physical) and
in the

mddle (starting to cool off), but this trip was to be the
first tinme |

experi enced an endi ng.

| phoned Duncan fromny hotel on Fifth Avenue to let him



know |

was in town to pronote ny new novel, and he inmredi ately
asked ne over

for dinner the follow ng evening. | assuned, as in the
past, that it

woul d be at his apartnent. Another opposite: unlike ne,
he's a quite

super |l ati ve cook.

"I can't wait to see you,"
| dea

for a novel at last, and | want to
try the plot out on you."

he said. "I've conme up with an

"Delighted,” | replied. "Look forward to
hearing all about it tonorrow night. And may | ask ... ' |
hesitated. "Christabel,"” he said.

"Christabel ... ' | repeated, trying to recall if I had
ever net
her .

"But there's no need for you to renmenber anythi ng about
her," he

added. "Because she's about to be given the heave-ho, to
use one of

your English expressions. |'ve just net a new one - Karen.
She's absolutely sensational. You'll adore her."” | didn't
f eel

this was the appropriate nonent to point out to Duncan
that | had

adored themall. | nerely asked which one was likely to be
j oi ni ng us

for dinner.

"Depends if Christabel has finished packing," Duncan
replied.

“If she has, it will be Karen. W haven't slept together
yet, and

|"d been planning on that for tonorrow night. But as
you're in town,
It wll have to be postponed.” | |aughed. "I could wait,"



| assured
him "After all, I"'mhere for at | east a week."

"No, no. In any case,
| nmust tell you about ny idea for a novel.

That's far nore inportant. So why don't you cone to ny
pl ace

tonorrow eveni ng. Shall we say around seven thirty?"
Before | left the

hotel, I wapped up a copy of nmy |atest book, and wote
"Hope you enj oy

It on the outside.

Duncan |ives in one of those apartnment bl ocks on 72nd and
Par k,

and though |'ve been there many tines, it always takes ne
a few m nutes

to locate the entrance to the building. And, |ike Duncan's
girlfriends, the doorman seens to change wth every trip.

The new doorman grunted when | gave ny nane, and directed
me to

the elevator on the far side of the hall. | slid the
grille doors

across and pressed the button for the fourteenth floor. It
was one of

those top floors that could not be described as a

pent house even by the

nost i magi nati ve of estate agents.

| pulled back the doors and stepped out onto the | anding,
rehearsing the appropriate smles for Christabel (goodbyel
and Karen

(hello). As | wal ked towards Duncan's front door 1

could hear raised voices - a very British expression, born
of

understatenent; let's be frank and admit that they were
scream ng at

each other at the tops of their voices. | concluded that
this had to

be the end of Christabel, rather than the begi nning of

Kar en.



| was already a few mnutes |late, so there was no turning
back.

| pressed the doorbell, and to ny relief the voices

I mredi atel y

fell silent. Duncan opened the door, and although his
cheeks were

scarlet with rage, he still managed a casual grin. Wich
rem nds ne

that | forgot to tell you about a few nore opposites - the
dam man has

a nop of boyish dark curly hair, the rugged features of
his Irish

ancestors, and the build of a chanpion tennis player.

“"Conme on in," he said. "This is Christabel, by the way -

I f you

hadn't al ready guessed.” |'mnot by nature a man who |ikes
ot her

peopl e's cast-offs, but I'mbound to confess | woul d have
been happy to

make Chri stabel the exception. She had an oval face, deep
bl ue eyes,

and an angelic smle. She was also graced with that fine
fair hair

that only the Nordic races are born with, and the type of
figure that

slimm ng advertisenents nake their profits out of. She
wore a cashnere

sweater and tapered white jeans that left little to the

| magi nati on.

Chri stabel shook ne by the hand, and apol ogi sed for

| ooki ng a

little scruffy. "I've been packing all afternoon,” she
expl ai ned.

The proof of her | abours was there for all to see - three
| ar ge

suitcases and two cardboard boxes full of books standing

by the door.

On the top of one of the boxes |ay a copy of

CHUNNEL VI SION a Dorothy L. Sayers nurder nystery with a



torn red
dustj acket.

| was becomi ng acutely aware that | couldn't have chosen a
Wor se

evening for a reunion with ny old friend. 'I"mafraid
we're going to

have to eat out for a change," Duncan said. "It's been' he
paused -'a

busy day. | haven't had a chance to visit the |ocal store.
Good

thing, actually,” he added. "It'll give ne nore tine to
take you

t hrough the plot of ny novel."

"Congratul ations,” Christabel said.

| turned to face her.

"Your novel," she said. "Nunber one on the New York Tines

bestseller list, isn't it?"

"Yes, congratul ations,” said Duncan. "I
haven't got round to reading it yet, so don't tell ne
anyt hi ng about

It. It wasn't on sale in Bosnia," he added with a | augh. |
handed hi m

ny little gift.

"Thank you,"
"I"11 1 ook
forward to it."

he said, and placed it on the hall table.

"I"ve read it," said Christabel.

Duncan bit his lip. "Let's go," he said, and was about to
turn

and say goodbye to Christabel when she asked ne, "Wuld
you mnd if |

joined you? |I'mstarving, and as Duncan said, there's
absol utely

nothing in the icebox." | could see that Duncan was about
to protest,

but by then Christabel had passed him and was already in



the corridor
and heading for the el evator.

"W can walk to the restaurant,"” Duncan said as we

t rundl ed down

to the ground floor. "It's only Californians who need a
car to take

t hem one bl ock.
told ne that

he had chosen a fancy new French restaurant to take ne to.

As we strolled west on 72nd Street Duncan

| began to protest, not just because |'ve never really
cared for

ornate French food, but | was also aware of Duncan's
unpr edi ct abl e

pecuni ary circunstances. Sonetines he was flush with
noney, at other

times stony broke. | just hoped that he'd had an advance
on the novel.

“"No, like you, | normally wouldn't bother," he said. "But
it's

only just opened, and the New York Tines gave it a rave
revi ew.

In any case, whenever |I'min London, you always entertain
me

"right royally"," he added, in what he inmagi ned was an
Engl i sh accent.

It was one of those cool evenings that nmake wal ki ng i n New
York so

pl easant, and | enjoyed the stroll, as Duncan began to

tell ne about

his recent trip to Bosnia.

"You were lucky to catch nme in New York," he was saying.
"I"ve only just got back after being holed up in the
damed pl ace

for three nonths."

"Yes, | know. | read your article in Newsweek on
the plane com ng over," | said, and went on to tell him



how f asci nat ed

| had been by his evidence that a group of UN soldiers had
set up their

own under ground network, and felt no scrupl es about
operating an

i1l egal black market in whatever country they were

stati oned.

"Yes, that's caused quite a stir at the UN," said Duncan.
"The

New York Tinmes and the Washi ngt on Post have both fol |l owed
the story up

with features on the main culprits - but w thout bothering
to give ne

any credit for the original research, of course. ' |
turned round to

see if Christabel was still with us. She seened to be deep
I n thought,

and was | agging a few paces behind. | smled a smle that

| hoped said

| think Duncan's a fool and you're fantastic, but |
recei ved no
response.

After a few nore yards | spotted a red and gold awni ng

flapping in
t he breeze outside sonething called
“Le Manoir'. My heart sank. |'ve

al ways preferred sinple food, and have | ong consi dered
pretentious

French cuisine to be one of the nmmjor cons of the

ei ghties, and one

t hat shoul d have been passe, if not part of culinary

hi story, by the

ni neti es.

Duncan | ed us down a short

crazy-pavi ng path through a heavy oak door and into a
brightly lit

restaurant. One | ook around the |large, over-decorated room
and ny

worst fears were confirned. The nmaitre d'* stepped forward
and sai d,

"Good eveni ng, nonsieur."



"Good evening," replied Duncan. "I have a

table reserved in the nane of Mcpherson." The naitre d
checked down a

l ong |ist of bookings. "Ah, yes, a table for two."
Chri st abel pout ed,

but | ooked no | ess beautiful.

"Can we meke it three?" ny host asked rather
hal f - heartedly.

"OF course, sir. Allowne to show you to your table." W
wer e

gui ded through a crowded roomto a little alcove in the
corner which

had only been set for two.

One | ook at the tablecloth, the massive flowered plates
with

"Le

Manoir' painted in crinmson all over them and the
arrangenent of lilies

on the centre of the table, made ne feel even nore guilty
about what |

had I et Duncan in for. A waiter dressed in a white
open-neck shirt,

bl ack trousers and bl ack wai stcoat with

“"Le Manoir' sewn in red on the

breast pocket hurriedly supplied Christabel with a chair,
whi | e anot her

deftly laid a place for her.

A third waiter appeared at Duncan's side and enquired i{
we woul d

care for an aperitif. Christabel smled sweetly and asked
I f she m ght

have a gl ass of chanpagne. | requested sone Evian water,
and Duncan

nodded that he woul d have the sane.

For the next [ew minutes, while we waited for the nmenus to
appear,

we continued to discuss Duncan's trip to Bosnia, and the
cont r ast

bet ween scraping one's food out of a billycan in a cold



dugout

acconpani ed by the sound of bullets, and dining off china
plates in a

warm restaurant, with a string quartet playinc Schubert in
t he

backgr ound.

Anot her waiter appeared at Duncan's side and handed us

t hree pink

menus the size of small posters. As | glanced down the
l'isl of dishes,

Chri stabel whispered sonething to the waiter, who nodded
and sl i pped

qui etly away.

| began to study the nmenu nore carefully, unhappy to

di scover that

this was one of those restaurants which allows only the
host to have

the bill of fare with the prices attached. | was trying to
wor k out

whi ch woul d be the cheapest di shes, when another gl ass of
chanpagne was

pl aced at Christabel's side.

| decided that the clear soup was likely to be the | east
expensi ve

starter, and that it would also help ny feeble efforts to
| ose wei ght.

The main courses had ne nore perplexed, and with ny
limted know edge

of French | finally settled on duck, as ! couldn't find
any sign of

A" poul et' .

When the waiter returned nonents |ater, he imrediately
spotted

Christabel's enpty gl ass, and asked, "Wuld you care for
anot her gl ass

of chanpagne, nadane?"

"Yes, please,” she replied sweetly, as the
maitre d' arrived to take our order. But first we had to
suf fer an



ordeal that nowadays can be expected at every French
restaurant in the

wor | d.

"Today our specialities are,”
woul d

not have i npressed central casting,
Gel e de saurnon

sauvage et caviar irnprial en aigre doux, which is wld
sal non slivers

and inperial caviar in a delicate jelly with sour cream
and courgettes

soused in dill vinegar. Also we have Cui sses de
grenouilles la pure

d' herbes soupe, fricassee de chanterelles et racines de
persil, which

are pan-fried frogs' legs in a parsley pure, fricassee of
chanterelles

and parsley roots. For the main course we have Escal ope de
turbot,

which is a poached fillet of turbot on a watercress pure,

| enron sabayon

and a Gewfirztram ner sauce. And, of course, everything
that is on the

menu can be recomended.” | felt full even before he had
finished the

descri pti ons.

he began, in an accent that

for hors d' oeuvres

Chri stabel appeared to be studying the nenu with due

di i gence.

She pointed to one of the dishes, and the maitre d° smled
approvingly.

Duncan | eaned across and asked

if | had selected anything yet.

"Consomm and the duck will suit nme just fine," | said
wi t hout

hesi tati on.
"Thank you, sir,"
t he

duck? Crispy, or perhaps a little underdone?"

said the maitre d'. "How would you |ike

"Crispy," | replied, to



hi s evi dent di sapproval.

"And nonsi eur?" he asked, turning to Duncan.

"Caesar salad and a rare steak." The nmaitre d' retrieved
t he nenus

and was turning to go as Duncan said, "Now, let ne tel
you all about

ny idea for a novel.
sir?" asked

another waiter, who was carrying a |large red | eat her book
wi th gol den

grapes enbossed on its cover.

"Wul d you care to order sone w ne,

"Should | do that for you?" suggested Christabel. "Then
there'l|

be no need to interrupt your story.'
agreenent, and

the waiter handed the wine |ist over to Christabel. She
opened the red

| eat her cover with as nmuch eagerness as if she was about
to begin a

bestsel I i ng novel .

Duncan nodded hi s

"You nmay be surprised,” Duncan was saying, 'that ny book
IS set in

Britain. Let nme start by explaining that the timng for
its

publication is absolutely vital. As you know, a British
and French

consortiumis currently building a tunnel between

Fol kest one and

Sangatte, which is schedul ed to be opened by Queen

El i zabeth on 6 My

2994. In fact, Chunnel will be the title of ny book." |
was horrifi ed.

Anot her gl ass of chanpagne was placed in front of
Chri st abel .

"The story begins in four separate |ocations, with four

di fferent

sets of characters. Although they are all from diverse age
gr oups,



soci al backgrounds and countries, they have one thing in
common: they

have all booked on the first passenger train to travel
from London to

Paris via the Channel Tunnel." | felt a sudden pang of
guilt, and

wondered if | should say sonething, but at this point a
wai ter returned

wth a bottle of white wine, the | abel of which Christabel
st udi ed

intently. She nodded, and the somelier extracted the cork
and poured

alittle into her enpty glass. A sip brought the smle
back to her

lips.

The waiter then filled our gl asses.

Duncan continued: "There will be an Anerican famly

not her,

father, two teenage children - on their first visit to
Engl and; a young

Engl i sh coupl e who have just got married that norning and
are about to

begin their honeynoon; a Geek self-nade mllionaire and
hi s French

wi f e who booked their tickets a year before, but are now
consi dering a

di vorce; and three students.
sal ad was

placed in front of himand a second waiter presented ne
with a bow of

consomm®& | gl anced at the dish Christabel had chosen. A
pl at e of

thinly cut snoked gravadlax with a blob of caviar in the
centre. She

was happily squeezing half a | enon, protected by nuslin,
all over it.

Duncan paused as a Caesar

“Now, " said Duncan, 'in the first chapter it's inportant
t hat the

reader doesn't realise that the students are connected in
any way, as

that | ater becones central to the plot. W pick up al



four groups in

the second chapter as they're preparing for the journey.
The reader

di scovers their notivations for wanting to be on the
train, and | build

alittle on the background of each of the characters

I nvol ved. "

"What

period of time will the plot cover?" | asked anxiously,
bet ween

spoonful s of consome.

"Probably three days," replied Duncan. "The day before the
journey, the day of the journey, and the day after. But
["mstill not

certain - by the final draft it mght all happen on the
sanme day.'

Chri stabel grabbed the wine bottle fromthe ice-bucket and
refilled her glass before the wine waiter had a

chance to assi st her.

"Around chapter three," continued Duncan, 'we find the
vari ous

groups arriving at Waterl oo station to board "le shuttle".
The G eek

mllionaire and his French wife will be shown to their
first-class

seats by a black crew nenber, while the others are
directed to second

class. Once they are all on board, sone sort of cerenony
to

comrenorate the inauguration of the tunnel will take place
on the

platform Big band, fireworks, cutting of tape by royalty
etc. That

shoul d prove quite adequate to cover another chapter at

| east.” Wile |

was vi sualising the scene and sipping ny soup - the
restaurant may have

been pretentious, but the food was excellent - the w ne
waiter filled

ny glass and then Duncan's. | don't normally care for
white w ne, but



| had to admt that this one was quite exceptional.

Duncan paused to eat, and | turned ny attention to

Chri stabel , who

was being served a second dollop of caviar that appeared
even bi gger

than the first.

"Chapter five," said Duncan, 'opens as the train noves out
of the

station. Now the real action begins. The Anerican famly
are enjoying

every nonent. The young bride and groom nmake | ove in the
rest room

The millionaire is having another rowwith his w fe about
her conti nual

extravagance, and the three students have net up for the
first tinme at

the bar. By now you should begin to suspect that they're
not ordinary

students, and that they nmay have known each ot her before
t hey got on

the train.” Duncan sml|ed and continued with his salad. |
f r owned.

Chri stabel w nked at ne, to show she knew exactly what was
goi ng

on. | felt guilty at being nade a part of her conspiracy,
and want ed

to tell Duncan what she was up to.

"It's certainly a strong plot," | ventured as the w ne
wai t er

filled our glasses for a third tinme and, having managed to
enpty the

bottl e, |ooked towards Madanme. She nodded sweetly.
"Have you started on the research yet?" | asked.

"Yes. Research is going to be the key to this project, and
[ m

well into it already," said Duncan. "I wote to Sir

Al astair Morton,

t he Chai rman of Eurotunnel, on Newsweek headed paper, and



his office

sent nme back a caseload of material. | can tell you the

| engt h of the

rolling stock, the nunber of carriages, the dianeter of

t he wheel s, why

the train can go faster on the French side than the
British, even why

It's necessary for themto have a different-gauge track on
ei ther side
of the Channel
t he w ne

wai ter began pouring froma second bottle. Should | tell
hi m now?

The pop of a cork startled ne, and

"During chapter six the plot begins to unfold," said
Duncan,

warmng to his thenme, as one of the waiters whi pped away
the enpty

pl at es and anot her brushed a few breadcrunbs off the
tablecloth into a

little silver scoop. "The trick is to keep the reader
interested in

all four groups at the sane tine." | nodded.

"Now we conme to the point in the story when the reader

di scovers

that the students are not really students, but terrorists,
who plan to
hijack the train.
sal vers were
placed in front of us. On a nod fromthe maitre d', all

t hree dones

were lifted in unison by the waiters. It would be churlish
of nme not

to admt that the food | ooked quite magnificent. | turned
to see what

Chri stabel had selected: truffles with foie gras. They
rem nded ne of

a Mra painting, until she quickly snmudged the canvas.

Three di shes topped by doned silver

"What do you think the terrorists' notive for hijacking
the train
shoul d be?" Duncan asked.



This was surely the noment to tell him- but once again |
f unked

it. | tried to remenber what point in the story we had
reached. "That

woul d depend on whet her you eventually wanted themto
escape, " |

suggested. "Wiich m ght prove quite

difficult, if they're stuck in the mddle of a tunnel,
with a police

force waiting for themat either end." The wi ne waiter
present ed

Christabel with the bottle of claret she had chosen.

After no nore than a sniff of the cork she indicated that
it was
accept abl e.

"I don't think they should be interested in financi al
reward, '

said Duncan. "They ought to be IRA Islamc
fundanental i sts, Basque

separatists, or whatever the latest terrorist group
catching the

headl i nes happens to be." | sipped the wine. It was |ike
vel vet. |

had only tasted such a vintage once before, in the honme of
a friend who

possessed a cellar of old wine put down with new noney. It
was a taste

t hat had remained etched in ny nenory.

"I'n chapter seven |'ve conme up agai nst a block," continued
Duncan,

intent on his theme. "One of the terrorists nust sonehow
come into

contact wwth the newly-married couple, or at |least with

t he

bri degroom" He paused. "I should have told you earlier
that in the

character-building at the beginning of the book, one of

t he students

turns out to be a loner, while the other two, a man and a
woman, have

been |iving together for sone tine." He began digging into



hi s steak.

"It'"s how | bring the |oner and the bridegroom together
that worries

me. Any ideas?"

"That shouldn't be too hard,” | said, "what with
restaurant cars, snack bars, carriages, a corridor, not to
nmention a

bl ack crew nenber, railway staff and rest roons."

"Yes, but it nust
appear natural,"
t hought .

Duncan said, sounding as i he was in deep

My heart sank as | noticed Christabel's enpty plate being
whi sked
away, despite the fact that Duncan and | had hardly begun
our main
cour ses.

"The chapter ends with the train suddenly comng to a hah
about

hal fway through the tunnel,; said Duncan, staring into the
di st ance.

"But how? And why?" | asked.

"That's the whole point. It's a false alarm Quite
I nnocent .

The youngest child of the Arerican famly - his nane's Ben
-pulls

the comunication cord while he's sitting on the lavatory.
It's such a

hi-tech lavatory that he m stakes it for the chain.” | was
consi deri ng

If this was pl ausi ble when a breast of quail on fondant
potatoes wth a

garni sh of snoked bacon was placed in front of Christabel.
She wast ed

no tinme in attacking the fow.

Duncan paused to take a sip of wine. Now, | felt, | had to
| et



hi m know. " but before | had a chance to say anything he
was of f agai n.

"Right," he said. "Chapter eight. The train has cone to a
hal t
several mles inside the tunnel, but not quite hal fway."

"I's that
significant?" | asked feebly.
"Sure is," said Duncan. "The French and British have

agreed the

exact point inside the tunnel where French jurisdiction
begi ns and

British ends. As you'll discover, this becones rel evant

| ater in the

plot." The waiter began noving round the table, topping up
our gl asses

once again with claret. | placed a hand over m ne - not
because the

W ne wasn't pure nectar, but sinply because | didn't w sh
to give

Chri stabel the opportunity to order another bottle.

She nade no attenpt to exercise the sane restraint, but
drank her

Wi ne in generous gulps, while toying with her quail.
Duncan conti nued

with his story.

"So, the hold-up,"” said Duncan, 'turns out to be nothing
nore than

a diversion, and it's sorted out fairly quickly. Child in
tears,

fam |y apol ogi ses, explanation given by the guard over the
train's

I ntercom which relieves any anxieties the passengers

m ght have had.

A few mnutes later, the train starts up again, and this
time it does

cross the hal fway point.'
pl at es.

Chri stabel touched the side of her lips with a napkin, and
gave nme a

Three waiters renoved our enpty



huge grin.
"So then what happens?" | asked, avoiding her eye.

"When the train stopped, the terrorists were afraid that
t here

m ght be a rival group on board, with the sane purpose as
t hem

But as soon as they find out what has actually happened,
t hey take

advant age of the commotion caused by young Ben to get

t hensel ves into

the cabin next to the driver's."

"Wul d you care for anything fromthe

dessert trolley, madane?" the maitre d' asked Chri stabel.
| | ooked on

aghast as she was hel ped to what | ooked |like a |arge
spoonf ul of

everything on offer.

"It's gripping, isn't it?" said Duncan, m sunderstandi ng
ny

expression for one of deep concern for those on the train.
" But

there's still nore to cone.”

"Monsi eur ?"

"I'"' mfull, thank you," | told

the maitre d'. "Perhaps a coffee later."

“No, nothing, thank you,"

said Duncan, trying not to lose his thread. "By the start
of chapter

nine the terrorists have got thenselves into the driver's
cabin. At

gunpoint they force the chef de train and his co-driver to
bring the

engine to a halt for a second tine. But what they don't
realise is

that they are now on French territory. The passengers are
told by the



| oner over the train's intercomthat this tine it's not a
fal se al arm

but the train has been taken over by whi chever gang |
settle on, and is

going to be blown up in fifteen mnutes. He tells themto
get

t hensel ves off the train, into the tunnel, and as far away
as they

possi bly can before the explosion. Naturally, some of the
passengers

begin to panic. Several of themleap out into the dimy
lit tunnel.

Many are | ooking frantically for their husbands, w ves,
chi |l dren,

what ever, while others begin running towards the British
or French

side, according to their nationality.” | becane distracted
when the

maitre d° began wheeling yet another troll ey towards our
table. He

paused, bowed to Christabel, and then Iit a small burner.
He poured

some brandy into a shall ow copper-bottoned pan and set
about preparing a cr'pe suzette.

"This is the point in the story, probably chapter ten,
where the

father of the Anerican famly decides to remain on the
train," said

Duncan, becom ng nore excited than ever. "He tells the
rest of his

tribe to junp off and get the hell out of it. The only
ot her

passengers who stay on board are the mllionaire, his

wi fe, and the

young newy-married man. All will have strong personal
reasons for
wanting to remain behind, which will have been set up

earlier in the

plot." The maitre d° struck a match and set light to the
crpe. A blue

flame |icked around the pan and shot into the air. He
scooped hi s

pi ece de rbsistance onto a warmplatter in one novenent,



and placed it
in front of Christabel.

| feared we had now passed the point at which | could tel
Duncan
the truth.

"Right, now!| have three terrorists in the cab wth the
chef de

train. They've killed the co-driver, and there are just
f our

passengers still left on the train, plus the black ticket
collector who may turn out to be SAS in disguise, | haven't
deci ded yet.'

"Cof fee, nmadane?" the maitre d° asked when Duncan paused
for a nonment.

"Irish,"” said Christabel.

"Reqgul ar, please," | said.

"Decaff for ne," said Duncan.

"Any liqueurs or cigars?" Only Christabel reacted.

"So, at the start of chapter eleven the terrorists open
negotiations with the British police. But they say they
can't deal

Wi th them because the train is no |onger under their
jurisdiction.

This throws the terrorists conpletely, because none of

t hem speaks

French, and in any case their quarrel is with the British
gover nnent .

One of them searches the train for soneone who can

speak French, and cones across the G eek mllionaire's

w fe.

"Meanwhi |l e, the police on either side of the Channel stop
all the

trains going in either direction. So, our train is now
stranded in the

tunnel on its own - there would normally be twenty trains



travelling in

either direction between London and Paris at any one
time." He paused

to sip his coffee.

"I's that so?" | asked, know ng the answer perfectly well.

"It certainly is." Duncan said. "l've done ny research

t horoughly." A glass of deep red port was bei ng poured for
Chri st abel .

| glanced at the label: Taylor's '55. This was sonething I
had never

had the privilege of tasting. Christabel indicated that
the bottle

should be left on the table. The waiter nodded, and
Chri st abel

I mredi ately poured ne a glass, without asking if | wanted
it.

Meanwhil e, the maitre d' clipped a cigar for Duncan that
he hadn't
request ed.

“I'n chapter twelve we discover the terrorists' purpose,"”
conti nued

Duncan. "Nanely, blowing up the train as a publicity
stunt, guaranteed

to get their cause onto every front page in the world. But
t he

passengers who have remained on the train, led by the
Aneri can father,

are planning a counter-offensive.” The maitre d' |it a

mat ch and Duncan

automatically picked up the cigar and put it in his nouth.
It silenced

him...

"The self-made mllionaire mght feel he's the natural

| eader, " |

suggest ed.

but only for a nmonment. "He's a Geek. If I'"'mgoing to
make any noney out of this project, it's the Anerican
mar ket | have to
aimfor. And don't forget the filmrights," Duncan said,



| abbi ng the
air with his cigar.

| couldn't fault his |ogic.

"Can | have the cheque?" Duncan asked as the maitre d'
passed by
our table.

"Certainly, sir,"” he replied, not even breaking his
stride.

"Now, ny trouble is going to be the ending ... ' began
Duncan as

Chri stabel suddenly, if sonewhat unsteadily, rose from her
chair.

She turned to face ne and said, "I'mafraid the tinme has
conme for

me to leave. It's been a pleasure neeting you, although
have a

feeling we won't be seeing each other again. I'd just like
to say how

much | enjoyed your |atest novel. Such an original idea.
It deserved

to be nunber one." | stood, kissed her hand and thanked
her, feeling

nore guilty than ever.

"Goodbye, Duncan," she said, turning to face her forner

| over, but

he didn't even bother to | ook up. "Don't worry yourself,"
she added.

“I'"l'l be out of the apartnent by the tinme you get back."
She proceeded

to negotiate a rather wobbly route across the restaurant,
eventual |y

reaching the door that |led out onto the street. The maitre
d held it

open for her and bowed | ow.

"I can't pretend I'msorry to see her go," said Duncan,
puffing
away on his cigar. "Fantastic body, great between the



sheets, but

she's totally lacking in inmagination." The maitre d'

r eappear ed by

Duncan's side, this tinme to place a small bl ack | eat her
folder in front

of him

"Well, the critics were certainly right about this place,"”
I
comrent ed. Duncan nodded his agreenent.

The maitre d'° bowed, but not quite as | ow as before.

"Now, ny trouble, as | was trying to explain before
Chri st abel

clecided to nake her exit," continued Duncan, 'is that
| ' ve done the
outline, conpleted the research, but | still don't have an

endi ng. Any

| deas ?" he asked, as a m ddl e-aged woman rose from a
near by table and

began wal ki ng determ nedly towards us.

Duncan flicked open the | eather cover, and stared in
di sbelief at
the bill.

The woman cane to a halt beside our table. "I just wanted
to tell
you how nmuch | enjoyed your new book," she said in a | oud
Voi ce.

QO her diners turned round to see what was goi ng on.

"Thank you," | said sonewhat curtly, hoping to prevent her
from
adding to ny disconfort.

Duncan's eyes were still fixed on the bill

"And the ending," she said. "So clever! | would never have
guessed how you were going to get the Anmerican fam |y out
of the tunnel

alive ...



SHCESHI NE BOY.

TED BARKER WAS ONE OF THOSE MEMBERS CF Parlianent who
never sought

hi gh office. He'd had what was described by his fellow
officers as a

A"good war' - in which he was awarded the Mlitary Cross
and reached the

rank of major. After being denobbed in Novenber 945 he was

happy to
return to his wife Hazel and their hone in Suffolk.

The fam |y engi neering business had al so had a good war,
under the

di l'i gent managenent of Ted's el der brother Ken. As soon as
he arrived

home, Ted was offered his old place on the board, which he
happi | y

accepted. But as the weeks passed by, the distinguished
warri or becane

first bored and then di senchanted.

There was no job for himat the factory which even
renotely
resenbl ed active servi ce.

It was around this tinme that he was approached by Et hel
Thonpson,

t he works convenor and - nore inportant for the
advancenent of this

tale - Chairman of the Wednore branch of the North Suffolk
Conservative

Associ ation. The incunbent MP, Sir Dingle Lightfoot, known
in the

constituency as

"Tiptoe', had made it clear that once the war was over
they nust | ook for sonmeone to replace him

"We don't want sone clever clogs from London coning up
here and

telling us howto run this division," pronounced Ms.
Thonpson. "W

need sonmeone who knows the district and understands



the problens of the |ocal people.” Ted, she suggested,
m ght be just
the ticket.

Ted confessed that he had never given such an idea a
nmonment ' s

t hought, but prom sed Ms. Thonpson that he woul d take her
pr oposal

seriously, only asking for a week in which to consider his
deci si on.

He di scussed the suggestion with his wife, and having
recei ved her

ent husi astic support, he paid a visit to Ms. Thonpson at
her hone the

foll owi ng Sunday afternoon. She was delighted to hear that
M. Barker

woul d be pleased to allow his nanme to go forward for

consi deration as

the prospective parlianmentary candidate for the division
of North

Suf f ol k.

The final shortlist included two clever clogs from London
one of

whom | ater served in a Macm |l an Cabinet - and the | ocal
boy, Ted

Bar ker. \When the chai rman announced the commttee's
decision to the

| ocal press, he said that it would be inproper to reveal
t he nunber of

vot es each candidate had polled. In fact, Ted had
confortably

outscored his two rivals put together.

Six nmonths |ater the Prine Mnister called a general

el ection, and

after a lively three-week canpaign, Ted was returned as

t he Menmber of

Parliament for North Suffolk with a majority of over seven
t housand.

He qui ckly becane respected and popular with col | eagues on
bot h sides

of the House, though he never pretended to be anything
other than, iIn



his own words, 'an amateur politician'.

As the years passed, Ted's popularity with his
constituents grew,

and he increased his mgjority with each succeedi ng gener al
el ecti on.

After fourteen years of diligent service to the party
nationally and

|l ocally, the Prime Mnister of the day, Harold Macm || an,
recommended

to the Queen that Ted should receive a kni ght hood.

By the end of the 96os, Sir Ted (he was never known as Sir
Edwar d)

felt that the time was fast approachi ng when the division
shoul d start

| ooki ng for a younger candi date, and he nmade it clear to
the | oca

chairman that he did not intend to stand at the next

el ection. He and Hazel quietly prepared for a peaceful
retirement in

their bel oved East Angli a.

Shortly after the election, Ted was surprised to receive a
cal

fromso Downing Street: "The Prinme Mnister would like to
see Sir Ted

at .30 tonorrow norning." Ted couldn't inmagine why Edward
Heat h shoul d

want to see him Al though he had of course visited Nunber
SO on

several occasions when he was a Menber of Parlianent,

t hose visits had

only been for cocktail parties, receptions, and the

occasi onal di nner

for a visiting head of state. He admtted to Hazel that he
was a

littl e nervous.

Ted presented hinself at the front door of Nunber o at
z7

the next day. The duty clerk acconpani ed hi mdown the |ong
corridor on the ground floor, and asked himto take a seat



in the small

wai ting area that adjoins the Cabi net Room By now Ted's
ner vousness

was turning to apprehension. He felt |ike an errant
school boy about to

conme face to face with his headnaster

After a few mnutes a private secretary appeared. "Good
nor ni ng,

Sir Ted. The Prine Mnister will see you now. " He
acconpani ed Ted into

t he Cabi net Room where M. Heath stood to greet him "How
ki nd of you

to cone at such short notice, Ted." Ted had to suppress a
smle,

because he knew the Prine Mnister knew that it would have
taken the

scurvy or a localised hurricane to stop himfrom answering
such a

sumons.

Tm hopi ng you can help ne with a delicate nmatter, Ted,"
conti nued

the Prinme Mnister, a man not known for wasting tinme on
smal |l -tal k. Tm

about to appoint the next Governor of St George's, and |
can't think of

anyone better qualified for the job than you." Ted
recal | ed the day

when M's. Thonpson had asked himto think about standing
for Parlianent.

But on this occasion he didn't require a week to consi der
his reply even if he couldn't quite bring hinself to admt
that al though he'd

heard of St George's, he certainly couldn't have | ocated
It on a map.

Once he'd caught his breath, he sinply said, "Thank

you, Prime Mnister. |I'd be honoured."” During the weeks

t hat foll owed

Sir Ted paid several visits to the Foreign and Col oni al
Ofice to

recei ve briefings on various aspects of his appointnent.
Thereafter he



assi duously read every book, panphlet and governnent paper
t he
mandari ns suppl i ed.

After a few weeks of boning up on his new subject, the
Governor-in-waiting had discovered that St George's was a
tiny group of

Islands in the mddle of the North Atlantic. It been

col oni sed by the

British in 643, and thereafter had a | ong history of

I nperial rule, the

I sl anders havi ng scorned every offer of independence. They
wer e one of

Her Majesty's sovereign colonies, and that was how t hey
wi shed to

remain.

Even before he set out on his adventure, Ted had becone
used to

bei ng addressed as

"Your Excellency'. But after being fitted up by

Al an Bennett of Savile Row with two different full dress
uni forms, Ted

feared that he | ooked - what was that nodern expression? -
OT.T. In

w nter he was expected to wear an outfit of dark blue
doeskin with

scarlet collar and cuffs enbroidered with silver

oakl eaves, while in

the summer he was to be adorned in white cotton drill wth
a

gol d- enbr oi dered col |l ar and gol d shoul der cords. The si ght
of himin

ei ther uni form caused Hazel to | augh out [ oud.

Ted didn't |augh when the tailors sent himthe bill,
especially

after he | earned that he would be unlikely to wear either
uni form nore

than twice a year. "Still, think what a hit you'll be at
fancy dress

parties once you' ve retired,” was Hazel's only coment.

The new y-appoi nted Governor and Conmander-in-Chi ef of St



CGeorge's
and his lady flew out to take up their post on x2

January 97. They were greeted by the Prine Mnister, as
t he

colony's first citizen, and the Chief Justice, as the

| egal

representative of the Queen. After the new Governor had
t aken t he

salute fromsix off-duty policenen standing vaguely to
attention, the

town band gave a rendering of the national anthem The
Uni on

Jack was raised on the roof of the airport termnal and a
| i ght

splattering of appl ause broke out fromthe assenbl ed
gat hering of

twenty or thirty local dignitaries.

Sir Ted and Lady Barker were then driven to the official
resi dence

I n a spaci ous but agei ng Rover that had al ready served the
two previous

Governors. \Wen they reached Governnent House, the driver
br ought the

car to a halt and | eaped out to open the gates. As they
conti nued up

the drive, Ted and Hazel saw their new hone for the first
tinme.

The col oni al mansi on was magni ficent by any standards.
Qovi ousl y

built at the height of the British Enpire, it was vastly
out of

proportion to either the inportance of the island or
Britain's current

position in the real world. But size, as the Governor and
his wife

were quickly to discover, didn't necessarily equate with
efficiency or

confort.

The air conditioning didn't work, the plunbing was
unrel i able, Ms.



Rogers, the daily help, was regularly off sick, and the
only thing

Ted's predecessor had | eft behind was an el derly bl ack

| abr ador.

Wrse, the Foreign Ofice had no funds avail able to deal
wi th any of

t hese probl ens, and whenever Ted nentioned themin

di spat ches, he was

met only wi th suggestions for cutbacks.

After a few weeks, Ted and Hazel began to think of St
George's as

being rather like a great big parlianentary constituency,
split into

several islands, the two | argest being Suffolk and Edward
I sland. This

heartened Ted, who even wondered if that was what had
given the Prine

M nister the idea of offering himthe post in the first

pl ace.

The Governor's duties could hardly have been described as
oner ous:

he and Hazel spent nobst of their tinme visiting hospitals,
delivering

speeches at school prize-givings and judging flower shows.
The

hi ghl i ght of the year was undoubtedly the Queen's official
birthday in

June, when the Governor held a garden party for |ocal
dignitaries at

Gover nment House and Suffol k played Edward | sl and

at cricket - an opportunity for nost of the colony's
citizens to spend

two days getting thoroughly drunk.

Ted and Hazel accepted the local realpolitik and settl ed
down for

five years of relaxed di pl onacy anong delightful people in
a heavenly

climate, seeing no cloud on the horizon that could disturb
their

bl i ssful existence. Until the phone call cane.



It was a Thursday norning, and the Governor was in his
study with

that Monday's Tinmes. He was putting off reading a | ong
article on the

summt neeting taking place in Washington until he had
finished the

crossword, and was just about to fill in the answer to 2
across Erring herd twists to create this diversion (3,6) -
when his private

secretary, Charles Roberts, cane rushing into his office
wi t hout

knocki ng.

Ted realised it had to be sonething inportant, because he
had

never known Charles to rush anywhere, and certainly he had
never known

himto enter the study w thout the courtesy of a knock.

"It's Mounthatten on the line," Charles blurted out. He
coul d

hardly have | ooked nore anxi ous had he been reporting that
t he Germans

were about to land on the north shore of the island.

The Governor raised an eyebrow. "Admral of the Fleet Earl
Mount hatten of Burma," said Charles, as if Ted hadn't
under st ood.

"Then put himthrough,” said Ted quietly, folding up his
copy of

The Tinmes and placing it on the desk in front of him He
had mnet

Mount hatten three tines over the past twenty years, but
doubted if the

great man would recall any of these encounters.

| ndeed, on the third occasion Ted had found it necessary
to slip

out of the function the Adm ral was addressing, as he was
feeling a

littl e queasy. He couldn't inmagi ne what Munthatten woul d
want to

speak to him about, and he had no tinme to consider the



problem as the
phone on his desk was al ready ringing.

As Ted picked up the receiver he was still wondering

whet her

to call Munthatten

"My Lord" as he was an Earl,

"Commander-inchief', as he was a fornmer Chief of the

Def ence Staff, or

"Admral', as Admral of the Fleet is a |ife appointnent.
He settled

for

"Good norning, sir."

"Good norning, Your Excellency. |I hope | find
you wel | ?"

"Yes, thank you, sir," replied Ted.

"Because if | renenber correctly, when we | ast net you
wer e

suffering froma tunmmy bug."

"That's right, sir," said the surprised

Governor. He was reasonably confident that the purpose of
Mount hatten's call wasn't to enquire about his health
after all these

years.

"Governor, you nust be curious to know why I amcalling."”

"Yes,
sir."

"I am presently in Washington attending the summt, and |
had
originally planned to return to London tonorrow norning."

III
understand, sir," said Ted, not understanding at all

"But | thought I mght nake a slight detour and drop in to
see
you. | do enjoy visiting our col onies whenever | get the



chance.

It gives nme the opportunity to brief Her Majesty on what's
happening. | hope that such a visit would not be
I nconveni ent . "

" Not

at all, sir," said Ted. "W would be delighted to wel cone
you. '

"Good," said Mounthatten. "Then I would be obliged if you
coul d warn

the airport authorities to expect my aircraft around four
t omor r ow

afternoon. | would like to stay overnight, but if I'mto
keep to ny
schedule I will need to | eave you fairly early the

foll owi ng norning.'

"OF course, sir. Nothing could be easier. My wife and |
wll be at

the airport to wel cone you at four o'clock tonorrow

af ternoon. "

"That's

ki nd of you, Governor. By the way, |'d rather things were
left fairly

i nformal. Please don't put yourself to any trouble." The
i ne went

dead.

Once he had replaced the receiver, it was Ted's turn to
run for

the first tinme in several nonths. He found Charles
stridi ng down

the long corridor towards him having obviously
listened in on the extension.

"Find ny wife and get yourself a notepad - and then both
of you

join me in ny office inmmediately. Imediately,"” Ted
repeat ed as he

scuttl ed back into his study.

Hazel arrived a few mnutes |ater, clutching a bunch of
dahl i as,



foll owed by the breathless private secretary.
"Why the rush, Ted? What's the panic?”

"Mount hatten's com ng.'
"When?" Hazel asked quietly.

"Tonorrow afternoon. Four o'clock."

"That is a good reason to

pani c," Hazel admtted. She dunped the flowers in a vase
on the

w ndowsi || and took a seat opposite her husband on the
ot her side of

his desk. "Perhaps this isn't the best tine to let you
know t hat Ms.

Rogers is off sick."

"You have to admre her timng," said Ted.
"Right, we'll just have to bluff it."

"What do you nean, "bluff it"?
asked Hazel .

"Well, don't let's forget that Mouunthatten's a nenber of

t he Roya

Fam |y, a fornmer Chief of the Defence Staff and an Admiral
of the

Fl eet. The last colonial post he held was Viceroy of India
with three

regi nents under his conmand and a personal staff of over a
t housand.

So | can't imagi ne what he'll expect to find when he turns
up here.'

"Then let's begin by making a list of things that wll
have to be

done, " said Hazel briskly.

Charl es renoved a pen from his inside pocket, turned over
t he

cover of his pad, and waited to wite down his naster's

I nstructions.

“If he's arriving at the airport, the first thing he wll



expect
Is a red carpet," said Hazel

"But we don't have a red carpet,; said Ted.

"Yes we do. There's the one that |eads fromthe dining
roomto

the drawing room W'Il| have to use that, and hope we can
get it back in place before he visits that part of the
house.

Charl es.
you will have to roll it up and take it to the airport' -
she

paused - 'and then bring it back." Charles scow ed, but
began witing
furiously.

"And Charles, can you also see that it's cl eaned by

t onor r ow?"

interjected the Governor. "I hadn't even realised it was
red. Now,

what about a guard of honour?"

"We haven't got a guard of honour," said
Hazel. "If you renmenber, when we arrived on the island we
were net by

the Prime Mnister, the Chief Justice and six off-duty
pol i cenen. '

"True," said Ted. "Then we'll just have to rely on the
Territorial
Arny. "

"You nmean Col onel Hodges and his band of hopeful warriors?

They don't even all have matching unifornms. And as for
their

rifles ... ' "Hodges will just have to get theminto sone
sort of

shape by four o'clock tonorrow afternoon. Leave that one
to ne," said

Ted, making a note on his pad. "I'I|l phone himlater this
nor ni ng.



Now, what about a band?"

"Well there's the town band," said
Charles. "And, of course, the police band."

"On this occasion they'll
have to conbine," said Hazel, 'so we don't offend either
of them"

" But
they only know three tunes between them" said Ted.

"They only need to know one," said Hazel. "The national

ant hem
/\ll

"Right," said the Governor. "As there are sure to be a | ot
of

nmusi cal feathers that will need unruffling, I'll |eave you
to deal with

them Hazel. Qur next problemis how we transport himfrom
the airport

to Governnent House."

"Certainly not in the old Rover," said Hazel.

"I't's broken down three tines in the last nonth, and it
snells like a

kennel . "

"Henry Bendall has a Rolls-Royce,"” said Ted. "We'Il| just
have
to commandeer that."

"As | ong as no

one tells Muunthatten that it's owned by the | ocal
undert aker, and what

It was used for the norning before he arrived."

"M ck Flaherty al so has

an old Rolls,” piped up Charles. "A Silver Shadow, if |
remenber

correctly.”

"But he | oathes the British," said Hazel.



"Agreed," said Ted, 'but he'll still want to have di nner
at

Gover nnent House when he di scovers the guest of honour is
a nmenber of

the Royal Famly."

"D nner?" said Hazel, her voice rising in horror.

"Of course we will have to give a dinner in his honour,"
said Ted.

"And, worse, everyone who is anyone will expect to be

I nvited. How

many can the dining roomhold?" He and Hazel turned to the
private

secretary.

"Sixty if pushed,” replied Charles, |looking up fromhis
not es.

"We're pushed," said Ted.

"We certainly are,"” said Hazel. "Because we don't have
Si xty

pl ates, |let alone sixty coffee cups, sixty teaspoons,
sixty ... " "W

still have that Royal W rcester service presented by the
| at e King

after his visit in 947," said Ted. "How many pi eces of
that are fit
for use?"

"Enough for about fourteen settings, at the last count,"”
sai d

Hazel .

"Right, then that's dealt wth how many people will be at
the top

table.”

"What about the nmenu?" asked Charl es.

"And, nore inportant, who is going to cook it?" added Ted.



"We'll have to ask Dotty Cuthbert if she can spare Ms.
Travis for

the evening," said Hazel. "No one on the island is a
better cook. '

"And we'll also need her butler, not to nention the rest
of her staff,’

added Ted.

By now Charles was onto his third page.

"You' d better deal with Lady Cuthbert, ny dear," said Ted.
"VI |
try to square Mck Fl aherty."

"Qur next problemw Il be the drink,"

said Hazel. "Don't forget, the | ast Governor enptied the
cellar a few

days before he left."

"And the Foreign Ofice refuses to restock it,"

Ted rem nded her. "Jonathan Fl etcher has the best cellar
on the island

: "And, God bless him he won't expect to be at the
top table,’

sai d Hazel .

“If we're limted to fourteen places, the top table's
| ooki ng
awful ly crowded al ready," said Ted.

"Dotty Cuthbert, the Bendalls, the Flahertys, the Hodges,"
said

Hazel, witing down the nanmes. "Not to nention the Prine
M nister, the

Chi ef Justice, the Mayor, the Chief of Police, plus their
W ves ...

Let's hope that sone of them are indi sposed or abroad."”
She was

begi nning to sound desperate.

"Where's he going to sleep?" asked Charles innocently.

"God, | hadn't thought of himsleeping," said Ted.



"He'll have to take our bedroom It's the only one wwth a
bed
that doesn't sink in the mddle," said Hazel.

"We'll nove into the Nel son Roomfor the night, and suffer
t hose

dr eadf ul woodwor med beds and their ancient horsehair

mattr esses.

"Agreed," said Hazel. "1'll make sure all our things are
out of the

Queen Victoria Room by this evening."

"And, Charles," said the

Governor, 'phone the Foreign O fice, would you, and find
out

Mount hatten's |ikes and dislikes. Food, drink, eccentric
habi ts anyt hing you can discover. They're sure to have a file
on him and

this is one gentleman | don't want to catch nme out." The
private

secretary turned over yet another page of ":26-' his pad,
and conti nued

scri bbling.

For the next hour, the three of them went over any and
every

problemthat mght arise during the visit, and after a
sel f - made

sandwi ch | unch, departed in their different directions to
spend the afternoon maki ng begging calls all round the

I sl and.

It was Charles's idea that the Governor shoul d appear on
the | oca

television station's early-evening news programe, to |et
the citizens

know t hat a nmenber of the Royal Fam |y would be visiting
the island the

following day. Sir Ted ended his broadcast by saying that
he hoped as

many peopl e as possible would be at the airport to wel cone
"the great

war | eader' when his plane touched down at four the



foll ow ng
af t er noon.

Wi |l e Hazel spent the evening cleaning every roomthat the
gr eat

war | eader m ght conceivably enter, Charles, with the aid
of a torch,

tended to the flowerbeds that lined the driveway, and Ted
super vi sed

the shuttling of plates, cutlery, food and wi ne from
different parts of

the island to Governnent House.

"Now, what have we forgotten?" said Ted, as he clinbed
into bed at
two o' cl ock that norning.

"Heaven only knows," Hazel said wearily before turning out
t he

light. "But whatever it is, let's hope Munthatten never
finds out.'

The Governor, dressed in his sumer uniform wth gold

pi pi ng down the

sides of his white trousers, decorations and canpai gn
medal s across his

chest, and a Wl sey helnmet with a plune of red-over-white
swan' s

feathers on his head, wal ked out onto the landing to join
his wfe.

Hazel was wearing the green summer frock she had bought
for the

Governor's garden party two years before, and was checki ng
the flowers

in the entrance hall

"Too late for that," said Ted, as she rearranged a sprig

t hat had

strayed half an inch. "It's tinme we left for the airport.”
They

descended the steps of CGovernnent House to find two

Rol | s- Royces, one

bl ack, one white, and their old Rover standing in |ine.
Charl es

foll owed cl osely behind them carrying the red carpet,



whi ch he dropped into the boot of the Rover as his naster
stepped into
t he back of the | eading Rolls-Royce.

The first thing the Governor needed to check was the
chauffeur's

nane.
"Bill Simmons," he was i nforned.

"All you have to renenber, Bill, is to ook as if you' ve
been

doing this job all your life."
"Right, Guv."

“"No," said Ted firmy.

“In front of the Admral, you nust address ne as
"Your Excellency", and

Lord Mount hatten as

"My Lord". If in any doubt, say nothing."

"Ri ght,

@Quv, Your Excellency." Bill started up the car and drove
towards the

gates at what he evidently considered was a stately pace,
bef ore

turning right and taking the road to the airport. Wen

t hey reached

the termnal fifteen mnutes later a policeman ushered the
tiny

not orcade out onto the tarnmac, where the conbi ned bands
were playing a

nedl ey from Wst Side Story - at |east, that was what Ted
charitably

t hought it m ght be.

As he stepped out of the car Ted cane face to face with

t hree

ranks of soldiers fromthe Territorial Arny standing at
ease, sixty-one

of them aged from seventeen to seventy. Ted had to adm t
t hat

al t hough they weren't the Grenadi er Guards, they weren't



"Dad's Arny'

either. And they had two advantages: a real-live Col onel
in full dress

uniform and a genui ne Sergeant Major, with a voice to
mat ch.

Charl es had already begun rolling out the red carpet when
t he

Governor turned his attention to the hastily-erected
barriers, where he

was delighted to see a | arger crowd than he had ever

W t nessed on the

I sland, even at the annual football derby between Suffol k
and Edwar d

I sl and.

Many of the islanders were waving Union Jacks, and sone
wer e

hol di ng up pictures of the Queen. Ted sm | ed and checked
hi s wat ch.

The plane was due in seventeen m nutes.

The Prinme Mnister, the |ocal

Mayor, the Chief Justice, the Comm ssioner of Police and
their w ves

were lining up at the end of the red carpet. The sun beat
down from a

cl oudl ess sky. As Ted turned in a slowcircle to take in
t he scene, he

could see for hinself that everyone had nade a speci al
effort.

Suddenly the sound of engines could be heard, and the
crowd began

to cheer. Ted | ooked up, shielded his eyes, and saw an
Andover of the

Queen's Flight descending towards the airport.

It touched down on the far end of the runway at three

m nut es

before the hour, and taxied up to the red carpet as four
chi mes struck

on the clock above the flight control tower.

The door of the plane opened, and there stood Adm ral of



t he Fl eet

the Earl Mounthatten of Burma, KG PC, GCN, old, gcsi,
GCl E, GCVO, OsO

Fts, rcr (Hon), try (Hon), attired in the full dress
uni form of an

Adm ral of the Fleet (sumrer wear).

"I'f that's what he neans by "fairly informal", | suppose
we shoul d

be thankful that he didn't ask us to lay on an offici al
visit,'

mur mured Hazel as she and Ted wal ked to the bottom of the
steps that

had been qui ckly wheel ed into place.

As Mount hatten sl owWy descended the stairway, the crowd
cheered

even | ouder. Once he stepped onto the red carpet the
Governor took a

pace forward, renoved his pluned hat, and bowed. The
Adm ral sal uted,

and at that nonent the conbi ned bands of town and police
struck up the

nati onal anthem The crowd sang

"God Save the Queen' so lustily that

t he occasional uncertain note was snothered by their
exuber ance.

VWhen the anthem cane to an end the Governor said, "Wl cone
to St
George's, sir."

"Thank you, Governor," replied Munthatten.

“"May | present ny wife, Hazel." The Governor's wife took a
pace

forward, did a full curtsey, and shook hands wth the

Adm ral .

"How good to see you again, Lady Barker. This is indeed a
pl easure."” The Governor guided his guest to the end of the
red car pet

and introduced himto the Prime Mnister and his wfe
Sheila, the |ocal



mayor and his wife Caroline, the Chief Justice and his

w fe Janet, and

t he Comm ssioner of Police and his | atest w fe, whose nane
he coul dn't

r emenber.

"Perhaps you'd care to inspect the guard of honour before
we | eave

for Governnent House," suggested Ted, steering Mounthatten
in the

di rection of Col onel Hodges and his nen.

"Absol utely delighted,” said the Admral, waving to the
crowd as

the two of them proceeded across the tarnac towards the
wai ti ng guard.

When they still had sonme twenty yards to go, the Col onel
sprang to

attention, took three paces forward, saluted and said
crisply, "Guard

of Honour ready for inspection, sir.
a halt and

returned a naval salute, which was a sign for the Sergeant
Maj or,

standing at attention six paces behind his Colonel, to
bel | ow out the

wor ds, " Conmmandi ng of fi cer on parade! General sal ute,
pre-sent arns!'’

The front row, who were in possession of the unit's entire
suppl y of

weapons, presented arns, while the second and third rows
came rigidly

to attention.

Mount hatten cane to

Mount hatten marched dutifully up and down the ranks, as
gravely as
If he were inspecting a full brigade of Life Guards.

When he had passed the |last soldier in the back row, the
Col onel

came to attention and sal uted once again. Munthatten
returned the

salute and said, "Thank you, Colonel. First-class effort.
Wel | done.



A" The Governor then guided Munthatten towards the white
Rol | s- Royce,

where Bill was standing at what he inmagined was attenti on,
while at the

same tinme hol ding open the back door.

Mount hatten stepped in as the Governor hurried round to

t he ot her

si de, opened the door for hinmself, and joined his guest on
t he back

seat. Hazel and the Admral's ADC took their places in the
bl ack

Rol | s- Royce, while Charles and the Admral's secretary had
to make do

with the Rover. The Governor only hoped that

Mount hatten hadn't seen two nenbers of the airport staff
rolling up the

red carpet and placing it in the Rover's boot. Hazel was
only praying

that they had enough sheets left over for the bed in the
G een Room

If not, the ADC woul d be wondering about their sl eeping
habi t s.

The island's two police notorcycles, with white-unifornmed
outriders, preceded the three cars as they nmade their way
towards the

exit. The crowd waved and cheered lustily as the notorcade
began its

short journey to Governnent House. So successful had Ted's
tel evi sion

appear ance the previous evening been that the ten-mle
route was |ined

with well-w shers.

As they approached the open gates two policenen sprang to
attention and saluted as the | eading car passed through.
In the

di stance Ted could see a butler, two under-butlers and
several maids,

all smartly clad, standing on the steps awaiting their
arrival. "Damm

it," he alnost said aloud as the car cane to a halt at the
bott om of



the steps. "I don't know the butler's nane." The car door
was smartly

opened by one of the under-butlers while the second
supervi sed t he

unl oadi ng of the | uggage fromthe boot.

The butler took a pace forward as Mount hatten stepped out
of the

car. "Carruthers, mlord," he said, bowi ng. "Wlcone to
t he

residence. |If you would be kind enough to follow ne, |
will direct you

to your quarters." The Admiral, acconpanied by the
Gover nor and Lady

Bar ker, clinbed the steps into Governnment House and
foll owed Carruthers

up the mai n staircase.

"Magni ficent, these old governnent residences," said
Mount hatt en

as they reached the top of the stairs. Carruthers opened
the door to

the Queen Victoria Roomand stood to one side, as if he
had done so a

t housand ti mes before.

"How charming,"” said the Admral, taking in the Governor's
private

suite. He wal ked over to the w ndow and | ooked out onto

t he new y- nown

| awn. "How very pleasant. It rem nds ne of Broadl ands, ny
honme in

Hanpshire.'

Lady Barker smled at the conplinment, but didn't allow
herself to
rel ax.

"I's there anything you require, re'lord?" asked
Carrut hers, as an

under-butl er began to supervise the unpacking of the
cases.

Hazel hel d her breath.



“"No, | don't think so," said Mounthatten. "Everything
| ooks j ust
perfect."”

"Perhaps you'd care to join Hazel and ne for tea in the
drawi ng room when you're ready, sir," suggested Ted.

"How t houghtful of you," said the Admiral. "I'lIl be down
i n about
thirty mnutes, if I may." The Governor and his wife |eft

the room
closing the door quietly behind them

"I think he suspects sonething," whispered Hazel as they
tiptoed
down the staircase.

"You may be right," said Ted, placing his pluned hat on
t he stand

in the hall, "but that's all the nore reason to check we
haven' t

forgotten anything. I'll start with the dining room You
ought to go

and see how Ms. Travis is getting on in the kitchen."
When Hazel

entered the kitchen she found Ms. Travis preparing the
veget abl es, and

one of the nmids peeling a nound of potatoes. She thanked
Ms. Travis

for taking over at such short notice, and admtted she had
never seen

the kitchen so full of exotic foods, or the surfaces so

I mmacul ately

cl ean. Even the floor was spotless. Realising that her
presence was

super fl uous, Hazel joined her husband in the dining room
where she

found himadmring the expertise of the second
under - butl er, who was

| ayi ng out the place settings for that evening, as a naid
f ol ded

napkins to | ook |ike swans.



"So far, so good," said Hazel. They left the dining room
and

entered the drawi ng room where Ted paced up and down,
trying to think

i f there was anything he had forgotten while they waited
for the great

man to join themfor tea.

A few mnutes |ater, Munthatten wal ked in. He was no
| onger

dressed in his Admral's uniform but

had changed into a dark grey doubl e-breasted suit.

"Dam it," thought Ted, imrediately aware of what he'd
forgotten
to do.

Hazel rose to greet her guest, and guided himto a | arge,
confortable chair.

"I must say, Lady Barker, your butler is a splendid chap,"
sai d

Mount hatten. "He even knew the brand of whisky | prefer.
How | ong

have you had hi nf?"

“Not very long," admtted Hazel

"Well, if he ever wants a job in England, don't hesitate
to let ne

know - though |I'm bound to say, you'd be a fool to part
wth him" he

added, as a maid cane in carrying a beautiful Wdgwood tea
servi ce that

Hazel had never set eyes on before. "Earl Gey, if |

r emenber

correctly," said Hazel.

"What a nmenory you have, Lady Barker," said the Admral,
as the
mai d began to pour.

"Thank God for the Foreign Ofice briefing," Hazel
t hought, as she



accepted the conplinent with a smle.

"And how did the Conference go, sir?" asked Ted, as he

dr opped a

| unp of sugar - the one thing he felt m ght be their own -
into his cup

of tea.

"For the British, quite well," said Muwunthatten. "But it
woul d

have gone better if the French hadn't been up to their
usual tricks.

G scard seens to regard hinself as a cross between
Char | emagne and

Joan of Arc." His hosts |aughed politely. "No, the real
problemwe're

facing at the nonent, Ted, is quite sinply ... ' By the
ti me Mount hatten

had dealt with the outconme of the sunmt, given his
undi | uted vi ews of

Janmes Cal | aghan and Ted Heath, covered the probl em of
finding a wife

for Prince Charles and nmulled over the long-term

reper cussi ons of

Watergate, it was alnost tinme for himto change.

"Are we dressing for dinner?"

"Yes, sir - if that neets with your
approval ."

"Full decorations?" Munthatten asked, soundi ng hopeful.
"I thought that would be appropriate, sir," replied Ted,
remenbering the Foreign O fice's advice about the
Admiral's liking for

dressing up at the slightest opportunity.

Mount hatten smled as Carruthers appeared silently at the
door .

Ted rai sed an eyebrow.

"I have laid out the full dress uniform nilord. | took



t he

| iberty of pressing the trousers. The bedroommaid is
drawi ng a bath

for you." Munthatten smled. "Thank you,'
rose fromhis

chair. "Such a splendid tea,
host ess.

he said as he

he added turning to face his

"And such wonderful staff. Hazel, | don't know how you do
it
"Thank you, sir," said Hazel, trying not to bl ush.

"What tinme would you like nme to cone down for dinner, Ted
?I
Mount hatt en asked.

"The first guests should be arriving for drinks at about
7. 30,

sir. W were hoping to serve dinner at eight, if that's
conveni ent for

you. "

"Couldn't be better," declared Muwunthatten. "How nmany are
you
expecti ng?"

"Around sixty, sir. You'll find a guest |ist on your
bedsi de table. Perhaps Hazel and | could cone and fetch
you at 7.507?

“"You run a tight ship, Ted," said Mounthatten with
approval .

"You'll find me ready the nonment you appear,"” he added as
he
foll owed Carruthers out of the room

Once the door was closed behind him Hazel said to the
mai d,

"Molly, can you clear away the tea things, please?" She
hesitated for a

nmonment. "It is Mlly, isn't it?"

"Yes, ma'am" said the girl.



"I think he knows," said Ted, looking a little anxious.

"Maybe, but we haven't tinme to worry about that now, " said
Hazel ,

al ready on her way to carry out a further inspection of

t he kitchen

The nound of potatoes had di mnished to a peel ed heap.
Ms.

Travis, who was preparing the sauces, was

calling for nore pepper and for sonme spices to be fetched
froma shop

In town. Aware once again that she wasn't needed in the
kitchen, Hazel

noved on to the dining room where she found Ted. The top
tabl e was

now fully laid with the King's dinner service, three sets
of w ne

gl asses, crested |linen napkins, and a glorious centrepiece
of a silver

pheasant, which gave added sparkle. "Who |ent us that?"
she asked.

"I have no idea," replied Ted. "But one thing's for
certain - it
wi |l have flown hone by the norning."

"If we keep the lighting | ow

enough, " whi spered Hazel, 'he m ght not notice that the
ot her tables

all have different cutlery.”

"Heavens, just look at the tinme," said
Ted.

They left the dining roomand wal ked qui ckly up the
stairs. Ted

nearly barged straight into Mounthatten's room but
remenbered just in

tinme.

The Governor rather |iked his dark bl ue doeskin uniform
wth the
scarlet collar and cuffs. He was admring the ensenble in



the mrror

when Hazel entered the roomin a pink Hardy Ames outfit,
whi ch she had

originally thought a waste of nobney because she never
expected it to be

gi ven a proper outing.

Then are so vain," she remarked as her husband conti nued
to

i nspect hinself in the mrror. "You do realise you're only
neant to

wear that in winter."

"I amwell aware of that," said Ted peevishly,

A"but it's the only other uniforml've got. In any case, |
bet

Mount hatten will outdo us both." He flicked a piece of
fluff fromhis

trousers, which he had just finished pressing.

The Governor and his wife left the Nel son Room and wal ked
down the

mai n staircase just before 7.20, to find yet another
under - but | er

stationed by the front door, and two nore nmaids standing
opposite him

carrying silver trays |aden with gl asses of chanpagne.
Hazel

i ntroduced herself to the three of them and again checked
the flowers

In the entrance hall.

As 7.30 struck on the |ong-case clock in the | obby the
first guest
wal ked i n.

"Henry," said the Governor. "Lovely to see you. Thank you
SO

much for the use of the Rolls. And Bill, cone to that," he
added in a

st age whi sper.

"My pleasure, Your Excellency," Henry Bendall replied. "I
must



say, | like the uniform" Lady Cuthbert cane bustling

t hrough the front

door. "Can't stop," she said. "lIgnore nme. Just pretend |'m
not

here. "

"Dotty, | sinply don't know what we woul d have done
W t hout
you," Hazel said, chasing after her across the hall.

"Delighted to |l end a hand," said Lady Cuthbert. "I thought
' d

cone bang on tinme, so | could spend a few mnutes in the
kitchen with

Ms. Travis. By the way, Benson is standing out in the
drive, ready to

rush home if you find you're still short of anything."

"You are a

saint, Dotty. I'lIl take you through ... ' "No, don't
worry," said

Lady Cut hbert. "I know ny way around. You just carry on
greeting your

guests."

"Good evening, M. Myor," said Ted, as Lady Cuthbert
di sappeared in the direction of the kitchen.

"Good eveni ng, Your Excellency. How kind of you to invite
us to
such an auspi ci ous occasion."

"And what a |lovely dress, Ms. Janson,'
said the Governor.

"Thank you, Your Excellency,"” said the Mayor's wife.

"Woul d you care for a glass of chanpagne?" said Hazel as
she
arrived back at her husband' s side.

By 7.45 nost of the guests had arrived, and Ted was
chatting to
M ck Flaherty when Hazel touched himon the el bow. He



gl anced towards
her .

"I think we should go and fetch himnow, " she whi spered.

Ted nodded, and asked the Chief Justice to take over the
wel com ng

of the guests. They wove a path through the chattering

t hrong, and

clinbed the great staircase. Wien they reached the

door of the Queen Victoria Room they paused and | ooked at
each ot her.

Ted checked his watch - 7.50. He | eaned forward and gave a
gentl e

tap. Carruthers inmedi ately opened the door to reveal
Mount hat t en

attired in his third outfit of the day: full cerenonial

uni form of an

Admral of the Fleet, three stars, a gold and bl ue sash
and ei ght rows

of canpai gn decorati ons.

"Good eveni ng, Your Excellency,"” said Munthatten.
"Good evening, sir," said the Governor, star struck.

The Admiral took three paces forward and cane to a halt at
the top

of the staircase. He stood to attention. Ted and Hazel

wai ted on

either side of him As he didn't nove, they didn't.

Carrut hers proceeded slowly down the stairs in front of
t hem

stopping on the third step. He cleared his throat and
wai ted for the

assenbl ed guests to fall silent.

"Your Excellency, Prime Mnister, M. Muyor, |adies and
gent | enen, '’

he announced. "The R ght Honourable the Earl Munthatten
of Burma.'

Mount hatten descended the stairs slowy as the waiting



guest s appl auded

politely. As he passed Carruthers, the butler gave a deep
bow. The

Governor, with Hazel on his arm followed two paces

behi nd.

"He nust know, " whi spered Hazel .
"You may be right. But does he know we know?" said Ted.

Mount hatten noved deftly around the room as Ted

I ntroduced himto

each of the guests in turn. They bowed and curtsi ed,

i stening

attentively to the few words the Admral had to say to
them The one

exception was M ck Flaherty, who didn't stop tal king, and
remai ned nore

upright than Ted had ever seen him before.

At eight o' clock one of the under'butlers banged a gong,
whi ch

until then neither the Governor nor his wife had even
real i sed exi sted.

As the sound di ed away, Carruthers announced, "M Lord,
Your Excellency, Prime Mnister, M. Mayor, |adies and
gent | enen, di nner

Is served."” If there was a better cook on St Ceorge's than
Ms. Travis,

no one at the top table had ever been fed by her, and that
eveni ng she

had excel |l ed hersel f.

Mount hatten chatted and sm | ed, making no secret of how
much he

was enjoying hinself. He spent a long tine talking to Lady
Cut hbert,

whose husband had served under himat Portsnputh, and to
M ck Fl aherty,

to whom he listened with polite interest.

Each course surpassed the one before: souffle, foll owed by
| anmb



cutlets, and an apricot hazel nut nmeringue to conplete the
f east .

Mount hatten remarked on every one of the wi nes, and even
cal |l ed
for a second gl ass of port.

After dinner, he joined the guests for coffee in the
drawi ng room

and managed to have a word with everyone, even though
Col onel Hodges

tried to buttonhol e hi mabout defence cuts.

The guests began to | eave a few m nutes before m dni ght,
and Ted

was anused to see that when Mck Flaherty bade farewell to
the Admral,

he bowed | ow and said, "Good night, My Lord. It has been
an honour to

meet you." Dotty was anong the |ast to depart, and she
curtsied lowto

t he guest of honour. "You' ve helped to nmake this such a
pl easant

eveni ng, Lady Cuthbert,” Munthatten told her.

"I'f you only knew just how nuch," thought Hazel.

After the under-butler had closed the door on the | ast
guest,

Mount hatten turned to his hostess and said, "Hazel, | nust
t hank you

for a truly nmenorabl e occasion. The head chef at the Savoy
coul dn't

have produced a finer banquet. Perfect in every part."

"You are very

kind, sir. | will pass your thanks on to the staff." She

j ust stopped

herself fromsaying 'ny staff'. "Is there anything el se we
can do for

you before you retire?"

"No, thank you," Munthatten replied. "It has
been a | ong day, and wth your permssion, |I'll turn in



NOW.
"And at what tinme would you |ike breakfast,
sir?" asked the CGovernor.

"Wuld 7.3 be conveni ent?" Munt hatten asked. "That w |
gi ve ne
tinme to fly out at nine."

"Certainly," said Ted. TlIl see that

Carruthers brings a |light breakfast up to your roomat 7.3
- unl ess

you' d |i ke sonething cooked."

"Alight breakfast will be just the

thing," Munthatten said. "A perfect evening. Your staff
coul d not

have done nore, Hazel.

Good ni ght, and thank you, ny dear." The Governor bowed
and his

| ady curtsied as the great man ascended the staircase two
paces behi nd

Carruthers. Wien the butler closed the door of the Queen
Victoria

Room Ted put his armaround his wife and said, "He knows
we know.'

"You may be right," said Hazel. "But does he know we know
he knows?'

TIl have to think about that,"” said Ted.

Armin arm they returned to the kitchen, where they found
Ms.

Travi s packing dishes into a crate under the supervision
of Lady

Cut hbert, the long | ace sl eeves of whose evening dress
were now firmy

roll ed up.

"How did you get back in, Dotty?" asked Hazel.
"Just wal ked round to the back yard and cane in the

servants
entrance,"” replied Lady Cuthbert.



"Did you spot anything that went badly wong?" Hazel asked
anxi ously.

"I don't think so," replied Lady Cuthbert, "Not unless you
count

Mck Flaherty failing to get a fourth glass of Miuscat de
Veni se. "

"M s.

Travis," said Ted, 'the head chef at the Savoy coul dn't
have produced a

finer banquet. Perfect in every part. | do no nore than
repeat Lord

Mount hatten's exact words."

"Thank you, Your Excellency,"” said Ms.
Travis. "He's got a big appetite, hasn't he?" she added
wth a smle.

A nonment later, Carruthers entered the kitchen. He checked
round

the room which was spotless once again, then turned to
Ted and sai d,

"Wth your permssion, sir, we wll take our leave. ' "O
course, '

said the Governor. "And may | thank you, Carruthers, for
the role you

and your amazi ng team have pl ayed.

You all did a superb job. Lord Mouunthatten never stopped
remarking on it."

"His Lordship is nost kind, sir. At what tinme would

you like us to return in the norning to prepare and serve
hi s

br eakf ast ?"

"Well, he asked for a light breakfast in his roomat 7.3-'
"Then we will be back by 6.30," said Carruthers.

Hazel opened the kitchen door to let themall out, and
t hey hunped

crates full of crockery and baskets full of food to the
wai ting cars.



The | ast person to | eave was Dotty, who was clutching the
silver
pheasant. Hazel kissed her on both cheeks as she depart ed.

"I don't know how you feel, but |I'm exhausted," said Ted,
bol ti ng
t he kitchen door.

Hazel checked her watch. It was seventeen m nutes past
one.

"Shattered," she admtted. "So, let's try and grab sone
sl eep,

because we'll al so have to be up by seven to nmake sure
everything is

ready before he |leaves for the airport.” Ted put his arm
back around

his wife's waist. "A personal triunph for you, ny dear."
They strolled

into the hall and wearily began to clinb the stairs, but
didn't utter

anot her word, for fear of disturbing their guest's repose.
When t hey

reached the | anding, they cane to an abrupt halt, and
stared down in

horror at the sight that greeted them Three pairs of

bl ack | eat her

shoes had been placed neatly in |ine outside the Queen
Victoria Room

"Now | ' m certain he knows," said Hazel.

Ted nodded and, turning to his

wi fe, whispered, "You or ne?" Hazel pointed a finger
firmy at her

husband. "Definitely you, ny dear,’
bef ore

di sappearing in the direction of the Nel son Room

she said sweetly,

Ted shrugged his shoul ders, picked up the Admral's shoes,
and
returned downstairs to the kitchen.

H s Excell ency the Governor and Commander-i n-Chief of St
Ceorge's



spent a considerable tine polishing those three pairs of
shoes, as he

real i sed that not only nust they pass inspection by an
Adm ral of the

Fl eet, but they nust look as if the job had been carried
out by

Carrut hers.

When Mount hatten returned to the Admralty in Witehal

t he

foll owi ng Monday, he made a full witten report on his
visit to St

George's. Copies were sent to the Queen and the Foreign
Secretary.

The Admiral told the story of his visit at a famly

gat hering that

Sat urday evening at Wndsor Castle, and once the |aughter
had di ed

down, the Queen asked him "Wen did you first becone
suspi ci ous ?"

"It

was Carruthers who gave it away. He knew everythi ng about
Sir Ted,

except which regi nent he had served in. That's just not
possi bl e for

an old soldier.'
you think the
Gover nor knew you knew?"

The Queen had one further question: "Do

"I can't be certain, Lillibet," replied
Mount hatten after sone thought. "But | intend to | eave him
in no doubt

that | did." The Foreign Secretary |aughed uproariously
when he read

Mount hatten's report, and appended a note to the | ast
sheet asking for

clarification on two points: (a) How can you were not part
(b) Do you

think be certain that the staff who served di nner of the
Governor's

ent our age”?



Sir Ted knew that you knew?

The Admiral replied by return: (a) After dinner, one of

t he mai ds

asked Lady Barker if she took sugar in her coffee, but a
nonment | ater

she gave Lady Cuthbert two |unps, w thout needi ng to ask.

(b) Possibly not. But he certainly will on Christnas Day.

Sir Ted was pleased to receive a Christmas card from Lord
Mount hatt en, signed, "Best w shes, Dickie. Thank you for a
menor abl e

stay." It was acconpanied by a gift.

Hazel unw apped the little parcel to discover a tin of
Cherry

Bl ossom shoe polish (black). Her only conmment was, "So now
we know he

knew.; "Agreed," said Ted with a grin. "But did he know we
knew he

knew? That's what I'd |ike to know.'

YOU LL NEVER LI VE TO REGRET IT.

AND SO I T WAS AGREED: DAVI D WOULD LEAVE everything to
Pat. If one of themhad to die, at |east the other would
be

financially secure for the rest of their life. David felt
it was the

| east he could do for sonmeone who'd stood by himfor so
many years,

especially as he was the one who had been unfaithful.

They had known each other alnost all their |ives, because
their

parents had been close friends for as |long as either of

t hem coul d

remenber. Both famlies had hoped David m ght end up
marrying Pat's

sister Ruth, and they were unable to hide their surprise -
and in Pat's

father's case his disapproval - when the two of them
started |iving



together, especially as Pat was three years ol der than
Davi d.

For sone tine David had been putting it off and hoping for
a

mracle cure, despite a pushy insurance broker from Geneva
Life called

Mar vi n Roebuck who had been pressing himto 'take a
neeting' for the

past nine nonths. On the first Monday of the tenth nonth
he phoned

again, and this tinme David reluctantly agreed to see him
He chose a

date when he knew Pat would be on night duty at the hotel,
and asked

Roebuck to cone round to their apartnent - that way, he
felt, it would

|l ook as if it was the broker who had done the chasing.

David was watering the scarlet clupea harengus on the hal
t abl e
when Marvi n Roebuck pressed the buzzer on the front door.

Once he had poured his visitor a Budwei ser, David told him
he

YOU LL NEVER LIVE TO REGRET I T had every type of

i nsurance he coul d possibly need: theft, accident, car,

property,
heal t h, even hol i day.

"But what about |ife?" asked Marvin, licking his |ips.

"That's one | don't need," said David. "I earn a good
salary, |

have nore than enough security, and on top of that, ny
parents wl |

| eave everything to ne."

"But wouldn't it be prudent to have a |lunp sum

that cones to you autonmatically on your sixtieth or
sixty-fifth

bi rt hday?" asked Marvin, as he continued to push at a door
t hat he had

no way of know ng was already w de open. "After all, you



can never be

sure what disaster mght lie around the corner."” David
knew exactly

what di saster lay around the corner, but he still

I nnocent |y asked,

"What sort of figure are you tal king about?"

"Well, that woul d depend
on how rmuch you are currently earning," said Mrvin.

A" $20, 000 a year," said David, trying to sound casual, as
It was

al nost double his real incone. Marvin was obviously

| npressed, and

David remai ned silent as he carried out some rapid
calculations in his

head.

"Well," said Marvin eventually, "I'd suggest half a
million

dollars - as a ballpark figure. After all," he added,

qui ckl'y running

a finger down a page of actuarial tables he had extracted
fromhis

alumnium briefcase, 'you're only twenty-seven, so the
paynents woul d

be well within your neans. In fact, you m ght even

consi der a | arger

sumif you're confident your incone will continue to rise
over the next

few years."

"It has done every year for the past seven," said David,
this time truthfully.

"What kind of business are you in, ny friend?" asked
Mar vi n.

"Stocks and bonds," replied David, not offering any
details of the
small firmhe worked for, or the junior position he held.

Marvin |icked his |ips again, even though they had told
hi mnot to



do so on countl ess refresher courses, especially when
going in for the
Kill.

"So, what anpunt do you think |I should go for?" asked
Davi d,

continuing to make sure it was al ways Marvin who took the
| ead.

"Well, a mllionis confortably within your credit range,"
sai d

Marvin, once again checking his little book of tables.
"The nont hly

paynents mght seema bit steep to begin with, but as the
years go by,

what with inflation and your continual salary increases,
you can expect

that in tinme they wll becone al nost insignificant."

"“How much woul d |

have to pay each nonth to end up getting a mllion?" asked
Davi d,

attenpting to give the inpression he m ght have been
hooked.

"Assum ng we select your sixtieth birthday for term nating
t he

contract, a little over a thousand dollars a nonth," said
Mar vi n,

trying to make it sound a nere pittance. "And don't

forget, sixty per

cent of it is tax deductible, so in real ternms you'll only
be payi ng

around fifteen dollars a day, while you end up getting a
mllion, just

at the tine when you nost need it. And by the way, that
one t housand

Is constant, it never goes up. In fact it's

i nflation-proof." He |et

out a dreadful shrill |augh.
"But would I still receive the full sum whatever happens
to the

mar ket ?"



"One mllion dollars on your sixtieth birthday," confirnmed
Marvi n, 'whatever happens, short of the world conming to an
end.

Even | can't wite a policy for that,"” he said, letting
out

anot her shrill laugh. "However, ny friend, if unhappily
you were to

di e before your sixtieth birthday - which God forbid -
your dependants

woul d receive the full anount imediately."

"l don't have any
dependants," said David, trying to | ook bored.

"There nust be soneone you care about,"” said Marvin. "A

good- | ooki ng guy |ike you."

"Why don't you leave the forms wwth nme, M.

Roebuck, and I'Il think about it over the weekend. |
promse |'Il get

back to you."™ Marvin

| ooked di sappoi nted. He didn't need a refresher course to
be told that

you' re supposed to nail the client to the wall at the
first nmeeting,

not |let them get away, because that only gave themtine to
t hi nk things

over. His lips felt dry.

Pat returned fromthe evening shift in the early hours of
t he

nor ni ng, but David had stayed awake so he could go over
what had

happened at the neeting with Marvin. Pat was apprehensive
and

uncertai n about the plan. David had al ways taken care of
any probl ens

they had had in the past, especially financial ones, and
Pat wasn't

sure how it would all work out once David was no | onger
around to give

his advice. Thank God it was David who'd had to deal with



Marvin - Pat
couldn't even say no to a door-todoor brush sal esnan.

"So, what do we do next?" asked Pat.
"Wai t."
"But you prom sed Marvin you'd get back to him"

"I know,

but | have absolutely no intention of doing so," said
Davi d, pl acing

his armround Pat's shoulder. "I'd bet a hundred dollars
on Marvin

phoning ne first thing on Monday norning.

And don't forget, | still need it to look as if he's the
one who's

doing the pushing."” As they clinbed into bed, Pat felt an
attack of

asthma comi ng on, and deci ded now was not the tine to ask
David to go

over the details again. After all, as David had expl ai ned
agai n and

again, there would never be any need for Pat to neet
Mar vi n.

Marvi n phoned at 8.30 on Monday norni ng.
"Hoped to catch you before you went off to sell those

st ocks and
bonds, " he said. "Have you cone to a decision?"

"Yes, | have," said
David. "I discussed the whole idea with nmy nother over the
weekend,

and she thinks | should go for the mllion, because five
hundr ed

t housand nay not turn out to be such a |l arge sum of noney
by the tinme |
reach sixty.'
l'i cking his
l'ips.

Marvin was glad that David couldn't see him



"Your nother's obviously a shrewd worman, " vas his only
comrent .

"Can | |eave you to handle all the paperwork?" asked
David, trying

to sound as if he didn't want to deal wth any of the
det ai | s.

"You bet,"” said Marvin. "Don't even think about it, ny
friend.

Just leave all that hassle to nme. | know you've nade the
right
decision, David. | prom se you, you'll never live to

regret it." The

foll owi ng day, Marvin phoned again to say that the
paperwor k had been

conpl eted, and all that was now required was for David to
have a

medi cal - 'routine' was the word he kept repeating. But
because of the

size of the suminsured, it would have to be with the
conpany' s doct or

i n New YorKk.

Davi d made a fuss about having to travel to New York,
addi ng t hat

per haps he'd nade the wong decision, but after nore

pl eadi ng from

Marvin, m xed with some unctuous persuasion, he finally
gave in.

Marvin brought all the fornms round to the apartnent the
fol |l owi ng
evening after Pat had left for work.

David scribbled his signature on three separate docunents
bet ween

two pencilled crosses. His final act was to print Pat's
nanme in a

little box Marvin had indicated with his stubby finger.
"As your sol e dependant,”
you pass

t he broker expl ained, 'should



away before Septenber 2027 - God forbid. Are you narried
to Pat?"

n m’
we just live together," replied David.

After a fewnore 'ny friends' and even nore 'you'll never
live to

regret it's, Marvin left the apartnent, clutching the
forms.

"All you have to do now is keep your nerve," David told
Pat once
he had confirned that the paperwork had been conpl et ed.

"Just renmenber, no one knows ne as well as you do, and
once it's

all over, you'll collect a mllion dollars.” Wen they
eventual |y went

to bed that night, Pat desperately YOU LL NEVER

LIVE TO REGRET IT wanted to nake | ove to David, but they
bot h accept ed

It was no | onger possible.

The two of themtravell ed down to New York together the
fol |l ow ng

Monday to keep the appoi ntnment David had nade with Geneva
Life's senior

medi cal consultant. They parted a bl ock away fromthe

I nsur ance

conpany's head office, as they didn't want to run the risk
of being

seen toget her. They hugged each other once again, but as

t hey parted

David was still worried about whether Pat would be able to
go through

with it.

A couple of mnutes before twelve, he arrived at the

surgery.

A young woman in a long white coat smled up at himfrom
behi nd
her desk.



"Good norning," he said. "My nane is David Kravits. | have
an
appoi ntmrent with Dr Royston."

"Oh, yes, M. Kravits," said the nurse.

"Dr Royston is expecting you. Please follow ne." She |ed
hi m down a

| ong, bl eak corridor to the last roomon the left. A snall
brass

pl aque read

"Dr Royston'. She knocked, opened the door and said, "M.
Kravits, doctor."” Dr Royston turned out to be a short,
elderly man with

only a few strands of hair left on his shiny sunburnt
head. He wore

horn-ri med spectacles, and had a | ook on his face which
suggest ed t hat

his own |life insurance policy mght not be far from
reaching maturity.

He rose fromhis chair, shook his patient by the hand and
said, "It's

for alife insurance policy, if | renmenber correctly.”

"Yes, that's
right."

"Shoul dn't take us too long, M. Kravits. Fairly routine,
but

the conmpany does |like to be sure you're fit and well if

t hey' re going

to be liable for such a | arge anount of noney. Do have a
seat," he

said, pointing to the other side of his desk.

"I thought the sumwas far too high nyself. | would have
been
happy to settle for half a mllion, but the broker was
very persuasive

" "Any serious illness during the past ten years?"
t he doct or
asked, obviously not interested in the broker's views.

"No. The occasional cold, but nothing I'd describe as



serious, "'
he repli ed.

"Good. And in your imrediate famly, any history of heart
attacks, cancer, liver conplaints?"

"Not that |'m aware of.'

"Fat her
still alive?"

"Very nmuch so."
"And he's fit and wel | ?"

"Jogs every
nor ni ng, and punps weights in the local gymat the
weekend. "

"And your
not her ?"

"Doesn't do either, but I wouldn't be surprised if she
outlives himconfortably." The doctor |aughed. "Any of
your

grandparents still |iving?"

"All except one. My dad's father died two
years ago."

"Do you know t he cause of death?"

"He just passed away, |

think. At least, that was how the priest described it at
his funeral .’

"And how ol d was he?" the doctor asked. "Do you renenber?
"Ei ghty-one, eighty-two."

"Good, " repeated Dr Royston, ticking another

little box on the formin front of him "Have you ever
suffered from

any of these?" he asked, holding up a clipboard in front
of him The

list began with arthritis, and ended eighteen lines |ater



Wi th
t uber cul osi s.

He ran an eye slowy down the long |ist before replying.
“No,

none of them" was all he said, not admtting to asthma on
this

occasi on.

"Do you snoke?"

"Never. ' "Drink?"

"Socially - | enjoy the

occasi onal glass of wine with dinner, but |I never drink
spirits.'

"Excellent," said

the doctor and ticked the last of the little boxes. "Now,
| et's check

your height and weight. Conme over here, please, M.
Kravits, and clinb
onto these scal es.
order to

push the wooden marker up until it was flat across his
patient's head.

"Six feet one inch," he declared, then | ooked down at the
wei ghi ng

machi ne, and flicked the little weight across until it

j ust bal anced.

"“A hundred and seventy-ni ne pounds. Not bad." He filled in
two nore

lines of his report. "Perhaps just a little overweight.

The doctor had to stand on his toes in

“"Now | need a urine sanple, M. Kravits. If you would be
ki nd

enough to take this plastic container next door, fill it
about hal f way

up, leave it on the | edge when you've finished, and then
cone back to

me." The doctor wote out sone nore notes while his
patient |eft the

room He returned a few nonents |ater.

"I've left the container on the |edge," was all he said.



"Good. The next thing | need is a blood sanple. Could you
roll

up your right sleeve?" The doctor placed a rubber pad
around his right

bi cep and punped until the veins stood out clearly. "A
tiny prick," he

said. "You'll hardly feel a thing." The needl e went in,
and he turned

away as the doctor drew his blood. Dr Royston cl eaned the
wound and

fixed a small circular plaster over the broken skin. The
doctor then

bent over and placed a cold stethoscope on different parts
of the

patient's chest, occasionally asking himto breathe in and
out .

"Good," he kept repeating. Finally he said, "That just
about

wraps it up, M. Kravits. You'll need to spend a few

m nutes down the

corridor with Dr Harvey, so she can take a chest x-ray,
and have sone

fun with her electric pads, but after that you'll be
t hrough, and you
can go hone to' - he checked his pad

“"New Jersey. The conpany will be
in touch in a few days, as soon as we've had the results.”

"Thank you,
Dr Royston," he said as he buttoned up his shirt.

The doctor pressed a buzzer on his desk and the nurse
r eappear ed

and led himto another room wth a plaque on the door
t hat read

" Dr

Mary Harvey'. Dr Harvey, a smartly-dressed n ddl e-aged
woman wi th her

grey hair cropped short, was waiting for him

She smled at the tall, handsone man and asked himto take
off his



shirt again and to step up onto the platformand stand in
front of the
X-ray unit.

"Place your arns behind your back and breathe in. Thank
you.'

Next she asked himto Iie down on the bed in the corner of
the room

She | eaned over his chest, sneared bl odges of paste on his
skin and

fixed little pads to them Wiile he stared up at the white
ceiling she

flicked a switch and concentrated on a tiny tel evision
screen on the

corner of her desk. Her expression gave nothing away.

After she had renoved the paste with a danp flannel she
said, "You

can put your shirt back on, M. Kravits. You are now free
to | eave.'

Once he was fully dressed, the young man hurried out of

t he buil di ng

and down the steps, and ran all the way to the corner
where they had

parted. They hugged each ot her again.

"Everything go all right?"

"I think so," he said. "They told ne

|"d be hearing fromthemin the next few days, once

t hey' ve had the

results of all their tests. ' "Thank God it hasn't been a
probl em f or

you. "

"I only wwsh it wasn't for you."

"Don't let's even think about
it," said David, holding tightly onto the one person he
| oved.

Marvin rang a week later to |l et David know that Dr Royston
had
given hima clean bill of health. Al he had to do now was



send the
first instal ment of $oo to the insurance conpany.

Davi d posted a cheque off to Geneva Life the foll ow ng
nor ni ng.

Thereafter his paynents were made by wre transfer on the
first
day of each nonth.

Ni net een days after the seventh paynent had been cl eared,
Davi d
Kravits died of AlDS.

Pat tried to renenber the first thing he was neant to do
once the

wi Il had been read. He was to contact a M. Levy, David's
| awyer, and

| eave everything in his hands. David had warned himnot to
becone

i nvolved in any way hinself. Let Levy, as his executor,
make the claim

fromthe insurance conpany, he had said, and then pass the
noney on to

him If in any doubt, say nothing, was the |ast piece of
advi ce David

had gi ven Pat before he died.

Ten days later, Pat received a letter froma clains
representative

at Geneva Life requesting an interview wth the
beneficiary of the

policy. Pat passed the letter straight to David s |awer.
M. Levy

wrote back agreeing to an interview, which would take
pl ace, at his

client's request, at the offices of Levy, Gol dberg and
Levy in

Manhat t an.

"I's there anything you haven't told nme, Patrick?" Levy
asked him a

few m nutes before the i nsurance conpany's clains
representative was



due to arrive. "Because if there is, you'd better tell ne
now. "

n m’

M. Levy, there's nothing nore to tell you," Pat replied,
carryi ng out

David's instructions to the letter.

From the nonent the neeting began, the representative of
Geneva

Life, his eyes continually boring into Pat's bowed head,
left M. Levy

I n no doubt that he was not happy about paying out on this
particul ar

claim But the |lawer stonewall ed every questi on,

strengt hened by the

knowl edge that eight nonths before, when rigorous tests
had been taken,

Geneva Life's doctors had found no sign of David' s being
H V positive.

Levy kept repeating, "However nuch noi se you nmeke, your
conpany

will have to pay up in the end." He added for good
nmeasure, "If | have

not received the full anount due to ny client YOU LL NEVER
LI VE TO

REGRET IT within thirty days, | will inmediately instigate
pr oceedi ngs

agai nst Geneva Life." The clains representative asked Levy
i f he would

consi der a deal. Levy glanced at Pat, who bowed his head
even | ower,

and replied, "Certainly not." Pat arrived back at the
apartnent two

hours | ater, exhausted and depressed, fearing that an
attack of asthma

m ght be comng on. He tried to prepare sone supper before
he went to

wor k, but everything seenmed so pointless without David. He
was al ready

wondering if he should have agreed to a settlenent.

The phone rang only once during the evening. Pat rushed to



pi ck
it up, hoping it mght be either his nother or his sister
Rut h.

It turned out to be Marvin, who bleated, "I"'min real
t roubl e,
Pat .

"' m probably going to | ose ny job over that policy | nade
out for

your friend David." Pat said how sorry he was, but felt

t here was

not hi ng he could do to help.

"Yes, there is," insisted Marvin. "For a start, you could
t ake
out a policy yourself. That m ght just save ny skin."

"l don't think
that would be wi se," said Pat, wondering what David woul d
have advi sed.

"Surely David wouldn't have wanted to see ne fired,"

Mar vi n

pl eaded. "Have nercy on nme, ny friend. | just can't afford
anot her

di vorce. "

"How nmuch would it cost ne?" asked Pat, desperate to find
some way of getting Marvin off the line.

"You're going to get a mllion dollars in cash,"” Marvin
al nost

shouted, 'and you're asking me what it's going to cost?
What's a

t housand dollars a nonth to sonmeone as rich as you?"

"But | can't be
sure that | amgoing to get the mllion,’

Pat pr ot est ed.

"That's all been settled,” Marvin told him his voice
falling by

several decibels. "I"'mnot neant to let you know this, but
you'll be



receiving the cheque on the thirtieth of the nonth. The
conpany know

that your lawyer's got themby the balls ... You

woul dn't even have to make the first

paynent until after you'd received the mllion."

"All right," said Pat,

desperate to be rid of him "I'll do it, but not until
|'ve received

t he cheque. ™

"Thank you, nmy friend. I'll drop round with the paperwork
tonorrow ni ght."

“"No, that's not possible,” said Pat. 'I'm working
nights this nmonth. You' d better make it tonorrow
af ternoon. "

"You

won't be working nights once you've received that cheque,
ny friend,'

said Marvin, letting out one of his dreadful shrill

| aughs. "Lucky

man, " he added before he put the phone down.

By the time Marvin cane round to the apartnent the
fol |l owi ng

af ternoon, Pat was already having second thoughts. If he
had to visit

Dr Royston again, they would i medi ately realise the
truth.

But once Marvin had assured himthat the nedical could be
w th any

doctor of his choice, and that the first paynent woul d be
post - dat ed,

he caved in and signed all the forns between the pencilled
Crosses,

maki ng Ruth his sol e beneficiary. He hoped David woul d
have approved

of that decision, at |east.

"Thank you, nmy friend. | won't be bothering you again,"”
prom sed



Marvin. His final words as he closed the door behind him
were, "l

prom se you, you'll never live to regret it." Pat saw his
doctor a week

| ater. The exami nation didn't take | ong, as Pat had
recently had a

conpl ete check-up. On that occasion, as the doctor
recal | ed, Pat had

appeared quite nervous, and couldn't hide his relief when
he' d phoned

to give himthe all-clear. "Not nuch wong with you,
Patrick," he

said, 'apart fromthe asthma, which doesn't seemto be

getting any

worse." Marvin called a week later to | et Pat know t hat

t he doctor had

given hima clean bill of health, and that he had held on
to his job

with Geneva Life.

“I"'m pleased for you," said Pat. "But what about ny
cheque?"

"It

wll be paid out on the last day of the nonth. Only a
mat t er of

processing it now. Should be with you twenty-four hours
before the

first paynent is due on your policy. Just like |I said, you
wi n both

ways." Pat rang David's |awer on the | ast day of the
nonth to ask if

he had received the cheque from Geneva Life.

"There was nothing in this norning' s post,"
" but

"Il phone the other side right now, in case it's already
been i ssued

and is on its way. If not, I'll start proceedi ngs agai nst
t hem

I medi ately." Pat wondered if he should tell Levy that he
had si gned a

cheque for $o0 which was due to be cleared the foll ow ng
day, and that

Levy told him



he only just had sufficient funds in his account to cover
It certainly
not enough to see himthrough until his next pay packet.

Al'l his surplus cash had gone to help with David's nonthly
paynments to CGeneva Life. He decided not to nention it.
Davi d had

repeatedly told himthat if he was in any doubt, he should
say not hi ng.

“I"l'l phone you at close of business tonight and |l et you
know
exactly what the position is,"” said Levy.

“"No, that won't be possible,” said Pat. "I'mon night duty
al |

this week. In fact |I have to | eave for work right now.

Per haps you

could call nme first thing tonorrow norning?"

"WIIl do," prom sed the
| awyer.

When Pat returned hone fromwork in the early hours, he
couldn't

get to sleep. He tossed and turned, worrying how he woul d
survive for

the rest of the nonth if his cheque was presented to the
bank t hat

nmorni ng, and he still hadn't received the mllion dollars
from Geneva
Li fe.

H s phone rang at 9.3x. Pat grabbed it, and was relieved
to hear
M. Levy's voice on the other end of the line.

"Patrick, | had a call from Geneva Life yesterday evening
whi |l e

you were at work, and | nust tell you that you've broken
Levy's gol den

rule.”

"Levy's golden rul e?" asked Pat, nystified.



"Yes, Levy's golden rule. It's quite sinple really,
Patrick. By

all nmeans drop anything you like, on anyone you like, but
don't ever

drop it all over your own | awer."

"I don't understand," said Pat.

"Your doctor has supplied Geneva Life with a sanple of
your bl ood

and urine, and they just happen to be identical to the
ones Dr Royston

has in his |laboratory in the nane of David Kravits." Pat
felt the bl ood

draining fromhis head as he realised the trick Marvin
nmust have pl ayed

on him H's heart began beating faster and faster.
Suddenly his |egs

gave way, and he col |l apsed on the floor, gasping for
br eat h.

"Did you hear ne, Patrick?" asked Levy. "Are you still

t here?" A

paranedi ¢ team broke into the apartnent twenty m nutes

| ater, but,

nonments before they reached him Pat had died of a heart
attack brought

on by a suffocating bout of asthna.

M. Levy did nothing until he was able to confirmw th
Pat ' s

bankers that his client's cheque for $00 had been cl eared
by the

I nsurance conpany.

Ni neteen nonths later Pat's sister Ruth received a paynent
of one

mllion dollars from Geneva Life, but not until they had
gone through a

| engthy court battle with Levy, Col dberg and Levy.

The jury finally accepted that Pat had di ed of natural
causes, and



that the insurance policy was in existence at the tinme of
hi s deat h.

| prom se you, Marvin Roebuck lived to regret it.
NEVER STOP ON THE MOTORWAY.

DI ANA HAD BEEN HOPI NG TO GET AVWAY BY FIVE, so she

could be at the farmin time for dinner. She tried not to
show her

true feelings when at 4.37 her deputy, Phil Haskins,
presented her with

a conpl ex twel ve-page docunent that required the signature
of a

director before it could be sent out to the client.

Haskins didn't hesitate to rem nd her that they had | ost
t wo
simlar contracts that week.

It was al ways the sane on a Friday. The phones woul d go
quiet in

the mddle of the afternoon and then, just as she thought
she coul d

slip away, an authorisation would [ and on her desk. One
gl ance at this

particul ar docunent and Di ana knew there woul d be no
chance of escaping

bef ore si x.

The denmands of being a single parent as well as a director
of a

small but thriving City conpany neant there were few
nmonents left in

any day to relax, so when it canme to the one weekend in
four that Janes

and , Caroline spent with her ex-husband, Diana would try
to | eave the

office alittle earlier than usual to avoid getting
snarled up in the

weekend traffic.

She read through the first page slowy and made a coupl e
of



enendati ons, aware that any m stake nade hastily on a
Friday night

could be regretted in the weeks to cone. She gl anced at
t he cl ock on

her desk as she signed the final page of the docunent.

It was just flicking over to 5.52.

Di ana gat hered up her bag and wal ked purposeful |y towards
t he

door, dropping the contract on Phil's desk w thout

bot hering to suggest

t hat he have a good weekend. She suspected that the
NEVER STOP ON THE MOTORWAY

paperwor k had been on his desk

since nine o' clock that norning, but that holding it until
4.37 was his

only neans of revenge now that she had been nmade head of
depart nent.

Once she was safely inthe lift, she pressed the button
for the

basenment carpark, calculating that the delay woul d
probably add an

extra hour to her journey.

She stepped out of the lift, wal ked over to her Audi
est at e,

unl ocked the door and threw her bag onto the back seat.
When she drove

up onto the street the streamof twilight traffic was | ust
about

keepi ng pace with the pinstriped pedestrians who, |ike

wor ker ants,

were hurrying towards the nearest hole in the ground.

She flicked on the six o' clock news. The chines of Big Ben
rang

out, before spokesnmen from each of the three nain
political parties

gave their views on the European election results. John
Maj or was

refusing to coment on his future. The Conservative
Party's

explanation for its poor show ng was that only forty-two



per cent of

the country had bothered to go to the polls. D ana felt
guilty - she

was anong the fifty-eight per cent who had failed to
regi ster their

vot e.

The newscaster noved on to say that the situation in
Bosni a

remai ned desperate, and that the UN was threatening dire
consequences

I f Radovan Karadzi k and the Serbs didn't cone to an
agreenent with the

other warring parties. Diana's mnd began to drift - such
a threat was

hardly news any |onger. She suspected that if she turned
on the radio

in a year's tinme they would probably be repeating it word
for word.

As her car craw ed round Russell Square, she began to

t hi nk about

t he weekend ahead. It had been over a year since John had
told her

that he had net another woman and wanted a divorce. She
still wondered

why, after seven years of marriage, she hadn't been nore
shocked- or at

| east angry- at hi.s betrayal. Since her appointnent as a
di rector,

she had to admt they had spent |less and |less tine

t oget her. And

per haps she had beconme anaesthetised by the fact that a
third of the

married couples in Britain were now di vorced or separat ed.
Her parents

had been unable to hide their disappointnent, but then

t hey had been

married for forty-two years.

The divorce had been am cabl e enough, as John, who earned
| ess

than she did - one of their problens, perhaps - had given
In to nost of



her demands. She had kept the flat in Puney, the Audi
estate and the

children, to whom John was al |l owed access one weekend in
four. He

woul d have picked them up from school earlier that

af ternoon, and, as

usual, he'd return themto the flat in Putney around seven
on Sunday

eveni ng.

Diana would go to al nost any lengths to avoid being |eft
on her

own in Putney when they weren't around, and al though she
regularly

grunbl ed about being | anded with the responsibility of
bringi ng up two

children without a father, she m ssed them desperately the
nonment they

were out of sight.

She hadn't taken a | over and she didn't sleep around. None
of the

senior staff at the office had ever gone further than
asking her out to

| unch. Perhaps because only three of themwere unmarri ed
and not

Wi t hout reason. The one person she m ght have consi dered
havi ng a

relationship with had made it abundantly clear that he
only wanted to

spend the night with her, not the days.

In any case, Diana had decided long ago that if she was to
be

taken seriously as the conpany's first woman director, an
of fice

affair, however casual or short-lived, could only end in
tears.

Men are so vain, she thought. A woman only had to nmake one
m st ake and she was i nmedi ately | abelled as prom scuous.
Then every

ot her man on the prem ses either smrks behind your back,
or treats



your thigh as an extension of the armon his chair.

Di ana groaned as she cane to a halt at yet another red
light. In

twenty m nutes she hadn't covered nore than a coupl e of
mles.

She opened the gl ove box on the passenger side and funbl ed
in the

dark for a cassette. She found one and pressed it into the
sl ot

hoping it would be Pavarotti, only to be greeted by the
strident tones

of Goria Gaynor assuring her

"I will survive'. She smled and thought

about Daniel, as the Iight changed to green.

She and Dani el had

read Economics at Bristol University in the early 98os,
friends but

never | overs. Then Daniel net Rachael, who had cone up a
year after

them and fromthat nonment he had never | ooked at another
wonman. They

marri ed the day he graduated, and after they returned from
their

honeynoon Dani el took over the managenent of his father's
farmin

Bedf ordshire. Three children had followed in quick
successi on, and

Di ana had been proud when she was asked to be godnother to
Sophi e, the

el dest. Daniel and Rachael had now been married for twelve
years, and

Diana felt confident that they woul dn't be di sappointing
their parents

wi th any suggestion of a divorce.

Al t hough they were convinced she | ed an exciting and
fulfilling

life, Diana often envied their gentle and unconpli cated
exi st ence.

She was regul arly asked to spend the weekend with themin
t he



country, but for every two or three invitations Dani el

| ssued, she only

accepted one - not because she wouldn't have liked to join
t hem nore

of ten, but because since her divorce she had no desire to
t ake

advant age of their hospitality.

Al t hough she enjoyed her work, it had been a bl oody week.

Two contracts had fallen through, Janmes had been dropped
fromthe

school football team and Caroline had never stopped
telling her that

her father didn't mnd her watching tel evision when she
ought to be

doi ng her prep.

Anot her traffic light changed to red.

It took Diana nearly an hour to travel the seven mles out
of the

city, and when she reached the first dual carriageway, she
gl anced up

at the A sign, nore out of habit than to seek gui dance,
because she

knew every yard of the road fromher office to the farm
She tried to

I ncrease her speed, but it was quite inpossible, as both

| anes remai ned

obstinately crowded.

"Damm." She had forgotten to get thema present, even a
decent

bottle of claret. "Damm," she repeated: Daniel and Rachael
al ways did

the giving. She began to wonder if she could pick

sonmet hing up on the

way, then renenbered there was nothing but service
stations between

here and the farm She couldn't turn up with yet another
box of

chocol ates they'd never eat. Wien she reached the
roundabout that |ed



onto the As, she nmanaged to push the car over fifty for
the first tine.

She began to relax, allowing her mnd to drift with the
musi c.

There was no warni ng. Al though she i medi ately sl anmed her
f oot

on the brakes, it was already too |late. There was a dull
thunp from

the front bunper, and a slight shudder rocked the car.

A smal |l black creature had shot across her path, and
despite her

gui ck reactions, she hadn't been able to avoid hitting it.
Di ana swung

onto the hard shoul der and screeched to a halt, wondering
I f the ani nmal

coul d possibly have survived. She reversed slowy back to
t he spot

where she thought she had hit it as the traffic roared
past her.

And then she saw it, lying on the grass verge - a cat that
had

crossed the road for the tenth tinme. She stepped out of

t he car, her

headl i ghts shining on the |ifel ess body. Suddenly Di ana
felt sick.

She had two cats of her own, and she knew she woul d never
be able to

tell the children what she had done. She picked up the
dead ani mal and

laid it gently in the ditch by the roadside.

"' mso sorry,"” she said, feeling a little silly. She gave
It one

| ast | ook before wal king back to her car. Ironically, she
had chosen

the Audi for its safety features.

She clinbed back into the car and switched on the ignition
to find
G oria Gaynor was still belting out her opinion of nen.



She turned her

off, and tried to stop thinking about the cat as she

wai ted for a gap

in the traffic |arge enough to allow her to ease her way
back into the

sl ow | ane. She eventual |y succeeded, but was still unable
to erase the

dead cat from her m nd.

Di ana had accelerated up to fifty again when she suddenly
becane

aware of a pair of headlights shining through her rear

W ndscreen. She

put up her armand waved in her rear-view mrror, but the
lights

continued to dazzle her. She slowed down to allow the
vehicle to pass,

but the driver showed no interest in doing so. D ana began
to wonder if there was sonething

wong with her car. Was one of her lights not working? Was
t he

exhaust bill ow ng snoke? Was ...

She decided to speed up and put sone di stance between
hersel f and

the vehicle behind, but it remained within a few yards of
her bunper.

She tried to snatch a ook at the driver in her rear-view
mrror, but

it was hard to see nuch in the harshness of the |ights.

As her eyes becane nore accustoned to the glare, she could
make

out the silhouette of a |arge black van bearing down on
her, and what

| ooked Ii ke a young man behind the wheel. He seened to be
wavi ng at

her .

Di ana sl owed down agai n as she approached t he next

r oundabout ,

giving himevery chance to overtake her on the outside

| ane, but once

again he didn't take the opportunity, and just sat on her
bunper, his



headl i ghts still undi med. She waited for a small gap in
the traffic

com ng fromher right. When one appeared she sl amred her
foot on the

accel erator, shot across the roundabout and sped on up the
A

She was rid of himat |ast. She was just beginning to

rel ax and

to think about Sophie, who always waited up so that she
could read to

her, when suddenly those hi gh-beam headli ghts were gl aring
t hr ough her

rear w ndscreen and blindi ng her once again.

I f anything, they were even closer to her than before.

She sl owed down, he sl owed down. She accel erated, he
accel er at ed.

She tried to think what she could do next, and began
wavi ng

frantically at passing notorists as they sped by, but they
remai ned

oblivious to her predicanent. She tried to think of other
ways she

m ght alert sonmeone, and suddenly recalled that when she
had j oi ned the

board of the conpany they had suggested she have a car
phone fitted.

Di ana had decided it could wait until the car went in for
I ts next

servi ce, which should have been a fortnight ago.

She brushed her hand across her forehead and renoved a
film of

perspiration, thought for a nonent, then manoeuvred her
car into the

fast |lane. The van swung across after her, and hovered so
dose to her

bunper that she becane fearful that if she so nuch as

t ouched her

brakes she m ght unwittingly cause an enornous pil e-up.

Di ana took the car up to ninety, but the van wouldn't be



shaken

of f. She pushed her foot further down on the accel erator
and touched a

hundred, but it still remained |ess than a car's |ength
behi nd.

She flicked her headlights onto high-beam turned on her
hazard

lights and bl asted her horn at anyone who dared to renmin
i n her path.

She could only hope that the police m ght see her, wave
her onto the

hard shoul der and book her for speeding. A fine would be
infinitely

preferable to a crash with a young tearaway, she thought,
as the Audi

estate passed a hundred and ten for the first tinme inits
life. But

the black van coul dn't be shaken off.

Wt hout warning, she swerved back into the mddle | ane and
t ook

her foot off the accelerator, causing the van to draw

| evel with her,

whi ch gave her a chance to | ook at the driver for the
first time. He

was wearing a black | eather jacket and pointing nenacingly
at her. She

shook her fist at himand accel erated away, but he sinply
swung acr oss

behi nd her |like an Aynpic runner determ ned not to all ow
his rival to

break cl ear

And then she renenbered, and felt sick for a second tine
t hat

night. "Ch ny God," she shouted aloud in terror. In a

fl ood, the

details of the nurder that had taken place on the sane
road a few

nont hs before cane rushing back to her. A woman had been
raped before

having her throat cut wwth a knife wwth a serrated edge
and dunped in a



ditch. For weeks there had been signs posted on the A
appealing to

passi ng notorists to phone a certain nunber if they had
any information

that m ght assist the police with their enquiries. The
si gns had now

di sappeared, but the police were still searching for the
killer. D ana

began to trenble as she renenbered their warning to al
woman drivers:

A few seconds | ater she saw a road sign she knew well. She
had

reached it far sooner than she had anticipated. In three
mles she

woul d have to | eave the notorway for the sliproad that |ed
to the farm

She began to pray that if she took her usual turning,
t he bl ack-jacketed man woul d
continue on up the A and she would finally be rid of him

Di ana decided that the tine had conme for her to speed him
on his

way. She swung back into the fast |ane and once again put
her foot

down on the accelerator. She reached a hundred m | es per
hour for the

second tine as she sped past the two-mle sign. Her body
was now

covered in sweat, and the speedoneter touched a hundred
and ten. She

checked her rear-view mrror, but he was still right

behi nd her. She

woul d have to pick the exact nonent if she was to execute
her pl an

successfully. Wth a mle to go, she began to | ook to her
left, so as

to be sure her timng would be perfect. She no | onger
needed to check

in her mrror to know that he would still be there.

The next signpost showed three diagonal white |ines,
war ni ng her



that she ought to be on the inside lane if she intended to
| eave the

not orway at the next junction. She kept the car in the
out si de | ane at

a hundred mles per hour until she spotted a | arge enough

gap. Two
white |ines appeared by the roadside: D ana knew she woul d
have only
one chance to nake her escape. As she passed the sign with
a single

white line on it she suddenly swung across the road at
ninety mles per

hour, causing cars in the mddle and inside |anes to throw
on their

brakes and bl ast out their angry opinions. But Di ana
didn't care what

t hey thought of her, because she was now travelling down
the sliproad

to safety, and the black van was speeding on up the A

She | aughed out loud with relief. To her right, she could
see the

steady flow of traffic on the notorway. But then her | augh
turned to a

scream as she saw the black van cut sharply across the

not orway in

front of a lorry, nount the grass verge and career onto

t he sliproad,

swnging fromside to side. It nearly drove over the edge
and into a

di tch, but sonehow nanaged to steady itself, ending up a
few yards

behind her, its lights once again glaring through her rear
W ndscr een.

When she reached the top of the sliproad, Di ana turned
left in the

direction of the farm frantically trying to work out what
she shoul d

do next. The nearest town was about twelve ml|es away on
the main

road, and the farmwas only seven, but five of those mles
were down a

wi nding, unlit country |l ane. She checked her petrol gauge.
It was



neari ng enpty, but there should still be enough in the
tank for her to

consi der either option. There was less than a mle to go
bef ore she

reached the turning, so she had only a mnute in which to
make up her

m nd.

Wth a hundred yards to go, she settled on the farm
Despite the

unlit lane, she knew every tw st and turn, and she felt
confident that

her pursuer wouldn't. Once she reached the farm she could
be out of

the car and inside the house | ong before he could catch
her .

I n any case, once he saw the farnmhouse, surely he would
flee.

The minute was up. Diana touched the brakes and ski dded
into a
country road illum nated only by the noon.

Di ana banged the pal ns of her hands on the steering wheel.
Had

she made the wong deci sion? She gl anced up at her
rear-view mrror.

Had he given up? O course he hadn't. The back of a Land
Rover | ooned

up in front of her. D ana sl owed down, waiting for a
corner she knew

wel |, where the road wi dened slightly. She held her
breat h, crashed

into third gear, and overtook. Wuld a head-on collision
be preferable

to a cut throat? She rounded the bend and saw an enpty
road ahead of

her. Once agai n she pressed her foot down, this tine
managi ng to put a

cl ear seventy, perhaps even a hundred, yards between her
and her

pursuer, but this only offered her a few nonents' respite.
Bef ore | ong



the famliar headlights canme bearing down on her once
again.

Wth each bend Diana was able to gain a little time as the
van

continued to lurch fromside to side, unfamiliar with the
road, but she

never managed a clear break of nore than a few seconds.
She checked

the mleoneter. Fromthe turn-off on the main road to the
farmit was

just over five mles, and she nmust have covered about two
by now. She

began to watch each tenth of a mle clicking up, terrified
at the

t hought of the van overtaking her and forcing her into the
ditch. She

stuck determnedly to the centre of the road.

Another mile

passed, and still he clung on to her. Suddenly she saw a
car coning

towards her. She switched her headlights to full beam and
pressed on

the horn. The other car retaliated by m m cking her
actions, which

caused her to slow down and brush agai nst the hedgerow as
t hey shot

past each other. She checked the m | eoneter once again.
Only two

mles to go.

D ana woul d sl ow down and then speed up at each famliar
bend in

the road, making sure the van was never given enough room
to pull Ievel

with her. She tried to concentrate on what she shoul d do
once the

farmhouse cane into sight. She reckoned that the drive

| eading up to

t he house nmust be about half a mle long. It was full of
pot hol es and

bunps whi ch Dani el had often explained he couldn't afford
to have

repaired. But at least it was only wi de enough for one



car.

The gate to the driveway was usually | eft open for her,

t hough on

the odd rare occasion Dani el had forgotten, and she'd had
to get out of

the car and open it for herself. She couldn't risk that

t oni ght .

If the gate was cl osed, she would have to travel on to the
next

town and stop outside the Crinson Kipper, which was al ways
crowded at

this tine on a Friday night, or, if she could find it, on
t he steps of

the | ocal police station. She checked her petrol gauge
again. It was

now touching red. "Ch ny God," she said, realising she

m ght not have

enough petrol to reach the town.

She could only pray that Daniel had renenbered to | eave
the gate
open.

She swerved out of the next bend and speeded up, but once
agai n

she managed to gain only a few yards, and she knew t hat

W t hin seconds

he woul d be back in place. He was. For the next few
hundr ed yards

they remained within feet of each other, and she felt
certain he nust

run into the back of her. She didn't once dare to touch
her brakes if they crashed in that |ane, far from any help,
she woul d have no hope

of getting away from him

She checked her mileoneter. Amle to go.

"The gate nust be open. It nust be open," she prayed. As
she

swung round the next bend, she could nmake out the outline
of the



farmhouse in the di stance. She al nost screanmed with relief
when she
saw that the lights were on in the downstairs roons.

She shouted, "Thank God!" then renenbered the gate again,
and

changed her plea to

"Dear God, let it be open." She woul d know what

needed to be done as soon as she came round the | ast bend.
"Let it be

open, just this once," she pleaded. "I'Il never ask for
anyt hi ng
agai n, ever.'
ahead of the
bl ack van. "Pl ease, please, please.” And then she saw the
gat e.

She swung round the final bend only inches

It was open.

Her cl ot hes were now drenched in sweat. She sl owed down,
wr enched

t he gearbox into second, and threw the car between the gap
and into the

bunmpy driveway, hitting the gatepost on her right hand

si de as she

careered on up towards the house. The van didn't hesitate
to foll ow

her, and was still only inches behind as she strai ghtened
up. Di ana

kept her hand pressed down on the horn as the car bounced
and | urched

over the nounds and pot hol es.

Fl ocks of startled crows flapped out of overhanging
branches

screeching as they shot into the air. Di ana began
scream ng, "Dani el

Daniel !" Two hundred yards ahead of her, the porch Iight
went on.

Her headlights were now shining onto the front of the
house and

her hand was still pressed on the horn. Wth a hundred
yards to go,



she spotted Daniel comng out of the front door, but she
didn't sl ow

down, and neither did the van behind her. Wth fifty yards
to go she

began flashing her lights at Daniel. She could now nake
out the

puzzl ed, anxi ous expression on his face.

Wth thirty yards to go she threw on her brakes. The heavy
estate

car skidded across the gravel in front of the house,
comng to a halt

in the fl owerbed just below the kitchen wi ndow. She heard
t he screech

of brakes behind her. The | eather-jacketed man, unfamli ar
with the

terrain, had been unable to react quickly enough, and as
soon as his

wheel s touched the gravelled forecourt he began to skid
out of control.

A second | ater the van cane crashing into the back of her
car,

slamm ng it against the wall of the house and shattering
the glass in

t he kitchen w ndow.

Di ana | eapt out of the car, scream ng, "Daniel! Get a gun,
get a

gun!" She pointed back at the van. "That bastard's been
chasing nme for

the last twenty mles !'" The man junped out of the van and
began

| i mpi ng towards them

Diana ran into the house. Daniel followed and grabbed a
shot gun,

normal ly reserved for rabbits, that was | eani ng agai nst
the wall. He

ran back outside to face the unwel cone visitor, who had
come to a halt

by the back of D ana's Audi.

Dani el raised the shotgun to his shoul der and stared



strai ght at

him "Don't nove or I'll shoot,"” he said calmy. And then
he

remenbered the gun wasn't | oaded. Di ana ducked back out of
t he house,

but remai ned several yards behind him

"Not ne! Not ne!" shouted the | eather-jacketed youth, as
Rachael
appeared in the doorway.

"What's goi ng on?" she asked nervously.

"Ring for the police," was all Daniel said, and his wfe
gui ckly
di sappeared back into the house.

Dani el advanced towards the terrified-|ooking young man,
t he gun
ai ned squarely at his chest.

“Not nme! Not nme!" he shouted again, pointing at the Audi.

"He's in the car!" He quickly turned to face Diana. "I saw
hi m

get in when you were parked on the hard shoul der. Wat

el se could |

have done? You just wouldn't pull over." Daniel advanced
cautiously

towards the rear door of the car and ordered the young man
to open it

slowy, while he kept the gun ained at his chest.

The yout h opened the door, and quickly took a pace
backwar ds.

The three of them stared down at a man crouched on the

fl oor of

the car. In his right hand he held a | ong-bl aded knife
with a serrated

edge. Dani el swung the barrel of the gun down to point at
hi m but

sai d not hi ng.



The sound of a police siren could just be heard in the
di st ance.

SALLY SUMVERS WON HER SCHOOL'S SENIOR art prize at the age
of

fourteen. In her last four years at St Bride's the only
serious

conpetition was for second place.

When, in her final year, she was awarded the top

schol arship to

the Sl ade School of Fine Art none of her contenporaries
was at al

surprised. The headm stress told the assenbl ed parents on
Speech Day

that she was confident Sally had a distingui shed career
ahead of her,

and that her work would soon be exhibited in one of
London' s mmj or

galleries. Sally was flattered by all this unqualified
prai se, but

still wasn't sure if she had any real talent.

By the end of her first year at the Slade, the staff and
seni or

students were already becom ng aware of Sally's work. Her
drawi ng

techni que was regarded as quite exceptional, and her
brushwor k becane

bol der with each term But, above all, it was the
originality of her

| deas that caused other students to stop and stare at her
canvases.

In her final year, Sally won both the Mary Rischgitz Prize
for oil

pai nting and the Henry Tonks Prize for drawing: a rare
doubl e. They

were presented to her by Sir Roger de G ey, the President
of the Royal

Acadeny, and Sally was anong that tiny group who were
spoken of as

A"having a future'. But surely, she told her parents, that
coul d be



said of the top student in any year - and nost of them
ended up wor ki ng

in the creative departnments of advertising

agencies, or teaching art to bored schoolchildren in
far-flung parts of

t he ki ngdom

Once she had graduated, Sally had to deci de whet her she
too woul d

apply for a job with an advertising agency, take up a

t eachi ng

appoi ntnment, or risk everything and try to put together
enough ori gi nal

work for a London gallery to consider her for a one-wonman
show.

Her parents were convinced that their daughter had real
tal ent,

but what do parents know when you're their only child?
t hought Sally.

Especi al |y when one of themwas a nusic teacher and the
ot her an

accountant who were the first to admt that they didn't
know nuch about

art, but they knew what they liked. Still, they seened
quite wlling

to support her for another year if she wanted (to use an
expr essi on of

the young) to go for it.

Sally was painfully aware that, although her parents were
fairly

confortably off, another year in which she produced no

i ncone coul d

only be a burden for them After nuch soul -searching she
told them

"One year, and one year only. After that, if the paintings
aren't good

enough, or if no one shows any interest in exhibiting
them 1'1l be

realistic and | ook for a proper job." For the next six
nonths Sal ly

wor ked hours-that she hadn't realised existed when she'd
been a



student. During that tinme she produced a dozen canvases.
She al | owed

no one to see them for fear that her parents and friends
woul d not be

frank with her. She was determned to finish her portfolio
and then

listen only to the toughest opinions possible, those of

t he

prof essi onal gallery owners, and, tougher still, those of
t he buyi ng

publ i c.

Sal ly had al ways been a voraci ous reader, and she
continued to

devour books and nonographs on artists fromBellini to
Hockney. The

nore she read, the nore she becane aware that however

tal ented an

artist mght be, it was industry and dedi cation that
ultimately marked

out the few who succeeded fromthe many who failed. This
inspired her to work still harder, and she began to turn
down

invitations to parties, dances, even weekends with old
friends, making

use of every spare nonent to visit art galleries or to
attend | ectures

on the great nasters.

By the eleventh nonth, Sally had conpl eted twenty-seven
wor ks, but

she still wasn't sure whether they displayed any real

tal ent.

Nevert hel ess, she felt the tinme had finally cone to allow
others to

pass j udgenent on them

She | ooked | ong and hard at each of the twenty-seven

pai nti ngs,

and the follow ng norning she packed six of themin a

| ar ge canvas

fol der her parents had given her the previous Christnas,
and joined the

early-norning commuters on their journey from Sevenoaks



i nto London.

Sal |y began her quest in Cork Street, where she cane

acr oss

gal l eries exhibiting works by Bacon, Freud, Hockney,
Dunst on and

Chadwi ck. She felt overawed at the prospect of even
entering their

portals, |let alone submtting her owm hunble work to the
appr ai sal of

their proprietors. She hunped her canvas fol der a couple
of bl ocks

north to Conduit Street, and in the wi ndows she recogni sed
t he wor ks of

Jones, Canpbell, Wzenski, Frink and Paol ozzi. She becane
even nore

di scouraged and unwilling to push open any of the
gal l eries' front

doors.

Sally returned honme that night exhausted, her canvas

f ol der

unopened. She understood for the first tine how an aut hor
nmust feel

after receiving a string of rejection slips. She was
unabl e to sl eep

that night. But as she |lay awake she cane to the

concl usi on that she

must know the truth about her work, even if it neant being
hum | i at ed.

She joined the commuters again the foll ow ng norning, and
this

time headed for Duke Street, St James's. She didn't bother
with the

galleries exhibiting old masters, Dutch still lifes or
Engli sh

| andscapes, and therefore wal ked strai ght past Johnny van
Haeften and

Raf ael Vails. Hal fway down the street she turned right,
and finally

came to a halt outside the Sinon Bouchier NOT FOR

SALE Gal l ery, which was exhibiting the scul ptures of the
| at e Sydney



Har pl ey and the paintings of Miuriel Penberton, whose
obituary Sally had
read in the I ndependent only a few days before.

It was the thought of death that nade Sally settle on the
Bouchi er

Gal | ery. Perhaps they would be | ooking for soneone young,
she tried to

convi nce hersel f, someone who had a | ong career ahead of
t hem

She stepped inside the gallery and found herself in a

| arge, enpty
room surrounded by Miuriel Penberton's watercol ours.

“Can | hel p you?" asked a young wonman who was sitting
behi nd a
desk near the w ndow.

"No, thank you," Sally replied. "I was just |ooking." The
girl

eyed Sally's canvas folder, but said nothing. Sally

deci ded she woul d

do one circuit of the room and then nmake good her escape.

She began

to circle the gallery, studying the pictures carefully.
They were

good, very good - but Sally believed she could do just as
wel |, given

time. She would have |liked to see Muriel Penberton's work
when she was
her age.

When Sally reached the far end of the gallery, she becane
awar e of

an office in which a short, balding man, wearing an old
tweed j acket

and corduroy trousers, was closely exam ning a picture. He
| ooked

about the sane age as her father. Al so studying the

pi cture was

anot her man, who caused Sally to stop in her tracks. He
nmust have been

alittle over six foot, with those dark Italian |ooks that



peopl e

normal Iy only conme across in glossy nmagazi nes; and he was
ol d enough to

be her brother.

Was he M. Bouchi er? she wondered. She hoped so, because
if he

owned the gallery she mght be able to summon up the
courage to

I ntroduce herself to him once the little man in the
scruffy jacket had

left. At that nonent the young man | ooked up and gave her
a huge grin.

Sally turned quickly away and began to study the pictures
on the far
wal | .

She was wondering if it was worth hangi ng around any

| onger when

the two nmen suddenly strolled out of the office and began
wal ki ng

t owards the door.

She froze, pretending to concentrate on a portrait of a
young gi rl

i n pastel blues and yellows, a picture that had a

Mati sse-1li ke quality

about it.

"What's in there?" asked a cheeky voice. Sally turned
round and

cane face to face with the two nen. The snaller one was
poi nting at

her canvas bag.

"Just a few pictures,” Sally stamered. Tman artist."”

"Let's
have a | ook," said the man, 'and perhaps | can decide if
you're an

artist or not." Sally hesitated.

"Conme on, cone on," he teased. "I haven't got all day. As



you

can see, | have an inportant client to take to lunch," he
added,
indicating the tall, well-dressed young man, who still

hadn't spoken.

"Ch, are you M. Bouchier?" she asked, unable to hide her
di sappoi nt nent .

"Yes. Now, am| going to be allowed to | ook at your

pi ctures or

not ?" Sal |y qui ckly unzi pped her canvas bag and | aid out
the six

pai ntings on the floor. Both of the nen bent down and
studi ed them for

sonme tinme before either offered an opinion.

"Not bad," said Bouchier eventually. "Not bad at all
Leave t hem

with nme for a few days, and then let's neet agai n next
week. " He

paused. "Say Monday, .30. And if you have any nore
exanpl es of your

recent work, bring themwth you.'
"Can't see

you before Mnday," he continued, 'because the RA's Sunmmer
Exhi bition

opens tonmorrow. So for the next few days | won't have a
nmonment to

spare. Now, if you'll excuse ne ...
still

exam ning Sally's pictures closely.

Sally was speechl ess.

The younger man was

At last he | ooked up at her. "I'd like to buy the one of
t he

interior with the black cat on the

w ndowsill. How rmuch is it?"

"Well," said Sally, "I'"'mnot sure ... '

"N.F.S said M. Bouchier firmy, guiding his client
towards the door.

"By the way,"
Ant oni o

the taller man said, turning back, "I am



Flavelli. My friends call ne Tony." But M. Bouchier was
al r eady
pushi ng himout onto the street.

Sally returned hone that afternoon with an enpty canvas

f ol der,

and was prepared to admt to her parents that a London
deal er had shown

an interest in her work. But it was, she insisted, no nore
t han an

I nt erest.

The followng norning Sally decided to go to the opening
day of

t he Royal Acadeny Summrer Exhibition, which would give her
the chance to

find out just how good her rivals were. For over an hour
she stood in

the I ong queue that stretched fromthe front door, right
across the

carpark and out onto the pavenent. \Wen she eventually
reached the top

of the wi de staircase, she w shed she was six feet six
tall, so that

she coul d see over the tops of the heads of the nass of
peopl e who were

crowdi ng every room

After a couple of hours strolling round the many
galleries, Sally

was confident that she was al ready good enough to enter a
coupl e of her

pi ctures for next year's exhibition.

She stopped to admire a Craigie Aitchison of Christ on the
Cross,

and checked in her little blue catalogue to find out the
price: ten

t housand pounds, nore than she could hope to earn if she
were to sel

every one of her canvases. Suddenly her concentration was
broken, as a

soft Italian voice behind her said, "Hello, Sally." She
swung round to



find Tony Flavelli smling down at her.
"M. Flavelli," she said.
"Tony, please. You |like Craigie Aitchison ?"

"He's superb,"” Sally

replied. "I know his work well - | had the privilege of
bei ng taught

by himwhen | was at the Sl ade.”

"I can renenber, not so | ong ago, when

you could pick up an Aitchison for two, three hundred
pounds at the

nost. Perhaps the same thing will happen to you one day.
Have you

seen anything else you think I ought to |look at ?" Sally
was flattered

to have her advice sought by a serious collector, and
said, "Yes, |

t hi nk the scul pture of

"Books on a Chair" by Julie Major is very

striking. She has talent, and |'m sure she has a future."

"So do you,'
sai d Tony.

"Do you think so?" asked Sally.

"I't's not inportant what | think," said Tony. "But Sinon
Bouchi er
I s convinced. "

"Are you teasing nme?" asked Sally.

"No, I"'mnot, as you'll find out for yourself when you see
hi m

next Monday. He talked of little else over lunch yesterday
- "The

dari ng brushwork, the unusual use of col our, the
originality of ideas."

| thought he was never going to stop. Still, he's prom sed
| can have



"The Sl eeping Cat that Never Myved" once you've both
settled on a
price." Sally was speechl ess.

"Good luck," Tony said, turning to | eave. "Not that !

think you need it." He hesitated for a nonent before
SW ngi ng back

to face her. "By the way, are you going to the Hockney
exhi biti on?"

IlI
didn't even know there was one,

Sal ly confessed.

"There's a private viewthis evening. Six to eight."
Looki ng

straight into her eyes he said, "Wuld you like to join ne
?" She

hesaated, but only for a nonent. "That woul d be nice.
"Good, then

why don't we neet in the Ritz PalmCourt at 6.30." Before
Sally could

tell himthat she didn't know where the Ritz was, |et
alone its Palm

Court, the tall, elegant man had di sappeared into the
crowd.

Sally suddenly felt gauche and scruffy, but then, she
hadn' t

dressed that norning with the Ritz in

m nd. She | ooked at her watch - 12.45 - and began to
wonder if she had

enough tine to return hone, change, and be back at the
Ritz by 6.30.

She deci ded that she didn't have much choice, as she
doubted if they

woul d Il et her into such a grand hotel dressed in jeans and
a T-shirt of

Munch' s

"The Scream . She ran down the w de staircase, out onto
Piccadilly, and all the way to the nearest tube station.

When she arrived back honme in Sevenoaks - far earlier than
her



not her had expected - she rushed into the kitchen and
expl ai ned t hat
she woul d be going out again shortly.

"Was the Summer Exhi bition any good?" her nother asked.

"Not bad," Sally replied as she ran upstairs. But once she
was

out of earshot she nuttered under her breath, "Certainly
didn't see a

|l ot that worried nme."

"WIIl you be in for supper?" asked her nother,
sticking her head out from behind the kitchen door.

"I don't think so," shouted Sally. She di sappeared into
her

bedroom and began flinging off her clothes before heading
for the

bat hr oom

She crept back downstairs an hour |ater, having tried on
and

rejected several outfits. She checked her dress in the
hall mrror - a

little too short, perhaps, but at |least it showed her |egs
to best

advantage. She could still renmenber those art students who
during life

cl asses had spent nore tine staring at her |egs than at

t he nodel they

wer e supposed to be drawi ng. She only hoped Tony woul d be
simlarly

capti vat ed.

"Bye, Mum" she shouted, and quickly closed the door
behi nd her
bef ore her nother could see what she was weari ng.

Sally took the next train back to Charing Cross. She

st epped on

to the platformunwlling to admit to any passer-by that
she had no

| dea where the Ritz was, so she hailed a taxi, praying she



could get to

the hotel for four pounds, because that was all she had on
her. Her

eyes remained fixed on the neter as it clicked past two
pounds, and

then three - far too quickly, she thought - three pounds
twenty, forty,

sixty, eighty ... She was just about to ask the cabbie to
stop, so she

could junmp out and wal k the rest of the way, when he drew
into the

kerb.

The door was i mmedi ately opened by a statuesque man
dressed in a

heavy bl ue trenchcoat who raised his top hat to her. Sally
handed over

her four pounds to the cabbie, feeling guilty about the
nmeasly twenty

pence tip. She ran up the steps, through the revol ving
door and into

the hotel foyer. She checked her watch: 6.20. She deci ded
she had

better go back outside, walk slowy around the bl ock, and
return a

little later. But just as she reached the door, an el egant
man in a

| ong bl ack coat approached her and asked, "Can | hel p you,
madanf?"

Illlm

meeting M. Tony Flavelli," Sally stamrered, hoping he
woul d recogni se

t he nane.

"M. Flavelli. O course, madam Allow ne to show you to
hi s

table in the Palm Court." She followed the bl ack-coated
man down t he

wi de, deeply carpeted corridor, then up three steps to a
| ar ge open

area full of small circular tables, alnost all of which
wer e occupi ed.



Sally was directed to a table at the side, and once she
was seat ed

a waiter asked, "Can | get you sonething to drink, madanf
A gl ass of

chanpagne, perhaps?”

"COh, no," said Sally. "A coke will be just fine.'

The waiter bowed and | eft her. Sally gazed nervously
around the

beautifully furnished room Everyone seened so rel axed and
sophi sticated. The waiter returned a few nonents | ater and
pl aced a

fine cut-glass tunbler wwth Coca-Cola, ice and |l enon in
front of her.

She thanked hi mand began sipping her drink, checking her
wat ch every

few m nutes. She pulled her dress down as far as it would
go, w shing

she had chosen sonet hing | onger. She was becom ng anxi ous
about what

woul d happen if Tony didn't turn up, because she didn't
have any noney

|l eft to pay for her drink. And then suddenly she saw him
dressed in a

| oose doubl ebreasted suit and an open-neck creamshirt. He
had st opped

to chat to an el egant young wonan on

the steps. After a couple of mnutes he kissed her on the
cheek, and

made his way over to Sally.

"I amso sorry," he said. "I didn't nean to keep you
wai ting. |
do hope I"'mnot late.™

"No, no you're not. | arrived a few m nutes
early," Sally said, flustered, as he bent down and ki ssed
her hand.

"What did you think of the Summer Exhi bition?" he asked as
t he

wai ter appeared by his side. "Your usual, sir?" he asked.

"Yes, thank you, Mchael," he replied.



"I enjoyed it," said Sally. "But ... ' "But you felt you
coul d
have done just as well yourself,"’

he suggest ed.
"I didn't nean to inply that,"
if he

was teasing. But the expression on his face remai ned
seri ous.

she said, |looking up to see

"I"'msure | will enjoy the Hockney nore," she added as a
gl ass of
chanpagne was pl aced on the table.

"Then I'Il have to cone clean," said Tony.

Sally put down her drink and stared at him not know ng
what he
nmeant .

"There isn't a Hockney exhibition on at the nonment," he
sai d.

"Unl ess you want to fly to dasgow." Sally |ooked puzzl ed.
" But

you said ... ' "l just wanted an excuse to see you again."
Sally felt

bemused and fl attered, and was uncertain how to respond.

“I'"'l'l leave the choice to you," he said. "W coul d have
di nner
together, or you could sinply take the train back to

Sevenoaks. "

" How
did you know I live in Sevenoaks?"

"I't was inscribed in big bold
| etters on the side of your canvas folder,"
a smile.

said Tony with

Sally laughed. "I'Il settle for dinner,’
pai d for
the drinks, then guided Sally out of the hotel and a few

she said. Tony



yards down the
road to a restaurant on the corner of Arlington Street.

This tine Sally did try a glass of chanpagne, and al |l owed
Tony to

select for her fromthe nenu. He could not have been nore
attentive,

and seened to know so nuch about so many things, even if
she didn't

manage to find out exactly what he did.

After Tony had called for the bill, he asked her if she
woul d |i ke
to have coffee at 'ny place'.

“I"'mafraid | can't," she said, |ooking at her watch. "I'd
m ss

the last train hone."

"Then I'Il drive you to the station. W woul dn't

want you to miss the last train home, would we?" he said,
scrawl i ng his
signature across the bill.

This tinme she knew he was teasing her, and she bl ushed.

When Tony dropped her off at Chafing Cross he asked, "When
can |
see you agai n?"

"I have an appointnment with M. Bouchier at .30 ... '

A" ... next Monday norning, if | renmenber correctly. So
why don't we

have a cel ebration |lunch together after he's signed you
up? 11l cone

to the gallery at about 2.30. Goodbye." He | eaned over and
ki ssed her

gently on the I|ips.

Sitting in a cold, snelly carriage on the |ast train back
to

Sevenoaks, Sally couldn't help wondering what coffee at
Tony's pl ace

m ght have been |ike.



Sally wal ked into the gallery a few m nutes before x.30

t he

foll owi ng Monday to find Sinon Bouchier kneeling on the
carpet, head

down, studying sone paintings. They weren't hers, and she
hoped he

felt the sanme way about them as she did.

Si non | ooked up. "Good norning, Sally. Dreadful, aren't
t hey?

You have to | ook through an awful | ot of rubbish before

you comne
across soneone who shows any real talent.” He rose to his
feet. "M nd

you, Natasha Krasnosel yodki na does have one advantage over
you.'

"What's that?" asked Sally.
"She would draw the crowds for any opening."
n W]y?ll

"Because she

clains to be a Russian countess. H nts she's a direct
descendant of

the last tsar. Frankly, | think the Pearly Queen is about
t he nearest

she's been to royalty, but still, she's the
t he nonent - a

sort of

"M nah Bird" of the nineties. Wat did Andy Warhol say -
"In

in" face at

the future, everyone wll be fanous for fifteen mnutes."”
By t hat

standard, Natasha | ooks good for about thirty. |I see this
nor ni ng' s

tabl oids are even hinting she's the new love in Prince
Andrew s life.

My bet is they've never nmet. But if he were to turn up at
t he openi ng,

we'd be packed out, that's for sure. W wouldn't sell a
pi cture, of



course, but we'd be packed out."

"Why woul dn't you sell anything?
asked Sally.

"Because the public are not that stupid when it cones to
buyi ng

paintings. A picture is a |large investnent for nost
peopl e, and they

want to believe that they have a good eye, and that

t hey' ve i nvested

w sely. Natasha's pictures won't satisfy themon either
count. Wth

you, though, Sally, |'mbeginning to feel they m ght be
convi nced on

both. But first, let ne see the rest of your portfolio."
Sal ly

unzi pped her bulging folder, and laid out twenty-one

pai ntings on the

car pet .

Si non dropped to his knees, and didn't speak again for
some tine.

When he eventually did offer an opinion, it was only to
repeat the

single word

"Consi stent."

"But 1'll need even nore, and of the sane

quality,"” he said after he had risen to his feet. "Another
dozen

canvases at |east, and by October." | want you to
concentrate on

interiors - you're good at interiors. And they'll have to
be better

than good if you expect ne to invest ny tine, expertise,
and a great

deal of noney in you, young |lady. Do you think you can
manage anot her

dozen pictures by Cctober, M ss Sunmers?”

"Yes, of course,"” said Sally,
giving little thought to the fact that October was only
five nonths



away.

"That's good, because if you deliver, and | only say if,
"1l risk

t he expense of |aunching you on an unsuspecting public
this autum." He

wal ked into his office, flicked through his diary and
said, "Cctober

t he seventeenth, to be precise.’

Sally was speechl ess.

"I don't suppose you could nmanage an affair with Prince
Charl es

| asting, say, fromthe end of Septenber to the begi nning
of Novenber?

That woul d knock the Russian Countess fromthe MIle End
Road off the

front pages and guarantee us a full house on opening

ni ght . "

"1 m

afraid not,’
produce
anot her dozen canvases by then."

said Sally, 'especially if you expect ne to

"Pity," said Sinon, 'because if we can

attract the punters to the opening, |I'mconfident they'll

want to buy

your work. The problemis always getting themto cone for

an unknown.'

He suddenly | ooked over Sally's shoul der and said, "Hello,
Tony. |

wasn't expecting to see you today."

"Perhaps that's because you're not
seeing ne," Tony replied.

"I"ve just conme to whisk Sally off to what | was rather
hopi ng

m ght be a celebratory lunch.” '"The Sumrers Exhibition","
Si non sai d,

grinning at his little play on words,
June at the

Royal Acadeny, but in Cctober at the Bouchier Gllery.

will open not in



Oct ober the

seventeenth is to be Sally's day of reckoning."”
"Congratul ations,"” said
Tony, turning to Sally. "I'll bring all ny friends."

"I monly

Interested in the rich ones," said Sinobn, as soneone el se
entered the

Gl l ery.

"Nat asha,” said Sinon, turning to face a slim dark-haired
woman.

Sally's first reaction was that she should have been an
artists' nodel,

not an artist.

"Thanks for com ng back so quickly, Natasha. Have a nice
| unch, you two," he added, smling at Tony,
who couldn't take his eyes off th new arrival.

Nat asha didn't notice, as her only interest seenmed to be
i n

Sally's pictures. She was unable to conceal her envy as
Tony and Sally

wal ked out of the gallery.

"Wasn't she stunning?" said Sally.

"Was she?" said Tony. "I didn't notice."

"I wouldn't blanme Prince
Andrew i f he was having an affair with her."

"Damm, " said Tony pl acing

a hand in his inside pocket. "I forgot to give Sinon a
cheque |
prom sed him Don't nove, |'ll be back in a mnute." Tony

sprinted off

in the direction of the gallery, and Sally waited on the
corner for

what seened |like an awfully long m nute before he
reappear ed back on

the street.



"Sorry. Sinmon was on the phone,"” Tony expl ained. He took
Sally's

armand | ed her across the road to a small Italian
restaurant, where

once again he seened to have his own table.

He ordered a bottle of chanpagne, "To cel ebrate your great
triunph.” As Sally raised her glass in response, she
realised for the

first time just how nmuch work she would have to do before
Oct ober if

she was going to keep her prom se to Sinon.

When Tony poured her a second glass, Sally smled. "It's
been a

menor abl e day. | ought to phone ny parents and |l et them
know, but |

don't think they'd believe ne.
been filled and

When a third gl ass had

Sally still hadn't finished her salad, Tony took her hand,
| eaned
across and kissed it. "lI've never nmet anyone as beauti ful

as you," he

said. "And certainly no one as talented.” Sally quickly
took a qulp of

t he chanpagne, to hide her enbarrassnment. She still wasn't
sure

whet her to believe him but a glass of white w ne,

foll owed by two

gl asses of red, helped to convince her that she shoul d.

After Tony had signed the bill, he asked her again if she
woul d

like to cone back to his place for coffee. Sally had

al ready deci ded

that she wasn't going to be able to do any work that day,
so she nodded

her agreenent. In any case, she felt she had earned an
afternoon of f.

In the taxi on the way to Chel sea, she rested her head on
Tony's
shoul der, and he began to kiss her gently.



When they arrived at his town house in Bywater Street, he
hel ped

her out of the taxi, up the steps and through the front
door. He | ed

her along a dimy lit corridor and into the drawi ng room
She curl ed

up in a corner of the sofa, as Tony di sappeared into

anot her room

Most of the furniture, and the pictures that covered every
i nch of the

wal l's, were'a blur to her. Tony returned a nonent |ater,
carrying

anot her bottle of chanpagne and two gl asses. Sally didn't
noti ce that

he was no | onger wearing his jacket, tie or shoes.

He poured her a drink, which she sipped as he sat down
next to her

on the sofa. H's armslipped round her shoul der and he
drew her cl ose

to him Wen he kissed her again, she felt alittle silly
dangl i ng an

enpty glass in md-air. He took it fromher and placed it
on a side

table, then held her in his arns and began to kiss her
nor e

passi onately. As she fell back, his hand slipped onto the
I nsi de of

her thigh, and began noving slowly up her |eg.

Every tinme Sally was about to stop himgoing any further,
Tony

seened to know exactly what to do next. She had al ways
felt in control

in the past whenever an over-enthusiastic art student had
started to go

alittle too far in the back row of a cinema, but she had
never

experi enced anyone as subtle as Tony. Wien her dress fell
of f her

shoul ders, she hadn't even noticed that he had undone the
twelve little

butt ons down the back.



They broke away for a second. Sally felt she ought to make
a nove

to go, before it was too late. Tony smled, and undid the
buttons of his own shirt before taking her back

in his arnms. She felt the warnth of his chest, and he was
so gentle

that she did not conplain when she realised that the clasp
of her bra

had conme | oose. She sank back, enjoying every second,
knowi ng t hat

until that nonent she had never experienced what it was
like to be

properly seduced.

Tony finally lay back and said, "Yes, it has been a
menor abl e day.

But | don't think I'Il phone ny parents to | et them know. "
He | aughed,

and Sally felt slightly ashamed. Tony was only the fourth
man who had

made | ove to her, and she had known the other three for
nont hs

bef orehand - in one case, years.

For the next hour they tal ked about many things, but all
Sal ly

really wanted to know was how Tony felt about her. He gave
her no

cl ue.

Then, once again, he took her in his arns, but this tine
he pul | ed

her onto the floor and nade | ove to her with such passion
t hat

afterwards Sally wondered if she had ever nade |ove

bef ore.

She was just in tinme to catch the last train hone, but she
couldn't help wi shing she had mssed it.

Over the next few nonths Sally devoted herself to getting
her



| atest i deas onto canvas. \Wen each new pai nting was
finished, she

woul d take it up to London for Sinon to comment on. The
smle on his

face becane broader and broader with each new picture he
saw, and the

word he kept repeating now was

"Original." Sally would tell him about

her ideas for the next one, and he would bring her up to
date with his

pl ans for the opening in Qctober.

Tony woul d often neet her for |unch, and afterwards they
woul d go

back to his house, where they would nake | ove until it was
time for her

to catch the last train home.

Sally often wi shed she could spend nore tine with Tony.
But she

was al ways consci ous of the deadline set by Sinon, who
war ned her that

the printers were already proof-reading the catal ogue, and
that the

invitations for the opening were waiting to be sent out.
Tony seened

al nrost as busy as she was, and lately he hadn't always
been able to fit

in with her expeditions to London. Sally had taken to
stayi ng

overni ght, and catching an early train hone the foll ow ng
nor ni ng.

Tony occasionally hinted that she m ght consider noving in
with him

When she thought about it - and she often did - she
reflected that his

attic could easily be converted into a studio. But she
deci ded t hat

bef ore such a nove coul d even be contenpl ated, the
exhibition had to be

a success. Then, if the hint becane an offer, she would
have her

answer ready.



Just two days before the exhibition was due to open, Sally
conpl eted her final canvas and handed it over to Sinon. As
she pul | ed

it out of the canvas folder he threw his arns in the air,
and shout ed,

"Hal l el ujah! It's your best yet. As long as we're sensible
about our

prices, | think that, wth a touch of |uck, we should sel
at | east

hal f of your pictures before the exhibition closes.”

"Only half ?" said
Sally, unable to hide her disappointnent.

"That wouldn't be at all bad for your first attenpt, young
| ady, '

said Sinon. "I only sold one Leslie Anne lvory at her
first

exhi bition, and now she sells everything in the first
week." Sally

still | ooked crestfallen, and Sinon realised he had

per haps been a

little tactl ess.

"Don'"t worry. Any unsold ones will be put into stock, and
they' ||

be snapped up the noment you start getting good reviews.
Sal ly

continued to pout.

"How do you feel about the frames and nounts?" Sinon
asked, trying
to change the subject.

Sally studied the deep golden franmes and |ight-grey
nmount s.

The smle returned to her face.

"They're good, aren't they?" said

Sinmon. "They bring out the colour in the canvases
wonderfully." Sally

nodded her agreenent, but was now beginning to worry about
how nmuch

t hey nust have cost, and whether she woul d ever be given a



second
exhibition if the first one wasn't a success.

"By the way," Sinon said, "I have a friend at the P. A
called M ke
Sailis who ... ' "P.A ?" said Sally.

"Press Association. Mke's a photographer - always on the
| ookout

for a good story. He says he'll conme round and take a

pi cture of you

standi ng next to one of the pictures. Then he'll hawk the
phot o ar ound

Fleet Street, and we'll just have to cross our fingers,
and pray that

Nat asha has taken the day off. | don't want to get your

hopes up, but

sonmeone just mght bite. Qur only line at present is that
It's your

first exhibition since leaving the Slade. Hardly a
front - page spl ash.’

Si non paused, as once again Sally | ooked di scouraged.
"lIt's not too

| ate for you to have a fling with Prince Charles, you
know. That woul d

solve all our problens.” Sally smled. "I don't think Tony
woul d 1i ke

that." Sinon deci ded agai nst nmeki ng another tactl ess
remar k.

Sally spent that evening with Tony at his hone in Chel sea.

He seemed a little distracted, but she blaned hersel f -
she was

unabl e to hide her disappointnent at Sinon's estinate of
how few of her

pictures mght be sold. After they had nade | ove, Sally
tried to raise

the topic of what woul d happen to them once the exhibition
was over

but Tony deftly changed the subject back to how nuch he
was | ooki ng

forward to the opening.



That night Sally went hone on the last train from Chari ng
Cr oss.

The follow ng norning she woke up with a terrible feeling
of

anti-climax. Her roomwas bereft of canvases, and all she
could do now

was wait. Her nood wasn't hel ped by the fact that Tony had
told her he

woul d be out of London on business until the day of her
openi ng. She

lay in the bath thinking about him

"But 1'Il be your first custonmer on the night," he had
prom sed.

"Don't forget, | still want to buy

"The Sl eeping Cat that Never

Moved"." The phone was ringi ng, but sonmeone answered it
before Sally

coul d get out of the bath.

"It's for you," shouted her nother fromthe bottom of the
stairs.

Sally wrapped a towel around her and grabbed the phone,
hoping it
woul d be Tony.

"H, Sally, it's Sinon. |I've got sone good news. M ke
Sailis has

just called fromthe P.A He's comng round to the gallery
at m dday

tonorrow. Al the pictures should be franed by then, and
he'll be the

first person fromthe press to see them They all want to
be first.

["mtrying to think up sone wheeze to convince himthat
it's an

exclusive. By the way, the catal ogues have arrived, and

t hey | ook
fantastic.
t 0 suggest
that she stay overnight with him so that they could go to

Sal |y thanked him and was about to ring Tony



the gallery

together the foll ow ng day, when she renenbered that he
was out of

town. She spent the day paci ng anxi ously around the house,
occasionally talking to her nost conpliant nodel, the

sl eepi ng cat that

never noved.

The following norning Sally caught an early comruter train
from

Sevenoaks, so she could spend a little tinme checking the
pi ctures

agai nst their catal ogue entries. Wien she wal ked into the
gal l ery, her

eyes lit up: half a dozen of the paintings had already
been hung, and

she actually felt, for the first tinme, that they really
weren't bad.

She glanced in the direction of the office, and saw t hat
Si non was

occupi ed on the phone. He sm|ed and waved to indicate

t hat he woul d

be with her in a nonent.

She had another | ook at the pictures, and then spotted a
copy

of the catal ogue |lying on the table.

The cover read

"The Sumrers Exhibition', above a picture of an interior

| ooki ng from her parents' drawi ng roomthrough an open

w ndow and out

onto a garden overgrown with weeds. A black cat |ay asleep
on the

wi ndowsi | I, ignoring the rain.

Sal |y opened the catal ogue and read the introduction on
the first

page.

Soneti nes judges feel it necessary to say: It's been hard
to pick

this year's wnner. But fromthe nonent one set eyes on
Sally Summers'’

wor k, the task was made easy. Real talent is obvious for



all to see,

and Sally has achieved the rare feat of w nning both the
Sl ade' s nmj or

prizes, for oils and for drawing, in the sanme year. | nuch
| ook

forward to watching her career devel op over the com ng
years.

It was an extract from Sir Roger de Gey's speech when he
had

presented Sally with the Mary Ri schgitz and the Henry
Tonks Prizes at

the Sl ade two years before.

Sally turned the pages, seeing her works reproduced in

col our for

the first tine. Sinon's attention to detail and | ayout was
evi dent on

every page.

She | ooked back towards the office, and saw that Si nobn was
still

on the phone. She decided to go downstairs and check on
the rest of

her pictures, now that they had all been franed. The | ower
gal l ery was

a mass of colour, and the newy franed paintings were so
skilfully hung

that even Sally saw themin a new |ight.

Once she had circled the room Sally suppressed a sm | e of
satisfaction before turning to make her way back upstairs.
As she

passed a table in the centre of the gallery, she noticed a
folder with

the initials

"N.K." printed on it. She idly lifted the cover, to

di scover a pile of undistinguished watercol ours.

As she | eafed through her rival's never-to-be-exhibited
efforts,

Sally had to admt that the nude self-portraits didn't do
Nat asha

justice. She was just about to close the folder and join



Si non
upstairs when she cane to a sudden halt.

Al though it was clunsily executed, there was no doubt who
t he man
was that the half-clad Natasha was clinging on to.

Sally felt sick. She slamed the folder shut, wal ked
gui ckly

across the roomand back up the stairs to the ground
floor. In the

corner of the large gallery Sinon was chatting to a nman
who had severa

caneras slung over his shoul der.

"Sally,"
But
Sally ignored them both, and started running towards the
open door,

tears floodi ng down her cheeks. She turned right into St
Janes' s,

determned to get as far away fromthe gallery as
possi bl e. But then

she cane to an abrupt halt. Tony and Nat asha were wal ki ng
t owar ds her,

armin arm

he said, comng towards her, 'this is Mke ...

Sally stepped off the pavenent and began to cross the
road, hoping
to reach the other side before they spotted her.

The screech of tyres and the sudden swerve of the van cane
just a

nonment too |ate, and she was thrown headl ong into the

m ddl e of the

r oad.

When Sally cane to, she felt awful. She blinked her eyes,
and

t hought she coul d hear voices. She blinked again, but it
was severa

nmonments before she was able to focus on anyt hi ng.

She was lying in a bed, but it was not her own. Her right



| eg was

covered in plaster, and was raised high in the air,
suspended from a

pul l ey. Her other |eg was under the sheet, and it felt all
right. She

wi ggl ed the toes of her left foot: yes, they were fine.

Then she began to try to nove her arnms. A nurse cane up to
t he
si de of the bed.

"Wel come back to the world, Sally."”

"How | ong have | been |ike

t hi s?" she asked.

"A coupl e of days," said the

nurse, checking Sally's pulse. "But you' re naking a

remar kabl y qui ck

recovery. Before you ask, it's only a broken leg, and the
bl ack eyes

wi |l have gone |ong before we | et you out. By the way,"
she added, as
she noved on to the next patient, "I |loved that picture of

you in the
nor ni ng papers.

And what about those flattering remarks your friend nmade?
So

what's it like to be fanous?" Sally wanted to ask what she
was tal ki ng

about, but the nurse was already taking the pul se of the
person in the

next bed.

"Conme back," Sally wanted to say, but a second nurse had
appear ed

by her bedside with a nug of orange juice, which she
thrust into her

hand.

"Let's get you started on this,"
and

tried to suck the liquid through a bent plastic straw.

she said. Sally obeyed,



"You' ve got a visitor," the nurse told her once she'd
enptied the

contents of the nug. "He's been waiting for sonme tinme. Do
you t hi nk

you're up to seeing hinf"

"Sure," said Sally, not particularly wanting
to face Tony, but desperate to find out what had happened.

She | ooked towards the swing doors at the end of the ward,
but had

to wait for sonme tine before Sinon canme bouncing through
them He

wal ked straight up to her bed, clutching what m ght just
about have

been descri bed as a bunch of flowers. He gave her pl aster
cast a bhig

Ki ss.

"' mso sorry, Sinon," Sally said, before he had even said
hel | o.

"I know just how nuch troubl e and expense you' ve been to

on ny
behal f. And now |'ve |l et you down so badly."

"You certainly have,'

said Sinon. "It's always a | et-down when you sel
everything off the

wall's on the first night. Then you haven't got anything
| eft for your

ol d custoners, and they start grunbling." Sally's nouth
opened wi de.

"Mnd you, it was a rather good photo of Natasha, even if
It was
an awful one of you."

"What are you tal king about, Sinon?"

"Mke Sallis

got his exclusive, and you got your break," he said,
patting her

suspended | eg. "Wien Natasha bent over your body in the



street, M ke

began clicking away for dear life. And | couldn't have
scripted her

guotes better nyself: "The nobst outstanding young arti st
of our

generation. If the world were to | ose such a tal ent
Sally | aughed

at Sinon's wicked imtation of Natasha's Russi an accent.

"You hit nost of the next norning' s front pages,” he
conti nued.

A""Brush with Death” in the Mail; "Still Life in St
Janes's" in the

Express. And you even managed

"Splat!" in the Sun. The punters

flocked into the gallery that eveni ng. Natasha was weari ng
a bl ack

see-t hrough dress and proceeded to give the press
soundbite after

soundbi te about your genius. Not that it made any

di fference. W'd

al ready sold every canvas | ong before their second
editions hit the

street. But, nore inportant, the serious critics in the
br oadsheet s

are already acknow edgi ng that you m ght actually have
some talent.'

Sally smled. "I may have failed to have an affair with
Prince

Charles, but at least it seens | got sonething right."

"Well, not
exactly," said Sinon.

"What do you nean?" asked Sally, suddenly anxious. "You
said all
t he pictures have been sold."

“"True, but if you' d arranged to have the

accident a few days earlier, | could have jacked up the
prices by at

| east fifty per cent.



Still, there's always next tine."

"Did Tony buy
"The Sl eepi ng Cat
t hat Never Moved" ?" Sally asked quietly.

"No, he was |ate as usual, I'mafraid. It was snapped up
In the

first half hour, by a serious collector. Wiich rem nds
nme," Sinon

added, as Sally's parents cane through the swi ng doors
into the ward,

"'l need another forty canvases if we're going to hold
your second

show in the spring. So you'd better get back to work right
away. '

"But look at ne, you silly man," Sally said, |aughing.
"How do

you expect ne to -' "Don't be so feeble," said Sinon,
t appi ng her

pl aster cast. "It's your leg that's out of action, not
your arm'’

Sally grinned and | ooked up to see her parents standing at
the end of
t he bed.

"I's this Tony?" her nother asked.

"Good heavens no, Mdther," |aughed Sally. "This is Sinon.
He's far nore inportant. Mnd you," she confessed, "I nade
t he

same mstake the first time | met him'

TI MEO DANAGCS.

ARNOLD BACON WOULD HAVE MADE A FORTUNE i f he hadn't taken
hi s

father's advi ce.

Arnol d's occupation, as described in his passport, was
' banker' .



For those of you who are pedantic about such matters, he
was the

branch manager of Barclays Bank in St Al bans,
Hertfordshire, which in

banking circles is about the equival ent of being a captain
in the Royal

Arny Pay Cor ps.

H s passport also stated that he was born in 2937, was
five feet

nine inches tall, with sandy hair and no di stingui shing
mar ks al t hough

in fact he had several |lines on his forehead, which served
only to

prove that he frowned a great deal

He was a nenber of the |ocal Rotary Cub (Hon. Treasurer),
t he

Conservative Party (Branch Vice-Chairman), and was a past
Secretary of

the St Al bans Festival. He had al so played rugby for the
Ad d Al bani ans

2nd XV in the 960os and cricket for St Albans C.C. in the
t970s. Hi s

only exercise for the past two decades, however, had been
t he

occasi onal round of golf with his opposite nunber fromthe
Nat i onal

Westm nster. Arnold did not boast a handi cap.

Duri ng these excursions round the golf course Arnold would
of ten

br owbeat his opponent with his conviction that he shoul d
never have

been a banker in the first place. After years of handing
out loans to

custoners who wanted to start up their own busi nesses, he
had becone

pai nfully aware that he hinself was ..

really one of nature's born entrepreneurs. If only he
hadn' t

|istened to his father's advice and followed himinto the
bank, heaven

knows what hei ghts he m ght have reached by now.



H s col | eague nodded wearily, then holed a seven-foot
putt,
ensuring that the drinks would not be on him

"How s Deirdre?" he asked as the two nen stroll ed towards
t he
cl ubhouse.

"Wants to buy a new di nner service," said Arnold, which
slightly

puzzl ed his conpanion. "Not that | can see what's wong
with our old

Coronation set." Wen they reached the bar, Arnold checked
hi s watch

before ordering half a pint of |lager for hinself and a gin
and tonic

for the victor, as Deirdre wouldn't be expecting hi mback
for at | east

an hour. He stopped pontificating only when anot her nenber
began

telling themthe | atest runmours about the club captain's
wi fe.

Dei rdre Bacon, Arnold's long-suffering wife, had cone to
accept

t hat her husband was now too set in his ways for her to
hope for any

| nprovenent. Al though she had her own opi ni ons on what
woul d have

happened to Arnold if he hadn't followed his father's

advi ce, she no

| onger voiced them At the tinme of their engagenent she
had consi dered

Arnol d Bacon 'quite a catch'. But as the years passed, she
had becone

nore realistic about her expectations, and after two
children, one of

each sex, she had settled into the |life of a housew fe and
not her - not

that anything el se had ever been seriously contenpl at ed.

The children had now grown up, Justin to becone a
solidtor's clerk



In Chelnsford, and Virginia to marry a |l ocal boy whom
Arnol d descri bed

as an official with British Rail. Deirdre, nore
accurately, told her

friends at the hairdresser's that Keith was a train
driver.

For the first ten years of their marriage, the Bacons had
hol i dayed i n Bournenout h, because Arnold's parents had

al ways done so.

They only graduated to the Costa del Sol after Arnold read
in the Daily

Tel egraph's

"Sun Suppl enent’' that that was where nost bank managers
were to be found during the nonth of August.

For many years Arnold had prom sed his wife that they
woul d do

A"somet hing special' when it cane to celebrating their
twentyfifth

weddi ng anni versary, though he had never actually
commtted hinmself to

defining what 'special' neant.

It was only when he read in the bank's quarterly staff
magazi ne

t hat Andrew Buxton, the Chairman of Barclays, would be
spendi ng his

sumrer sailing around the Greek islands on a private yacht
that Arnold

began witing off to nunerous crui se conpanies and travel
agent s,

requesting copies of their brochures. After having studied
hundr eds of

gl ossy pages, he settled on a seven-day crui se aboard the
Princess

Corina, starting out fromPiraeus to sail around the G eek
I sl ands,

endi ng up at Mykonos. Deirdre's bnly contribution to the
di scussi on

was that she would rather go back to the Costa del Sol,
and spend the

noney they saved on a new di nner service. She was
del i ght ed, however,



to read in one of the brochures that the G eeks were
fanous for their
pottery.

By the tinme they boarded the coach to Heathrow, Arnold's
j uni or

staff, fellow nmenbers of the Rotary O ub, and even a few
of his nore

sel ect custoners were beconing tired of being rem nded of
how Ar nol d

woul d be spending his summer break.

"l shall be sailing around the Geek islands on a liner,"
he woul d

tell them "Not unlike the bank's Chairman, Andrew Buxton,
you know. '

| f anyone asked Deirdre what she and Arnold were doing for
their

hol i days, she said that they were going on a seven-day
package tour,

and that the one thing she hoped to come honme with was a
new di nner

servi ce.

The ol d

"Coronation' service that had been given to them by
Deirdre's parents as a wedding gift sone twenty-five years
bef ore was

now sadly depl eted. Several of the plates were chipped or
br oken,

while the pattern of crowns and sceptres on the pieces
that were still

servi ceabl e had al nost faded away.

"I can't see what's wong with it nyself,"” said Arnold
when his

w fe raised the subject once nore as they waited in the
departure

| ounge at Heathrow. Deirdre nade no effort to list its
def ects agai n.

Arnol d spent nost of the flight to Athens conpl ai ni ng that
t he
aircraft was full of Geeks. Deirdre didn't feel it was



wort h pointing

out to himthat, if one booked a passage with A ynpic

Ai rways, that was

likely to be the outconme. She al so knew his reply would
be, "But it

saved us twenty-four pounds.” Once they had | anded at

Hel | eni kon

International Airport, the two holidaymakers cli nbed
aboard a bus.

Arnol d doubted whether it would have passed its MOT in St
Al bans, but

neverthel ess it sonehow managed to transport theminto the
centre of

At hens, where Arnold had booked them overnight into a

t wo- star hot el

(two Greek stars). Arnold quickly found the | ocal branch
of Barcl ays

and cashed one of his travellers' cheques, explaining to
his wfe that

there was no point in changing nore, as once they were on
board the

| i ner everything had al ready been paid for.

He was sure that was how entrepreneurs conducted
t hensel ves.

The Bacons rose early the follow ng norning, nainly
because t hey

hadn't been able to get a great deal of sleep. Their
bodi es had

continually rolled to the centre of the | unpy concave
mattress, and

their ears ached after a night resting on the brick-hard
convex

pillows. Even before the sun had risen, Arnold junped out
of bed and

threw open the little w ndow that | ooked out onto a back
yard. He

stretched his arns and decl ared he had never felt better.
Deirdre

didn't conmment, as she was al ready busy packing their

cl ot hes.

Over breakfast - a neal consisting of a croissant, which



Arnol d

felt was too sticky, and which in any case fell apart in
his fingers,

feta cheese, which he didn't care for the snell of, and an
obstinately

enpty cup, because the managenent refused to serve tea a

| ong debate

devel oped between them as to whether they should hire a
taxi or take a

bus to the liner. They both came to the conclusion that a
taxi would

be nore sensible, Deirdre because she didn't want to be
crammed into a

hot bus with a [ ot of sweaty Athenians, and Arnol d because
he wanted to

be seen arriving at the gangplank in a car.

Once Arnold had settled their bill - having checked the
little row

of figures presented to himthree tinmes before he was
willing to part

wi th another travellers' cheque - he hailed a taxi and
I nstructed the

driver to take themto the quayside. The | onger than
expect ed j our ney,

In an ancient car wwth no air conditioning, did not put
Arnold into a

good hunour.

Wen he first set eyes on the Princess Corina, Arnold was
unabl e

to mask his disappointnent. The ship was neither as |arge
nor as

nodern as it had appeared in the glossy brochure. He had a
feeling his

Chai rman woul d not be experiencing the sanme problem

M. and Ms. Bacon ascended the gangpl ank and were
escorted to their

cabin, which to Arnold' s dismay consisted of two bunks, a
washbasin, a

shower and a porthole, w thout even enough room between

t he bunks for

both of themto be able to undress at the sane tine.



Arnol d poi nt ed

out to his wife that this particular cabin had certainly
not been

illustrated in the brochure, even if it had been descri bed
on the

tariff by the encom um

"De Luxe'.

The brochure nust have been put together by an out-of -work
estate
agent, he concl uded.

Arnold set out to take a turn around the deck - not a
particularly

| engt hy excursion. On the way he bunped into a solicitor
from Chester

who had been innocently strolling with his wife in the
opposite

direction. After Arnold had established that Ml col m
Jackson was a

senior partner in his firm and his wife Joan was a
magi strate, he

suggested they should join up for |unch.

Once they had selected their neal fromthe buffet, Arnold
| ost no

time in telling his newfound friends that he was a born
ent r epr eneur,

expl aining, for exanple, the i medi ate changes he woul d
make to inprove

efficiency on the Princess Corina had he been the chairnman
of this

particul ar shipping line. (The list, I

fear, turned out to be far too long to include in a short
story.)

The solicitor, who had not had to suffer any of Arnold's
opi ni ons

before, seened quite content to listen, while Deirdre
chatted away to

Joan about how she was hoping to find a new di nner service
on one of

the islands. "The G eeks are fanobus for their pottery, you
know, " she

kept sayi ng.



The conversation didn't vary a great deal when the two
coupl es
reuni ted over dinner that evening.

Al t hough the Bacons were tired after their first day on
boar d,

neither of themslept for nore than a few nonents that
ni ght .

But Arnold was unwilling to admt, as they bobbed across
t he

Aegean in their little cabin, that given the choice he
woul d have

preferred the two-star hotel (two Greek stars), with its
| umpy mattress

and brick-hard pillows, to the bunks on which they were
now bei ng

tossed fromside to side.

After two days at sea the ship docked at Rhodes, and by

t hen even

Arnol d had stopped describing it as a 'liner'. Mst of the
passengers

piled off down the gangway, only too delighted to have the
chance of

spendi ng a few hours on | and.

Arnol d and Mal col m beat a path to the nearest Barcl ays
Bank to

cash a travellers' cheque each, while Deirdre and Joan set
off in the

opposite direction in search of a dinner service. At the
bank, Arnold

I mredi ately informed the manager who he was, ensuring that
bot h he and

Mal col mreceived a tiny inprovenent on the advertised rate
of exchange.

Arnold smled as they stepped out of the bank, and onto
t he hot,

dusty, cobbled street. "I should have gone into futures
tradi ng, you

know," he told Mal colmas they sauntered off down the



hill. "1 would

have made a fortune." Deirdre's quest for a dinner service
didn't turn

out to be quite so straightforward. The shops were

nunmer ous and vari ed

in quality, and she quickly discovered that Rhodes boasted
a great many

potters. It was therefore necessary for her to establish
whi ch of them

was the nost highly regarded by the locals, and then find
t he shop that

sold his work. This informati on was gained by talking to
the ol d wonen

dressed in black who could be found sitting silently on

t he street

corners, about one in ten of whom she di scovered, had
some broken

English. Wil e her husband was at the bank saving a few
drachnas,

Deirdre managed to find out all the inside information she
requi r ed.

The four of themnet up at a snall taverna in the centre
of the

town for lunch. Over a plate of souvlakia Arnold tried to
convi nce

Deirdre that as they were visiting five islands in the
course of the

trip, it mght perhaps be wise to wait until their final
port of call,

so they could purchase the dinner service at the | ast
possi bl e nonent.

“"Prices will undoubtedly fall," declared Arnold, 'the
cl oser we
get to Athens." He spoke with the air of a true

ent r epr eneur .

Al t hough Deirdre had al ready seen a thirty-two-piece set
she

|iked, at a price well within their budget, she
reluctantly agreed to

Arnol d's suggestion. Her acqui escence was | argely brought
about by the



fact that it was her husband who was in possession of all
t he
travell ers' cheques.

By the tinme the ship had docked at Heraklion on Crete,
Arnol d had

vetted all the British nationals on board, and had

permtted a Maj or

(Territorial Reserve) and his spouse to join their table

for lunch but only after discovering that the fell ow held an
account at Barcl ays.

A dinner invitation followed once it had been established
that the

Maj or occasionally played bridge with Arnold' s area
manager .

From t hat nonent Arnold spent many happy hours at the bar
explaining to the Major or to Malcolm- neither of whom
actually

| i stened any | onger - why he should never have taken his
father's

advice and followed himinto the bank, as he was after all
one of

nature's born entrepreneurs.

By the tinme the ship had wei ghed anchor and sailed from
Sanorini,

Dei rdre knew exactly the type of dinner service she

want ed, and how to

establish quickly which potter she should trade wth as
soon as they set foot in a new port. But Arnold continued
to

i nsist that they should wait for the bigger market as they
appr oached

At hens - "Mre conpetition, forces prices down," he
expl ai ned for the

unpteenth tinme. Deirdre knew there was no point in telling
hi m t hat

prices seened to be rising with each knot they covered on
their journey

back towards the G eek capital.

Pros only served as further proof of Deirdre's suspicions



- if

proof were still needed - as the prices there were

noti ceabl y steeper

than they had been on Santorini. As the Princess Corina
st eanmed on

t owards Mykonos, Deirdre felt that although their final
port of call

woul d probably be able to supply her with a satisfactory
di nner

service, it would surely no |longer be at a price they
coul d afford.

Arnol d kept assuring her, with the confidence of a man who
knows

about such things, that all would be well. He even tapped
t he side of

his nose with his forefinger. The Maj or and Ml col m had
reached the

stage of sinply nodding at himto indicate that they were
still awake.

Dei rdre was anong the first down the gangpl ank when they
docked at

Mykonos that Friday norning. She had told her husband that
she woul d

carry out a recce of the pottery shops while he did the
same with the

banks. Joan and the Major's wife were happy to acconpany
Deirdre, as

by now she had becone sonething of an expert on the

subj ect of G eek

pottery.

The three | adies began their search at the north end of

t he town,

and Deirdre was relieved to find that there was a greater
vari ety of

shops in M/konos than there had been on any of the other
i sl ands. She

was al so able to discover, with the help of several

bl ack-cl ad | adi es,

that the town boasted a potter of genuine fanme, whose work
could only

be purchased from one shop, The House of Ptros.



Once Deirdre had |located this establishnent, she spent the
rest of

the norning inspecting all the dinner services they had to
of fer.

After a couple of hours she cane to the concl usion that

t he

"Del phi'

set which was promnently displayed in the centre of the
shop woul d be

a prized possession for any housewife in St Al bans. But as
It was

doubl e the cost of anything she had seen on any of the

ot her i sl ands,

she knew that Arnold would dismss it as being out of
their price

range.

As the three ladies finally left the shop to join their
husbands

for lunch, a good-looking young man in a grubby T-shirt
and torn jeans,

with a couple of days' stubble on his chin, junped out in
front of them

and asked, "You English?" Deirdre stopped and stared into
hi s deep bl ue

eyes for a nonment, but said nothing. Her conpanions

st epped out into

t he cobbl ed road and qui ckened their pace, pretending it
was not them

to whom the stranger had spokeh. Deirdre smled at him as
he stood to

one side, allowing her to continue on her way. Arnold had
war ned her

never to engage in conversation with the natives.

When they reached pc cooclv, the restaurant at which

t hey' d

arranged to neet up for lunch, the three | adies found

t hei r husbands

drinking inported | ager at the bar. Arnold was expl ai ni ng
to the Mjor

and Mal col mwhy he had refused to pay his subscription to
t he



Conservative Party that year. "Not a penny wll | part
with," he

insisted, 'while they can't get their own house in order."
Deirdre

suspected that his unwillingness to pay had rather nore to
do with his

recent defeat when he had stood as Chairman of the | ocal

br anch.

Arnol d passed the next hour offering his views on
everything from

defence cuts to New Age travellers to single-parent
famlies, all of

whi ch he was resolutely against. Wien the bill for |unch
was finally

presented, he spent sone considerable time working out
what each of

t hem had eaten, and therefore how nmuch they shoul d
contribute towards

the total.

Arnold had al ready resigned hinself to the fact that he
woul d have

to allocate part of his afternoon to bargaining on

Dei rdre's behal f,

now that she had finally found the di nner service she had
set her heart on. Everyone el se had agreed to cone al ong
and

wat ch the born entrepreneur at work.

When Arnold entered The House of Ptros, he had to admt
t hat

Deirdre seened to have '| ocated the correct

est abl i shnent'.

He kept repeating this observation, as if to prove that he
had

been right all along to insist that she wait until their
final port of

call before the big decision was taken. He seened
blissfully unaware

of how the price of pottery had increased fromisland to

I sl and, and

Deirdre made no attenpt to enlighten him She sinply



gui ded hi m over

to the

"Del phi' service displayed on a large table in the centre
of the

room and prayed. They all agreed it was quite

magni ficent, but when

Arnold was told the price, he shook his head sadly.

Dei rdre woul d have

protested, but she, like so many of the bank's custoners
over the

years, had seen that | ook on her husband's face before.
She therefore

resigned herself to settling for the

"Pharos' set - excellent, but

unquesti onably second best, and far nore expensive than
conpar abl e sets

had been on any of the other four islands.

The three wi ves began sel ecting the pieces they would |ike
to buy,

whil e their husbands gravely rem nded t hem how nuch they
coul d afford.

The choi ces having been made, Arnold spent a considerable
ti me haggling

with the shopkeeper. He finally nanaged to get a twenty
per cent

di scount on the total. Once the figure had been

est abl i shed, Arnold

was di spatched to find an English bank at which he coul d
change the

necessary travellers' cheques. Wth passports and signed
cheques in

hand, he left the shop to carry out his m ssion.

As he stepped onto the pavenent, the young man who had
appr oached
Deirdre |l eaped into his path and asked, "You English ?"

“Naturally,"

replied Arnold, sidestepping himand marching on briskly
in order to

avoi d any further conversation with such a scruffy

I ndi vi dual . As he

had told the Major over lunch, "Tinmeo Danaos et dona



ferentis." It was
the one sni ppet of Latin he could still recall fromhis
school days.

When he had sel ected a bank, Arnold marched straight into
t he

manager's office and changed everyone's cheques at a
mnutely better

rate than the one displayed on the board in the w ndow.

Pl eased with

his saving of fifty drachmas, he headed back to The House
of Ptros.

He was di spleased to find the young man was stil

|l oitering on the

pavenent outside the shop. Arnold refused to favour the
unshaven

ruffian with even a glance, but he did catch the words,
"You want to

save noney, Englishman?" Arnold stopped in his tracks, as
any born

entrepreeur would, and turned to study nore closely the

| outi sh youth

who had addressed him He was about to continue on his way
when the

young man said, "I know where pottery is everything half
price." Arnold

hesitated once agai n, and | ooked t hrough the shop w ndow
to see his

conpani ons standing around waiting for his return; on the
counter stood

si x large packages, already wapped up and awaiting
payment .

Arnold turned back to take a closer | ook at the
inarticul ate
f orei gner.

"Potter comes fromvillage called Kalafatis," he said.
"Bus

journey only half hour, then everything half price." Wile
Arnol d was

di gesting this piece of information, the young Geek's

hand shot out



hopefully. Arnold extracted a fiftydrachma note fromthe
roll of noney

he had obtained at the bank, willing to speculate with the
profit he

had made on that particular transaction in exchange for
the information

he had just acquired - the act of a true entrepreneur, he
t hought as he

mar ched triunphantly into the shop.

"I have made an inportant discovery,"” he announced, and
beckoned
themall into a corner to inpart his inside infornmation.

Deirdre did not seemat all convinced, until Arnold
suggest ed,

"Per haps we m ght even be able to afford the

"Del phi" set you hankered

after, ny dear. In any case, why pay double, when the
only sacrifice you need to nake is a hal f-hour bus

j ourney.'

Mal col m nodded his agreenent, as if listening to sage
advi ce from

seni or counsel, and even the Mjor, though grunmbling a
little, finally

fell into |ine.

"As we set sail for Athens early this evening," declared

t he

Maj or, 'we ought to take the next bus to Kalafatis."
Arnol d nodded, and

w t hout another word led his little band out of the shop,
not even

gl anci ng towards the packages that were |eft behind on the

counter.

When they stepped out onto the street, Arnold was relieved
to find

that the young man who had given himthe tip-off was no

| onger to be

seen.

They cane to a halt at the bus stop, where Arnold was a
little



di sappoi nted to di scover several passengers fromthe ship
al r eady

standing in the queue, but he persuaded hinself that they
woul d not be

headi ng for the sane destination. They waited in the hot
sun for

another forty mnutes before a bus eventually pulled up.

When Arnold first saw the vehicle, his heart sank. "Just
t hi nk of

how much noney we'll be savi ng,
t he | ooks of

despair on the faces of his conpanions.

he said when he noticed

The journey across the island to the east coast might well
have

taken thirty mnutes had it been in a Range Rover with no
reason to

sl ow down. But as the bus driver picked up everybody he
saw al ong the

way, W thout regard to official stops, they eventually
arrived in

Kal afatis an hour and twenty mnutes |later. Long before

t hey had

cl anbered off the ancient vehicle Deirdre was exhausted,
Joan was

exasperated, and the Major's wife was devel oping a

m gr ai ne.

"Bus goes no further," said the driver as Arnold and his
conpanions filed off. "Leave for return journey to Khéra
one hour.

Last bus of the day." The little band gazed up at the
nar r ow,
wi nding track that led to the potter's workpl ace.

"The journey was worth it for the view al one," gasped
Arnol d, as

he cane to a halt halfway al ong the path and gazed out
over the Aegean.

H s conpani ons didn't even bother to stop and | ook, |et
al one offer an



opinion. It took them another ten m nutes of determ ned
wal ki ng before

they reached their destination, and by then even Arnold
had fallen

silent.

As the six weary tourists finally entered the pottery,
what breath

they had | eft was taken away. They stood nesnerised by
shel f after

shel f of beautiful objects. Arnold felt a warm gl ow of
triunph.

Deirdre i mmedi ately went about her business, and quickly
| ocat ed

t he

"Del phi' dinner service. It |ooked even nore magnificent
t han she

remenber ed, but when she checked a little |label that hung
froma soup

tureen's handl e she was horrified to discover that the
cost was only a

little less than it had been at The House of Ptros.

Deirdre cane to a decision. She turned to face her
husband, who

was toying with a pipe stand, and declared in a clarion
voi ce that al

could hear, "As everything is at half price, Arnold,
presumably | can

go ahead and buy the

"Del phi"?" The other four swung round to see how

the great entrepreneur would react. Arnold seened to
hesitate for a

nonment before he placed the pipe stand back on the shelf
and said, "O

course, ny dear. Isn't that why we cane all this way in
the first

pl ace?" The three wonen i mmedi ately began selecting itens
fromthe

shelves, finally gathering between them one di nner
service, two tea

sets, one coffee set, three vases, five ashtrays, two jugs
and a toast



rack. Arnol d abandoned the pipe stand.

When the bill for Deirdre's purchases was presented to her
husband

he hesitated once again, but he was painfully aware that
all five of

his shipmates were glaring at him He reluctantly cashed
hi s remai ni ng

travellers' cheques, unwilling to bring hinself even to
gl ance at the

di sadvant ageous exchange rate that was di splayed in the
W ndow.

Dei rdre made no coment. Mal col mand the Maj or TELVE RED
HERRI NGS

silently signed away their own travellers' cheques, with
little

appearance of triunph showi ng on either of their faces.

The goods having been paid for, the six tourists energed
fromthe

wor kshop, | aden down with carrier bags. As they began to
retrace their

steps back down the wi nding track, the door of the pottery
was cl osed

behi nd t hem

"We'll have to get a nove on if we're not going to mss

t he | ast

bus, " shouted Arnold as he stepped into the centre of the
pat h,

avoiding a |l arge cream Mercedes that was parked outside
t he wor kshop.

"But what a worthwhil e excursion,'
trundl ed of f down

the track. "You have to admt, | saved you all a fortune."
Dei rdre was

the last to | eave the shop. She paused to rearrange her
numer ous bags,

and was surprised to see a nunber of the pottery's staff
formng a

gueue at a table by the side of the shop.

he added as they

A handsonme young man in a grubby T-shirt and torn jeans
was



presenting each of themin turn with a small brown
envel ope.

Deirdre couldn't take her eyes off the young man. \Were
had she

seen him before? He | ooked up, and for a nonent she stared
i nto those

deep bl ue eyes. And then she renenbered. The young man
shrugged hi s

shoul ders and smiled. Deirdre returned the smle, picked
up her bags

and set off down the path after her conpani ons.

As they clanbered onto the bus, Deirdre was just in tine
to hear

Arnol d declare: "You know, Major, | should never have
taken nmy father's

advice and settled for the |life of a banker. You see, |I'm
one of

nature's born entre ... ' Deirdre smled again as she

| ooked out of the

wi ndow and wat ched t he good-| ooki ng young man speed past
themin his

| arge cream Mer cedes.

He smled and waved to her as the last bus began its slow
j our ney
back to Mykonos.

AN EYE FOR AN EYE

SI R MATTHEW ROBERTS QC CLOSED THE FI LE and placed it on
t he desk

in front of him He was not a happy nan. He was quite
wlling to

defend Mary Banks, but he was not at all confident about
her pl ea of

not guilty.

Sir Matthew | eaned back in his deep | eather chair to
consi der the

case while he awaited the arrival of the instructing
solicitor who had

briefed him and the junior counsel he had selected for



t he case. As

he gazed out over the Mddle Tenple courtyard, he only
hoped he had

made the right decision.

On the face of it, the case of Regina v. Banks was a

si npl e one of

murder; but after what Bruce Banks had subjected his wfe
to during the

el even years of their marriage, Sir Mtthew was confi dent
not only that

he coul d get the charge reduced to mansl aughter, but that
if the jury

was packed with wonen, he m ght even secure an acquittal.
Ther e was,

however, a conplication.

He lit a cigarette and inhal ed deeply, sonething his wfe
had

al ways chided himfor. He | ooked at Victoria's photograph
on the desk

in front of him It rem nded himof his youth: but then,
Victoria

woul d al ways be young - death had ensured that.

Rel uctantly, he forced his mnd back to his client and her
pl ea of

mtigation. He reopened the file. Mary Banks was cl ai m ng

t hat she

couldn't possibly have chopped her husband up wth an axe

and buri ed

hi m under the pigsty, because at the tine of his death she
was not only

a patient in the local hospital, but was

also blind. As Sir Matthew i nhal ed deeply once again,

t here was

a knock on the door.

"Cone in," he bellowed - not because he |iked the sound of
hi s own

voi ce, but because the doors of his chanmbers were so thick
that if he

didn't holier, no one would ever hear him



Sir Matthew s cl erk opened the door and announced M.

Ber nard

Casson and M. Hugh Wtherington. Two very different nen,

t hought Sir

Matt hew as they entered the room but each woul d serve the
pur pose he

had planned for themin this particul ar case.

Bernard Casson was a solicitor of the old school - fornual,
punctilious, and al ways pai nstakingly correct. H's
conservatively

tail ored herringbone suit never seened to change from one
year to the

next; Matthew often wondered if he had purchased half a
dozen such

suits in a dosing-down sale and wore a different one every
day of the

week. He peered up at Casson over his hal f-noon
spectacl es. The

solicitor's thin nustache and neatly parted hair gave him
an

ol d-fashi oned | ook that had fool ed many an opponent into
t hi nki ng he

had a second-class mnd. Sir Matthew regul arly gave thanks
that his

friend was no orator, because if Bernard had been a
barrister, Mtthew

woul d not have relished the prospect of opposing himin
court.

A pace behind Casson stood his junior counsel for this
brief, Hugh

Wtherington. The Lord nust have been feeling particularly
ungener ous

on the day Wtherington entered the world, as He had given
hi m nei t her

| ooks nor brains. If He had bestowed any other talents on
him they

were yet to be reveal ed. After several attenpts

W t heri ngt on had

finally been called to the Bar, but for the nunber of
briefs he was

of fered, he would have had a nore regul ar income had he
signed on for



the dole. Sir Matthew s clerk had rai sed an eyebrow when
t he nanme of

Wt herington had been nooted as junior counsel in the
case, but Sir

Matt hew just smled, and had not offered an expl anation.

Sir Matthew rose, stubbed out his cigarette, and ushered
the two

men towards the vacant chairs on the other side of his
desk.

He waited for both of themto settle before he proceeded.

"Kind of you to attend chanbers, M. Casson," he said,

al t hough

they both knew that the solicitor was doing no nore than
hol ding with

the traditions of the Bar.

"My pleasure, Sir Matthew," replied the elderly solicitor,
bow ng

slightly to show that he still appreciated the old
courtesies.

"I don't think you know Hugh Wtherington, ny junior in
this

case," said Sir Matthew, gesturing towards the

undi st i ngui shed young

barri ster.

Wt herington nervously touched the silk handkerchief in
hi s breast
pocket .

“No, | hadn't had the pleasure of M. Wtherington's
acquai nt ance

until we net in the corridor a few nonents ago," said
Casson. "May |

say how delighted I amthat you have been willing to take
on this case,

Sir Matthew?" Matthew smiled at his friend' s formality. He
knew

Bernard woul d never dreamof calling himby his Christian
name whil e



j uni or counsel was present. "I'monly too happy to be
wor king with you

again, M. Casson. Even if you have presented nme on this
occasion with

sonet hing of a chal |l enge.
over, the

elderly solicitor renoved a brown file fromhis battered
G adst one bag.

The conventional pleasantries

"I have had a further consultation with ny client since |
| ast saw

you," he said as he opened the file, "and | took the
opportunity to

pass on your opinion. But | fear Ms. Banks remains
determ ned to plead

not guilty."”

"So she is still protesting her innocence?"

"Yes, Sir

Matt hew. Ms. Banks enphatically clains that she coul dn't
have

comritted the nurder because she had been blinded by her
husband sone

days before he died, and in any case, at the tine of his
deat h she was

regi stered as a patient at the |ocal hospital."

"The pathol ogist's

report is singularly vague about the tine of AN EYE
FOR AN EYE death," Sir Matthew rem nded his old friend.
"After all

they didn't discover the body for at |east a couple of
weeks. As |

understand it, the police feel the nmurder could have been
comm tted

twenty-four or even forty-eight hours before Ms. Banks
was taken to the

hospital ."

"I have also read their report, Sir Mtthew, " Casson
replied, '"and informed Ms. Banks of its contents. But she
remai ns

adamant that she is innocent, and that the jury will be



per suaded of

it. "Especially with Sir Matthew Roberts as ny defender,"
were the

exact words she used, if | renmenber correctly,"” he added
with a smle.

"l am not seduced, M. Casson," said Sir Matthew, |ighting
anot her

cigarette.

"You did promse Victoria -
| oweri ng

his shield, but only for a nonent.

interjected the solicitor,

"So, | have one | ast chance to convince her," said Sir
Mat t hew,
ignoring his friend s comrent.

"And Ms. Banks has one | ast chance to convince you," said
M.
Casson.

"Touch(," said Sir Matthew, nodding his appreciation of
t he

solicitor's neat riposte as he stubbed out his al nost
unt ouched

cigarette. He felt he was losing this fencing match with
his old

friend, and that the tinme had cone to go on the attack.

He returned to the open file on his desk. "First," he
sai d,

| ooki ng straight at Casson, as if his colleague were in
the w tness

box, 'when the body was dug up, there were traces of your
client's

bl ood on the collar of the dead man's shirt."

"My client accepts that,’

said Casson, calmy checking his own notes. "But ... '
"Second, " said

Sir Matthew before Casson had a chance to reply, 'when the
I nstrunment

t hat had been used to chop up the body, an axe, was found



the foll ow ng
day, a hair from Ms. Banks's head was di scovered | odged
inits handle.’

"W won't be denying that,"

sai d Casson

"We don't have a lot of choice," said Sir Matthew, rising
fromhis

seat and beginning to pace around the room "And third,
when the spade

that was used to dig the victims grave was finally

di scovered, your

client's fingerprints were found all over it."

"We can explain that as
well," said Casson

"But will the jury accept our explanation," asked Sir
Mat t hew, his

voi ce rising, 'when they learn that the nurdered man had a
| ong history

of violence, that your client was regularly seen in the

| ocal village

either bruised, or with a black eye, sonetines bl eeding
fromcuts

around the head - once even nursing a broken arn®"

"She has al ways

stated that those injuries were sustai ned when working on
the farm

where her husband was manager."

"That places a strain on ny credulity

which it's quite unable to withstand,"” said Sir Matthew,
as he finished

circling the roomand returned to his chair. "And we are
not hel ped by

the fact that the only person known to have visited the

farmregularly

was the postnman. Apparently everyone else in the village
refused to

venture beyond the front gate.” He flicked over another

page of his

not es.



"That m ght have nade it easier for soneone to cone in and
Kill
Banks, '

suggested Wt heri ngton.

Sir Matthew was unable to hide his surprise as he | ooked
across at

his junior, having alnost forgotten that he was in the
room

“Interesting point," he said, unwilling to stanp on

W t heri ngt on

while he still had it in his power to play the one trunp
card in this

case.

"The next problem we face,
client

clainms that she went blind after her husband struck her
with a hot

frying pan. Rather convenient, M. Casson, wouldn't you
say?"

he went on, 'is that your

"The scar

can still be seen clearly on the side of ny client's
face," said

Casson. "And the doctor remains convinced that she is

i ndeed blind."'

AN "Doctors are easier to convince

t han prosecuting counsels and worl d-weary judges, M.
Casson," said Sir

Mat t hew, turning another page of his file. "Next, when
sanpl es from

t he body were exam ned - and God knows who was willing to
carry out

that particular task - the quantity of strychnine found in
t he bl ood

woul d have felled a bull elephant.”

"That was only the opinion of the
Crown's pathol ogists,” said M. Casson.

"And one I will find hard to refute in court,” said Sir
Mat t hew,
A" pecause counsel for the prosecution will undoubtedly ask



Ms. Banks to

explain why she purchased four grans of strychnine from an
agricul tural

supplier in Reading shortly before her husband's death. If
| were in

his position, | would repeat that question over and over

again.'

"Possi bly," said Casson, checking his notes, 'but she has
expl ai ned

that they had been having a problemw th rats, which had

been killing

t he chi ckens, and she feared for the other animals on the
farm not to
mention their nine-year-old son."

"Ah, yes, Rupert. But he was away at

boar di ng school at the tinme, was he not?" Sir Matthew
paused. "You

see, M. Casson, ny problemis a sinple one." He cl osed
his file. "I

don't believe her.

Casson rai sed an eyebrow.

“Unli ke her husband, Ms. Banks is a very clever woman.

W t ness

the fact that she has already fool ed several people into
believing this

incredible story. But | can tell you, M. Casson, that she
isn't going
to fool ne."

"But what can we do, Sir Matthew, if Ms. Banks insists
that this is her case, and asks us to defend her
accordi ngl y?" asked

Casson.

Sir Matthew rose again and paced around the roomsilently,
com ng

to a halt in front of the solicitor. "Not a lot, | agree,"”
he sai d,

reverting to a nore conciliatory tone. "But | do wi sh |
coul d convi nce

the dear lady to plead guilty to mansl aughter. W' d be
certain to gain

the synmpathy of any jury, after what she's been put



t hrough. And we

can always rely on sonme wonen's group or other to picket
t he court

t hroughout the hearing. Any judge who passed a harsh
sentence on Mary

Banks woul d be descri bed as chauvinistic and sexual ly

di scrimnatory by

every newspaper |eader witer in the land. |I'd have her
out of prison

in a matter of weeks. No, M. Casson, we nust get her to
change her

pl ea."

"But how can we hope to do that, when she renmains so
adamant
that she is innocent?" asked Casson.

A smle flickered across Sir Matthew s face. "M.
Wt heri ngton and

| have a plan, don't we, Hugh?" he said, turning to
Wtherington for a

second tine.

"Yes, Sir Matthew," replied the young barrister, soundi ng
pl eased

to at last have his opinion sought, even in this

rudi mentary way. As

Sir Matthew volunteered no clue as to the plan, Casson did
not press

t he point.

"So, when do | cone face to face with our client?" asked
Sir

Matthew, turning his attention back to the solicitor.
"Wbul d el even o' cl ock on Monday norni ng be conveni ent ?"

asked
Casson.

"Where is she at the nonent?" asked Sir Matthew, thunbing
t hr ough
his diary.

"Hol | oway," replied Casson.



"Then we wll be at Holl oway at el even on Monday norning,"
said

Sir Matthew. "And to be honest with you, | can't wait to
nmeet Ms. Mary

Banks. That woman nust have real guts, not to nention

I magi nati on.

Mark ny words, M. Casson, she'll prove a worthy opponent

for any
counsel ."™ When Sir Matthew entered the interview ng room
of Hol | oway

Prison and saw Mary Banks for the first tine, he was
nomentarily taken

aback. He knew fromhis file on the case that she was
thirty-seven

but the frail, grey-haired woman who sat with her hands
resting in her |ap | ooked nearer fifty. Only

when he studi ed her fine cheekbones and slimfigure did he
see that she

m ght once have been a beautiful wonman.

Sir Matthew all owed Casson to take the seat opposite her
at a

plain formca table in the centre of an otherw se enpty,
cr eanpai nt ed

brick room There was a snall, barred w ndow hal fway up
the wall that

threw a shaft of light onto their client. Sir Mtthew and
his junior

took their places on either side of the instructing
solicitor. Leading

counsel noisily poured hinself a cup of coffee.

"Good norning, Ms. Banks," said Casson.

"Good norning, M. Casson," she replied, turning slightly
to face

the direction fromwhich the voice had cone. "You have

br ought soneone

with you."

"Yes, Ms. Banks, | am acconpanied by Sir Matthew Roberts
&G,

who w Il be acting as your defence counsel." She gave a



slight bow of

the head as Sir Matthew rose fromhis chair, took a pace
forward and

said, "Good norning, Ms. Banks," then suddenly thrust out
his right

hand.

"Good norning, Sir Matthew, " she replied, w thout noving a
nuscl e,

still looking in Casson's direction. "I'mdelighted that
you will be

representing ne."

"Sir Matthew would |ike to ask you a few questi ons,

Ms. Banks," said Casson, 'so that he can deci de what

m ght be the best

approach in your case. He will assune the role of counsel
for the

prosecution, so that you can get used to what it wll be
| i ke when you

go into the w tness box."

"I understand,” replied Ms. Banks. "I shal

be happy to answer any of Sir Matthew s questions. |'m
sure it won't

prove difficult for sonmeone of his em nence to show that a
frail, blind

wonman woul d be i ncapabl e of chopping up a vicious

si xt een-stone man.'

"Not if that vicious sixteen-stone man was poi soned before
he was

chopped up,"” said Sir Matthew quietly.

"Whi ch woul d be quite an achi evenent for soneone lying in
a

hospital bed five mles fromwhere the crine was
commtted,"” replied

M's. Banks.

"If indeed that was when the crinme was conmtted,"”
responded Sir

Matt hew. "You cl ai myour blindness was caused by a blow to
t he side of

your head."



"Yes, Sir Matthew. My husband picked up the frying pan
fromthe stove while | was cooking breakfast, and struck
me withit. |

ducked, but the edge of the pan caught nme on the left side
of ny face.'

She touched a scar above her left eye that | ooked as if it
woul d remai n

with her for the rest of her life. "And then what
happened?"

"l passed

out and coll apsed onto the kitchen floor. Wien | cane to |
coul d sense

sonmeone else was in the room But ! had no idea who it was
until he

spoke, when | recognised the voice of Jack Penbridge, our
post man. He

carried me to his van and drove ne to the | ocal hospital."

"And it was

while you were in hospital that the police discovered your
husband' s

body?"

"That is correct, Sir Matthew. After | had been in

Par knmead f or

nearly two weeks, | asked the vicar, who had been to visit
me every

day, to try and find out how Bruce was copi ng w thout ne.
" "Did you

not think it surprising that your husband hadn't been to
see you once

during the time you were in hospital ?" asked Sir Matt hew,
who began

slowy pushing his cup of coffee towards the edge of the
tabl e.

"No. | had threatened to | eave hi m on several occasions,
and |
don't think ... ' The cup fell off the table and shattered

noi sily on
the stone floor. Sir Matthew s eyes never left Ms. Banks.



She junped nervously, but did not turn to look in the
direction of
t he broken cup.

“"Are you all right, M. Casson?" she asked.

"My fault,"” said Sir Matthew. "How clunsy of ne." Casson
suppressed a smle. Wtherington renmai ned unnoved.

"Pl ease continue," said Sir

Mat t hew as he bent down and began picking up the pieces of
chi na

scattered across the floor. "You were saying, "I don't
think ... "' "Oh,
yes," said Ms. Banks. "I don't think Bruce woul d have

cared whet her |
returned to the farmor not."

"Quite so," said Sir Matthew after he had

pl aced t he broken pieces on the table. "But can you
explain to ne why

the police found one of your hairs on the handl e of the
axe that was

used to di snenber your husband's body?"

"Yes, Sir Matthew, | can. |

was choppi ng up sone wood for the stove before | prepared
hi s

br eakf ast."

"Then | am bound to ask why there were no fingerprints on
the handl e of the axe, Ms. Banks."

"Because | was wearing gloves, Sir

Matthew. If you had ever worked on a farmin m d-Cctober,
you woul d

know only too well how cold it can be at five in the
norning." This

time Casson did allow hinself to smle

"But what about the blood found on your husband's collar?
Bl ood that was shown by the rown's forensic scientist to

mat ch
your own."



"You wll find ny blood on many things in that house,
shoul d
you care to |l ook closely, Sir Matthew "

"And the spade, the one with

your fingerprints all over it? Had you al so been doing
sone di ggi ng

bef ore breakfast that norning ?"

"No, but | would have had cause to use

It every day the previous week. ' "Il see,"” said Sir

Matt hew. "Let us

now turn our attention to sonething I suspect you didn't
do every day,

nanmely the purchase of strychnine. First, Ms. Banks, why
did you need

such a | arge anount? And second, why did you have to
travel

twenty-seven mles to Reading to purchase it?"

"I shop in Reading every

ot her Thursday," Ms. Banks explained. "There isn't an
agricul tural

supplier any nearer."” Sir Matthew frowned and rose from
his chair. He

began slowy to circle Ms. Banks, while Casson watched
her eyes. They

never noved.

When Sir Matthew was directly behind his client, he
checked his

watch. It was .7. He knew his timng had to be exact,
because he had

beconme unconfortably aware that he was dealing not only
with a clever

woman, but also an extrenely cunning one. Mnd you, he
refl ected,

anyone who had lived for eleven years with such a nan as
Bruce Banks

woul d have had to be cunning sinply to survive.

"You still haven't explained why you needed such a | arge
anount of



strychnine," he said, remaining behind his client.

"We had been losing a |ot of chickens," Ms. Banks
replied, stil

not novi ng her head. "My husband thought it was rats, so
he told ne to

get a large quantity of strychnine to finish themoff.

"Once and for all" were his exact words."

"But as it turned out,

it was he who was finished off, once and for all - and
undoubtedly with

the same poison,"” said Sir Matthew quietly.

"I also feared for Rupert's safety,” said Ms. Banks,
I gnoring her
counsel's sarcasm

"But your son was away at school at the tinme, am! not
correct?

"Yes, you are, Sir Matthew, but he was due back for half
termt hat

weekend. "

"Have you ever used that supplier before?"
"Regularly," said
M's. Banks, as Sir Matthew conpleted his circle and
returned to face her

once again. "I go there at |east once a nonth, as |'msure
t he manager
wll confirm" She turned her head and faced a foot or so

to his right.

Sir Matthew remained silent, resisting the tenptation to

| ook at

his watch. He knew it could only be a matter of seconds. A
few

nonents | ater the door on the far side of the interview
room swung open

and a boy of about nine years of age entered. The three of
t hem

wat ched their client closely as the child wal ked silently



t owar ds her.

Rupert Banks cane to a halt in front of his nother

and smled, but received no response. He waited for a
further ten

seconds, then turned and wal ked back out, exactly as he
had been

Instructed to do. Ms. Banks's eyes remai ned fixed
sonewher e bet ween

Sir Matthew and M. Casson.

The smle on Casson's face was now al nost one of triunph.

"I s there someone else in the roon?" asked Ms. Banks. "I
t hought
| heard the door open."

“"No," said Sir Matthew. "Only M. Casson and |
are in the room" Wtherington still hadn't noved a
nmuscl e.

Sir Matthew began to circle Ms. Banks for what he knew
had to be

the last tinme. He had al nost cone to believe that he m ght
have

m sj udged her. When he was directly behind her once again,
he nodded

to his junior, who remained seated in front of her.

Wt herington renoved the sil k handkerchief from his breast
pocket ,

slowy unfolded it, and laid it out flat on the table in
front of him

M's. Banks showed no reaction. Wtherington stretched out
the fingers

of his right hand, bowed his head slightly, and paused
bef ore pl aci ng

his right hand over his left eye. Wthout warning he

pl ucked the eye

out of its socket and placed it in the mddle of the silk
handker chi ef.

He left it on the table for a full thirty seconds, then
began to
polish it. Sir Matthew conpleted his circle, and observed



beads of

perspiration appearing on Ms. Banks's forehead as he sat
down. When

W therington had finished cl eaning the al nond-shaped gl ass
obj ect, he

slowy raised his head until he was staring directly at
her, then eased

the eye back into its socket. Ms. Banks nonentarily
turned away. She

quickly tried to conpose herself, but it was too |ate.

Sir Matthew rose fromhis chair and smled at his client.
She
returned the sml e.

"I must confess, Ms. Banks, he said, "I would feel nuch
nor e

confident about a plea of guilty to mansl aughter.'

ONE MAN S MEAT ..
COULD ANYONE BE THAT BEAUTI FUL?

| was driving round the Al dwch on ny way to work when
first saw

her. She was wal ki ng up the steps of the Al dwych Theatre.
If 1'd

stared a nonent |[onger | would have driven into the back
of the car in

front of me, but before | could confirmny fleeting

| mpr essi on she had

di sappeared into the throng of theatregoers.

| spotted a parking space on ny |left-hand side and swung
into it

at the | ast possible nonent, w thout indicating, causing
the vehicle

behind ne to |l et out several appreciative blasts. | |eapt
out of ny

car and ran back towards the theatre, realising how
unlikely it was

that 1'd be able to find her in such a me, and that even
if I did, she

was probably neeting a boyfriend or husband who would turn
out to be



about six feet tall and closely to resenble Harrison Ford.

Once | reached the foyer | scanned the chattering crowd. |
slowy

turned 360 degrees, but could see no sign of her. Should I
try to buy

a ticket? I wondered. But she could be seated anywhere -
the stalls,

the dress circle, even the upper circle. Perhaps | should
wal k up and

down the aisles until | spotted her. But | realised |

woul dn' t be

allowed into any part of the theatre unless | could
produce a ticket.

And then | saw her. She was standing in a queue in front
of the

wi ndow mar ked

"Tonight's Performance', and was just one

away from being attended to. There were two ot her
custoners, a

young woman and a m ddl e-aged nman, waiting in |ine behind
her. |

qui ckly joined the queue, by which tine she had reached
the front. |

| eant forward and tried to overhear what she was sayi ng,
but | could

only catch the box office manager's reply: "Not rnuch
chance with the

curtain going up in a few mnutes' tine, nadam" he was
sayi ng. "But

If you leave it with ne, I'lIl see what | can do." She

t hanked hi m and

wal ked off in the direction of the stalls.

My first inpression was confirned. It didn't matter if you
| ooked

fromthe ankles up or fromthe head down - she was
perfection.

| couldn't take ny eyes off her, and | noticed that she
was havi ng

exactly the sane effect on several other nen in the foyer.
| wanted to



tell themall not to bother. Didn't they realise she was
with me? O
rat her, that she would be by the end of the evening.

After she had di sappeared fromview, | craned ny neck to

| ook into

the booth. Her ticket had been placed to one side. |
sighed with

relief as the young woman two pl aces ahead of ne presented
her credit

card and picked up four tickets for the dress circle.

| began to pray that the man in front of nme wasn't | ooking
for a
si ngl e.

"Do you have one ticket for tonight's perfornmance?" he
asked

hopefully, as the three-m nute bell sounded. The man in
t he booth

sm | ed.

| scowmed. Should I knife himin the back, kick himin the
groi n,
or sinply scream abuse at hinf

"Where woul d you prefer to sit, sir? The dress circle or
t he

stall s?"
"Don't say stalls,” | wlled. "Say Crcle ... Grcle ...
Crcle ... ' "Stalls," he said

"I have one on the aisle inrowH " said the man in the
box,

checking the conputer screen in front of him | uttered a
silent cheer

as | realised that the theatre would be trying to sell off
its

remai ning tickets before it bothered with returns handed

i n by nmenbers

of the public. But then, | thought, how would | get around
t hat

probl en?



By the time the man in front of me had bought the ticket
on the

end of rowH, | had ny lines well rehearsed, and just
hoped | woul dn't

need a pronpt.

"Thank goodness. | thought | wasn't going to make it," |
began,

trying to sound out of breath. The man in the ticket booth
| ooked up

at ne, but didn't seemall that inpressed by ny opening
l'i ne.

"It was the traffic. And then | couldn't find a parking
space.

My girlfriend may have given up on ne. Did she by any
chance hand in

nmy ticket for resale?" He | ooked unconvi nced. My di al ogue
obvi ously

wasn't gripping him "Can you describe her?" he asked
suspi ci ousl y.

"Short-cropped dark hair, hazel eyes, wearing a red silk
dress

that ... ' "Ah, yes. | renenber her," he said, alnost

si ghing. He

pi cked up the ticket by his side and handed it to ne.

"Thank you," | said, trying not to show ny relief that he
had cone

in so neatly on cue with the closing line fromny first
scene. As |

hurried off in the direction of the stalls, | grabbed an
envel ope from

a pile on the | edge besi de the booth.

| checked the price of the ticket: twenty pounds. |
extracted two

ten-pound notes fromny wallet, put themin the envel ope,
i cked the

flap and stuck it down.

The girl at the entrance to the stalls checked ny ticket.



"F-s.

Six rows fromthe front, on the right-hand side." | wal ked
slowy

down the aisle until | spotted her. She was sitting next
to an enpty

place in the mddle of the row. As | nade ny way over the
feet of

t hose who were already seated, she turned and sm | ed,

obvi ously pl eased

to see that soneone had purchased her spare ticket.

| returned the smle, handed over the envel ope containing
ny

twenty pounds, and sat down beside her. "The nman in the
box office

asked ne to give you this."

"Thank you." She slipped the envel ope into

her evening bag. | was about to try the first line of ny
second scene

on her, when the house lights faded and the curtain rose
for Act One of

the real performance. | suddenly realised that | had no
| dea what pl ay
| was about to see. | glanced across at the programme on

her |ap and
read the words
"An Inspector Calls, by J.B. Priestley'.

| remenbered that the critics had been full of praise for
t he

production when it had originally opened at the Nati onal
Theatre, and

had particularly singled out the performance of Kenneth
Cranham |

tried to concentrate on what was taking place on stage.

The eponynpus i nspector was staring into a house in which
an

Edwardi an fam|ly were preparing for a dinner to celebrate
their

daughter's engagenent. "I was thinking of getting a new
car," the



father was saying to his prospective son-in-law as he
puf fed away on
hi s cigar.

At the nention of the word 'car', | suddenly renenbered
that | had
abandoned m ne outside the theatre. Was it on a doubl e

yell ow | i ne?

O worse? To hell with it. They could have it in
part-exchange for

t he nodel sitting next to nme. The audi ence | aughed, so |
joined in, if

only to give the inpression that I was follow ng the plot.
But what

about ny original plans for the eveni ng? By now everyone
woul d be

wondering why | hadn't turned up. | realised that |

woul dn't be abl e

to leave the theatre during the interval, either to check
on ny car or

to make a phone call to explain ny absence, as that would
be ny one

chance of devel oping ny own plot.

The play had the rest of the audience enthralled, but I
had

al ready begun rehearsing the lines fromny own script,
whi ch woul d have

to be perforned during the interval between Acts One and
Two. | was

painfully aware that | would be restricted to fifteen

m nutes, and that

t here woul d be no second ni ght.

By the time the curtain cane down at the end of the first
act, |

was confident of nmy draft text. | waited for the appl ause
to die down

before | turned towards her.

"What an original production,” | began. "Quite
nodernistic." |
vaguely renenbered that one of the critics had foll owed



that line. "I
was |lucky to get a seat at the last nonent."

"I was just as lucky," she

replied. | felt encouraged. "I nean, to find soneone who
was | ooki ng

for a single ticket at such short notice. ' | nodded. "My
name' s

M chael Whitaker."
"Anna Townsend," she said, giving ne a warmsmni |l e.

"Woul d you like a drink?" | asked.
"Thank you, "
and | ed

her through the packed scrumthat was heading towards the
stalls bar,

occasional ly glancing back to nake sure she was still
following ne. |

was somehow expecting her no longer to be there, but each
time | turned

to | ook she greeted ne with the sanme radiant smle.

she replied, '"that would be nice." | stood up

"What woul d you |ike?" | asked, once |I could make out the
bar
t hrough the crowd.

"Adry martini, please."

"Stay here, and I'll be back in a

nmonment," | prom sed, wondering just how many precious
m nut es woul d be

wasted while | had to wait at the bar. | took out a

five-pound note

and held it up conspicuously, in the hope that the
prospect of a large

tip mght influence the harman's sense of direction. He
spotted the

noney, but | still had to wait for another four custoners
to be served

before | managed to secure the dry martini and a Scotch on
t he rocks

for nyself. The harman didn't deserve the tip | left him



but | hadn't
any nore tinme to waste waiting for the change.

| carried the drinks back to the far corner of the foyer,
wher e

Anna stood studying her programre. She was sil houetted
agai nst

a wndow, and in that stylish red silk dress, the |ight
enphasi sed

her slim elegant figure.

| handed her the dry martini, aware that my limted tine
had
al nrost run out.

"Thank you," she said, giving nme another disarmng smle.
"How did you cone to have a spare ticket?" | asked as she
took a

sip from her drink.

"My partner was held up on an energency case at the | ast
m nute, "’

she expl ai ned. "Just one of the problens of being a
doctor. ' "Pity.

They m ssed a quite remarkabl e production," | pronpted,
hopi ng to tease

out of her whether her partner was nmale or fenale.

"Yes," said Anna. "l tried to book seats when it was stil
at the

Nati onal Theatre, but they were sold out for any
performances | was

able to make, so when a friend offered ne two tickets at
t he | ast

mnute, | junped at them After all, it's comng off in a
few weeks.'
She took another sip fromher martini. "What about you?"

she asked as
the three-m nute bell sounded.

There was no such line in ny script.

The?"



"Yes, Mchael," she said, a hint of teasing in her voice.
"How did you conme to be | ooking for a spare seat at the

| ast nonent ?'

"Sharon Stone was tied up for the evening, and at the |ast
second

Princess Diana told ne that she would have | oved to have
cone, but she

was trying to keep a low profile."’

Anna | aughed.

"Actually, | read sone of the crits, and | dropped in on
t he
of fchance of picking up a spare ticket."

"And you picked up a spare

woman as well," said Anna, as the two-m nute bell went. |
woul dn' t

have dared to include such a bold line in her script - or
was there a

hi nt of nockery in those hazel eyes?

"I certainly did," |I replied lightly. "So, are you a
doctor as
wel | ?"

"As well as what?" asked Anna.

"As well as your partner,” | said, not sure if she was
still
t easi ng.

"Yes. I'ma @GP in Fulham There are three of us in the
practi ce,

but I was the only one who could escape tonight. And what
do you do

when you're not chatting up Sharon Stone or escorting
Princess Diana to

the theatre?"

“I"'min the restaurant business,” | told her.
"That nust be one of the few jobs with worse hours and

t ougher
wor ki ng conditions than mne," Anna said as the one-m nute



bel |
sounded.

| | ooked into those hazel eyes and wanted to say - Anna,
let's

forget the second act: | realise the play's superb, but
all I want to

do is spend the rest of the evening alone with you, not
jammed into a

crowded auditoriumw th ei ght hundred ot her people.

"Woul dn't you agree?" | tried to recall what she had just
sai d.

"I expect we get nore custoner conplaints than you do,"
was t he best |

coul d nmanage.

"I doubt it," Anna said, quite sharply. "If you' re a wonan
In the

medi cal profession and you don't cure your patients within
a coupl e of

days, they imediately want to know if you're fully
qualified." |

| aughed, and finished ny drink as a voice booned over the
Tannoy,

"Woul d the audi ence please take their seats for the second
act. The

curtain is about to rise.”

"We ought to be getting back," Anna said,
pl aci ng her enpty glass on the nearest w ndow | edge.

"l suppose so," | said reluctantly, and led her in the
opposite
direction to the one in which | really wanted to take her.

"Thanks for the drink," she said as we returned to our
seats.

"Smal | reconpense,” | replied. She glanced up at ne
guestioningly. "For such a good ticket," | explained.

She smled as we made our way al ong the row, stepping
awkwardly over nore toes. | was just about to risk a



further
remar k when the house |ights di mred.

During the second act | turned to smle in Anna's

di rection

whenever there was | aughter, and was occasionally rewarded
W th a warm

response. But ny suprene nonent of triunph cane towards
the end of the

act, when the detective showed the daughter a photograph
of the dead

woman. She gave a piercing scream and the stage lights
wer e suddenly

switched off.

Anna grabbed ny hand, but quickly released it and
apol ogi sed.

"Not at all," | whispered. "I only just stopped nyself
from doi ng

the same thing.'
how she

r esponded.

In the darkened theatre, | couldn't tel

A nonment | ater the phone on the stage rang. Everyone in

t he

audi ence knew it nust be the detective on the other end of
the |ine,

even if they couldn't be sure what he was going to say.
That fi nal

scene had the whol e house gri pped.

After the lights dimmed for the last time, the cast
returned to

the stage and deservedly received a | ong ovation, taking
sever al

curtain calls.

When the curtain was finally | owered, Anna turned to ne
and sai d,

"What a remarkabl e production. I'mso glad | didn't mss
it. And I'm

even nore pleased that | didn't have to see it al one.
The too," |



told her, ignoring the fact that I'd never planned to
spend the evening
at the theatre in the first place.

W made our way up the aisle together as the audience
fl owed out

of the theatre like a slownoving river. | wasted those
f ew precious

nonment s di scussing the nerits of the cast, the power of
the director's

interpretation, the originality of the nacabre set and
even the

Edwar di an costunes, before we reached the doubl e doors
that | ed back

out into the real world.

"Goodbye, M chael,"” Anna said. "Thank you for adding to ny
enjoynent of the evening." She shook ne by the hand.

"Goodbye," | said, gazing once again into those hazel
eyes.

She turned to go, and | wondered if | would ever see her
agai n.

"Anna," | said.
She gl anced back in ny direction.

"If you're not doing anything in particular, would you
care to

join me for dinner ... ' Author's Note Rare At this point
in the

story, the reader is offered the choice of four different
endi ngs.

You m ght decide to read all four of them or sinply

sel ect one,

and consider that your own particular ending. If you do
choose to read

all four, they should be taken in the order in which they
have been

witten: RARE BURNT OVERDONE , PO NT THANK YOU, M CHAEL.
' D LI KE



THAT." | smiled, unable to mask ny delight. "Good. | know
alittle

restaurant just down the road that | think you m ght

enj oy. "

"That

sounds fun," Anna said, linking her armin mne. | guided
her through

t he departing throng.

As we strolled together down the Al dwych, Anna continued
to chat

about the play, conparing it favourably wth a production
she had seen

at the Haymarket sone years before.

Wen we reached the Strand | pointed to a | arge grey
doubl e door

on the other side of the road. "That's it," | said. W

t ook advant age

of ared light to weave our way through the tenporarily
stationary

traffic, and after we'd reached the far pavenent | pushed
one of the

grey doors open to allow Anna through. It began to rain
just as we

stepped inside. | led her dowmn a flight of stairs into a
basenent

restaurant buzzing with the talk of people who had j ust
come out of

theatres, and waiters dashing, plates in both hands, from
table to

t abl e.

“I'"'l'l be inpressed if you can get a table here,” Anna
sai d, eyeing

a group of woul d-be custoners who were clustered round the
bar,

i npatiently waiting for soneone to | eave.

| strolled across to the reservations desk. The head
wai ter, who
until that nonent had been taking a custoner's order,
rushed over.



"Good evening, M. Witaker," he said. "How nmany are you?'
"Just the two of us."
"Foll ow nme, please, sir," Mario said,

| eading us to ny usual table in the far corner of the
room

“Anot her dry martini?" | asked her as we sat down.

"No, thank you," she replied. "I think I'll just have a
gl ass of

wine with the neal." | nodded ny agreenent, as Mario

handed us our

nmenus. Anna studied hers for a few nonents before | asked
i f she had

spotted anything she fancied.

"Yes," she said, |ooking straight at ne. "But for now I

t hi nk

"Il settle for the fettucini, and a glass of red wine."
"Good idea," |

said. "I'"ll join you. But are you sure you won't have a
starter?

"No, thank you, Mchael. |'ve reached that age when | can
no | onger

order everything I'"'mtenpted by." The too," | confessed.
"I have to

pl ay squash three tines a week to keep in shape,” | told
her as Mario

reappeared. "Two fettucini," | began, 'and a bottle of

" "Half a

bottle, please,"” said Anna. "I'll only have one gl ass.

|"ve got an early start tonorrow norning, so | shouldn't
overdo

things." | nodded, and Mario scurried away.

| | ooked across the table and into Anna's eyes. "l've
al ways

wonder ed about wonmen doctors," | said, immed ately

realising that the
line was a bit feeble.



"You nean, you wondered if we're normal ?"

"Sonmething |ike that, |
suppose. "

"Yes, we're normal enough, except every day we have to see
a

| ot of men in the nude. | can assure you, M chael, nobst of
t hem are
overwei ght and fairly unattractive." | suddenly w shed |

were half a

stone lighter. "But are there many nen who are brave
enough to

consi der a woman doctor in the first place?"

"Quite a few," said Anna

A"t hough nost of ny patients are female. But there are

j ust about

enough intelligent, sensible, uninhibited mal es around who
can accept

that a wonan doctor m ght be just as likely to cure them
as a man." |

smled as two bow s of fettucini were placed in front of
us.

Mari o then showed ne the | abel on the half-bottle he had
sel ect ed.

| nodded ny approval. He had chosen a vintage to match
Anna's
pedi gr ee.

"And what about you?" asked Anna. "What does being "in the
restaurant business" actually nmean?"

"1"mon the nanagenent side," |
said, before sanpling the w ne.

| nodded again, and Mario poured a glass for Anna and then
t opped

up m ne.

"O at least, that's what | do nowadays. | started life as



a

waiter," | said, as Anna began to sip her w ne.
"What a magnificent wine," she remarked. "It's so good |
may end

up having a second gl ass.™

"I"'mglad you like it," | said. "lIt's a
Barol o. "

"You were saying, Mchael? You started life as a waiter

"Yes, then | noved into the kitchens for about five years,
and

finally ended up on the managenent side. How s the
fettucini?"

"It's

delicious. Alnost nelts in your nouth." She took another
sip of her

wine. "So, if you're not cooking, and no | onger a waiter,
what do you

do now?"

"Well, at the nonment |I'mrunning three restaurants in the
V\ést

End, which neans | never stop dashing fromone to the

ot her, dependi ng

on which is facing the biggest crisis on that particul ar
day. "

" Sounds

a bit like ward duty to ne," said Anna. "So who turned out
to have the

bi ggest crisis today?"

"Today, thank heaven, was not typical," | told
her with feeling.

"That bad?" said Anna.

"Yes, I'mafraid so. W |lost a chef this norning who cut
off the



top of his finger, and won't be back at work for at | east
a fortnight.

My head waiter in our second restaurant is off,

claimng he has '"flu, and |I've just had to sack the harnman
in the

third for fiddling the books. Barnen always fiddle the
books, of

course, but in this case even the custoners began to

noti ce what he was

up to." | paused. "But | still wouldn't want to be in any
ot her

busi ness. "

"I'n the circunstances, |'m amzed you were able to take

t he

evening off."

"I shouldn't have, really, and I wouldn't have,
except ... " | trailed off as | |eaned over and topped up
Anna' s gl ass.

"Except what ?" she said.

"Do you want to hear the truth?" | asked as | poured the
remai ns
of the wine into ny own gl ass.

“I'"l'l try that for starters,"” she said.

| placed the enpty bottle on the side of the table, and
hesi t at ed,

but only for a nonent. "I was driving to one of ny
restaurants earlier

this evening, when | spotted you going into the theatre.

| stared at you for so long that | nearly crashed into the
back of

the car in front of ne. Then | swerved across the road
into the

near est parking space, and the car behind al nost crashed
into me.

| leapt out, ran all the way to the theatre, and searched
everywhere until | saw you standing in the queue for the



box offi ce.

| joined the line and watched you hand over your spare
ticket.

Once you were safely out of sight, | told the box office
manager

that you hadn't expected ne to nake it in tinme, and that
you m ght have

put nmy ticket up for resale. After 1'd described you,
which | was able

to do in great detail, he handed it over w thout so much
as a murmnur.'

Anna put down her glass of wine and stared across at ne
with a | ook of

incredulity. "I'"mglad he fell for your story," she said.

"But should I?"
"Yes, you shoul d. Because then | put two

ten-pound notes into a theatre envel ope and took the place
next to you.

The rest you already know." | waited to see how she woul d
react.

She didn't speak for sonme tinme. "I'mflattered,” she
eventual |y

said, and touched ny hand. "I didn't realise there were
any

ol df ashi oned romantics left in the world.
fingers and

| ooked nme in the eyes. "Am | allowed to ask what you have
pl anned for

the rest of the evening?"

She squeezed ny

"Not hi ng has been planned so far," |
admtted. "Wiich is why it's all been so refreshing."

"You nmake mne
sound |i ke an After Eight mnt," said Anna with a | augh.

"l can think of at least three replies to that,” | told
her as



Mari o reappeared, looking a little di sappointed at the
si ght of the
hal f-enpty pl ates.

"Was everything all right, sir?" he asked, sounding
anxi ous.

"Coul dn't have been better," said Anna, who hadn't stopped
| ooki ng
at ne.

"Wul d you |Iike sone coffee?" | asked.

"Yes," said Anna. "But perhaps we could have it sonewhere
a

little I ess crowded.” | was so taken by surprise that it
was severa

nonments before | recovered. | was beginning to feel that |
was no

| onger in control.

Anna rose from her place and said, "Shall we go?" | nodded
to
Mari o, who just sml ed.

Once we were back out on the street, she linked her arm
with mne

as we retraced our steps along the Aldwych and past the
t heatre.

"I't's been a wonderful evening,"
reached the

spot where | had left ny car. "Until you arrived on the
scene it had

been a rather dull day, but you've changed all that."

she was saying as we

"It hasn't
actually been the best of days for ne either,” | admtted.
"But |'ve

rarely enjoyed an evening nore. Where would you like to
have coffee?

Annabel s? O why don't we try the new Dorchester C ub ?"



"I'f you don't
have a wife, your place. If youdo ... ' "I don't," | told
her

sinmply.

"Then that's settled,"” she said as | opened the door of ny
BMWV

for her. Once she was safely in | wal ked round to take ny
seat

behi nd t he wheel, and discovered that | had left ny
sidelights on and

the keys in the ignition.

| turned the key, and the engine imedi ately purred into
life.

"This has to be ny day," | said to nyself.

"Sorry?" Anna said, turning in nmy direction

"We were lucky to miss the rain,” | replied, as a few
drops | anded
on the windscreen. | flicked on the w pers.

On our way to Pimico, Anna told ne about her childhood in
t he

south of France, where her father had taught English at a
boys' school .

Her account of being the only girl anong a couple of
hundr ed t eenage
French boys nmade ne | augh agai n and agai n.

| found nyself becom ng nore and nore enchanted with her
conpany.

"What ever made you cone back to Engl and?" | asked.

"An English nother who divorced ny French father, and the
chance
to study nedicine at St Thonas's."

"But don't you mss the south of
France, especially on nights like this?" | asked as a clap



of thunder
crackl ed above us.

"Ch, | don't know," she said. | was about to respond when
she

added, "In any case, now the English have | earnt how to
cook, the place

has becone alnost civilised." | smled to nyself,

wondering if she was
t easi ng nme agai n.

| found out immediately. "By the way," she said, "I assune
t hat

was one of your restaurants we had dinner at."

"Yes, it was," | said
sheepi shly.

"That explains how you got a table so easily when it was
packed

out, why the waiter knew it was a Barol o you wanted

Wi t hout your havi ng

to ask, and how you could | eave without paying the bill."
| was

begi nning to wonder if | would always be a yard behi nd
her .

"Was it the mssing waiter, the four-and-a-half-fingered
chef, or
t he crooked bartender?"

"The crooked bartender,"” | replied, |aughing.

"But | sacked himthis afternoon, and I'mafraid his
deputy didn't | ook

as if he was coping all that well,"” | explained as |
turned right off

M I | bank, and began to search for a parking space.
“"And | thought you only had eyes for ne,"
"when al l

the time you were | ooking over ny shoul der and checki ng on
what the

deputy harman was up to."

si ghed Anna,



"Not all the tine," | said as | nmanoeuvred

the car into the only space left in the news where |
lived. | got out

of the car and wal ked round to Anna's side, opened the
door and gui ded

her to the house.

As | closed the door behind us, Anna put her arns around
ny neck

and | ooked up into ny eyes. | |eaned down and ki ssed her
for the first

time. Wien she broke away, all she said was, "Don't let's
bother with

coffee, Mchael." | slipped off ny jacket, and | ed her
upstairs and

into ny bedroom praying that it hadn't been the
housekeeper's day off.

When | opened the door | was relieved to find that the bed
had been
made and the roomwas tidy.

“I'"l'l just be a nonent,"” | said, and di sappeared into the
bat hroom As | cleaned ny teeth, | began to wonder if it
was all a

dream Wien | returned to the bedroom would | discover
she didn't

exist? | dropped the toothbrush into its nmug and went back
to the

bedroom Where was she? My eyes followed a trail of

di scarded cl ot hes

that led all the way to the bed. Her head was propped up
on the

pillow. Only a sheet covered her body.

| quickly took off my clothes, dropping them where they
fell, and

switched off the main lights, so that only the one by the
bed renmai ned

aglow. | slid under the sheets to join her. | |ooked at
her for
several seconds before | took her in ny arms. | slowy

expl ored every
part of her body, as she began to kiss ne again.



| couldn't believe that anyone could be that exciting, and
at the

same tinme so tender. Wien we finally nade | ove, | knew I
never wanted

this woman to | eave ne.

She lay in ny arns for sone tinme before either of us
spoke.

Then | began tal ki ng about anything that cane into ny
head. |

confided ny hopes, ny dreans, even ny worst anxieties,
wth a freedom |

had never experienced with anyone before. | wanted to
share everyt hi ng

wi th her.

And then she | eaned across and began ki ssing ne once
again, first

on the lips, then the neck and chest, and as she slowy
conti nued down

ny body | thought I woul d expl ode. The last thing |
remenber was

turning off the Iight by ny bed as the clock on the hall
t abl e chi ned

one.

Wen | woke the followi ng norning, the first rays of
sunlight were

al ready shining through the |lace curtains, and the

gl ori ous nenory of

the night before was instantly revived. | turned lazily to
take her in

ny arns, but she was no | onger there.

"Anna?" | cried out, sitting bolt upright. There was no
reply.

| flicked on the Iight by the side of the bed, and gl anced
across

at the bedside clock. It was 7-29. | was about to junp out
of bed and

go in search of her when | noticed a scribbled note wedged



under a
corner of the cl ock.

| picked it up, read it slowy, and sm | ed.

"So wll I," I said, and |l ay back on the pillow thinking
about

what | should do next. | decided to send her a dozen roses
| at er that

norni ng, el even white and one red. Then | would have a red
one

delivered to her on the hour, every hour, until | saw her
again.

After | had showered and dressed, | roamed ainlessly
around the

house. | wondered how quickly | could persuade Anna to
nove in, and

what changes she woul d want to nmake. Heaven knows, |

t hought as |

wal ked through to the kitchen, clutching her note, the
pl ace coul d do

wth a woman's touch.

As | ate breakfast | |ooked up her nunber in the tel ephone
directory, instead of reading the norning paper. There it
was, just as

she had said. Dr Townsend, |isting a surgery nunber in

Par sons G een

Lane where she coul d be contacted between nine and si X.
There was a

second nunber, but deep black lettering requested that it
shoul d only

be used in case of energencies.

Al though | considered ny state of health to be an

enmer gency, |

dialled the first nunber, and waited inpatiently. Al |
wanted to say

was, "Good norning, darling. | got your note, and can we
make | ast

night the first of many?" A matronly voice answered the
phone. "Dr

Townsend's surgery."



"Dr Townsend, please,” | said.

"Whi ch one?" she asked. "There are three Dr Townsends in
t he
practice - Dr Jonathan, Dr Anna and Dr Elizabeth."

"Dr Anna," |

replied.

"Ch, Ms. Townsend," she said. "I'msorry, but she's not
avai |l abl e

at the nonent. She's just taken the children off to
school, and after

that she has to go to the airport to pick up her husband,
Dr Jonat han,

who's returning this norning froma nedical conference in
M nneapol i s.

"' m not expecting her back for at |east a couple of hours.
Wul d you

like to | eave a nessage ?" There was a |long silence before
the matronly

voi ce asked, "Are you still there?" | placed the receiver
back on the

hook wi t hout replying, and | ooked sadly down at the
hand-written note

by the side of the phone.

Dear M chael, | will renenber tonight for the rest of ny
life.

Thank you.

Anna Burnt THANK YOU, M CHAEL. |'D LIKE THAT." | smled,
unabl e

to mask ny delight.

"H, Anna. | thought | m ght have m ssed you." | turned
and

stared at a tall man with a nop of fair hair, who seened
unaf f ect ed by

the steady flow of people trying to pass himon either

si de.



Anna gave hima smle that | hadn't seen until that
nmoment .

"Hello, darling," she said. "This is M chael Whitaker.
You're

| ucky - he bought your ticket, and if you hadn't turned up
| was | ust

about to accept his kind invitation to dinner. M chael,
this is ny

husband, Jonat han - the one who was held up at the
hospital. As you

can see, he's now escaped.” | couldn't think of a suitable

reply.

Jonat han shook nme warmy by the hand. "Thank you for

keepi ng ny
wi f e conpany,’

he said. "Wn't you join us for dinner?"

"That's very

kind of you," | replied, 'but I've just renmenbered that
"' m meant to be

somewhere else right now 1'd better run."

"That's a pity," said Anna.

"I was rather |ooking forward to finding out all about the
rest aur ant

busi ness. Perhaps we'll neet again sonetine, whenever ny
husband next

| eaves nme in the lurch. Goodbye, M chael."

"Goodbye, Anna." | watched

themclinb into the back of a taxi together, and w shed
Jonat han woul d

drop dead in front of ne. He didn't, so | began to

retrace ny steps back to the spot where | had abandoned ny
car.

"You're a lucky man, Jonathan Townsend," was the only
observation |

made. But no one was |i stening.

The next word that cane to ny |ips was
"Dam !'" 1 repeated it
several tinmes, as there was a distressingly |arge space



where | was
certain I'd left ny car.

| wal ked up and down the street in case |'d forgotten
where |'d

parked it, cursed again, then marched off in search of a
phone box,

unsure if ny car had been stolen or towed away. There was
a pay phone

just around the corner in Kingsway. | picked up the
handset and j abbed

three nines into it.

"Whi ch service do you require? Fire, Police or Anmbul ance, "
a
voi ce asked.

"Police," | said, and was inmedi ately put through to
anot her
Voi ce.

"Charing Cross Police Station. What is the nature of your
enquiry
?ll

"I think ny car has been stolen."

"Can you tell ne the make, col our
and regi stration nunber please, sir."

"It's a red Ford Fiesta,

regi stration HL07 SHV." There was a | ong pause, during
which | could

hear other voices talking in the background.

"No, it hasn't been stolen, sir,"” said the officer when he
cane

back on the line. "The car was illegally parked on a
doubl e yel | ow

line. It's been renoved and taken to the Vauxhall Bridge
Pound. "

"Can
| pick it up now?" | asked sul kily.



"Certainly, sir. Howw Il you be getting there?"

"I'll take a
taxi."

"Then just ask the driver for the Vauxhall Bridge Pound.
Once

you get there, you'll need sone formof identification,
and a cheque

for 205 with a banker's card - that is if you don't have
the full

anount in cash.” '205 ?" | repeated in disbelief.

"That's correct, sir." | slamed the phone down just as it
started

torain. | scurried back to the corner of the Aldwch in

search of a

taxi, only to find that they were all being conmandeered
by the hordes

of people still hanging around outside the theatre.

| put ny collar up and ni pped across the road, dodgi ng

bet ween the

slownoving traffic. Once | had reached the far side, |
conti nued

running until | found an overhangi ng | edge broad enough to
shield ne

fromthe blustery rain.

| shivered, and sneezed several tinmes before an enpty cab
eventually cane to ny rescue.

"Vauxhal | Bridge Pound,” | told the driver as | junped in.

"Bad luck, mate," said the cabbie. "You're ny second this
evening." | frowned.

As the taxi manoeuvred its way slowy through the

r ai nswept

post-theatre traffic and across Waterl oo Bridge, the
driver began

chattering away. | just about nanaged nonosyll abic replies
to his



opi nions on the weat her, John Major, the England cricket

t eam and

foreign tourists. Wth each new topic, his forecast becane
ever nore

gl oony.

When we reached the car pound | passed hima ten-pound
not e and

waited in the rain for ny change. Then | dashed off in the
di rection

of alittle Portakabin, where | was faced by ny second
gueue t hat

evening. This one was considerably |onger than the first,
and | knew

that when | eventually reached the front of it and paid
for ny ticket,

| wouldn't be rewarded with any nenorabl e entertainnent.
When ny turn

finally cane, a burly policenman pointed to a form
sel |l otaped to the

count er.

| followed its instructions to the letter, first producing
ny

driving licence, then witing out a cheque for 'o05,
payable to the

Metropolitan Police. | handed them both over, with ny
cheque card, to

t he policeman, who towered over ne. The man's sheer bul k
was the only

reason | didn't suggest that perhaps he

ought to have nore inportant things to do with his tine,

i ke

catching drug dealers. O even car thieves.

"Your vehicle is in the far corner,”
poi nti ng

Into the distance, over row upon row of cars.

said the officer,

"OF course it is," | replied. | stepped out of the

Por t akabi n and

back into the rain, dodging puddles as | ran between the
|l i nes of cars.



| didn't stop until | reached the farthest corner of the
pound.

It still took me several nore mnutes to locate ny red
Ford Fi esta

- one di sadvantage, | thought, of owning the nost popul ar
car in

Britain.

| unl ocked the door, squel ched down onto the front seat,
and

sneezed again. | turned the key in the ignition, but the
engi ne barely

turned over, letting out only the occasional splutter
bef ore giving up

al together. Then | renmenbered | hadn't swi tched the
sidelights off

when | made ny unschedul ed dash for the theatre.

| uttered a string of expletives that only partly
expressed ny
true feelings.

| wat ched as another figure canme runni ng across the pound
t owar ds

a Range Rover parked in the rowin front of nme. | quickly
wound down

ny wi ndow, but he had driven off before | could shout the
magi ¢ wor ds

A"junp leads'. | got out and retrieved ny junp | eads from
t he boot,

wal ked to the front of the car, raised the bonnet, and
attached the

| eads to the battery. | began to shiver once again as |
settl ed down

for another wait.

| couldn't get Anna out of ny mnd, but accepted that the
only

thing I'd succeeded in picking up that evening was the
“flu.

In the followng forty rain-drenched m nutes, three people
passed



by before a young bl ack man asked, "So what's the troubl e,
man?" Once |

had expl ai ned nmy probl em he nanoeuvred his old van

al ongsi de ny car,

then raised his bonnet and attached the junp | eads to his
battery.

When he switched on his ignition, ny engine began to turn
over.

"Thanks," | shouted, rather inadequately, once |I'd revved
t he
engi ne several tines.

"My pleasure, man," he replied, and di sappeared into the
ni ght .

As | drove out of the car pound | switched on ny radio, to
hear

Big Ben striking twelve. It rem nded ne that | hadn't
turned up for

work that night. The first thing | needed to do, if |
wanted to keep

ny job, was to conme up with a good excuse. | sneezed
agai n, and

decided on the '"flu. Al though they'd probably taken the
| ast orders by

now, Gerald wouldn't have closed the kitchens yet.

| peered through the rain, searching the pavenents for a
pay

phone, and eventually spotted a row of three outside a
post office.

| stopped the car and junped out, but a cursory inspection
reveal ed that they'd all been vandalised. | clinbed back
into the car

and continued ny search. After dashing in and out of the
rain severa

times, | finally spotted a single phone box on the corner
of Warw ck

Way that | ooked as if it mght just be in working order.

| dialled the restaurant, and waited a long tine for
soneone to



answer .
"Laguna 50/said an Italian-sounding young girl.
"Janice, is that you? It's Mke."

"Yes, it's nme, Mke," she

whi spered, reverting to her Lanbeth accent. "I'd better
warn you t hat

every time your name's been nentioned this evening, Gerald
pi cks up the

near est neat-axe."

"Why?" | asked. "You've still got Nick in the
kitchen to see you through."

“Ni ck chopped the top off one of his

fingers earlier this evening, and Gerald had to take him
to hospital.

| was left in charge. He's not best pleased."”

"Ch, hell,"” | said.

"But 1've got ... ' "The sack," said another voice, and
this one

wasn't whi spering.

"Gerald, |I can explain ... ' "Wy you didn't turn up for
wor k

this evening?' | sneezed, then held ny nose. "l've got the
"flu. If

I"d conme in tonight I would have given it to half the
custoners.'

"Wul d you?" said Gerald. "Well, | suppose that m ght have
been

marginally worse than giving it to the girl who was
sitting next to you

in the theatre.™

"What do you nean?" | asked, letting go of ny nose.
"Exactly what | said, Mke. You see, unfortunately for

you, a
coupl e of our regulars were two rows behind you at the



Al dwych.

They enjoyed the show al nost as nuch as you seened to, and
one of

t hem added, for good neasure, that he thought your date
was "absolutely

stunni ng"."

"He nmust have m staken ne for soneone else," | said,

trying
not to sound desperate.

"He may have done, M ke, but | haven't. You're sacked, and
don't

even think about coming in to collect your pay packet,
because there

isn't one for a head waiter who' d rather take sone binbo
to the theatre

than do a night's work." The Iine went dead.

| hung up the phone and started muttering obscenities
under ny

breath as | wal ked slowy back towards ny car. | was only
a dozen

paces away fromit when a young |ad junped into the front
seat,

switched on the ignition, and lurched hesitatingly into
the centre of

the road in what sounded horribly like third gear.

| chased after the retreating car, but once the youth
began to
accelerate, | knew | had no hope of catching him

| ran all the way back to the phone box, and dialled 999
once

again.

"Fire, Police or Anbul ance?" | was asked for a second tine
t hat

ni ght .

"Police," | said, and a nonent |later | was put through to

anot her



VOoi ce.

"Bel gravia Police Station. Wat is the nature of your
enqui ry?'
"I"ve just had ny car stolen!"™ | shout ed.

"Make, nodel and registration nunber please, sir.

“It's a red

Ford Fiesta, registration HLO7 SHV." | waited inpatiently.
"I't hasn't been stolen, sir. It was illegally parked on a
doubl e

C "No it wasn't!" | shouted even nore loudly. "I

paid 205 to

get the damm thing out of the Vauxhall Bridge Pound | ess
than half an

hour ago, and |'ve just seen it being driven off by a
joyrider while |

was meki ng a phone call."

"Where are you, sir?"

"I'n a phone box on the
corner of Vauxhall Bridge Road and Warw ck Way."

"And in which

direction was the car travelling when you |ast saw it?"
asked the

Voi ce.

“North up Vauxhall Bridge Road."

“And what is your home tel ephone
nunber, sir?"

"081 290 4820."
"And at wor k?"

"Like the car, | don't
have a job any | onger."

"Right, I'Il get straight onto it, sir. W'lI



be in touch with you the nonent we have any news." | put
t he phone down

and t hought about what | should do next. | hadn't been
left with a

great deal of choice. | hailed a taxi and asked to be
taken to

Victoria, and was relieved to find that this driver showed
no desire to
of fer any opinions on anything during the short journey to
t he station.

When he dropped ne | passed himny |ast note, and
patiently waited

whi | e he handed over every | ast penny of ny change. He

al so nuttered

an expletive or two. | bought a ticket for Bromey with ny
few

remai ni ng coins, and went in search of the platform

"You' ve just about nmade it, mate," the ticket collector
told ne.

"The last train's due in at any mnute.” But |I still had
to wait

for another twenty mnutes on the cold, enpty platform
before the | ast

train eventually pulled into the station. By then | had
menori sed

every advertisenent in sight, from Guinness to Mates,
whi | e conti nui ng

to sneeze at regular intervals.

When the train cane to a halt and the doors squel ched open
I

took a seat in a carriage near the front. It was anot her
ten

m nutes before the engine lurched into action, and anot her
forty before

it finally pulled into Brom ey stati on.

| enmerged into the Kent night a few m nutes before one
o' cl ock,
and set off in the direction of ny little terraced house.



Twenty-five mnutes |ater, | staggered up the short path

to ny

front door. | began to search for ny keys, then renenbered
that 1'd

| eft themin the car ignition. | didn't have the energy

even to swear,

and began to grovel around in the dark for the spare
front-door key

t hat was al ways hi dden under a particul ar stone.

But which one? At last | found it, put it in the |ock,
turned it

and pushed the door open. No sooner had | stepped inside
than the

phone on the hall table began to ring.

| grabbed the receiver.
"M . \Whitaker?"
" Speaki ng. "

"This is the Belgravia police. W've
| ocated your car, sir, and ... ' "Thank God for that," |
said, before the

of ficer had a chance to finish the sentence. "Were is
it?"

"At this

preci se nonent, sir, it's on the back of a pick-up lorry
somewhere in

Chel sea. It seens the ad who nicked it only nmanaged to
travel a mle

or so before he hit the kerb at seventy, and bounced
straight into a

wall. I'"msorry to have to informyou, sir, that your
car's a total

wite-off."

"Atotal wite-off ?" | said in disbelief.

"Yes, sir. The garage who towed it away has been given
your
nunber, and they'll be in touch with you first thing in



the norning." |
couldn't think of any comment worth maki ng.

"The good news is we've caught the |lad who nicked it,"
conti nued

the police officer. "The bad news is that he's only
fifteen, doesn't

have a driver's licence, and, of course, he isn't

i nsured."

"That's not
a problem"™ | said. "I"'mfully insured nyself."

"As a matter of
interest, sir, did you | eave your keys in the ignition ?"

"Yes, | did.

| was just making a quick phone call, and thought 1'd only
be away from

the car for a couple of mnutes."

“"Then | think it's unlikely you'll be
covered by your insurance, sir."

"Not covered by ny insurance? \Wat
are you tal ki ng about ?"

"It's standard policy nowadays not to pay out

I f you | eave your keys in the ignition. You' d better
check, sir," were

the officer's final words before ringing off.

| put the phone down and wondered what el se coul d possibly
go

wong. | slipped off ny jacket and began to clinb the
stairs, but cane

to a sudden halt when | saw ny wife waiting for ne on the
| andi ng.

“Maureen ... ' | began.
"You can tell ne later why the car is a total wite-off,"

she
said, 'but not until you've explained why you didn't turn



up for work

this evening, and just who this "classy tart" is that
Gerald said you

were seen with at the theatre.'

Over done
NO, |I'M NOT DA NG ANYTHI NG | N PARTI CULAR, " sai d Anna.

| smled, unable to nmask ny delight.

"Good. | know a little restaurant just down the road that
| think
you m ght enjoy."

"That sounds just fine," said Anna as she nade her

way through the dense theatre crowd. | quickly foll owed,
having to

hurry just to keep up with her.

"Whi ch way?" she asked. | pointed towards the Strand. She
began

wal king at a brisk pace, and we continued to tal k about

t he pl ay.

When we reached the Strand | pointed to a | arge grey
doubl e door

on the other side of the road. "That's it," ! said.

woul d have

taken her hand as she began to cross, but she stepped off
t he pavenent

ahead of ne, dodged between the stationary traffic, and
wai ted for ne

on the far side.

She pushed the grey doors open, and once again | foll owed
I n her

wake. We descended a flight of steps into a basenent
rest aur ant

buzzing with the talk of people who had just cone out of
t heatres, and

wai ters dashing, plates in both hands, fromtable to

t abl e.

"I don't expect you'll be able to get a table here if you



haven' t

booked," said Anna, eyeing a group of woul d-be custoners
who were

clustered round the bar, inpatiently waiting for sonmeone
to | eave.

"Don't worry about that," | said with bravado, and strode
across

to the reservations desk. | waved a hand inperiously at

t he head

wai ter, who was taking a custoner's order. | only hoped he
woul d

recogni se ne.

| turned round to smle at Anna, but she didn't | ook too
| npr essed.

After the waiter had taken the order, he wal ked slowy
over to me.

"How may | hel p you, sir?" he asked.
"“Can you nanage a table for two, Victor?"

"Victor's off tonight,
sir. Have you booked?"

"No, | haven't, but ... ' The head waiter

checked the list of reservations and then | ooked at his
watch. "I

m ght be able to fit you in around .5 - x-3 at the

| atest,"” he said,

not soundi ng too hopeful.

“"No sooner?" | pleaded. "I don't think we can wait that
| ong. "'

Anna nodded her agreenent.

""" mafraid not, sir,"
booked

until then."

said the head waiter. "W are fully

"As | expected,"” said Anna, turning to | eave.



Once again | had to hurry to keep up with her. As we

st epped out

onto the pavenent | said, "There's a little Italian
restaurant | know

not far fromhere, where |I can always get a table. Shal
we risk it?

"Can't see that we've got a lot of choice," replied Anna.
"Wi ch

direction this tinme?"

"Just up the road to the right," | said as a clap
of thunder heral ded an i mm nent downpour.

"Dam," said Anna, placing her handbag over her head for
protection.

"' msorry," | said, looking up at the black clouds. "It's

my
faul t.

| should have ... "Stop apologising all the tine,

M chael . It

isn't your fault if it starts torain." | took a deep
breath and tried

again. "W'd better nake a dash for it," | said
desperately. "I don't

expect we'll be able to pick up a taxi in this weather."
This at | east

secured her ringing endorsenent. | began running up the

road, and Anna

foll owed closely behind. The rain was getting heavier and
heavi er, and

al t hough we coul dn't have had nore than seventy yards to
cover, we were

bot h soaked by the tine we reached the restaurant.

| sighed with relief when | opened the door and found the
di ni ng

roomwas hal f-enpty, although | suppose | shoul d have been
annoyed. |

turned and smled hopefully at Anna, but she was still

f r owni ng.

"Everything all right?" | asked.



"Fine. It's just that ny father had a theory about
restaurants

that were half-enpty at this tinme of night." | | ooked
quizzically at ny

guest, but decided not to nmake any conment about her eye
make- up, whi ch

was beginning to run, or her hair, which had cone | oose at
t he edges.

"I"d better carry out sone repair work. I'll only be a
coupl e of
m nutes," she said, heading for a door marked

"Si gnorinas'.

| waved at Mari o, who was serving no one in particular. He
hurried over to ne.

"There was a call for you earlier, M. VWitaker," Mario
said as he

gui ded nme across the restaurant to ny usual table. "If you
came in, |

was to ask you to phone CGerald urgently. He sounded pretty
desperate.’

"' msure it can wait. But if he rings again, |let ne know
I mredi ately." At that nonent Anna wal ked over to join us.
The nmake-up

had been restored, but the hair could have done wth
further attention.

| rose to greet her.

"You don't have to do that," she said, taking her seat.
"Wul d you i ke a drink?" | asked, once we were both
settl ed.

“"No, | don't think so. | have an early start tonorrow
nor ni ng, Sso

| shouldn't overdo things. I'll just have a gl ass of w ne
wth ny

neal . "

Anot her waiter appeared by her side. "And what woul d nmadam



care
for this evening?" he asked politely.

"I haven't had tine to |l ook at the nenu yet," Anna
replied, not

even bothering to | ook up at him

"I can recomrend the fettucini, nmadam" the waiter said,

poi nti ng

to a dish halfway down the list of entres. "It's our
speciality of the

day."

"Then | suppose I mght as well have that," said Anna,
handi ng
hi m t he nenu.

| nodded, indicating The too," and asked for a half-bottle
of the
house red. The waiter scooped up ny nenu and |eft us.

"Do you ... ?"
"Cani ... ?"
"You first," | said, attenpting a smle.

"Do you al ways order half a bottle of the house wine on a
first
date?" she asked.

"I think you'll find it's pretty good," | said, rather
plaintively.

"I was only teasing, Mchael. Don't take yourself so
seriously.'

| took a closer |ook at my conpani on, and began to wonder
If I'd nade a

terrible mstake. Despite her efforts in the washroom
Anna wasn't

quite the sane girl 1'd first seen - admttedly at a

di stance - when

|'"d nearly crashed ny car earlier in the evening.



Ch ny God, the car. | suddenly renenbered where |'d | eft
It, and
stole a glance at mny watch.

"Am | boring you already, M chael ?" Anna asked. "O is
this table
on a tinme share?"

"Yes. | mean no. I'msorry, |'ve just renenbered
sonmet hing | should have checked on before we cane to
di nner. Sorry," |

repeat ed.

Anna frowned, which stopped ne saying sorry yet again.
"Is it too | ate?" she asked.
"Too late for what?"

"To do sonet hi ng about whatever it is you

shoul d have checked on before we cane to dinner?" | | ooked
out of the

wi ndow, and wasn't pleased to see that it had stopped
rai ni ng. Now ny

only hope was that the late-night traffic wardens m ght
not be too

vigil ant.

"No, I"'msure it will be all right," |I said, trying to
sound
rel axed.

"Well, that's arelief," said Anna, in a tone that
bordered on the
sarcasti c.

"So. What's it like being a doctor?" | asked, trying to
change
t he subj ect.

"Mchael, it's ny evening off. |I'd rather not tal k about
nmy worKk,

If you don't mnd." For the next few nonents neither of us
spoke. |



tried again.

"Do you have many male patients in your practice?" |
asked, as the
wai ter reappeared with our fettucini.

"I can hardly believe I"'mhearing this,"” Anna said, unable

to
di sgui se the weariness in her voice. "Wen are people like
you goi ng

to accept that one or two of us are capable of a little
nore than

spending our lives waiting hand and foot on the nale sex."
The wai ter

poured some wine into my gl ass.

"Yes. O course. Absolutely. No. | didn't nean it to sound
like that ... ' | sipped the wne and nodded to the

wai ter, who

filled Anna's gl ass.

"Then what did you nean it to sound |like?" demanded Anna
as she
stuck her fork firmy into the fettucini.

"Well, isn't it unusual for a man to go to a wonman

doct or?" |

said, realising the nonent | had uttered the words that |
was only

getting nyself into even deeper water.
"Good heavens, no, Mchael. We live in an enlightened age.

| ' ve probably seen nore naked nen than you have - and it's
not an

attractive sight, | can assure you." | |aughed, in the
hope that it
woul d ease the tension. "In any case," she added, "Quite a

few nmen are

confi dent enough to accept the existence of wonen doctors,
you know. '

"' msure that's true,” | said. "I just thought

di dn' t thi nk,

M chael. That's the problemwth so many nen |i ke

"You



you. | bet you' ve never even considered consulting a woman
doctor.'

“"No, but ... Yes, but ... " ""No but, yes but" - Let's
change the

subj ect before | get really angry," Anna said, putting her
fork down.

"What do you do for a living, Mchael? It doesn't sound as
If you're

in a profession where wonren are treated as equal s."

“"I"'min the

restaurant business,” | told her, wi shing the fettucini
was a little

l'ighter.

"Ah, yes, you told ne in the interval," she said. "But
what does

being "in the restaurant business"” actually nean?"

"I mon the

managenment side. O at |east, that's what | do nowadays. |
started

life as a waiter, then | noved into the kitchens for about
five years,

and finally ... " ' ... found you weren't very good at
either, so you

t ook up managi ng everyone el se."

"Sonmething like that," | said, trying

to make light of it. But Anna's words only rem nded ne

t hat one of ny

ot her restaurants was w thout a chef that night, and that
t hat was

where |'d been heading before |I'd allowed nyself to becone
I nf at uat ed

by Anna.

"I"ve lost you again," Anna said, beginning to sound
exasper at ed.

"You were going to tell ne all about restaurant
managenent. ' "Yes, |

was, wasn't |1? By the way, how s your fettucini?"

"Not bad,



consi dering."
" Consi deri ng?"

"Considering this place was your second
choice." | was silenced once again.

"It's not that bad," she said, taking another reluctant
forkful.

"Perhaps you' d like sonething else instead? | can al ways
"No, thank you, Mchael. After all, this was the one dish
the waiter

felt confident enough to recommend.” | couldn't think of a
sui tabl e

response, so | renmined silent.

"Conme on, Mchael, you still haven't explai ned what
rest aur ant
managenment actually involves," said Anna.

"Well, at the nonent |I'mrunning three restaurants in the
W\ést

End, which neans | never stop dashing fromone to the

ot her, dependi ng

on which is facing the biggest crisis on that particul ar
day."

" Sounds

a bit like ward duty to ne," said Anna. "So who turned out
to have the

bi ggest crisis today?"

"Today, thank heaven, was not typical," | told
her with feeling.

"That bad?" said Anna.

"Yes, I'mafraid so. W |ost a chef this norning who cut

of f the

top of his finger, and won't be back at work for at | east
a fortnight.

My head waiter in our second restaurant is off, claimng



he has 'fl u,

and |'ve just had to sack the harman in the third for
fiddling the

books. Barnen always fiddle the books, of course, but in
this case

even the custonmers began to notice what he was up to." |
paused,

wondering if | should risk another nouthful of fettucini
"But | still

woul dn't want to be in any other business.”

"In the circunstances, |'m
frankly amazed you were able to take the evening off."

"l shoul dn't
have, really, and wouldn't have, except ... ' | trailed
off as | | eaned

over and topped up Anna's w ne gl ass.
"Except what ?" she said.

"Do you want to hear the truth?" | asked as | poured the
remai ns
of the wine into ny own gl ass.

“I''l'l try that for starters,"” she said.

| placed the enpty bottle on the side of the table, and
hesi t at ed,

but only for a nonent. "I was driving to one of ny
restaurants earlier

this evening, when | spotted you going into the theatre.

| stared at you for so long that | nearly crashed into the
back of

the car in front of ne. Then |I swerved across the road
Into the

near est parking space, and the car behind al nost crashed
into ne.

| leapt out, ran all the way to the theatre, and searched
everywhere until | saw you standing in the queue for the
box office.



| joined the Iine and watched you hand over your spare
ticket.

Once you were safely out of sight, | told the box office
manager

that you hadn't expected ne to nmake it in tinme, and that
you m ght have

put ny ticket up for resale. Once |'d described you, which
| was able

to do in great detail, he handed it over w thout so much
as a murnur.'

"More fool him" said Anna, putting down her glass and
staring at ne as

If I'd just been released froma lunatic asylum

"Then | put two ten-pound notes into a theatre envel ope
and t ook

the place next to you," ":26-' | continued. "The rest you
al ready know. " |

wai ted, with sone trepidation, to see how she woul d react.

"l suppose | ought to be flattered,”" Anna said after a
nmonment' s

consideration. "But | don't know whether to |laugh or cry.
One thing's

for certain; the woman |'ve been living with for the past
ten years

will think it's highly anusing, especially as you paid for
her ticket.'

The waiter returned to renove the half-finished plates.
"Was

everything all right, sir?" he asked, soundi ng anxi ous.

"Fine, just fine," | said unconvincingly. Anna grinaced,
but nade
no comrent.

"Woul d you care for coffee, madanf"

"No, | don't think I"lIl risk
it," she said, |ooking at her watch.

"I'n any case, | ought to be getting back. Elizabeth wll
be



wonderi ng where |'ve got to.
towards the door.

She stood up and wal ked

| followed a yard behind. She was just about to step onto
t he

pavenent when she turned to ne and asked, "Don't you think
you ought to

settle the bill?"

"That won't be necessary."

"Why?" she asked,
| aughi ng. "Do you own the place?"

"No. But it is one of the three

restaurants | manage." Anna turned scarlet. "lI'mso sorry,
M chael ,'

she said. "That was tactless of nme.
nonent before

She paused for a

adding, "But |I'msure you'll agree that the food wasn't
exactly

nmenor abl e. "

"Whuld you like me to drive you honme?" | asked, trying not

to sound too enthusiastic.

Anna | ooked up at the black clouds. "That woul d be
useful ," she

replied, "if it's not mles out of your way. Were's your
car?" she

said before | had a chance to ask where she lived. "I left
It just up

the road."

"COh, yes, | renenber,"” said Anna. "Wen you junped out of
It because you couldn't take your eyes off ne. I'"'mafraid
you pi cked

the wong girl this tinme." At |last we had found sonethi ng
on which we

could agree, but | nade no comment as we wal ked towards

t he spot where

| had abandoned ny car. Anna limted her conversation to
whet her it

was about to rain again, and how good she had thought the



W ne was. |
was relieved to find ny Volvo parked exactly where | had
left it.

| was searching for ny keys when | spotted a | arge sticker
gl ued

to the windscreen. | |ooked down at the front offside
wheel , and saw

t he yell ow cl anp.

"It just isn't your night, is it?" said Anna. "But don't
Wor ry

about nme, I'lIl just grab a cab." She raised her hand and a
t axi ski dded

to a halt. She turned back to face ne. "Thanks for

di nner," she

managed, not altogether convincingly, and added, even |ess
convincingly, "Perhaps we'll neet again." Before | could
respond, she

had sl ammed the taxi door cl osed.

As | watched her being driven away, it started to rain.

| took one nore |ook at ny immovabl e car, and deci ded |
woul d deal
wWith the problemin the norning.

| was about to rush for the nearest shelter when anot her
taxi cane

around the corner, its yellowlight indicating that it was
for hire. |

waved frantically and it drew up beside ny clanped car.

"Bad luck, nate," said the cabbie, |ooking down at ny
front wheel.

"My third tonight.'

| attenpted a smle.

"So, where to, guv?" | gave himny address in Lanbeth and
cl i nbed

into the back.

As the taxi manoeuvred its way slowy through the



rai nswept

post-theatre traffic and across Waterl oo Bridge, the
driver began

chattering away. | just about managed nonosyl | abic replies
to his

opi ni ons on the weather, John Mjor, the England cricket

t eam and

foreign tourists. Wth each new topic, his forecast becane
ever nore

gl oony.

He only stopped offering his opinions when he cane to a
hal t

outside nmy house in Fentiman Road. | paid him and smled
rueful ly at

the thought that this would be the first tine in weeks
that 1'd nanaged

to get hone before mdnight. I walked slowy up the short
path to the

front door.

| turned the key in the | ock and opened the door quietly,
SO as

not to wake ny wfe. Once inside | went through ny nightly
ritual of

slipping off ny jacket and shoes before creeping quietly
up the stairs.

Before | had reached the bedroom | began to get undressed.

After years of comng in at one or two in the norning,

was abl e

to take off all my clothes, fold and stack them and slide
under the

sheets next to Judy w thout waking her. But just as |
pul | ed back the

cover she said drowsily, "I didn't think you'd be hone so
early, with

all the problens you were facing tonight." | wondered if
she was

talking in her sleep. "How nuch damage did the fire do?"

"The fire?" |
said, standing in the nude.



"I'n Davies Street. Gerald phoned a few nonents after you'd
| ef t

to say a fire had started in the kitchen and had spread to
t he

restaurant. He was just checking to nake certain you were
on your way.

He'd cancel led all the bookings for the next two weeks,
but he didn't

think they'd be able to open again for at |east a nonth. |
told him

that as you' d left just after six you'd be with himat any
m nute. So,

just how bad is the damage?" | was al ready dressed by the
time Judy was

awake enough to ask why |I had never turned up at the
restaurant. |

shot down the stairs and out onto the street in search of
anot her cab.

It had started raining again.

A taxi swung round and cane to a halt in front of me.
"Where to this tinme, guv?

Poi nt

THANK YOU, M CHAEL. |I'D LIKE THAT." | smiled, unable to
mask ny

del i ght.

"Hi, Pipsqueak. | thought | m ght have m ssed you." |
turned and

stared at a tall man with a nmop of fair hair, who seened
unaf f ect ed by

the steady flow of people trying to pass himon either

si de.

Anna gave hima smle that | hadn't seen until that
nmoment .

"Hell o, Jonathan," she said. "This is M chael Whitaker.
You're
| ucky - he bought your ticket, and if you hadn't turned up



| was | ust

about to accept his kind invitation to dinner. M chael,
this is ny

brot her, Jonathan - the one who was held up at the
hospi t al .

As you can see, he's now escaped.” | couldn't think of a
sui tabl e

reply.

Jonat han shook nme warmy by the hand. "Thank you for

keepi ng ny
si ster conpany,

he said. "Wn't you join us for dinner?"

"That's kind

of you," | replied, '"but |I've just renenbered that |'m
meant to be

somewhere else right now 1'd better ... ' "You' re not
meant be anywhere

el se right now," interrupted Anna, giving ne the sane
smle. "Don't be

so feeble.” She Iinked her armin mne. "In any case, we'd
both Iike

you to join us."
"Thank you," | said.

"There's a restaurant just down the road that |'ve been
told is

rat her good," said Jonathan, as the three of us began
wal ki ng off in

the direction of the Strand.

"Geat. |I'mfam shed," said Anna.

"So, tell nme all about the play,"” Jonathan said as Anna

| i nked her
other armin his.
"Every bit as good as the critics prom sed," said Anna.

"You were unlucky to mss it," | said.

"But I'mrather glad you did," said Anna as we reached the



cor ner
of the Strand.

“I think that's the place |I'm |l ooking for," said Jonathan,
pointing to a large grey double door on the far side of
the road. The

three of us weaved our way through the tenporarily
stationary traffic.

Once we reached the other side of the road Jonat han pushed
open

one of the grey doors to allow us through. It started to
rain just as

we stepped inside. He | ed Anna and ne down a flight of
stairs into a

basenment restaurant buzzing with the talk of people who
had just cone

out of theatres, and waiters dashing, plates in both
hands, fromtable

to table.

“I"'l'l be inpressed if you can get a table here,” Anna said
to her

brot her, eyeing a group of woul d-be custoners who were
clustered round

the bar, inpatiently waiting for soneone to | eave.

"You shoul d have booked," she added as he began wavi ng at
t he head
wai ter, who was fully occupied taking a custoner's order.

| remained a yard or two behind them and as Mario cane
across, |
put a finger to ny lips and nodded to him

"I don't suppose you have a table for three?" asked
Jonat han.

"Yes, of course, sir. Please follow ne," said Muri o,

| eadi ng us

to a quiet table in the corner of the room "That was a
bit of [uck,"

sai d Jonat han



"It certainly was,
t ake
the far chair, so his sister could sit between us.

Anna agreed. Jonat han suggested that |

Once we had settl ed, Jonathan asked what | would like to
dri nk.

"How about you?" | said, turning to Anna. "Aother dry
martini ?'

Jonat han | ooked surprised. "You haven't had a dry nmartini
since ..

" Anna scow ed at himand said quickly, "I'll just have a
gl ass of
wne with the neal." Since when? | wondered, but only
said, "I'Il have
the sanme." Mario reappeared, and handed us our nenus.

Jonat han and

Anna studied theirs in silence for sone tine before
Jonat han asked,

"Any i deas?"

"It all |ooks so tenpting,” Anna said. "But | think I"]
settle for the fettucini and a glass of red wne."

"What about a
starter?" asked Jonat han.

“"No. I'"'mon first call tonorrow, if you renmenber - unless
of
course you're volunteering to take ny place.”

"Not after what |'ve been

t hrough this evening, Pipsqueak. |'d rather go without a
starter too,"

he said. "How about you, Mchael ? Don't |et our donmestic
probl enms get

I n your way."

"Fettucini and a glass of red wine would suit me just
fine."

"Three fettucini and a bottle of your best Chianti," said
Jonat han when Mari o returned.



Anna | eaned over to ne and whi spered conspiratorially,
"It's the
only Italian wi ne he can pronounce correctly."”

"What woul d have
happened if we'd chosen fish?" | asked her.

"He's al so heard of Frascati, but he's never quite sure
what he's
neant to do when soneone orders duck."

"What are you two whi spering
about ?" asked Jonat han as he handed his nmenu back to
Mari o.

"I was asking your sister about the third partner in the
practice."

"Not bad, M chael,"” Anna said. "You should have gone into
politics."

"My wife, Elizabeth, is the third partner,” Jonathan said,
unawar e of what Anna had been getting at. "She, poor
darling, is on

call tonight."

"You note, two wonen and one man," said Anna as the w ne

wai t er appeared by Jonat han's side.

"Yes. There used to be four of us," said Jonathan, wthout
expl anation. He studied the |abel on the bottle before
noddi ng sagely.

"You' re not fooling anyone, Jonat han. M chael has already
wor ked

out that you're no sommelier,’
she was trying

to change the subject. The waiter extracted the cork and
poured a

little wine into Jonathan's glass for himto taste.

said Anna, sounding as if

"So, what do you do, M chael ?" asked Jonathan after he had
given a
second nod to the wine waiter. "Don't tell ne you're a



doctor, because
"' m not | ooking for another man to join the practice."

"No, he's in the
rest aur ant busi ness,
fettucini were

pl aced in front of us.

said Anna, as three bow s of

"I see. You two obviously swapped life histories during
t he
interval,'
rest aur ant

busi ness" actually nean ?"

sai d Jonat han. "But what does being "in the

“I"'mon the managenent side,"” | explained.
"Or at least, that's what | do nowadays. | started life as
a waiter,

then | noved into the kitchens for about five years, and
finally ended

up in managenent. ' "But what does a restaurant nanager
actual ly do?

asked Anna.

"Cbviously the interval wasn't | ong enough for you to go
I nto any

great detail," said Jonathan as he jabbed his fork into
sone fettucini.

"Well, at the nonent |I'mrunning three restaurants in the
st

End, which neans | never stop dashing fromone to the

ot her, dependi ng

on which is facing the biggest crisis on that particul ar
day."

" Sounds

a bit like ward duty to ne," said Anna. "So who turned out
to have the

bi ggest crisis today?"

"Today, thank heaven, was not typical," | said
with feeling.

"That bad?" said Jonat han



"Yes, |I'mafraid so. W |lost a chef this norning who cut
of f the

top of his finger, and won't be back at work for at | east
a

fortnight. My head waiter in our second restaurant is off,
claimng he has '"flu, and |I've just had to sack the harnman
in the third

for fiddling the books. Barnen always fiddle the books, of
course, but

in this case even the custoners began to notice what he

was up to." |
paused. "But | still wouldn't want to be in any other
A shril
ring interrupted me. | couldn't tell where the sound was

com ng from
until Jonathan renoved a tiny cellular phone fromhis
| acket pocket.

"Sorry about this," he said. "Hazard of the job." He
pressed a

button and put the phone to his ear. He listened for a few
seconds,

and a frown appeared on his face. "Yes, | suppose so. |'ll
be there

as quickly as I can." He flicked the phone cl osed and put
it back into

hi s pocket.

"Sorry," he repeated. "One of ny patients has chosen this
particular mrent to have a relapse. I'm afraid |I'm going
to have to

| eave you." He stood up and turned to his sister. "How

will you get
home, Pi psqueak?"

"I'ma big girl now," said Anna, 'so I'Il just | ook
around for one of those black objects on four wheels with
a sign on the

top that reads T-A-X-1, and then I'll wave at it."

"Don't worry,
Jonathan," | said. "I'll drive her honme."



"That's very kind of you,’

sai d Jonat han, 'because if it's still pouring by the tine
you | eave,

she may not be able to find one of those black objects to
wave at."

Illn

any case, it's the least | can do, after | ended up
getting your

ticket, your dinner and your sister."

"Fair exchange," said Jonat han as
Mari o came rushing up

"I's everything all right, sir?" he asked.

"No, it isn't. I"'mon call, and have to go." He handed
over an

Anmerican Express card. "If you' d be kind enough to put
this through

your machine, 1'Il sign for it and you can fill in the
anount | ater.

And pl ease add fifteen per cent."

"Thank you, sir," said Mario, and
rushed away.

"Hope to see you again,"” said Jonathan. | rose to shake
hi m by

t he hand.

"l hope so too," | said.

Jonat han | eft us, headed for the bar and signed a slip of
paper.

Mari o handed hi m back his American Express card.

As Anna waved to her brother, | |ooked towards the bar and
shook

ny head slightly. Mario tore up the little slip of paper
and dropped

the pieces into a waste-paper basket.



"It hasn't been a wonderful day for Jonathan, either,"”
said Anna,

turning back to face nme. "And what with your problens, |I'm
anmazed you

were able to take the evening off."

"l shouldn't have, really, and

woul dn't have, except ... ' | trailed off as | |eaned over
and topped up

Anna' s gl ass.

"Except what ?" she asked.

"Do you want to hear the truth?" | asked as | poured the
remai ns
of the wine into ny own gl ass.

“I''l'l try that for starters,"” she said.

| placed the enpty bottle on the side of the table, and
hesi t at ed,

but only for a nonment. "I was driving to one of ny
restaurants earlier

this evening, when | spotted you going into the theatre.

| stared at you for so long that | nearly crashed into the
back of

the car in front of ne. Then |I swerved across the road
into the

near est parking space, and the car behind al nost crashed
into ne.

| leapt out, ran all the way to the theatre, and searched
everywhere until | saw you standing in the queue for the
box of fice.

| joined the Iine and watched you hand over your spare
ticket.

Once you were safely out of sight, | told the box office
manager

that you hadn't expected ne to nmake it in tinme, and that
you m ght have

put ny ticket up for resale. After |'d described you,



which | was able

to do in great detail, he handed it over w thout so much
as a murmnur.'

Anna put down her glass of wine and stared across at ne
with a | ook of

incredulity. "I"mglad he fell for your story," she said.

"But should I?

"Yes, you shoul d. Because then | put two ten-pound notes
into a

t heatre envel ope and took the place next to you," |

conti nued.

"The rest you already know." | waited to see how she woul d
react.

She didn't speak for sone tine.

"I"'mflattered," she said eventually. "I didn't realise

t here

were any ol d-fashioned romantics left in the world." She
| ower ed her

head slightly. "Am 1 allowed to ask what you have pl anned
for the rest

of the evening?"

“Not hi ng has been planned so far,"” | admtted. "Which
is why it's all been so refreshing.™

"You nmake nme sound |ike an After
Eight mnt," said Anna with a | augh.

"I can think of at |least three replies to that,"” | told
her as

Mari o reappeared, |looking a little di sappointed at the
sight of the

hal f-enpty pl ates.

"I's everything all right, sir?" he asked, soundi ng
anxi ous.

"Couldn't have been better," said Anna, who hadn't stopped
| ooki ng



at ne.
"Whul d you |ike a coffee, madam ?" Mari o asked her.

"No, thank you," said Anna firmy. "W have to go in
search of a
mar ooned car."

"Heaven knows if it will still be there after all this
time," | said as she rose from her place.

| took Anna's hand, |ed her towards the entrance, back up
t he
stairs and out onto the street. Then | began to retrace ny

steps to

the spot where |'d abandoned nmy car. As we strolled up the
Al dwych and

chatted away, | felt as if | was wth an old friend.

"You don't have to give ne a lift, Mchael," Anna was

sayi ng.

"It's probably mles out of your way, and in any case it's

st opped

raining, so I'll just hail a taxi."

“I want to give you a lift," | told

her. "That way |'Il have your conpany for a little
| onger." She smled

as we reached a distressingly |large space where | had |eft
t he car.

"Damm, " | said. | quickly checked up and down the road,
and
returned to find Anna | aughi ng.

"I's this another of your schenes to have nore of ny
conpany?" she

t eased. She opened her bag and took out a nobile phone,
diall ed 999,

and passed it over to ne.

"Whi ch service do you require? Fire, Police or Anbul ance?"
a



voi ce asked.

"Police," | said, and was inmediately put through to
anot her
vVoi ce.

"Charing Cross Police Station. What is the nature of your
enqui ry?"

"I think ny car has been stolen.”

"Can you tell ne the neke,

colour and registration nunber please, sir."

"I't's a blue Rover 600,

regi strati on K857 SHV." There was a | ong pause, during
which | could

hear other voices talking in the background.

"No, it hasn't been stolen, sir," said the officer who had
been

dealing with me when he canme back on the line. "The
vehi cl e was

il1legally parked on a double yellow line. It's been
removed and taken

to the Vauxhal |l Bridge Pound."

"Can | pick it up now?" | asked.

"Certainly, sir. Howw Il you be getting there?" TII take
a
taxi."

"Then just ask the driver for the Vauxhall Bridge Pound.
Once

you get there, you'll need sonme formof identification,
and a cheque

for 205 with a banker's card - that is if you don't have
the full

anount in cash.” 'xo5 ?" | said quietly.

"That's correct, sir." Anna frowned for the first time
t hat
eveni ng.



"Worth every penny."
"l beg your pardon, sir?"

“Not hi ng, officer.

Goodni ght." | handed the phone back to Anna, and said,
"The next thing

I"mgoing to do is find you a taxi."

"You certainly are not, M chael,
because I'm staying with you.

I n any case, you prom sed ny brother you' d take nme hone."
| took

her hand and hailed a taxi, which swng across the road
and cane to a

hal t besi de us.

"Vauxhal | Bridge Pound, please."

"Bad luck, mate," said the
cabbie. "You're ny fourth this evening." | gave hima
broad grin.

"I expect the other three al so chased you into the

t heatre, but

| uckily they were behind nme in the queue,” | said to Anna
as | joined

her on the back seat.

As the taxi manoeuvred its way slowy through the

r ai nswept

post-theatre traffic and across Waterl oo Bridge, Anna
said, "Don't you

think I should have been given the chance to choose
bet ween the four of

you ? After all, one of them m ght have been driving a
Rol | s- Royce. '

“Not possible."

"And why not, pray?" asked Anna.

"Because you couldn't have parked a Rolls-Royce in that



space.’

"But if he'd had a chauffeur, that would have sol ved al

nmy problens.'

“I'n that case, | would sinply have run himover." The taxi
had

travel l ed sone di stance before either of us spoke again.

"Can | ask you a personal question?" Anna eventual |y sai d.
“If it's what | think it is, | was about to ask you the
same

t hi ng. "

"Then you go first."

“"No - I'mnot married,” |I said. "Nearly,
once, but she escaped." Anna | aughed. "And you?"

"I was married," she
said quietly. "He was the fourth doctor in the practice.
He di ed

three years ago. | spent nine nonths nursing him but in
the end |

failed.'

"I"mso sorry," | said, feeling a little ashaned. "That
was

tactless of ne. | shouldn't have raised the subject.”

"I raised it,

M chael, not you. It's nme who shoul d apol ogi se."” Neither
of us spoke

again for several mnutes, until Anna said, "For the past
t hree years,

since Andrew s death, |'ve imersed nyself in work, and |
seemto spend

nost of ny spare tine boring Jonathan and Eli zabeth to

di straction.

They coul dn't have been nore understandi ng, but they nust
be heartily

sick of it by now | wouldn't be surprised if Jonathan
hadn't arranged

an energency for tonight, so soneone else could take ne to
the theatre



for a change. It m ght even give ne the confidence to go
out agai n.
Heaven knows,'
" enough peopl e

have been kind enough to ask ne." | passed the cabbie a
t en- pound note

and we dashed through the rain in the direction of a
littl e Portakabin.

she added as we drove into the car pound,

| wal ked up to the counter and read the form $el |l otaped to
it.

| took out ny wallet, extracted ny driving |icence, and
began
counti ng.

| only had eighty pounds in cash, and | never carry a
chequebook.

Anna grinned, and took the envelope |I'd presented to her
earlier

in the evening fromher bag. She tore it open and
extracted the two

t en- pound notes, added a five-pound note of her own, and
handed t hem

over to ne.

"Thank you," | said, once again feeling enbarrassed.

"Worth every penny," she replied with a grin.

The policeman counted the notes slowy, placed themin a
tin box,

and gave ne a receipt.

"It"'s right there, in the front row "
out of the

wi ndow. "And if | may say so, sir, it was perhaps unw se
of you to

| eave your keys in the ignition. If the vehicle had been
stol en, your

I nsurance conpany woul d not have been |liable to cover the
claim" He

passed ne ny keys.

he said, pointing



“I't was nmy fault, officer," said Anna. "I should have sent
hi m

back for them but | didn't realise what he was up to. Vil
make

sure he doesn't do it again." The officer | ooked up at ne.
| shrugged

ny shoul ders and | ed Anna out of the cabin and across to
my car. |

opened the door to let her in, then nipped round to the
driver's side

as she | eant over and pushed ny door open. | took ny place
behi nd t he

wheel and turned to face her. "I'msorry," | said. "The
rai n has

rui ned your dress.” A drop of water fell off the end of
her nose.
"But, you know, you're just as beautiful wet or dry."

"Thank you,

M chael ," she smiled. "But if you don't have any

obj ection, on bal ance

|'"d prefer to be dry." | |aughed. "So, where shall | take
you?" |

asked, suddenly aware that | didn't know where she |ived.
"Ful ham pl ease. 49 Parsons G een Lane. It's not too far."
I

pushed the key into the ignition, not caring how far it
was.

| turned the key and took a deep breath. The engine
spl uttered,

but refused to start. Then | realised | had left the
si del i ghts on.

"Don't do this to ne," | begged, as Anna began | aughi ng
again.

| turned the key a second tine, and the notor caught. |
| et out a

sigh of relief.

"That was a close one," Anna said. "If it hadn't started,



we

m ght have ended up spending the rest of the night
together. O was

that all part of your dastardly plan?"

"Not hi ng's gone to plan so far,"

| admtted as | drove out of the pound. | paused before
addi ng,

"Still, | suppose things m ght have turned out
differently.”

"You nean

if | hadn't been the sort of girl you were | ooking for?"

" Sonet hi ng
li ke that."

"I wonder what those other three nen woul d have thought of
me," said Anna w stfully.

"Who cares? They're not going to have the chance to find
out.'
"You sound very sure of yourself, M. Witaker."'

"I'f you only knew," | said. "But | would like to see you
agai n,

Anna. If you're willing torisk it." She seenmed to take an
eternity to

reply. "Yes, I'd like that," she said eventually. "But
only on

condition that you pick ne up at ny place, so | can be
certain you park
your car legally, and renmenber to switch your lights off."

"1 accept

your terns," | told her. "And | won't even add any

condi tions of ny

own if we can begin the agreenent tonorrow evening." Once
agai n Anna

didn't reply imediately. "I'mnot sure | know what |'m
doi ng t onorrow
eveni ng. "

"Neither do I," | said. "But I'll cancel it, whatever it



is."

"Then so wll |," said Anna as | drove into Parsons G een
Lane,

and began searching for nunber forty-nine.

"lIt's about a hundred yards down, on the left,"” she said.

| drew up and parked outside her front door.

"Don't let's bother with the theatre this tinme," said
Anna.

"Come round at about eight, and I'll cook you sone
supper." She

| eant over and ki ssed ne on the cheek before turning back
to open the

car door. | junped out and wal ked quickly round to her
side of the car

as she stepped onto the pavenent.

"So, I'll see you around ei ght tonorrow evening," she

sai d.

TIl ook forward to that." | hesitated, and then took her
In ny

arms. "Goodni ght, Anna."

"Goodni ght, Mchael," she said as | rel eased

her. "And thank you for buying ny ticket, not to nention
dinner. I'm

glad ny other three woul d-be suitors only nade it as far
as the car

pound.” | smled as she pushed the key into the | ock of
her front door.

She turned back. "By the way, M chael, was that the
rest aur ant

with the mssing waiter, the four-and-a-half-fingered
chef, or the

crooked bartender ?"

"The crooked bartender,” | replied with a smle.



She cl osed the door behind her as the clock on a nearby
church
struck one.
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