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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.
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Welcome to the SF Gateway.









… As for Venice and its people, merely born to bloom and drop,


Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly were the crop:


What of soul was left, I wonder, when the kissing had to stop?


 


‘Dust and ashes!’ So you creak it, and I want the heart to scold.


Dear dead women, with such hair, too – what’s become of all the gold


Used to hang and brush their bosoms? I feel chilly and grown old.


 


Robert Browning: A Toccata of Galuppi’s        


The soundest strategy in war is to postpone operations until the moral disintegration of the enemy renders the mortal blow both possible and easy.


 


V. I. Lenin            







FOREWORD


I was at Oxford with Constantine FitzGibbon in the two years before the Second World War. He and another friend, John Orbach, were publishing an avant garde literary magazine. I used to call on them to escape from the endless political discussions which tortured university life in those years. Then came the war and our paths diverged. I was never to see FitzGibbon again.


Later on, I read his book When the Kissing had to Stop. It is a cruel but brilliant caricature of the vulnerability of the British political and social chattering classes and of the disaster into which they could lead us.


Years later, the politics of the Horn of Africa brought me into close touch with Constantine’s brother, Louis. He told me that he planned to republish When the Kissing had to Stop and asked if I would write a foreword to it. I answered that I had better read it again first. The first few pages left me with the impression that it was now rather dated. This was at the time of President Reagan’s conference with Secretary General Gorbachev in May 1988. Yet, as I read on, I found I couldn’t put it down; that my first impressions were completely wrong. I had better say why.


I am not one of those who believe that Gorbachev is insincere or that his talk about reconstruction and openness is all propaganda designed to lull the capitalist world into the apathy from which President Reagan rescued it. On the contrary, I think he knows well that the influence of the Soviet Union cannot be maintained without a fundamental reconstruction of its economic and thus social system. At the same time, the colossal task on which he has embarked can only be achieved at the expense of wide sections of the ‘nomenklatura’ who govern the Soviet Union. To reconstruct the economy will be hard enough. To reconstruct the Communist Party is quite another matter. It will be a Herculean task. It may be that Gorbachev will succeed. If so, the world should be a safer place with Soviet energies directed, at any rate in the short run, to more peaceful tasks.


We have, however, to recognise that Gorbachev and those who think like him may fail. If so, the Soviet Union will not remain the Super Power it is today but will decline sharply in terms of wealth and technology. This will create a social and political crisis. Gorbachev has aroused the hopes of his peoples. Pandora ’s Box has been opened. It will not be easy to close it again. To try to close it again the old guard, the hardliners, may well seek to externalise the internal problem – to resort once again to a policy of expansion.


All life is a response both to hope and to danger. We are right to cherish our hopes for the future, but we should be wrong to disregard the dangers that could lie ahead. When the Kissing had to Stop is a wholesome reminder of what could still happen. As such it should be required reading, particularly for optimists.


Julian Amery




TRIBUTE


As his half-brother, I consider it an honour to be able to grasp this opportunity to attempt a tribute to the late Constantine FitzGibbon. He was, in every way, a most remarkable man, and I doubt if anyone who knew him could disagree. Of great charm, he was generous to a fault, yet with a keen perception and an artistry with the pen not often encountered. But, like most Anglo-Irish people, he could be what is described as ‘difficult’ at times; as one of his wives once told me: ‘he was awful but lovable’. One thing, however, is certain: he was one of those of whom it is said: ‘Once met, never forgotten’ and to those who never met him, his name lives on through his many books and other writings, all of which are revealing of the man himself.


His, and my, father was also a remarkable man, endowed with wit and having that most important possession, a sense of the ridiculous (so much more valuable than just a sense of humour). Born in 1884, Robert Francis Dillon FitzGibbon was educated as a cadet in H.M.S. Britannia (the ship moored in the Dart and which became the Royal Naval College, Dartmouth). As a midshipman he served in the China Fleet (Boxer War rebellion) and, much later, in the battle of Jutland under Admiral Beatty.


In 1919 he left the Navy and obtained a commission in the French Foreign Legion. He fought against Abdel Krim in the Rif mountains and was awarded both the Legion of Honour and the Croix de Guerre. From 1925 onwards he had a checkered career marked chiefly by great extravagance and panache. When war broke out in 1939 none of the British services wanted him as by then, of course, he was 55 years of age. Never having taken ‘no’ for an answer, he wrote to General de Gaulle and invoked the ancien French title to which we all lay claim, Comte Dillon (it was bestowed upon the Dillon family by Louis XIV after the battle of Fontenoy where the Dillon regiment fought against the British). This resulted in his again being given a commission in the Foreign Legion. He at once ordered a uniform from the military tailors, Flights, but had failed to note that the uniform had changed since 1925. He therefore appeared at Aldershot in a new but outdated uniform to the delight of his brother officers. Flights had, quite naturally, sewn on his medal ribbons with the British first and, when he met General de Gaulle, the general is reported to have said: ‘Monsieur FitzGibbon, vous etes dans l’Armée Francaise, pas Anglaise!’. But in fact he was rather too old for the job, and his second sojourn in the Legion did not last more than a year. Having never laid by a single penny, he lived, in turn, with his two previous wives, both of whom had divorced him, and ended his days supported by his sister, Lady Antrobus, at Amesbury. He was laid to rest in Salisbury in 1954. This, then, was our father.


Our family is a dual one: on the Dillon side we can trace ourselves to before 1200 when the then De Leons came from Aquitaine, and on the FitzGibbon side we come from ‘Black Jack’ FitzGibbon, Lord Chancellor of Ireland, 1st Earl of Clare (in the Irish peerage), and Baron FitzGibbon of Sidbury in Devon (as a result of bringing about the Union of Ireland with England in 1801). Constantine was born of our father’s first marriage to Georgette Folsom of Lennox, Massachusetts, on the 8th June 1919. He was educated at Munich University, at the Sorbonne and at Exeter College, Oxford (where he met Julian Amery who has so kindly provided the foreword for this republished book). There he met and married a beautiful Burmese girl named Aye Moung, but that did not last long. In 1939 he was commissioned in the Oxford and Bucks Light Infantry, but in 1942 he transferred to the American army until 1946 and in which he was an intelligence officer.


After the war, Constantine, by then married to Theodora (famed for her cookery books), became a schoolmaster in Bermuda and it was in 1948 that he took up his pen which was to lead him to fame and fortune. His first book was entitled The Arabian Bird, a title derived from a saying of the Earl of Rochester: ‘Tis the Arabian Bird alone lives chaste, because there is but one’. This saying also applied to Constantine as he was seldom out of the company of women! Thence onwards there flowed a stream of books (see inside cover) of which the most famous was When the Kissing had to Stop published in 1960, the year of his third marriage to Marion Gutmann.


The first edition of this book was crowned with enormous success; translations, film-rights, and indeed all the rewards of which many writers dream but few achieve. Constantine, also very extravagant, moved into an enormous mansion at Waterstone Manor. However, he was, and I hope his children will not mind my saying it, somewhat afflicted by ‘The Irish disease’ and an account of his drinking habits appeared in his courageous book Drink published in 1979. This also brought his third marriage to an end but not before the birth of a son, Francis. Meantime, Constantine had returned to Ireland and married the divorced wife of the well-known American, Huntingdon Hartford, by whom he had a daughter, Donagh.


In the 1981 edition of Who’s Who Constantine describes himself as a claimant to the Earldom of Clare and the Barony of FitzGibbon as both of us firmly believed that the son of the third Earl of Clare, Viscount FitzGibbon, had not been killed in the famous Charge of the Light Brigade at Balaclava, but had passed through the Russian guns and been carried off as a captive to Siberia, and this belief Constantine carried to his grave in Ireland in 1983 (it was only whilst spending Christmas in Devon in 1987 that I finally found proof absolute that young Viscount FitzGibbon was actually killed during the charge).


Constantine and I lived relatively separate lives, meeting usually only ‘at wakes and weddins’ as it were. However, I owe him a deep personal debt for it was he, in 1970, who told me I must write a book about the Katyn Massacre, which launched me on my own writing endeavour. However, that book led on to others about Katyn, and from them flowed the Katyn Memorial and my association with the late Airey Neave and the late Lord Barnby. It may be recalled that the unveiling of that memorial was world news on 18 September 1976, and it was there, at Gunnersbury Cemetery, that I first caught sight of Julian Amery which led directly to the re-birth of this book, for it was in the Albion Hotel, Brighton, that Julian Amery casually mentioned that he had known Constantine at Oxford. Of such odd moments is history made.


This, then, is my attempt to try to reveal something of Constantine FitzGibbon whose life, alone, could fill a book. I am profoundly grateful to his children for allowing me to breathe new life into this book; and to Julian Amery for his revealing contribution.


Louis FitzGibbon




Part One




1


THE waiter was, in fact, waiting, with his trolley of liqueurs and his boxes of cigars.


‘Would you care for a brandy, Mr. Cuthbertson? Or a cigar?’ Patrick asked his guest.


The big American glanced rapidly at the mass of bottles.


‘Just a glass of Vichy water,’ he said, addressing the waiter. ‘Do you have any Upman cigars?’


While he chose one from the box, Patrick, sixth Earl of Clonard, glanced with polite speed at his watch. Not quite two-fifteen. Nora had told him that they wouldn’t get to Trafalgar Square before three, so there was plenty of time. He said to the waiter:


‘And a small Calvados for me.’


The American blew out a cloud of smoke, speaking through it:


‘I hate mixing politics and business. It usually leads to bad politics and worse business. On the other hand, you know the feeling in this country. And, hell, if we give you the account it’s up to you to give our product the most efficient form of advertising you can think of.’


‘I’m quite sure we must stress that this is a British product,’ said Patrick. ‘At least to begin with. Since the Sioux City disaster, the people here are firmly convinced that any American-made reactor is likely to blow up. They’ll get over this, of course, but for the time being I’m quite sure that you will sell five times as many of your motor-cars if we advertise them as an intrinsically British product. I would propose to start the campaign with a series of brief TV sequences with a recurring slogan: Fuelless to Stratford: Fuelless to Oxford: Fuelless to Scotland. Completely familiar scenes, you know the sort of thing, Anne Hathaway’s cottage, the dreaming spires, grouse moors, which will reassure the public. Into each of these we will insert your atomic car.’


‘I thought only Americans saw England in those terms nowadays,’ said the American with a smile.


‘Oh no, I assure you three-quarters of our population believe that England still exists—only they just don’t happen ever to have gone there. It’s a cosy little dream. By putting your car into that dream, the fear of the unknown will gradually vanish.’


The American nodded. Patrick went on:


‘And I think it’s as well to insist from the very beginning that this is a people’s car, not a luxury product.’


‘So it is. The cheapest damn thing on four wheels ever built.’


‘Exactly. But what I mean is that we should insist that this is a car designed and built for the little man, not a rich man’s car that is offered for a miraculously low price. In fact, the little British car, in which the little British family can tour the little British Isles safely, cheaply and in comfort.’


‘Check,’ said Mr. Cuthbertson. ‘I like that.’


‘Because you must realize that the fear of anything connected with atomic energy is now very great here, and to judge by the propaganda that’s being given to those people, it’s likely to go on getting greater. Nuclear and atomic are dirty words. Therefore we must emphasize that your product is British, domestic and safe.’


‘I’ll call New York this afternoon. So far as I’m concerned, Patrick, the account is yours, but naturally I must check with G.W. As you know, we start production just as soon as we’ve cleared with Home Office and Treasury and all the other ministries that seem to want a hand in this. But I hope we’ll have the first British Fuelless Car on the market in twelve months. So the sooner we get the advertising campaign rolling, the better. How soon can your agency let me have a plan?’


‘Six weeks?’


‘Fine, Patrick, fine. I must be getting along. I’ve got to see three politicians and a journalist this afternoon. God, I hate mixing business and politics.’


‘Say as little as you can to the journalist, Mr. Cuthbertson.’


‘He’s only interested in the financial side. But I’ll play up the fact that this is a British concern. As you advised me.’


The waiter had brought the bill, and Patrick scribbled Clonard across the bottom. Then, passing between bent, black-coated figures murmuring ‘Bonjour monsieur, bonjour milord,’ they were out into the bright sunshine of Charlotte Street.


‘Can I drop you anywhere?’ asked Cuthbertson, as the taxi drew up.


‘No, thanks,’ said Patrick. ‘I’ll walk.’


He felt moderately pleased with himself, as he limped down Rathbone Place, and waited for a break in the endless traffic in order to cross Oxford Street. He had never suffered many illusions as to why Jack Beaulieu had taken him into the agency ten years ago, when he returned from the Korean War with one leg slightly shorter than the other, and a minute pension. There were still prospective clients likely to be impressed by a title, even a title as obscure as Patrick’s and with no money or country house to back it up. But gradually he had persuaded his bosses that in fact he was more than a walking object of snobbery, and had been given increasing responsibility. This was the first really big account to be entrusted to him, and there was certainly no question of Mr. Cuthbertson or the British heads of Fuelless Cars being impressed by titles handed out a hundred and seventy years ago in order that Irish country gentlemen might vote the right way in the Irish House of Lords. And, he told himself as he entered Soho Square, he was well on the way to pulling it off. It would be very big. A million dollar deal, he thought with a smile. Who knows, maybe a billion dollar deal? He glanced at his watch. A quarter to three. Plenty of time.


He stopped outside the entrance to the Don Juan Club, beneath the sign that said STRIPTEASE and DANCE WITH NAKED LOVELIES, to glance at the pictures. A naked girl with very good breasts writhed on the floor of the small club stage, while another girl, dressed only in boots and a Sam Browne belt, stood over her, brandishing a toy whip. A nervous-looking boy of perhaps seventeen years sidled past him into the club. A second picture showed one naked girl undressing another. She had reached the stage of unrolling her friend’s elastic girdle. But the real attraction of these places was that the customers could actually touch these well-developed young women, though only, he understood, on the dance floor. And a third picture showed an improbable-looking fellow, more like a tailor’s dummy than a real human being, gliding across the dance floor with a tall, sinewy and supercilious blonde, stripped to the buff, in his arms. And looking at their faces Patrick remembered a word that had been current some years ago. Never, he thought, had he seen a more toffee-nosed couple, he in his pinstripe, she in her skin.


A couple of elderly men, laughing heartily, walked past him into the club. One day, he thought, he really must go into one of those weird places and see what actually went on. The only problem was that it would be so shameful to be seen by friends, coming out. It would be bad enough, even, to be surprised looking at the pictures. And he walked on.


The thing to do would be to go with a girl. He wondered if it would amuse Nora. The trouble was that Nora was so well known, perhaps about the best-known face on the London stage today. She would certainly be recognized even in the Don Juan Club. Still he’d ask her, after the meeting. And he walked on into Shaftesbury Avenue, where the traffic was in its usual state of total immobility. Some of those cars, he thought, might well have been standing there ever since they started rebuilding Piccadilly Circus as a square, two years ago.


In Gerrard Street he saw a knot of Mediterranean-looking men at the next corner, and prudently crossed over to the other side of the street. There had been several nasty murder-robberies in this area in recent weeks, a couple in broad daylight, and though there were usually police about, there was none in sight today. Presumably they were all at the mass meeting in Trafalgar Square. So he crossed over, just to be on the safe side, and walked briskly enough to discourage the two elderly prostitutes gossiping outside the post office.


There were, indeed, a great many policemen standing about at the various entrances to Trafalgar Square, more policemen, really, than people drifting towards the meeting. He saw Black Marias parked down side-streets, and quite a few of the new, armed, crash-helmeted Mobile Guards, with their black motor cycles, as well as the familiar mounted police upon their beautiful horses. They must be expecting quite a fracas, he thought, which was odd considering that this was primarily a pacifist demonstration. Still, the police were very odd these days. ‘I think your British police are wonderful!’ He wondered if anyone ever said that now, as he passed a group of steely-eyed, iron-jawed, law enforcement officers, their thumbs tucked into their belts.


As he entered Trafalgar Square, he realized why there had been so few people coming to the meeting. It had already begun, and old Braithwaite was in the middle of a speech. Yes, and there was Nora on the platform beside him, at the nearer end. As always, when he saw Nora, his heart lifted. Even when she was as far away as this, even when she was upon a platform at a political meeting, she was gentle elegance. He moved on into the square.


‘… it is not for our own sake alone that we make this demand,’ Leonard Braithwaite was saying, his voice amplified by twenty loudspeakers, ‘not for our sake, but for that of our children, yes, and of our children’s children.’ He stopped briefly for applause, and since there were so many microphones dotted about the square, the closing words were magnificently multiplied into ‘children’s children’s children’s children’, reminding Patrick of those chapters in the Bible where somebody begat somebody who begat someone else again, for verse after verse.


Not that there was anything Old Testament about Leonard Braithwaite’s leonine old head, with the mane of white hair falling over the collar of his open-necked white shirt, nor in his voice with its strong West Country burr that he must have had some trouble preserving throughout fifty years of political life and strenuous London journalism.


‘We believe,’ the Grand Old Man of the Left was now saying, ‘that this government is pursuing a policy of suicide. Very well. If a man wishes to commit suicide that, in my opinion, is a matter for himself to decide. I have campaigned for years, inside and outside Parliament, against the punishment of would-be suicides. But this is very different. If a man attempts to commit suicide by blowing up a cinema in which are seated several thousand people, including old people and children, as well as himself, then I say that that is a crime. And I say that the continued fabrication of nuclear weapons is just such a crime. The children …’


But this time the echo did not come, lost in a great volume of applause, and at the far side of the square Patrick saw the policemen’s horses shifting sideways.


Children had always formed a staple ingredient of Leonard Braithwaite’s oratory, even before the Spanish Civil War. His own son, doubtless persuaded by his father’s magnificent oratory that this war was a conflict between the forces of good and those of evil, had volunteered to fight with the Communists on the Republican side, and had been killed at the age of eighteen. Thenceforth Leonard Braithwaite had been able to refer to children and to the tragic sacrifice of their young lives from a personal angle as well. He had seldom failed to do so.


‘Children,’ he began again, as the applause rippled into silence, ‘yet unborn are being sacrificed on the altar of national stupidity by this warmongering government. And this is a subject on which I can speak with great personal feeling. Nigh on thirty years ago my own son, outraged by the monstrous rebellion of that very clique of Fascist brigands and reactionaries with which our government today is so anxious to sign a treaty of alliance, chose the nobler road. But, my friends, he chose it, he was not conscripted, let alone mutilated by decisions taken decades, perhaps centuries, before his birth. I say to you …’


Again there was a roar of applause, in which several people on the platform joined. Patrick saw Nora hesitate, then clap her hands with the others. He slipped closer towards the platform, through the crowd.


Braithwaite, he thought, was speaking not only about children, but also, to a large extent, at them. It was easy to distinguish the marchers from the Londoners, or rather those who had marched from those who had walked or come by bus to this meeting. The marchers, many with rucksacks and some with walking sticks or even crooks, looked in most cases as though they were scarcely out of school, their expressions tense and rapt, even when the boys in their leather jackets stood with one arm about the shoulders of a pretty girl, free of lipstick and tanned by the long hike from the missile bases on the Yorkshire coast. The girls, with their pony-tails and tartan slacks, seemed even more hypnotized by the old man’s oratory than were the boys. Patrick wondered if any one of them might speculate concerning Mrs. Braithwaite’s feelings over this past quarter century, as her dead son was produced, year after year, in support of cause after cause.


‘Strontium 90,’ Braithwaite was saying, ‘and other poisons, some of them far more vile, many of them so far unidentified by science …’


Patrick stopped listening, as his eyes moved across the platform immediately beneath Nelson’s Column, now only twenty yards or so away.


Nearest to him sat Nora May, her eyes focused on a point several feet above the heads of the crowd, a slight smile upon her lips. This smile he knew was, with her, a sign of faint embarrassment, as when she found herself at a quite unsuitable party or being the recipient of fulsome and exaggerated compliments. She had, indeed, only come here to please her sister, Antonia May, the novelist, who was seated at the other end. All her life Nora had had to make amends to Antonia for the fact that whereas she, Nora, was a beautiful, charming child who grew up easily into an even more beautiful, more charming and talented woman, Antonia had only had the talent. All her life she had praised Antonia publicly and flattered her in private, and when Antonia’s novels had a small success, she proclaimed, and perhaps even believed, that her sister was the greatest writer and thinker of the age. Therefore when Antonia telephoned her and asked her to take part in the march and to lend her fame and beauty to this great cause, she had felt obliged to agree. She had put down the telephone, turned to Patrick, and said: ‘She’s the brainy one. If she says I must go, then go I must.’ But Patrick knew that that was not the real reason for Nora’s presence on the platform. The real reason lay long in the past, when the sisters had been children evacuated to New Hampshire during the war, and their foster-parents had so obviously preferred the company of the pretty, gay child to that of the morose and plain one. It was in part-repayment of this unpayable debt that Nora now sat on the platform beneath the victor of Trafalgar, Copenhagen and the Nile, a smile, which perhaps only Patrick recognized as one of embarrassment, playing about her lips.


She was clapping now as, to tumultuous applause, Leonard Braithwaite sat down, mopping his brow, and Canon Christian rose to address the meeting. He started by turning his head, with a queer, jerky movement, first to the right and then to the left, so that all might enjoy his open, manly smile and his fine, aquiline profile. Then he began to speak in his deep, mellifluous voice.


‘My friend Braithwaite and I disagree about many matters.’ He glanced down at his friend Braithwaite, who was glaring at the Union Jack bedraped table, his chin resting upon his fist in an attitude reminiscent of Rodin’s ‘Thinker’. ‘I am a Christian, not only by name, but also by belief.’ He waited for his little joke to be taken, and a few people must have found it amusing, for a slight titter passed through the crowd. ‘Braithwaite is a staunch humanist. But there is one belief that we have in common, and that is the paramount dignity of man. Now I say to you that the soul of England demands that we get rid, once and for all, regardless of the cost, unilaterally if need be, of these monstrous weapons of mass destruction. I say to you that the soul of England …’


What odd theology, Patrick thought. Did this clergyman really believe that communities could possess souls, or, for that matter, that the dignity of man was paramount? In any event Canon Christian was quite prepared to quote the founder of Christianity, for Patrick heard something about a millstone being tied about the necks of the government, who should then be cast into the depths of the sea. So he too was playing the children theme. Patrick glanced at the other two members of the committee.


Seated between Antonia and Braithwaite was the round and rosy figure of Victor Cockshore, the famous scientist and Nobel Prize winner. He had won the Nobel Prize for his brilliant research into metallurgy and kindred subjects, but had achieved far wider publicity in England only a couple of years ago when, with maximum publicity, he had resigned from his position as part-time scientific adviser to the Ministry of Defence, on the grounds, as he said, that they were debasing pure science by asking for his advice in the construction of missile casings. Never, he wrote in a book that became something of a best-seller and on which Antonia May had collaborated, never would he let his genius be so prostituted as to be used for the making of weapons of mass destruction. Others said that immediately before resigning he had asked the Ministry to raise his pay as part-time adviser from three to four thousand a year, but this, Patrick thought, was probably a malicious invention by his enemies. Scientists, he knew, could be just as jealous and bitchy as the members of any other profession.


And finally there was the youngish man seated next to his darling Nora, elbows on his knees, his finger-tips coming together and parting in time with the oratory of Canon Christian’s peroration. The canon, who was now invoking the sufferings of Christ upon the Cross, which he compared to the mental sufferings of all good Christians as they observed the rush of the Gadarene swine towards the abyss of nuclear war, was obviously drawing to a close.


For a moment Patrick failed to recognize this man, who was approximately his own age, about thirty-five. Then he turned and spoke briefly to Nora, and Patrick realized that this too was a familiar face, but where, when? And then, suddenly, he saw that face, little changed, for already it had been lined and leathery, above a black suit and stiff collar, standing at the end of a school corridor, shouting for a fag. Yes, there was no mistake about it, this must be Rupert Page-Gorman. And of course it was entirely logical, indeed perhaps inevitable, that he should be here. He was speaking to Nora again, who shook her head and smiled, as Canon Christian sat down, again amidst vast applause. Now Page-Gorman got to his feet and stood, impassive and ready, waiting for silence. It came, and he began to speak.


‘You have heard,’ he said, ‘from British science.’ He bowed towards Cockshore. ‘From the Church of England,’ and another bow. ‘From British literature,’ and he waved towards Antonia, who nodded at the crowd. ‘From humanism and journalism, that guardian of our freedoms, I mean from our President, Leonard Braithwaite.’ This was greeted by prolonged applause. ‘The stage, too, is represented upon this platform in the person of Miss Nora May.’ More clapping. ‘But she has asked to be excused from speaking, since she has a sore throat which must be protected for her performance this evening.’ This was news to Patrick. She had had no sore throat when he had left her flat at nine that morning. ‘But I myself speak as something quite different. I speak as a politician….’


And so, thought Patrick, he should. Rupert had been a politician almost from the day he could speak, and perhaps even before then, for his father had been a Liberal minister in the last Lloyd George administration. While Patrick learned a little at Sandhurst, Rupert had been President of the Oxford Union. Elected to Parliament as a Conservative at a very early age in the 1951 Election, he had disagreed with his political leaders about Suez, and had resigned his seat. Almost immediately he had made a great name for himself as a television interviewer, and his decision to stand as a Labour candidate in 1959 had caused considerable excitement in political circles, since so quick and total a change of allegiance had not been seen for many a year. He had stood for a marginal constituency in south London, chiefly on an Anti-Nuclear Bomb platform, and had been returned. He was known at Westminster as ‘The Anti-Nuclear Bomb’, and a great future was foreseen for him by those who foresee great futures for young M.P.s. Patrick had not met him since they were at school together. He hadn’t cared for him much then.


‘I speak to you,’ Rupert was saying, ‘as a politician, but above all as an English politician. And I ask you, and I ask myself, who is in charge of this England of ours? Is it the government down the road there?’ He pointed towards the equestrian statue of Field-Marshal Earl Haig. ‘Is it the men whom you, whom we have elected? Or is it some altogether different group of men, living in Grosvenor Square, men we have not chosen, men who are not of our nationality or even of our continent? Is it the Americans who are in charge here?’ Protracted groans came from the crowd. Was Mr. Cuthbertson in charge here, Patrick wondered? In a way he supposed that he was, at least of the British Fuelless Car Company. ‘Their money pours in,’ Rupert went on, ‘and they believe that they can conquer and subdue us by the power of the mighty dollar, by a policy of take-over bids, by the exploitation of British workers in the interests of American capitalism. I say to you that this is monstrous.’ He waited for the applause, which came full-throated. ‘But that is not all. They are menacing our very lives. It is their atomic bases that ring our coasts. You who have been to Yorkshire on this great historic march have seen, as I have seen, American military police standing behind the protection of our own British police against the justified wrath of us, the British people. I say to you that this is shameful!’ Again there was a great applause. ‘If they believe that their security depends upon these diabolical contraptions, then let them take their beastly weapons and install them in their own country. We don’t want them here!’ Now the crowd was really roaring. ‘Must we die that the Pentagon generals may live?’ ‘No,’ roared the crowd, ‘No! No! No!’ ‘We wish to live in peace with all the world. How the Americans arrange for their self-defence is their own concern, but WE DON’T WANT THEM TO DO IT HERE.’ The crowd was verging on hysteria. ‘Come, let us march to Grosvenor Square, as we marched from Yorkshire, and tell them that we don’t want them here, that we refuse to die for them, that they must all GO AWAY. Who follows me?’


Nimbly he jumped from the flag-bedecked platform, and headed towards Pall Mall, the crowd parting to let him through, then falling in behind. For a moment he paused, and Patrick saw the other members of the committee struggling to join him. Nora was last. Then the crowd came together again, and they all vanished from his view, as he fought his way through the angry mob towards the woman he loved. They were raising the banners that had rested on the ground during the speeches, and one caught Patrick’s eye. It said MALTESE BAKERS’ UNION. And he saw the mounted police closing the exits from Trafalgar Square.
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AT ten-fifteen that evening Patrick Clonard was having a brief chat with the stage-door keeper at the Globe, while Nora and the rest of the cast took their curtain calls.


‘That’s a terrible black eye you’ve got, sir,’ said the old doorkeeper.


‘I’m lucky not to have a broken arm,’ he replied.


His arm was in a sling, badly bruised but intact.


‘Horrible people, the police these days, ’the old man commented. ‘If you ask me, sir, Miss May never ought to have been there at all. She’s not the sort for vulgar brawls, not at all the sort.’


His wizened face expressed the utmost disapproval, and Patrick wondered what sort of a scene he could imagine that they had been involved in—perhaps some latter-day Mafeking Night. But their conversation was interrupted by the sound of quick footsteps and voices in the corridor.


‘There they come now, sir.’


‘Right,’ said Patrick. ‘I’ll go on up.’


At the same hour a small group of men in Prague were discussing the vulgar brawl in the drawing-room of a hotel suite. They were seated at a round table covered with a brown cloth, and beneath an overhead lamp with a very large pink cotton shade. A man called Kiesinger had almost completed reading a report from the Czechoslovak Embassy in London, translating into Russian as he went:


‘… in conclusion, a positive gain, possibly of major importance. The identification of the police with the American forces will be entirely to our advantage. Questions are certain to be asked in Parliament, and there is every prospect of further demonstrations, perhaps even this evening, in which case the total of arrests and casualties will certainly exceed the figure aimed at, namely 250 and 50. However, our friends here do not consider that the time is yet ripe to announce our open support of the Braithwaite group.’


Kiesinger laid down his report, and looked across the table at General Nikitin. Nikitin was a heavily-built man with astonishingly broad shoulders and a ruddy, healthy complexion. He wore the uniform of the R.K.K. (which was the new name for N.K.V.D. since the death of Khrushchev) and many medals. He took off his heavy, horn-rimmed spectacles, thought for a moment, and then glanced at O’Mahony, the melancholy-looking, long-jawed Irishman.


‘The Braithwaite group?’ he asked, briefly.


O’Mahony was equally laconic. It might even be that he modelled his manner on that of the general.


‘Liberals,’ he said, with evident disgust. ‘From a world-historical point of view, nonentities. But useful.’


‘That,’ said the general, with a note of sarcasm, ‘I had already realized. Discipline?’


‘I said that they were Liberals,’ replied the Irishman, somewhat stuffily. ‘However, our people inside the movement can and do give it considerable guidance.’


Nikitin got up, walked across to the window, drew back the heavy rep curtain, and glanced down at the glittering river. Far away a searchlight was moving back and forth rhythmically across the sky. Then he turned back into the room.


‘We will continue,’ he said, ‘to give these people maximum support, but without identifying ourselves with them and, indeed, if need be, disclaiming them. Meanwhile I should like a full report, as quickly as possible on this man …’ He went over to the central table and glanced at a piece of paper, ‘… this man, Gorman. That is all, good night.’


The others got up and left the room. The general waited until the door had closed behind the last of them, and then walked across to the table in the corner. He poured himself a glass of brandy, which he swallowed in one, neat. After glancing at the three telephones he picked up the middle one, and said:


‘Moscow.’


Nora sat at her dressing-table, in a wrapper of towelling which she had bought in Paris, removing the grease-paint, while her elderly dresser fussed about the little room.


‘It’s quite true, Mary,’ she was saying. ‘Lord Clonard absolutely saved my life. If that truncheon had come down on my head instead of on his arm…. How is your arm, Patrick?’


‘Aches,’ he replied, and sipped his drink, leaning against the corner wall and trying to make himself as little of a nuisance to the dresser as possible. He knew that she didn’t approve of his being here at all.


‘Well, if he hadn’t grabbed me and put his arm over my head, that nice little Susan Anne would have got the great chance that every understudy dreams of.’


Mary Parker cluck-clucked.


‘Have you ever been in a crowd charged by the police, Mary?’


‘Certainly not, Miss May,’ she replied, in the same tone that she would have used if asked whether she had ever committed adultery. And there was much too much of that in the theatre. The stories she could tell. Not that she ever would. Take this nice Miss May, wasn’t she married herself? And young lords hanging about leading ladies’ dressing-rooms were no novelty to Mary. Not that this one was particularly young, nor did he look at all like a stage-door johnny. ‘I leave politics to Mr. Parker, Miss May.’


‘And I think I shall leave them to Lord Clonard in future. The faces, twisted, distorted, terrified and terrifying. Like, like … the French Revolution, I suppose. Paddy, would you leave the room while I just slip into my dress?’


Mrs. Parker nodded her approval.


The supreme master of the Soviet Union was a puffy-faced man of fifty-two, who had learned his Kremlin politics as assistant secretary to Josef Stalin. By the time that Khrushchev was no longer there, re-Stalinization had been in all essentials completed. Kyril Vassielivitch Kornoloff, had, however, symbolically reintroduced many of the forms that had prevailed in Stalin’s lifetime. One of these was to make his decisions very late at night, after a fairly heavy meal and copious glasses of Crimean champagne. Kornoloff had an extremely strong head. Some of his colleagues had not. This gave him an advantage. He never missed taking an advantage.


Now he leaned back in his chair, and gazed across the dirty plates and mounds of uneaten food that still cluttered the dining-room table, at his Foreign Secretary talking into a telephone. Sspesiatkin looked tired. Not good for much longer. Give him a few more months to see if he can clear up the Israeli business. Which he can’t. Then maybe a public trial; subject, the sabotage of Soviet–Israeli relationships. The other men at the table were silent, except for Marshal Ryukin who was still cracking nuts.


‘What does Nikitin say?’


Sspesiatkin spoke into the telephone: ‘One moment.’ Then to his master: ‘It’s about the Agitprop action in Britain.’


‘Give it to me, give it to me. Hullo, Nikitin? Well?’


He listened, grunting. Then he said:


‘Good. I like it. Step it up.’


He handed the telephone back to Sspesiatkin, who replaced it in its cradle and, in his turn, handed it to the footman. Kornoloff glanced round the table, and the marshal stopped cracking nuts. Kornoloff said:


‘The knight’s move. Pity you don’t play chess, Sspesiatkin, or I could give a more elaborate metaphor, but at least you know how a knight moves. We must immediately make a really large propaganda gesture to Britain. I suggest that we dismantle our missile bases in Poland, slowly of course, and with maximum publicity. Unilateral disarmament by the Soviet Union, sounds good, eh?’ He gave a brief laugh, like a cough, in which the others joined. ‘The knight’s move. Or to take a simpler game with’ which you are doubtless better acquainted, Sspesiatkin, draughts.’ He arranged, in a straight line, a salt-cellar, the claw of a lobster and a wine glass. ‘Here are we. Here is Germany. Here is Britain.’ He removed the wine glass. ‘Britain is gone, disarmed.’ He lifted the salt-cellar over the lobster’s claw. ‘Thus we take Germany. Marshal Ryukin, a report tomorrow on the military disadvantages, if any, of dismantling the Polish missile bases. None, I imagine, if we leave the ones here and in East Germany intact. But I want a report. Sspesiatkin, tell the British ambassador to call on me at five tomorrow. It looks promising. The knight’s move, the knight’s move.’


He leaned across, pulled a bottle of champagne out of its ice-bucket, and gave that cough-like laugh.


In the taxi bowling along the Mall, constantly breasting the waves of light that was the stream of traffic coming the other way, Nora laid her hand on Patrick’s.


‘Paddy,’ she said, ‘do you feel beastly?’


‘Not particularly. I just feel as though I’d been in a fight. Which I suppose in a way I have. Pugs must feel like this pretty well all the time.’


‘You were wonderful.’


‘Was I?’ He leaned across and his lips brushed her cheek as the cab wheeled around Queen Victoria. ‘And I can tell you I’d do it again, rather than see you trampled to death by hysterical pacifists or coshed by mobile guards. Light me a cigarette, will you?’


A guardsman stamped and turned. He said:


‘You must be pretty tired yourself. Would you rather skip Moyra Beaulieu’s party?’


‘No, not really. Besides, I want to show you off, you and your wounds. Anyhow, we can decide after supper.’ She paused. ‘But, Paddy, I do think you were wonderful, I mean not only for being so brave but just because you were there, at the right time.’


‘Nora, darling, I wish you’d marry me.’


‘Oh, Patrick, I wish I could. I love you so much, and I’d simply adore being your wife. But I can’t. Because of Felix. You know that. He loves me too much for me to hurt him. And it would hurt him.’


‘And this doesn’t hurt him?’


‘But it does. That’s why I feel so awful half the time.’


‘Surely if he really loved you, he’d let you go.’


‘You don’t understand, Patrick. It’s not just a question of my going. In a way I’ve gone. It would be the matter of his marriage going. What would they all say down in Wiltshire, all those unspeakable neighbours he attaches such importance to? And then there’s the question of his priests. They bully him mercilessly and would never let him divorce me. And then there’s Toddy.’


‘Toddy’s eight. He’d have two homes instead of one and a half, that’s all.’


She leaned forward and called through the slit beside the driver’s right ear:


‘It’s the second on the left.’


Then she laid her hand on Patrick’s once again. She said:


‘Paddy, I know I’m a bitch. You’d do far better to get yourself a proper, unmarried girl. But don’t you see that I can’t do it to Felix? If you knew how soft and vulnerable he is beneath that rigid exterior. All that respectability he armours himself with, it’s really all he’s got.’


The taxi slithered to a halt. Since he could not reach into his trouser pocket without elaborate contortions, she paid.


Down in Wiltshire, at his house called Broadacres, Felix Seligman laid down his book and glanced about his vast drawing-room. Balzac, he thought, is all very well, but there are a lot of things those French just don’t understand. So many of their values are not the same as ours. For one thing, they overvalue brains. Useful enough, like good looks, but what about loyalty, respect for tradition, honest dealing? A Rastignac or a Julien Sorel wouldn’t go far in this country, at least not as far as in France, and even if he did, he’d start posing as Old Jolyon Forsyte just as soon as ever he could get away with it. He cocked an ear. Was that a sound from Toddy’s nursery? No, he thought not. In any case Mademoiselle would hear. Now there was a decent French person for you. Yes, Father Crosby had found him a jewel. He wondered how much he should give her when she went back to the Berri in September? Five hundred would almost provide her with a dot. Well, he’d give her five hundred, perhaps even a thousand. He could certainly afford it, and this was the sort of gesture, discreet, opulent and kind, that appealed to him. It was an English gesture, he thought, English in the best sense.


He dreaded September, Toddy’s first term at his boarding-school, and himself alone here. There would be the hunting, of course. And he would enjoy that, he told himself. But even with Toddy the evenings had been lonely, and now he must be alone all day. Should he, perhaps, go back to London and work? But Seligman Baer ran with complete smoothness, and whenever they wanted his opinion they rang him. Would they want it more if he were in the office all day? He remembered how it had been when he did work there, in his father’s lifetime. Whenever old Sir Solomon Seligman had come up from Wiltshire they had, tactfully, discreetly, found work for him to do, arranging meetings with foreign bankers after the real business had been decided. He would hate to think that younger men might now do that sort of kindness for him.


He glanced about his drawing-room. Broadacres had been built in the 1870s, and the fireplace was a huge stone Gothic edifice, like a gate house, bearing the coat of arms of the de Mauncy family from whom Sir Solomon’s father had bought the property in 1903. If he were to have that removed, and a proper Adam chimney put in its place, he could hang his Velasquez over it, where it would look better than in the dining-room among the French Impressionists.


Besides, this was not de Mauncy property. Not even, he told himself, by right of tradition. They had lived at Broadacres for only half the time that his family had been here, and surely could never have loved it as he did. His love was a fierce, possessive and utterly satisfactory passion. He had been born here, had grown up here, and the whole property was absolutely and completely his, the lawns, the great rose garden that the horticultural societies came to see, the maze, the beech woods, the well-stocked lake, the rides, this was Seligman land. So why the de Mauncy arms? True, he could hardly change the name of the village pub, where he dutifully paid a call, once a year, at Christmas time. But he could remove them from his chimney. Besides, was there not something slightly bad taste, even slightly parvenu, in sitting beneath somebody else’s escutcheon? Yes, he would have a new chimney built.


He glanced at his watch. Time for the late news on TV and then, if it were a Catholic priest or monk, the Epilogue. He got up and made his way around the Louis XV sofas and the handsome Buhl tables into his library. He pressed a button and a section of books swung away from the wall. He pressed another, and after a moment the sound came from the machine. A voice was saying:
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