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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.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







CHAPTER ONE


LONDON


Cameron kissed his wife Madeleine goodbye. She leaned out of the train window towards him.


‘Phone me and I’ll meet you,’ she said.


‘It’s hardly worth it.’


The train was moving out, slowly at first, no more than walking pace, and then picking up speed. Cameron hoped he’d be doing the same thing himself the following day, or the day after, or…. He hated waiting around in London especially for indefinite Whitehall situations. But he’d have to stick it out. He glanced at his watch, 7.35 p.m., and wondered why the government wasn’t making time decimal.


Now what to do about dinner? According to the form book he ought to be dining out with some influential person. But who was influential? He decided on Wheeler’l in Old Compton Street, took the tube to Leicester Square, and walked from there.


An hour and a half later, dinner over, he set off walking again, out along Shaftesbury Avenue, Piccadilly Circus, Lower Regent Street, into Carlton House Terrace. At No. 6 he pressed the ‘night porter’ button, announced himself into a small microphone and opened the door as soon as the electrically operated lock came free.


He could sleep like a log in the countryside, especially out of doors, but sleep never came easily in big cities and he wondered how he would fare tonight. The Royal Society, here in Carlton House Terrace, was commendably far from the heavy traffic. Even so he could hear a general outside hum.


But he woke only once during the night. The hum outside was almost gone. Ridiculously, he found himself listening for it. Then somehow he was asleep again, until the housekeeper brought his breakfast at 8 a.m. sharp. He ate the roll and croissant slowly, dabbing bits of marmalade on the pieces as he broke them with his hands. He wondered what the day would bring. More delay—that was a safe enough bet. He had until 11 a.m. to kill. After packing his bag, he paid the housekeeper, and walked the few yards to the Athenaeum Club. Here he filled in the time by reading the morning papers. Someone in the U.S. had discovered an X-ray pulsar. Few readers of The Times he decided would share his view that this was the only significant news.


A little after 10.30 a.m. he set off down the long flight of stone steps into the Mall, turning left to Trafalgar Square and into Whitehall, arriving at his destination in Richmond Terrace a few minutes before eleven. As always, walking into the Department of Education and Science, he was depressed by its dismal shabbiness—which could only be a matter of deliberate policy. He was shown into the office of Sir Henry Mallinson, First Secretary.


Mallinson and Cameron had both been at Pembroke, Cambridge. Mallinson had been one year senior. They had known each other reasonably well as students, playing rugby together in the College first fifteen. After their student days they had seen nothing of each other for many years, until Mallinson was moved from Mintech. to DES and Cameron was appointed to head the new accelerator project at CERN, Geneva, the European Centre for Nuclear Research. As the British subscription to CERN was channelled through DES the connection was now quite close. It is an odd aspect of middle age, the tie which binds men—or women—who have been students together, the unspoken tie, superficially fragile, yet with a curious strength which others can never share.


‘Coffee,’ said Mallinson, ‘it’s white, isn’t it?’


‘Please.’


‘Did you have a good trip over?’


‘Yes. Madeleine came with me.’


‘Shopping trip?’


‘No, I’m hoping to take a few days’ leave before going back. Up in the Highlands.’


‘You’ve got a place up there, haven’t you?’


‘Yes, Kintail.’


‘Road to Skye?’


‘Thank goodness, no. On the lochside—to the south. You branch off the Glenelg road.’


‘I know it. Fine spot.’


‘Yes, the loch comes to the bottom of the garden.’


‘Lucky. I’m stuck in London I’m afraid.’


‘Isn’t it time for some departments to move out?’


‘Everybody keeps on saying so. By the way, we’re lunching with the Minister.’


‘Glad you told me.’


‘It was last minute.’


‘Crisis?’


‘Not really.’


Mallinson grinned across his desk. ‘I’d guess it depended on how things have been going. In the Cabinet.’


‘Has the mountain laboured?’


‘If by that you mean: has a decision been reached? the answer is, yes.’


Cameron finished his coffee with restrained slowness. By rights he should have been nervy, but he’d known from the first moment he’d seen Mallinson’s face. He’d known the decision had to be favourable. Over the past couple of months the scientific world had expected the British government to come down at last in favour of proceeding with plans for the vast new 1000-Gev machine at Geneva. It would be a five to ten years’ job, which meant it would probably be the last big one that Cameron himself would ever tackle. But this was the way he wanted it. When he’d started after the war as a junior member of the team that built the first British Gev machine he’d thought it a great thing. He’d progressed in thirty years from 1 Gev to 1000 Gev. This was a fair enough achievement for a lifetime’s work. After that he’d be content to leave physics to younger men, especially as the bigger half of the problem nowadays was political and financial rather than scientific.


‘And the answer is …?’


‘A bit of a relief for you. We’ve got the green light—or at least we’re going to get it. It’s confidential still.’


‘Which means it’s not for Nature, I suppose.’


‘That’s right.’


‘Why keep a decision confidential if it’s already been taken?’


‘Possible complications. There’s a condition to it.’


‘Condition?’


‘That all the present adherents join.’


Cameron felt the pressure building up now. By all the adherents Mallinson obviously meant all the countries at present contributing to CERN. But Cameron knew there were genuine doubts about one or two of the smaller ones.


‘So, if Denmark says no, we say no?’ he burst out.


‘Officially that’s the position.’


‘But it’s ridiculous!’ Cameron was angry now.


‘No, it’s not. It’s a nuisance but it’s not ridiculous.’


‘What the devil does it matter what one or two of the smaller countries wish to do?’


‘It doesn’t matter. But it does matter what the Germans and the French do.’


‘We know what they want to do. They want to go ahead. They’ve been saying so for more than a year.’


‘Unofficially.’


‘At ministerial level, if you call that unofficial.’


Mallinson smiled with mock weariness.


‘My dear chap, what is said is one thing—even if it is said at ministerial level—what is signed is another thing. Once the Germans and the French come in officially we come in officially.’


‘Irrespective of Denmark?’


‘Irrespective of any of the smaller contributors.’


‘Then why the devil not say so?’


‘Because it isn’t on politically to start drawing categories. We cannot say openly that France is important but that Switzerland isn’t. Obviously. But we can always change our conditions once the big fish commit themselves.’


Cameron was red with anger now. He found it impossible to contain himself. Jumping from his chair he took the centre of the room, exclaiming in an anguished voice, ‘But it means delay. More delay. We’ve been delaying now for three years.’


‘I wouldn’t have said it was at all bad. Three years isn’t long for a fifty-million project. Fielding waited the best part of ten years for his radiotelescope.’


‘Which is nothing to boast about. If Fielding had got the telescope ten years ago he’d have had ten years’ work done with it by now.’


‘And been asking for another one.’


‘In any case this isn’t a national affair, it’s international.’


‘If it wasn’t international you wouldn’t be getting fifty million.’


Cameron subsided back into the chair.


‘I suppose not,’ he conceded.


Mallinson was still smiling.


‘In any case it will give you time for going up to Scotland, won’t it?’


‘It’s not a joking matter, Henry. Keeping a team together with everybody keen and raring to go becomes impossible with all these delays and uncertainties. One long delay to begin with—everybody can understand that. It’s all the subsidiary delays—three months here, three months there—that knock the devil out of people. What you fellows in the Civil Service never seem to understand is that projects aren’t finished once the light goes green. They may be finished for you but they’re only just beginning for us. We still have to summon up the energy to drive them through.’


‘When you get involved on a big scale things do go slowly. You’ve got to accept it. Even on a national scale things move slowly. For stability they’ve got to move slowly. Internationally, it’s worse. It isn’t our fault in government that physics has got so big. It’s just your bad luck.’


‘I can’t help feeling the country would be a lot better off if it made up its mind what it wanted to do and simply did it. Instead of this endless shilly-shallying. I’m not talking about physics now.’


‘I gather not, which makes what you say less to the point—if I may say so.’


Mallinson stood up. ‘We should be on our way,’ he went on. ‘Lunch is 12.45 for one o’clock.’


Cameron glanced at his watch. It was only a minute or two after twelve.


‘We’re lunching at Kenyons. It means getting across town.’


‘Can I ask your secretary to make a call for me?’


‘Certainly. But if it’s not urgent you could wait till we get back.’


‘Back?’


‘I rather fancy we’ll have other things to talk about.’


The two men walked from Richmond Terrace to Trafalgar Square, Mallinson dressed in familiar Whitehall style—differing from the men of the City a mile or so to the east in that he carried no tell-tale umbrella and his hat breathed a suggestion of originality—Cameron, a full six inches the taller, darker in countenance from the hotter sun of Geneva and from days spent on alpine snowfields, without hat and carrying his raincoat. They hailed a taxi, reaching the restaurant just before 12.30.


‘Trouble with this damn city,’ grunted Cameron, ‘is that if you don’t want to be late you have to be early.’


Mallinson, as usual, refused to rise to the bait. ‘There’s no demerit in that. We can have an early drink,’ he remarked with satisfaction.


Cameron was surprised to see the lunch table laid for about twelve. He’d rather expected this would be an intimate affair, just three or four of them. Then it struck him that no conversation with your neighbour can be considered private when as many as four or even six people sit down together. Yet when the number rises to ten or more the conversation fragments, the sound level rises, and you find yourself talking to your immediate neighbour—whether to the right or left—essentially as if the rest of the world did not exist. In fact the safest place for a private conversation was between neighbours at a large formal dinner, since the exceedingly high general noise level makes eavesdropping impossible.


Mallinson tapped him on the shoulder, to inform him that the Secretary of State had arrived. They were introduced, shook hands, and after a short interchange of conventionalities were seated, with Cameron on the Minister’s right.


‘Henry Mallinson will have told you the news,’ the Minister began.


‘Yes, I’m very pleased.’


Cameron doubted if there was any point in bringing up the question of delay. He had enough understanding of politics to know it is useless to lose time and energy fighting issues that cannot possibly be won. Lost causes do not change the world.


‘You don’t sound as enthusiastic as I expected,’ went on the Minister.


‘I’m thinking of all the work that has to be done now. Spending money on a big scale isn’t easy.’


‘You know it would make my job easier—talking to the Cabinet—if I could really understand what you physics people are up to. Why d’you want this thing? I know you keep talking about the laws of physics but the laws of physics don’t mean much to the man in the street.’


‘There’s a basic contradiction, isn’t there, Minister?’


‘In what way?’


‘Well, we’re all being carried along in the river of life. It’s the same for the Cabinet, for the man in the street, for the physicist. As a politician you spend yourself navigating around rocks in the river bed. But the scientist says to himself: Why am I in this river? What is it anyway? Where has it come from? Where is it going to?’


‘But what’s the use of asking questions like that if you’re heading slap-bang for rapids ahead?’


‘No use at all. But then I might say: What’s the use of everybody trying to pilot the boat? That’s just about the quickest way to disaster.’


‘So you’re telling me it takes all sorts to make a world?’


‘Yes.’


‘But if I try to look at things from your point of view I ask myself: Why is it so important to carry out these experiments? I’ve read as best I can about this thing—what is it, magnetic something or other?’


‘Magnetic moment.’


‘That’s right—magnetic moment—and about time asymmetry. I accept that it’s hard to see the importance of this kind of thing from my position. What I’m trying to understand is why it’s important from your position.’


Cameron thought for a moment before replying.


‘Each item of discovery is not crucially important in itself,’ he began. ‘If you seek something specially critical in any discovery—like the magnetic moment of the muon being the same as the electron—well, you’re looking in the wrong place.’


‘How d’you mean looking in the wrong place?’


‘I mean it isn’t so much the item of discovery that is important in itself as the process of discovery. Some things about the world we see clearly. Other things we see indistinctly through a veil. Still other things lie in shadow, completely hidden. It is the process of wrenching the veil apart which is of true importance to the scientist. The thrill—if you like to call it that—lies in seeing something for the first time.’


‘Like walking on the Moon for the first time.’


‘Yes, or like climbing a mountain for the first time. It is the irresistible urge to find out what lies beyond.’


‘Yet you wouldn’t set as great a store by walking on the Moon as you would by discovering some new physical law?’


‘No, I wouldn’t.’


‘Why?’


‘Because a new law would mean a big area of new territory still to be explored. To use a mundane analogy it would be like the difference between a vast oil strike and a comparatively small one.’


Cameron was suddenly aware that somehow he had contrived to eat his lunch without noticing it. Henry Mallinson was there standing behind his chair.


‘Ah, Henry is reminding me that we have work to do,’ the Minister remarked. ‘I think he has some other things to talk to you about.’


‘Other things?’


‘Yes, the world isn’t all made up of nuclear accelerators.’


Cameron remembered Mallinson saying something along the same lines. He bid goodbye to the Minister wondering what might be afoot, and indeed wondering just what the point of the lunch had been.


‘You made a great impression on the Minister,’ Mallinson remarked as he and Cameron walked back along Whitehall.


‘Is that good?’


‘Can’t do any harm. What was the topic if I may ask?’


‘Philosophy and the physicist, I suppose.’


‘You found him genuinely interested?’


‘Yes, I think so. But what was all this about other things?’


‘Let’s wait till we get back to the office.’


‘What was the point of the lunch, if I might ask?’


‘I thought the two of you should meet.’


‘And you wanted to impress on me that these “other things” have importance at Ministerial level?’


‘A little of that too,’ admitted Mallinson as they turned into Richmond Terrace.


Cameron spent a few minutes arranging with Mallinson’s secretary to send a telex to Geneva and to ‘phone a message through to Madeleine. With this done he rejoined Mallinson.


‘Well, what is it, Henry?’ he asked.


‘We’re in a spot of trouble. You probably don’t know it but we’re building a large dish—200 feet—for microwave radio work. We’re building it jointly with the Australians.’


‘I heard something about it. What order of job is it?’


‘Something like two million.’


‘Each.’


‘No, one each. Not big by your standard.’


‘How can you get into trouble with a thing like that?’


Cameron had the air of a man talking about a fly swatter.


‘Let me fill you in a bit on the details. Our first idea was to build something smaller, 150 feet. We were going to do the thing alone. Now the essential point is this—we can’t put equipment for this sort of very short radiowavelength in this country. Because of the atmosphere—too much water.’


‘I can well imagine it.’


‘Well, we thought about Spain and about the Canary Isles, Tenerife particularly.’


‘Very nice.’


‘Unfortunately it wasn’t. The sky turned out to be noisy—I believe that is the technical term for it. Just about the time we were discovering that Tenerife was unsuitable, the Australians came forward with a proposition for a joint telescope.’


‘In Australia?’


‘Yes. They produced a lot of data to show how good the Australian sites are. Well, to cut a long story short it seemed a good way out of our difficulty. And with two countries chipping in funds we were able to upgrade the size of the dish.’


‘I see, from 150 foot to 200?’


‘That’s right. Well, when I say we’ve got trouble on our hands …’


‘You mean you’ve got trouble with the Aussies,’ grinned Cameron.


‘You know about it?’


Mallinson’s eyebrows were raised.


‘Of course not. But there are two kinds of trouble, personal and technical. You’d hardly be concerned with a technical problem, would you, Henry?’


‘Quite right, I wouldn’t. But in a sense the difference is technical, which is where you come into the picture, my boy.’


‘I’m damned if I’m going to act as a nursemaid, especially for astronomers.’


‘Why especially?’


‘They’re a quarrelsome lot, notoriously. I’m not getting involved with their kind of nonsense.’


‘Wait! Wait!’


Mallinson leant back in his chair, his hands raised high in the air.


‘What is there to wait for?’


‘Just let me go on with my story.’


‘If you must.’


‘You can imagine this dish has to be made with great accuracy.’


‘I can.’


‘The bone of contention is how the necessary accuracy is to be achieved, no more than a fraction of a millimetre error in 200 feet.’


‘How are they proposing to do it?’


‘Our people want a fairly rigid kind of structure but with a movable skin.’


‘Movable?’


‘Jacking points which are adjustable.’


‘You mean a feedback system—variable adjustment to get the right shape?’


‘That’s the kind of idea. I’m not a technical expert, so I only understand it in a general sort of way’


‘I still don’t see …’


‘The trouble is the Australians want an automatically deformable structure, a structure designed to maintain its shape at all orientations. As I understand it, the thing is supposed to flow into itself.’


‘I’m with you. They’re known as homologously deforming structures.’


‘Ah, you know about them, good.’


‘Just where do you come into this thing, Henry? I’d have thought it was a severely technical problem.’


‘I come into it because the split is unfortunately on national lines. If there were some Australians and some British on each side I wouldn’t give a damn about it. Except to want a proper solution, of course.’


‘I see. It’s the political aspect of the problem?’


‘Exactly. We don’t want it to escalate.’


‘Suppose you tell me what you propose to do.’


‘We’ve agreed….’


‘Who is we?’


‘This office in the U.K. My opposite number in Australia.’


‘And what have you agreed?’


‘We’ve agreed to appoint two uncommitted experts, one from each side.’


‘I see, arbitration. With me as your expert. Is that it?’


‘That is it, exactly.’


‘Send Fielding. Or is he involved already? I’d have thought with that great telescope up at Pitlochry he’d have more on his hands than …’


‘Fielding is a British radioastronomer. He could hardly do anything except support the position of his colleagues.’


‘You don’t want me to support it?’


‘I don’t give a damn whether you support it or not, as long as you sort things out in a mutually acceptable way.’


‘Look, Henry, this is ridiculous. I haven’t any experience of radiotelescopes.’


‘Which is exactly why I’m asking you to step in. You have experience in handling large projects, projects much bigger than this one, projects demanding even greater accuracy of detail. You understand contractual work. You are an internationally respected scientist. In Australian eyes you are uncommitted. They will accept your position in good faith. There is no one remotely as suitable as you are.’


‘Let me remind you that I do have other work.’


‘Accepted. You have work much more important than this. Accepted. But that work is subject to something like three months’ delay. Oh no! Don’t blame me …’


Cameron had half-risen from his chair at the mention of delay.


‘I’m not that devious a chap,’ concluded Mallinson.


Cameron spoke swiftly, as he always did. It wasn’t his way to prevaricate. ‘I’d need to think about it. I’ll let you know—well, within a few days.’


‘Reasonable,’ nodded Mallinson. ‘Here,’ he went on, picking up a stack of papers, ‘are the technicalities. You’ll need them. I can’t understand them, but you can.’


‘I’m taking a week’s leave.’


‘Something to occupy your mind in the evenings,’ came Mallinson’s imperturbable reply as he handed the papers to Cameron. ‘How are you going up?’ he asked, with the air of having reached a satisfactory conclusion.


‘Train.’


‘Night train?’


‘Yes, more convenient than a flight. At this time of day.’


Mallinson took the hint. ‘I’m sorry for the delay, my dear Cameron, but it’s a more important business than the money might suggest. And don’t forget—you are getting fifty million out of us.’




CHAPTER TWO


SCOTLAND: OCTOBER


Cameron finished his breakfast as the Highland Flier ground its way up the long incline from Tyndrum to Gorton Siding. He decided there was little point in returning from the dining carriage to his sleeper, at any rate until the train reached Loch Treig. He sat looking out over the wilderness of Rannoch Moor wondering if technology would ever reach the stage of being able to ‘develop’ such intractable country. He hoped profoundly that it wouldn’t. He also wondered, as he frequently did, how he would feel about living permanently back in the Highlands.


There was an early morning mist lying here and there in pockets. For all that, Cameron had the feeling the day was going to be fine. After Corrour, the train picked up speed in the long descent to Spean Bridge. Cameron paid his bill and returned to the sleeper to pack his bag. There was still plenty of time but there was no point in rushing at the last moment.


Madeleine was waiting with the car at Spean Bridge. It was still only 9 a.m., so she must have started from Kintail not much after 7 a.m. He’d expected she would be there, because Madeleine always liked to be punctual. He’d also expected to find Pancho, the big white Pyrennean mountain dog sprawled over the back seat of the car. But there was no sign of Pancho.


‘Where’s Pancho?’ he asked.


Madeleine’s face puckered up the way it always did when she was about to burst into tears.


‘You’d better let me drive,’ he went on.


Because of his uneasy overnight journey he’d intended at first that Madeleine should drive, but it would be better to have the scene out on the road rather than here in the station yard.


British quarantine restrictions for dogs are so strict that they had decided a year ago not to take Pancho with them to Geneva. Once out of the country it would have been well-nigh impossible to get him back in again. The dog had been left with Duncan Fraser, a neighbour in Kintail. When they were on the main road to Invergarry, going up the incline towards the War Memorial, Cameron asked.


‘What happened?’


‘He got away,’ blurted Madeleine through her handkerchief.


‘Away?’


‘Duncan says he cleared a high fence—it must be fully eight feet. Probably in the early morning.’


‘When did this happen?’


‘About three months ago.’


‘Surely he must have been found?’


‘They were hoping to find him. That’s why Duncan says he didn’t write.’


Cameron knew the big dog would take easily to life on the hills. It had the instincts of a wild creature pretty fully developed. In fact it was only the tie with himself and Madeleine which had kept the creature domesticated. With the two of them away it was no wonder the dog had made a burst for freedom.


‘We’ll find him soon enough,’ he asserted.


Now Madeleine was sobbing in earnest.


‘We won’t,’ she gulped; ‘he was shot last week.’


‘Who did it?’


‘Some farmer, over in Strathfarrar. They say he was worrying the sheep.’


Cameron drove on for several miles, until he was recovered enough to be surprised at the intensity of his anger. His first impulse had been to break the bastard’s gun over his head, and perhaps a good deal besides. It was an impulse belonging two hundred years in the past, to the days when a dog could not be shot with impunity if it happened to be owned by a powerful clansman. Cameron was analytical enough to understand the well-spring of his rage. Nowadays all the farmer need do was to claim the dog had been sheep-worrying, and his word would be accepted in law. Besides Pancho might have been going for the sheep, after running wild for three months. Thinking it would be better to cool off for a day or two before having it out with the fellow, Cameron turned off the Inverness road at Invergarry. As they swept past the side turning to Tomdoun he broke his long reflective silence.


‘It looks as though I might have to go to Australia.’


In surprise, Madeleine stopped sniffing. ‘I thought it was urgent to get back to Geneva.’


‘There’s going to be another delay. Probably three months.’


By the time he had finished explaining the situation they were at Shiel. Taking the Glenelg road first, and then turning right on to the Letterfearn side road along the south shore of Loch Duich, they reached home at about 11 a.m. The house was of Canadian timber. It fitted snugly against the hillside about a mile short of Totaig.


It had been a matter of some judgement to decide between extensive modifications to a traditional stone cottage and the possibility of importing a new house in a new style. This was at a time when Cameron had been working in the U.K., at a time when he could reach the Highlands much more readily and more frequently than he could now from Geneva. He’d wanted a place where he could both relax and work in some comfort—which meant modern conveniences. So he and Madeleine had decided in favour of the Canadian house, comfortably central heated with gas, delivered from Inverness in enormous cylinders.


‘I think you should have an hour or two in bed. I don’t suppose you slept much last night,’ said Madeleine, once they had unpacked the car and set the coffee percolator going.


‘Later maybe. I’m going round to have a word with Duncan Fraser.’


They drank the coffee in silence, gazing out over the loch through a large window. At high tide the water came almost up to the lawn at the bottom of the garden, where a twelve-foot boat had been beached.


‘I would not have thought it was possible for him to get over there,’ said Duncan Fraser, for perhaps the tenth time. He and Cameron stood in front of a high wire fence, gazing up to the top of it.


‘It’s no fault of yours, Duncan.


‘I should not have let it happen though.’


Indeed it was no fault of Duncan’s. Even Cameron, knowing the enormous strength of the dog, would not have thought it possible for him to have clawed his way upwards to such a height. Only a desperate and furious desire to escape could have impelled him to such a frantic effort.


‘It was early in the day?’


‘Aye, he was away on to the hill by the time we were about,’ answered Duncan.


‘Ah, well. I’ll have something to say in Strathfarrar.’


‘There’s no satisfaction to be had from those people.’


‘No, when anyone, or anything, is dead, there’s never any satisfaction, Duncan. But I’ll be expressing an opinion,’ Cameron concluded in Gaelic.


‘It is a shame that opinions are only spoken.’


‘A shame indeed.’ Cameron stood rocking on his heels, staring away out over the loch, a strongly-built man, his dark hair silvered now at the temples. He sucked air through his teeth and mentally cursed the niceties of a democratic age.
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