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Few people can be happy unless they hate some other person, nation or creed.


Bertrand Russell


British Communists should, if necessary, use every kind of trick, cunning, illegal means, concealment of the truth or prevarication in order to get into and stay in the trades unions. They should learn to support the Labour Party leaders by their votes ‘as the rope supports the hanged man’.


Lenin




1


A long spur of elms extended from the south-east corner of the woods, down the slope of the meadow to a few yards short of the bridge that led to the farm-buildings. The pale yellow early-morning sun of March cast long shadows in front of the cattle as they made their way slowly across the bridge to the meadow on the near side of the stream. There was a grey coating of frost on the grass and the breath of the two men following the herd hung in the air.


The two Germans standing just inside the woods had woollen scarves across their lower faces. They watched the movement of the cows and the two farm-labourers. As the herd slowly made its way up to the edge of the woods the taller of the two herdsmen walked alongside the leading animals. Five minutes later he was inside the woods following the white painted blobs on the trunks of the trees.


As he approached the Germans, he said ‘Dobry den.’ The taller of the two men held out his hand, ‘Tag.’


An hour later they were in the big house on the outskirts of Brunswick that was used as a safe-house by the West German intelligence service, the BfV. Five hours later, after the man had bathed and they had started his de-briefing, one of them left the room and called an unlisted telephone number in Bonn.


By the early evening there were six men interrogating the man. Not aggressively but carefully and meticulously, with the calm assurance that comes from knowing that their time and effort had not been wasted.


The man they were interrogating was a major in the KGB. A liaison officer between the KGB and the Soviet military intelligence organisation, the GRU. He had contacted them four months earlier and they had gone through the usual cautious processes of testing applied to all potential defectors. Motives, information offered and pay-off required. He had been reluctant to tell them what his motives were and would go no further on what he had to offer other than to say that it was vitally important. They already knew of him and were aware that he could provide top-grade information if he so chose. But it meant taking chances to let him come over with so little. He could be a KGB plant. He could be no more than a con-man hoping to sell routine stuff for a flat and a pension, and they already had half a dozen of those. But there was something about him that made them eventually take the risk and arrange his crossing a few miles south of the Helmstedt check-point.


The photographic section had already enlarged the micro-dots he had concealed on the back of his upper dentures. That information alone would have justified their decision, But there was far more. He was talking freely, answering their questions, and his motives were clear. He was scared by what was going to happen. And they were scared too. It had always been a possibility but because it never happened it had gradually been dismissed as an unlikely scenario.


One of the interrogators drove back through the night to Bonn, and another took the late plane to Berlin. A girl was waiting for him at Tegel. A French girl, who sat drinking coffee with him in the airport restaurant, the plain brown envelope folded to fit her handbag. She knew nothing of the information contained in the envelope which she delivered at noon the following day to a man in a flat over a fishmonger’s shop in the rue Monge in Paris.


The information that the defector had brought with him, and its time-scale, might possibly have allowed the NATO forces or the United Nations to prevent an aggressive plan being turned into bloody reality. Instead, it became a catalyst that worked its chemistry on centuries of rivalry and hatred, between England and France, stretching back through the battle of Agincourt, to 1066; and forward to farmers bickering over Golden Delicious apples and the import of chickens and turkeys. Those ancient rivalries, and the underlying hatreds, provided the excuse for a weak but ruthless and ambitious politician to turn a potentially grave incident into a certain disaster. A disaster that would affect the lives of millions of people.
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He nodded his acknowledgement brusquely as the mess sergeant put the drink beside him on the table. When he had finished leafing slowly through the television pages of the Radio Times and then through the TV Times, he tossed them both onto the seat of the nearest armchair. He reached for the glass and held it to the light, then sipped his drink cautiously. There were only two real danger spots so far as he could see.


Colonel Harry Andrews checked the TV drama offerings whenever he was likely to be at home for most of a week. Not that he was interested in drama. Far from it. He loathed drama, whether it was on the stage or in real life. And he included in his loathing playwrights, actors and particularly actresses, and all those hangers-on who earned money from any form of drama. Most of all he loathed his wife. Not because she was connected in any way with the stage but because of the effect it had on her.


The Sunday film on BBC-1 was about the gradual decline of a once beautiful woman, a Hollywood star, and her neglect by old friends, her husband, her lovers, when at last her fortune has been frittered away and her beautiful body is no longer desirable. For five days Paula would play that part in their married quarters. Tears would brim over her eyelids, while she repeated the same banal phrases of reproach from the film. Paula Andrews identified immediately with all down-trodden, hard-done-by women, from Delilah to Erin Pizzey’s battered wives. You didn’t have to end up neurotic just because you were breathtakingly beautiful when you were 17; but being that beautiful certainly helped if you were determined to make neurosis your career. And if that beauty was allied to a natural acting talent, and the kind of vivid, if distorted, imagination that all psychopathic liars rely on, then you could enjoy making the lives of your nearest and dearest a living hell.


He knew she would play the fallen star for only five days because on the Friday following there was Lauren Bacall and Humphrey Bogart in To Have and Have Not. That would change her in ten minutes into the lovely, wisecracking woman of the world – amateurishly lighting and smoking a cigarette, eyes half-closed as she looked at him, despising him for his weakness. Or was that Bette Davis in The Scapegoat?


Harry Andrews treated his reading of the Radio Times as one of his special SAS groups would treat a routine reconnaissance. As the army said: ‘Time spent in reconnaissance is seldom wasted.’ Forewarned is forearmed, and all that. The colonel took his wife’s idiosyncrasies in his stride. He had coped with them for fifteen years and you don’t get to be a colonel in the SAS by dwelling on minor details. Way back he had made out a list of things he could do to alleviate his wife’s condition and his own situation. He had tried several GPs, four psychiatrists, energetic sex, paternalism, and had finally settled on indifference as the lifeboat for both of them. He had watched the psychiatrists and other experts settle down to their various therapies. They never admitted defeat. But they were always defeated. She was a psychopathic personality, would always lie, always be totally unreliable, and her apologies and contrition would inevitably be spurious. They told him this, not her. She was too beautiful to be told such damning facts. And once she was off their lists as a patient they could set about getting her into bed. It took no great planning to do this. She knew that they knew what she was, and letting them sleep with her was proof that she had won.


Andrews walked back to his office in the old vicarage, unlocked his office door and separated one key from the others on the ring before he sat down at the metal desk.


It was the afternoon of an early spring Saturday and only the men on guard-duty were around. Most of them were playing or watching cricket, in nearby Tunbridge Wells. Harry Andrews had been a cricket Blue and had played for one of the minor counties, but from the day he had been promoted to captain, hobbies and sports to him became solely a means of occupying the minds and energies of troops who might otherwise get bored – to a point where they became a nuisance to the general public and the police. Andrews loved them all as if they were his sons. But he was a cool, tough father who expected a look from his pale brown eyes to make words unnecessary.


He unlocked the bottom right-hand drawer in the desk and took out the two files. The thicker file was labelled ‘Joint Intelligence Committee Reports 1980–1984’ and the second file had, hand-written on its cover, the title ‘Cromwell – Critical Path Analysis’. He opened the thick file and read slowly through the latest monthly report dated January 1984. Twenty minutes later he reached for the telephone without looking up, still reading, and asked the duty officer to get him an Edinburgh number.


Despite the clear blue sky there was a thin scattering of snow on the hillside and small drifts where the wind had swept it against the outcrops of stone. The thin black and white collie was crouched on her belly watching the sheep, inching forward to stop them from crossing the shallow stream. Cautious and controlled so that the flock didn’t panic, because it was the last week in February and the rams had been put in with them, as usual, on Guy Fawkes’ night. Those that had lambed already were down by the barn, but the rest had been left up on the hills. The flurries of snow had made him decide to be cautious and bring them down nearer the farm buildings. They were mainly small, hardy, Welsh Mountain, but there were thirty or so that had been served by a Swaledale ram to improve the fleeces. Their rumps had a blue patch instead of the usual red and they looked heavier in lamb than the rest.


As the flock of over three hundred streamed down the valley he looked across to the mountains. A buzzard hung in the air above the spur of the hill, on the look-out for new-born lambs, and where the tree-line ended the rockfaces were purple away from the fading sun. The man, Glyn Thomas, was a poet as well as a farmer, and he smiled to himself as he realised that his mind was half on the beauty of the hills and half on his lambing figures, which were reasonable but not good. An average of 1.5 still made him thankful for the Hill Farm Subsidy.


Looking down to the foot of the hill he saw the smoke from the stone chimney curling up straight until it met the wind as it came off the hill. The farmhouse was long and narrow. Stone, with a slate roof, it had been built in 1820, and the L-shaped barn a few years later. The bigger open barn, and the stables block, had been added by his father, and the small milking parlour for the twenty-five Friesians was only five years old. It had been an experiment and had not yet proved its worth. In the one mild winter he had made a good profit but in the other years he had barely broken even. Four generations of his family had farmed the same hills and valleys. But it looked as if he would be the last. Meg was 34 now; the gynaecologist in Cardiff had gone over the tests with them and suggested with a smile that all he could advise was that they went on trying. Their machinery was in good working order. Both of them. Glyn Thomas smiled again as his father’s oft repeated words echoed in his mind: ‘Maybe the Good Lord is sending you a message.’


As the massive ladle swung on its chain Joe Langley watched them working, noting the surge of scum as the ladle tilted forward to fill the two hand-held ladles. The two men walked to the lines of moulding boxes and as they moved from one to another, pouring, he got that old familiar smell of oil and sand.


He waited until they had re-filled the ladles and poured until all the moulds were filled and steaming. Then he walked over to the two moulders and the young labourer.


‘How long you been working here, lad?’


‘This is my third week, Mr Langley.’


Langley pointed to the rake in the youth’s hand. ‘Has anyone shown you how to use that?’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘Well why didn’t you use it, then. You’re just letting the slag flow over into the first ladle. That means two castings for the scrap-heap. Pulls down your piece-work rates and wastes the company’s money.’


The youth stood silent and embarrassed. Langley looked at him for a moment or so then nodded and walked away.


In his wooden shack of an office he dumped the pile of computer print-outs onto the side table and sat down at his desk. Even the scrap figures were on the computer now, up-dated hourly, and broken down into locations and teams. If he took action on every flaw thrown up by the figures they might just as well close down. The equipment was out of date, but some Ministry man had said that their work was vital. They were producing spares for army tanks that had long been obsolete. But they provided statistics that helped the Ministry of Defence justify their spending on Trident and Matador. Not that it kept the others in NATO happy. Just four Emergency strike groups were left in Germany. Fifteen thousand men. And three years still to go before Trident was operational.


The phone rang as he was reaching for it. It was the gateman letting him know that the night shift foreman was on the premises so he was free to clock off.


At 48 Joe Langley was a stocky broad-shouldered man who had spent all his working life since the army in iron and steel foundries. Despite the unhealthy working conditions he was as healthy and energetic as he was when he had first started work. He no longer played football for the works team, but he was a much respected off-spinner for the local cricket club in Aston. Born a Catholic he had abandoned his faith early on, out of distaste for the troubles in Belfast. He missed the singing and the element of showbiz but most of all he missed the consolation of attributing the world’s evils to the limitless wisdom of an unseen God. With an instinct to belong, he had briefly considered the virtues of the Quakers, the Salvation Army and the Congregational Church, and had finally decided that, uncomfortable though it might be, he would go it alone. In fact, without realising it, he had found his religion: the Amalgamated Union of Engineering Workers, Foundry Section. Before that it had been No. 2 Squadron, the SAS Regiment.


It was an old-fashioned office, with the walls lined with mahogany, and a large walnut book-case behind the antique partners desk. Despite the tall windows, the heavy curtains kept out most of the light. The whole room spoke of generations of solid success. In the waiting room outside hung the traditional portraits of past High Court judges but in the office itself the paintings were of Scottish landscapes – none of them by well-known artists but all of more than mere competence.


The man at the desk was in his mid-thirties, neatly dressed in a light grey suit. Neatness was characteristic. He was neatly featured and neatly built. While in the Army he had played rugby for Scotland. Good looking and lightly built, he had set many female hearts a-flutter when, as full-back, he waited calmly for the ball as opposing forwards pounded towards him.


After his clerk had knocked on the door and opened it for a tall, gaunt, elderly man, he stood up and took his client’s bony hand.


‘I’m sorry I had to drag you down here, sir, but the document has to be signed in my office. It’s a legal requirement but it has some sense to it.’


‘And what sense might that be, may I ask?’


‘Do sit down, sir.’ He moved back behind his desk as the old man made himself comfortable. ‘It was originally to prevent beneficiaries from taking advantage of sickness or senility, and in the end it was modified so that lawyers themselves were reminded of their own responsibilities.’


The old man bared his yellow teeth in a grin. ‘So just you be reminded, Jamie Boyle. And how is that busy father of yours?’


‘Down in Westminster, pressing the case for an independent Scotland, as usual.’


‘And that pretty wife?’


‘She’s resting at the moment. They’ve just come back from a Scandinavian tour and they’re all exhausted. She swears she never wants to see a pair of ballet shoes again.’


‘You know I never had the slightest interest in ballet until your parents took me to see her dance just after you were married. I had always loved the music, and admired all those pretty bottoms, but that was all. But your Jeanie … I thought at first she was on wires or something. I’m still not convinced it isn’t some mechanical trickery. She seems to float in the air before she decides to come down. I’m a fan, I tell you. I never miss a couple of visits when they’re here and she’s dancing.’


Jamie Boyle smiled. ‘I’ll tell her that. She’ll lap it up.’ He picked up the two pages stapled together and pushed them across his desk. ‘You have to read them first, sir.’


‘Did you draw them up yourself?’


‘Every word.’


‘Then I don’t need to read ’em.’


‘I want you to. It’s part of me being responsible.’


The old man grunted, took out his glasses from his top pocket and picked up the papers. He read them through twice and then reached into his pocket for an old-fashioned fountain pen. After he had signed, half-way down the second page, he leaned back in his chair, took off his glasses and stuffed them back in his pocket together with the pen. For a moment he sat there in silence. Then, sighing, he said, ‘It’s a funny world, Jamie. Here I am, arranging to dispose of what I’ve accumulated in a life-time. But as I walked up here from the club I wondered why I was bothering.’


‘In what way, sir?’


‘It looks to me like the world I know is coming to an end. Not when I die, but long before. Whatever happened to us? Maybe we never really recovered from World War II. But why us? Why only us? The Germans, the French, even the Italians all recovered. They have their ups and downs but by and large they carry on. But we’re beginning to be the leper colony of Europe. There’s all this talk that we are going to pull out of the EEC and NATO but it’s no longer a threat to them. They want us to pull out. They’ve had enough of us. We’re a burden. Financially, economically, militarily, we are a burden. And a complaining, disagreeable burden at that. How did we get like this?’


Boyle looked at the old man for a moment, then he shrugged. ‘We let things drift. We let the criminals get away with it. We let the thugs take over. What was unbelievable became the norm. Rioting, looting, hooliganism, were excused as being caused by racialism, and an acceptable response to the police doing their legal duty. Nobody liked it, nobody wanted it. But nobody wanted to do anything about it. They said it would be putting the clock back, giving in to revenge. The time was never right to take action. So it paid to be a thug.’


‘Who’s they?’


‘You, me, the politicians, all of us. We are scared of being labelled Fascists or reactionaries. It’s nice to be soft. And liked. And in the end it could get you votes. The thugs and militants are the most militant constituency so you advocate tolerance and rehabilitation, instead of just punishment.’


‘Is that all it is?’


‘More or less. We’ve become moral cowards and now we have to pretend that it’s right. My father tells me that the Canadian and Australian governments are going to ban all immigration from Britain. It’s not just the thugs they’re refusing but the victims too. They say they don’t want Britain’s middle-class lack of morale and guts imported into their communities. We didn’t value what we’d got. And now it’s gone. Freedom, tolerance, democracy … we threw them away.’


‘And nobody’s going to do anything to stop all this?’


‘It’s too late, Mr MacKay. It’s too late now. We can only deal with what happens, when it happens.’


‘What’s going to happen, Jamie?’ MacKay said softly.


Boyle opened his mouth to speak, hesitated and then closed his mouth. There was no point in frightening the old man any further. He shrugged again. ‘Maybe nothing will happen. Maybe it’ll all settle down again.’


The old man stood up unsteadily, resting his hand on the desk to retain his balance. He sighed heavily as he left the room without speaking, waving his hand vaguely towards the young man behind the desk.


The big clumsy-looking youth leaned with his elbows on the counter, looking at the Indian checking invoices.


‘They gonna do you, Sanji.’


The Indian looked up at the boy. ‘Why would they want to do that, Freddie?’


‘Becos’ you’re a Paki. That’s why.’


‘I’m an Indian, Freddie, not a Pakistani.’


‘Well it’s all the same, in’it?’


‘If being English is the same as being German then they’re the same. They’re two different countries. Two different nations. In no way connected. In fact you could say that at the moment they are enemies.’


‘But you’re all blacks.’


‘We’re all Asians. If that’s what you mean.’


‘You gonna board the shop up Sad’dy night?’


‘I board it up every night, Freddie.’


‘They say you’re the ringleader.’


‘Of what?’


‘The resistance.’


‘Who are we resisting then?’


‘The skinheads. The NF. The Whites.’


‘Why are you telling me all this?’


‘I like you, Sanji. I don’t want you to get beat up.’


‘They won’t beat me up, Freddie. I’m not scared of them. We know how to deal with them now.’


‘They’re coming from all over. They’ve hired coaches.


Sanjiva Singh smiled. ‘They’re going to be disappointed, Freddie.’


‘How’s that, Sanji?’


‘You’ll read it in the Sunday papers.’


‘My old man says you’re the leader of all the local blacks.’


‘I’m going to shut up now, Freddie. D’you want to help me?’


‘How’s Indi?’


‘She’s fine, Freddie.’


‘When you gonna let me take her to the cinema?’


‘She prefers Indian films, Freddie.’


‘OK. I’ll take her to one of the Indian places.’


‘They’re all in Hindi, Freddie. No sub-titles even.’


‘Doesn’t matter Sanji.’


The Indian looked at the ungainly youth, his deep brown eyes not unsympathetic. ‘We’ll talk about it one day, you and me. I’ll explain things to you.’


‘You don’t want ’er going out with white fellas, is that it?’


‘Not entirely. Like I said … we’ll talk about it.’


The youth moved towards the door and pointed at the Indian behind the counter. ‘If you want help at the weekend you just send for me, Sanji. Don’t you forget.’


The Indian nodded. ‘I won’t forget, Freddie. You’re a good boy. Take care of yourself.’


Sanjiva Singh put up the boards on the windows, double locked and barred the shop and set the security alarm, and then went into the small store behind the shop, nodding to the four men silently waiting there. They followed him down the corridor and up the stairs to the room on the first floor.


On the wall were large scale maps of various districts in London where there was a sizeable population of Asians. At a long table a young Sikh, his head turbaned despite the earphones clamped to his head, sat operating a Yaesu FT-101ZD transceiver. A cassette recorder was plugged into the set and a scanner was flickering a red digital display of frequencies being monitored on a Bearcat 200.


The four men sat round the trestle table in the centre of the room and Sanjiva Singh sat at the head of the table. They all spoke Hindi, and two also spoke Gujarati, but at their meeting they spoke in English. A thin man next to Singh said, ‘Was he threatening trouble, Sanjiva?’


‘No. On the contrary, he was warning me and offering his protection.’ He smiled. ‘He has a soft spot for my daughter Indira. He wants to create a good impression.’ He raised his eyebrows. ‘To work, my friends. There is much to be done.’


An old man with a beard said softly, ‘Has it worked, Sanjiva? Has it worked?’


Singh smiled and nodded. ‘As from Wednesday last we have thirty sources of information. Straight from the horse’s mouth.’ He smiled at the English slang and went on, ‘It has cost us 25,000 new pounds, but it is well worth it and will save us ten, twenty times that amount. And save us blood and humiliation too. Twelve phones are permanently tapped and twenty rooms and meeting places are bugged. We know every move they plan and what is even better we know their doubts and fears.’ He paused. ‘And they have many doubts and fears, my friend. I will play you some of the tapes. They will lift your hearts. However …’ he lifted his hands gracefully, ‘… there is bad news too. There is no doubt that they are being advised by men at the Soviet Embassy. One of them is the man who has offered to help us. Who tells us that the Soviet Union is our mother and father. The protector of the down-trodden, the disadvantaged.’


‘And what do we do with what we know, my friend?’


A man in a khaki shirt and slacks interrupted quietly, ‘We kill them. The ones who matter.’


The old man sighed. ‘You kill one dog and the master buys another.’


Singh waited to see if the others had anything to say but nobody else spoke. He said softly. ‘I have already made the arrangements. I have given the orders. They were all volunteers. All of them, strong, resourceful and determined. Five of them were in the army.’


‘Who were they?’ the man in khaki asked.


Singh smiled. ‘I just call them the “young lions”. They will have no other names.’


The old man smiled and looked at the others to see if they had noticed the significance of the name. In Hindu, ‘Singh’ is the word for ‘lion’.


They talked for a few minutes, embarrassed by the decisiveness of Singh, and then three of them left. Only Singh and the old man still sat there. The old man lit a thin cheroot and blew out the smoke. ‘What are you going to do about the Russian, Sanji? Do we kill him too, to teach them a lesson?’


‘No. We teach them another way. By tomorrow night there will be twelve of them dead. Publicly they are not connected. They are the men behind the scenes. Slowly, slowly the newspapers will put the pieces together. The police will know but they won’t care too much. A few token raids but all this …’ he waved his hand around the room ‘… will be gone two hours from now. The Russians will know. They will offer their help again. And we shall take it.’


‘Why? Why should we do that?’


‘Because they are more on our side than anyone else. They play games with the others to cause the breakdown of society here. The more street fighting, the more looting and arson, the harsher the reaction by the police and the government. Soon there will be civil war. But we shall stand to one side. The communists will win in the end. One more year, maybe two, and the English will pay for twenty years of humiliation. That is all I want. All that I have planned for. Always they had a scapegoat. The Irish, the Jews, then us … the West Indians, the Pakistanis, the blacks they call us. The blacks. Remember that, old man. And thank the Russians for helping us.’


‘Why should they help us?’


‘Because we help them get what they want.’


‘Are you a Communist, Sanji?’


Singh smiled. ‘Old man, I am first a Hindu, second an Indian from Calcutta, and third a husband and father. Beyond that nobody should know or care what I am.’


The old man stood up slowly and walked to the door. ‘You know where I am if you want me, Sanji …’ he paused, ‘… remember the man who rode on the back of the tiger, my friend.’


Singh’s brown eyes were hard as stones. ‘I am the tiger, old man. Remember that.’
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He drove the car over the river bridge, down the main street and on until the old buildings gave way to open countryside. He generally counted the churches as he went through the town. There were nine not counting the convent.


It was about twenty minutes before he parked his car in the official parking lot and the man gave him his plastic card. He looked up as he started down the main street. There were blue patches of sky but the clouds were moving so fast from the high winds that he felt for a moment as if the ground was moving under his feet. For a second he closed his eyes, and when he opened them he looked towards the shop windows. It was a typical small-town high street, with the usual complement of chain stores. Woolworths, Tesco, Boots, Marks and Spencer and a dozen or so small retailers. A café, a radio shop, a greengrocer’s, a newsagent’s and on the corner the entrance to a small cinema.


Although it was all typically English it wasn’t English. It was almost 200 kilometres north-east of Moscow. Not far from the ancient town of Suzdal. The town that Lev Aleksander Savalev had driven through.


Suzdal on the River Kamenka is one of the oldest and most historic towns in the Soviet Union. Documents still exist chronicling its existence in 1024, but Prince Vladimir of Kiev had sent a missionary bishop to build a church there long before. Visitors admired its ancient buildings, but Lev Savalev loathed the place. After four years in New York and six years in London he longed for the bright lights and the embassy parties that had been his daily routine. The transfer had meant promotion, however, and Savalev was driven by ambition. Whether it was at Moscow University or on a dozen KGB courses he had attended, Savalev was always the top man.


The training centre had been built in 1979 and hundreds of men and women had passed through the gates in the high perimeter wall. Men and women who came from a score of different backgrounds. Lawyers, administrators, engineers, managers, police, the Red Army and Air Force, and workers from the major industries. All had two things in common. They already spoke some English, and their backgrounds and skills met the requirements of a computer program that had been designed and written in 1975.


In 1975 the program had been no more than a serious exercise. It concerned an unlikely eventuality. But KGB resources of money, time and manpower are vast, and it came to be evaluated as interesting and worthwhile. The courses lasted six months and included intensive language training. Students lived as if they were in England, using English currency in the shops to buy English goods. Because the instruction was so concentrated, the course was reckoned to be the equivalent of eighteen months actually spent in England.


Major Lev Savalev was Commandant of Training School 405. After the first two courses he had found the job intensely boring, but he was too experienced and sophisticated a KGB man to let it show. There were usually several pretty students who helped relieve the boredom.


Savalev had never married. He had seen too often how a wife and family could hinder a man or make him vulnerable to pressures that he could otherwise have resisted. His superiors had tacitly approved his determination not to be emotionally entangled. And they turned a blind eye to his compulsion to head for Moscow at weekends without reasonable excuses.


There were two or three hundred men in the Soviet Union whose lives and careers from an early age were shaped and guided towards some specific rôle of which they were completely unaware. Savalev was one of them. He was vaguely aware of protection from above, but attributed it to luck and personality rather than design. It was accepted by those who arranged such things that probably fewer than twenty or so of these men would ever fulfil their designated rôles. They were there as the insurance that if certain events took place, if some evaluation team’s forecast turned out to be true, the right man would be available. There was a special section at Dzerzhinski Square primed for forward thinking, divided into groups whose whole time was devoted to thinking solely about the needs of the KGB in the future.


There was a smoked-salmon sandwich and a half-bottle of white wine at the side of his desk. In front of him were the usual two days’ old copies of The Times, the Daily Telegraph and the Guardian. He pushed the other two newspapers aside and slowly leafed through the Guardian as he ate the sandwich.


Ten minutes later he reached for the thick red marker and outlined three items for the research people to cut out and put on file. He read all three items again as he sipped the wine.


ARMED STUDENTS HUNTED NF RIVALS


A lecturer and eight students formed a Left-wing ‘hit squad’ and armed with a ‘fearsome array of weapons’, used a polytechnic college’s van to look for Right-wing rivals, a court heard yesterday.


Their weapons included a nail-studded wooden batten, a sledgehammer and a length of iron tubing, said Mr Anthony Hammond, prosecuting at Manchester Crown Court.


‘It is quite clear they intended, if they found any National Front members, to use these weapons with whatever consequences might follow,’ he said.


All nine were Trotskyists and members or supporters of the Socialist Workers’ Party, said Mr Hammond.


In the dock were John Penney, aged 28, a sociology lecturer of Riverside Park, Northwich, and students Stephen Tilzey, aged 23, of Brooklands Road, Sale; Brian Broadley, aged 21, of Blenheim Road, Bolton; Michael Butroyd, aged 31, of Churchill Street, Stockport; Robert Piatt, aged 27, of Belmont Street, Stockport.


Stephen Cooper, aged 24, of Foxland Walk, Wythenshawe, Manchester; Mark Kent, aged 22, of Blakelaw Road, Macdesfield; Paul Hallatt, aged 20, of John Nash Crescent, Hulme, Manchester, and David Smith, aged 23, of Robert Adam Crescent, Hulme, Manchester.


They will be sentenced today.


TWELVE YEARS FOR HELL’S ANGEL WHO KILLED BOY


One of the leaders of a London Hell’s Angels group called Satan’s Breed was gaoled for 12 years at the Old Bailey yesterday for stabbing a schoolboy to death.


Stephen Baker, aged 21, the group’s vice-president, used a knife bought the previous day to kill Tony Marsh, 15, in a row over a 13-year-old girl, said Miss Ann Curnow, prosecuting.


The judge said: ‘The background in this case is quite horrifying,’ he said. ‘… You start an organisation dedicated to violence, you take drink and drugs, you attract young people into your organisation, and it ends with an epileptic boy of 15 being killed.’


A plea by Baker, of Armoury Way, Wandsworth, of not guilty to murdering the youth at a squat in Princes Way, Wimbledon, on 22 May but guilty to manslaughter, was accepted by the prosecution.


Miss Curnow said that the president of Satan’s Breed, Stephen Cook, was serving six years imprisonment for other offences.


Mr Stuart Shields, QC, defending, said although Baker had a previous conviction for manslaughter, he was neither a vicious killer nor a vicious criminal.


ANDERTON PAYS TRIBUTE TO HIS FORCE


Greater Manchester’s Chief Constable, Mr James Anderton, yesterday published a post-Scarman commendation of his force for the way it handled the summer riots on Moss Side Manchester, and Toxteth, Liverpool.


Mr Anderton’s commendation, copies of which will be framed and hung in police stations, reads:


‘The Chief Constable has commended the Greater Manchester Police force for outstanding police service in connection with the steadfast devotion to duty, the most distinguished professional competence, enormous bravery, great fortitude, and loyalty to their calling and public trust displayed magnificently by all police officers, civilian staff and special constables of the force in quelling the riotous disorderly and criminal behaviour widespread in Toxteth, Moss Side, and elsewhere in July 1981, and in effectively and speedily restoring the Queen’s Peace throughout the county of Greater Manchester for the benefit and protection of all its citizens.’


The chief constable explained there was no other way he could adequately express his personal gratitude to his force for ‘their exceptional courage and impressive achievements in a time of serious civil unrest when the disciplined strength and integrity of the police stood between freedom and anarchy’.


Pushing the newspapers to one side he reached for the internal phone and dialled the number for Central Registry. Five minutes later he signed the docket for the three files.


He opened the thickest one. The red diagonal stripe from corner to corner emphasised its confidentiality, and its title was explicit. ‘Political infiltration in UK. Current Quarter. Part I, Labour Party.’ The two other files covered ‘Part II, the Trades Unions’, and what was referred to as ‘Part III, General’. A pasted-on index listed: press, TV, radio, local authorities, armed forces, the arts, miscellaneous.
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The canteen looked much the same as it had twenty years before when it was built. Concrete floor, breeze-block walls painted white every other year. Long wooden tables, the older ones covered with dark brown linoleum, the newer ones with formica tops and metal edging. Wooden folding chairs for the foremen, and stackable tubular chairs for the rest of them. At the far end the metal shutters where the food was dished out were closed and padlocked, but the smell of fried fish and chips still lingered from their lunchtime meal.


There were six chairs behind two tables placed end to end and in front of the tables were a dozen rows of chairs. The other eating tables had been stacked in the corners of the room.


Joe Langley rapped on the table with a spanner as he stood up, and the chatter gradually subsided.


‘Good evening, brothers. You all know what we’re here for tonight. Mr Mercer from the union headquarters is here as an observer. We only have one item on the agenda. Is it the wish of this meeting to make the unofficial strike official. Whatever we decide, the union will make up its own mind. But they want to know what we want on the shop-floor.’


As Joe Langley paused to collect his thoughts several voices shouted. ‘Have a bloody vote now. Cut the cackle.’


Langley nodded to acknowledge the comment. ‘We’ll vote when we’ve heard the facts, brothers. So I call on Arthur Macfarlane to give the views of the unofficial strike committee. As you all know, he’s the committee chairman.’ Langley nodded to a youngish man with a plaid shirt and a thin sallow face.


‘Comrades,’ he started, and the Glasgow accent was not only unmistakable but exaggerated. ‘Comrades. Our Chairman has described the strike as unofficial. In a comment to the local press he described it as a wild-cat strike not wanted by the men. Let me tell you right now that my committee have received one hundred per cent support from the men in the fettling shop from day one. The issue is clear. It is Labour Party policy that the capitalist weapon known as the neutron bomb should not be stationed in this country. We believe that castings are being produced here for the chassis of launchers for that bomb. We will play no part in the manufacture of these castings. We have told the management so. We were given two days … forty-eight hours, to carry on production or we should be locked out. We have asked the union to make our strike official but they haven’t had the guts to give us an answer.’ He pointed his finger towards the rows of men. ‘Are you going to be party to making weapons that are designed to kill people and preserve buildings? They admit that’s what this bomb is designed to do. The Labour Party says they are infamous weapons. The resolution was passed by an overwhelming vote at the last two conferences. Are you going to defy that vote just to earn a few more coppers for the capitalist murderers who are the lackeys of the American military-industrial dictatorship?’


As he sat down dramatically there was a roar of applause from a particular group of men, a stamping of feet, and shouts of ‘Bombs out, bombs out’. The group of men went on shouting as Joe Langley got to his feet but they gradually fell silent as men near them rounded on them.


‘Brothers,’ Joe Langley paused. ‘And I say brothers. Comrades belong in another party even if they try to kid us and call themselves Labour. First of all the castings concerned have been made here for the last eight years. They are used on several British Army armoured vehicles. The management have assured me that so far as they know they are not parts of the launchers for any new weapon.


‘Secondly. There is no such thing as a neutron bomb. It is a shell. An artillery shell to be used against tanks. The Soviet Forces have five times as many tanks on the frontiers of NATO countries as the Allies have. The shells kill tank crews not civilians. The Russians have mounted an extremely successful campaign against this shell because it neutralises their vast numbers of tanks. The Red Army’s SS20s are several hundred times more destructive of civilian life than the neutron weapon. And of course the Russians have the neutron shell themselves. They just don’t talk about it.


‘But all that is not what we are dealing with in these works. A weapon that has been discussed by Parliament and voted on is a legitimate part of our defence system. If we strike against making some casting which may or may not be associated with that weapon we are indulging in a political strike. I’ve no need to remind you that the Industrial Relations Act 1982 makes such a strike not only illegal but makes the union concerned subject to fines that would exhaust our funds completely. What brother Macfarlane has started, and is trying to persuade you to support, is both illegal, and would cripple our union if it is continued.’


As he sat down there were cries of ‘rubbish’ and ‘scab’, until a man stood up at the back of the hall.


‘Does that mean Brother Langley is asking us to defy the democratic vote of the Labour Party Conferences?’


Langley half stood. ‘Brother, I was a delegate at both those conferences. I voted against the neutron weapon as the representative of the local party committee. But unfortunately votes at Labour Party Conferences are not necessarily government policy or the policy as voted in Parliament. Unlike some of my colleagues I believe in democracy. I may not like some laws, I may try to get them changed, but I respect the law of the land as decided by Parliament.’


Macfarlane stood up, his face flushed with anger. ‘Comrades we came here to vote, I move we vote.’


Langley half-smiled. ‘Put forward your resolution then.’


‘I propose that this meeting demands that the union declare the strike official and takes steps to encourage other unions to support our stand.’


Several voices called out, ‘Seconded.’


Langley, still sitting, said, ‘That’s a two-part resolution. Not allowed at shop-floor level. If you keep to the first part you can put the second part if the first part is voted successfully. Is that what you want?’


Macfarlane stood up again. ‘I propose the union makes this strike official immediately.’


There were more voices seconding the proposal and as they died away Langley said, ‘I propose an amendment to the proposal. I propose that it is left to the union leadership to decide whether this strike should be made official or called off.’


Two or three older men stood and seconded the amendment. The secretary called for a show of hands on the amendment and it was narrowly carried. The union representative was howled down as he stood up and tried to speak. Langley let the furore run for several minutes before he banged the spanner on the table and declared the meeting closed.


Back at his home Joe Langley sat in his armchair eating a bacon sandwich with an enamelled mug of strong tea on the floor beside him. He had told his wife what had gone on at the meeting.


‘What do you think the union will do, Joe?’


He shrugged. ‘If they make the strike official they’ll go bankrupt. The government are just waiting for a chance to show they mean business. A small union like ours, without any clout, is an ideal target. If they make the strikers go back every official of the union knows he’s a marked man. The militants will work like beavers to oust them, and revoke their pensions.’


‘It’s terrible that a few men can do that.’


‘The Union leaders should have stood up to them long ago. Everybody knew what the perishers were up to. They let them run the show. Nobody spoke up. Nobody said the emperor had no clothes on. The Party was just the same. Callaghan was trying to be another Wilson … the man who could hold the Party together … but he wasn’t a Wilson … they fixed him with “the winter of discontent” … by the time Foot was the leader there was nothing left to lead … he should have stuck to writing books.’


‘How’s it all going to end, Joe?’


‘God knows, love. I keep saying to myself that we’re too sensible a nation to let it go on … but I’m beginning to wonder. But I tell you one thing, girl … I’m glad we never had children. We thought it was a tragedy, and in a way it was. But, my God, I’m glad there’s no hostages to fate from us.’


She looked at him with sad, worried eyes. She had never heard him talk so cynically before.


He said, ‘Go on up. I’ll lock up, and I’ve got a phone call to make.’


‘Don’t be long.’


‘I won’t.’


When he was alone he looked at the number that was written, with the digits reversed, on the blank page of his driving licence. He dialled it slowly and it rang for several seconds before he heard the voice he recognised. He took a deep breath and said, ‘It’s Joe Langley. You can count me in.’


They had parked the stolen Jaguar broadside across the road on the south side of Sloane Square, and when the driver of the number 14 bus had climbed down, protesting, from his cab, Louden had struck him across the back of the neck with the police truncheon, and the rest of them had dragged the passengers off the bus.


There were forty of them, a few blacks but mainly white youths. They had assembled outside the Oval cricket ground an hour earlier and had rampaged along Meadow Road throwing bricks and stones through windows until they came on the Jaguar in Dorset Road. They had stolen the truck from a builder’s yard. It was Martin Louden who had roused them to hi-jacking a bus. They had turned them over and burned them in the street riots, but they had never actually hi-jacked one.


Louden told Carr to drive the bus and he’d got it into bottom gear, nosing the Jaguar aside as he headed for King’s Road. He stopped at the Markham Arms and the gang poured out. Shouting and chanting ‘You’ll never walk alone’ they smashed window after window of every shop back to Sloane Square, throwing goods from the shops into the street, looting anything they fancied that was portable.


Martin Louden stood watching them, he wasn’t interested in loot himself. As they came straggling back to the bus he passed the word round that they were going over the river, down to Croydon to give the ‘posh bastards’ a taste of what was coming to them.


By the time they were all back in the bus he had another inspiration. He had once been on a road-mending crew employed on contract by a local council in the Croydon area and they’d worked in a place called Sanderstead. It consisted of road after road of posh middle-class houses, with a small row of shops at the top of the hill. The place was so phoney that there was some local law against pubs and there wasn’t a single one in the whole of Sanderstead.


Two hours later he stood at the top of Sanderstead Hill, tense with excitement as the houses burned and the people ran screaming in all directions, beaten and savaged by his gang. They had used parked cars to stop the. fire-engines getting through, and the fires were spreading rapidly. He saw Harper shoot down a man in pyjamas with his shotgun and there had been several other shots further down the hill. He went back to where the bus was parked and there were four or five of them taking their turns with a pretty young blonde. Despite the blood running from her nose you could tell that she was pretty. She had given up screaming and struggling. He gave them another twenty minutes and then he blew the whistle.


They drove back to London and dumped the bus in Stockwell, walking the mile or so to Kennington, Lambeth and Brixton. It was the first time that houses had been attacked as well as shops.


Just under a hundred houses had been completely burnt down, while a further hundred and fifty were rendered uninhabitable. Three men had been killed and forty-seven people severely injured. Nine girls or women had been victims of multiple rapes. The damage was officially estimated at twelve million pounds but that was only the first rough estimate.


Over the next two weeks similar attacks on houses rather than shops took place in the quieter middle-class suburbs of a dozen major cities.


ITV took its courage in both hands and planned a one hour documentary on the causes of the riots.


It was one of those tatty TV studio-sets so often used for discussion programmes. A cobbled-up desk for presenter and panellists. A cubist semi-circle of chipboard sprayed with dark brown paint, harshly lit by spots to add dramatic impact and hide the rest of the studio floor. The station logo pasted on the front. A low-budget producer’s delight, and a caring director’s nightmare. But caring TV directors were getting fewer and literally far between; most of them had moved to Canada, America, and South Africa while there were still immigration quotas for Britons.


George Foster was the host, chosen for his reputation for keeping a ‘balance’ between mortal enemies and even between feuding members of the various Labour party schisms. His ability to keep a ‘balance’ came from weakness rather than strength, ignorance rather than knowledge. He genuinely didn’t give a damn about politics, either domestic or international, and this allowed him to look amazed and hurt when the insults flew. After he was billed as ‘the man of the grass roots’, politicians stepped carefully in his presence. You could be treading on millions of dreams and as many votes when you brought that look of shock to George Foster’s face in tight close-up. Not a word of criticism but the effect was the same.


The other members of the panel were the usual self-publicising MPs. One Labour of the militant Left, and one Tory who had moved from a rather academic Enoch Powellist approach to what had been described by his detractors as ‘Fascism with a human face’. They were the protagonists, and were accompanied by Mrs Patsy Greenhalgh and Debbie Lane representing the general public; and finally Dr Marvin Slanski, a practising psychiatrist who had moved from San Francisco when London began to look as if it might provide a better market for a specialist in ‘Behaviourism as an element of social protest’.


Mrs Patsy Greenhalgh had eased her way into the public eye with her Society for the Protection of British Trees. She had known nothing about trees when she started, and a filmed interview from the early days, when she waved majestically towards a stand of ancient elms and invoked the nation’s protection for ‘these magnificent oaks, the trees that built the ships that beat the Spanish Armada’, had been destroyed quite recently as a gesture of goodwill by the BBC’s Deputy Head of TV Features. But she was a quick learner, and from trees she moved to conservation in general, without actually realising that by 1981 conservation would be as much part of the furniture of politics as adultery or monetarism. She had built up an image as the woman of common-sense, not afraid to speak her mind or even to display her ignorance. From the rural tree she had moved on to give newspaper readers and TV viewers the benefit of her rough-cast views on single-parent families, Milton Friedman and the International Monetary Fund.


Crispin Partridge had been an academic moron and a non-participator in all sports at Eton, but had achieved some minor notoriety as what masters called a troublemaker, and his friends called a radical. He spent his energy and his father’s money on complaining in the media about the food, the accommodation, and the standard of teaching at the school. Finding that what started as popularity amongst his contemporaries slowly turned to an amusement that made him the butt of their schoolboy jokes he became rather spiteful, and remained spiteful for the rest of his life. As an MP he was able to indulge his taste for perpetual criticism. Abuse of parliamentary privilege allowed him to slander those he disliked, and no peccadillo by an Opposition MP was too petty to escape his indignant exposure. A regular and much publicised church-goer, he paraded a self-righteousness that only added weight to his campaign of revelation. Despite his thrusting ambition, self-publicising and considerable inherited wealth, he had never held office at even the most junior level. The self-styled gadfly of the government back benches was seen more as a clumsy may-fly by his seniors in the party.


Albert Laidlaw MP was the voice of the militant Left. A whining, complaining voice that came from the throat, and words that came from the gall-bladder. Having failed to become the leader of the Miners’ Union he turned to politics and could find sound reasons for blaming the Tories for the weather, the increase in crime, strikes, abortions; and the media for the fact that he hadn’t become leader of the miners. He was most heartily despised by most Labour MPs but not all Tories, some of whom considered that they owed 5% of their votes to his belligerent personality.


Debbie Lane was 27. A cool young woman who had achieved fame by refusing the prize money on a quiz show, saying that a child of eight could have answered the questions. She had been a prominent member of the Students’ Union at Sussex University and was now the darling of both the media and the public for her tart responses to media interviewers. She had become a sort of gauge of a chat show’s seriousness. If a producer had the courage to include her on a panel he knew he was not giving his interviewer or panel chairman an easy ride. She was very pretty and she wasn’t rude, merely candid in her responses.


In the hospitality room George Foster stood with his clipboard and notes in one hand, a cigar in the other. On camera, of course, he always had an unlit pipe. Men who smoke pipes are men who can be trusted, Prime Ministers Baldwin and Wilson had shown the way.


‘Patsy, you’ll be on my immediate left, and Crispin will be on your left. Marvin I want you on my right, and Albert you’ll be playing outside right. Don’t try and follow the cameras, they’ll follow you. All the signs are that we’re going to get a big audience tonight. We’ve had a good advance press and I want us to present our views calmly and amiably.’ He smiled. ‘Especially our two politicians. Not too much of the old ding-dong stuff, and I’ll keep pressing you for facts to back up your claims, so you’ve been warned.’ He looked at his watch. ‘Now Lydia will take you down to make-up and bring you back to the studio. Best of luck all of you. Make it a good programme.’

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
S SERIOUS SITUATION SRS
COOPERATION OF THE UssR NN

ANGLO-SOVIET TREATY OF NEUTRALITY -
1. THE UNITED KINGDOM SHALL IMMEDIATE
TREATIES WITH FOREIGN POWERS CONCE

FINANCIAL OR MILITARY COOPERATION.
2. FOR A PERIOD OF FIVE YEARS THE LA
SHALL BE THE LAWS OF THE UNITED KIN
3. THE GOVERNMENT AND ADMINISTRATIO
KINGDOM SHALL BE SUBJECT TO THE AD
APPOINTED SOVIET ADVISERS.

BEST-SELLING THRILLER WRITER

TED ALLBEURY

R Oure
Tomorrows






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
M

MULHOLLAND
BOOKS





