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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.
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1    August 7th–11th


The Threads


Just as a big river is formed by the confluence of many streams, so a massive affair like the Westminster Disaster was woven from many threads, threads which at first sight seemed separated from each other. It was while I was investigating one of the threads, connected with a Soviet agent called Morales, that I first met my wife. Her maiden name was Annette Osborne. Thereafter we continued the investigation together. It was an investigation with fragments in New York, Washington, South Africa, the Babushkin suburb of Moscow, and the very heart of London itself. We found an article in an Amsterdam newspaper telling of a light aircraft which crashed over the Dutch coast on the morning of the Westminster Disaster. It was this article that eventually led us to J. J. Marquette, a young West Indian pilot for a firm, Pengelly Charter, ostensibly in the business of giving tourists a flip over the sights of London. Of the three charred bodies found in the wreck of that lightplane, those of the two passengers interested us most—but of that more later. In view of the family connection, it is natural that we should take as the first thread Annette’s own father.


Tom Osborne


It had been a beautiful day over the Lake of the Woods, near Sioux Narrows in the Ontario Province of Canada, with the water sparkling in the sunlight like untold millions of precious gems. As the evening shadows lengthened, Robert Morales silently and deftly changed his outer clothes for a skin-tight black outfit complete with hood. This he left rolled up on his forehead while he checked a waterproof bag containing photographic equipment. His companion, a heavyset man in a red check shirt, cut the outboard motor. With a grunt the man hauled the machine aboard, took up a paddle, and began with strong, measured strokes to propel the canoe toward the lakeshore.


Throughout the day, Robert Morales hadn’t allowed his attention to wander for a moment. He and his companion had kept their quarry within view. With binoculars and the powerful outboard motor this had not been particularly difficult, because the quarry had scarcely troubled itself to move about. In fact, the two men in the other boat appeared to have spent most of the day placidly fishing. Yet through the binoculars Morales had seen them talking intently. A good place to talk, he had thought, out there on the water.


By now the heavyset man had brought the canoe close to the shore. Instead of seeking to land he paddled carefully and silently along the lakeside.


A mile away from the silently moving canoe, Pieter van Elders was putting the finishing touches to his toilet. After the day on the lake he had showered and dressed carefully, far more carefully than was necessary in this remote spot. He had done so to keep a check on his excitement, to force himself into a routine. He picked up the file of papers which lay there on the dressing table beside the mirror. He and Tom Osborne would be talking about the papers after dinner, putting finishing touches to the formalities of their agreement. Van Elders hesitated, and then put the file down. He would return for it once dinner was over, he decided.


If Pieter van Elders had been in Toronto or New York, he would never have left such sensitive documents lying exposed in his bedroom. In the extreme remoteness of the Lake of the Woods he left them simply because it would be inconvenient to be clutching the file throughout the informal dinner with his host and hostess.


Tom Osborne stood looking into the cheerful log fire. Except that his dark, slightly thinning hair was cut short, he looked more like the conductor of an orchestra than the president of International Heavy Metals of Canada. He had no illusions about the deal he was getting into with the South Africans. He knew there would be political trouble, certainly if this thing ever came out. But in his judgement as a mining executive with twenty-odd years of experience, the risk was worthwhile. Miners were always taking risks, sometimes big risks. What made the risk worthwhile was the simple overwhelming fact that the whole darned world would be running quite soon into one hell of a uranium shortage. IHM’s own rich uranium deposit near Elliot Lake would be going thin by the nineteen nineties. So too would every other rich deposit, all over the world. In the long term much lower-grade ores would have to be used, and the biggest and most promising low-grade ores were in South Africa.


At this point in Tom Osborne’s thinking, van Elders appeared. The talk over drinks was general and relaxed. The Osbornes were good hosts. Dinner was not delayed, and an excellent wine accompanied the best trout van Elders could remember.


Robert Morales waited in the darkness outside, watching until the three people inside reached the second course of their meal. The window was open, and he could hear their wine-warmed voices clearly through the bug screen. The time had come for him to move. It took only a moment for Morales to slip like a black shadow through the house door and up the stairs. Swiftly and silently he found the South African’s bedroom. There all too obviously was a file of papers waiting to be fetched. Morales took two exposures of each of the twenty-three sheets of paper contained in the file. His camera was loaded with ultra-high-speed film, and the bedroom light itself gave him sufficient illumination. Each sheet took about fifteen seconds, so that the whole file cost him no more than six minutes. He spent a further few minutes searching for other papers. He found van Elders’ diplomatic passport, his ministerial identification, his wallet, traveller’s cheques, and airline ticket. Methodically he took pictures of the passport and identification documents. Finally he checked that all the articles, the file particularly, were just as he had found them.


He paused at the head of the stairs, for there were noises of people moving below. Suddenly van Elders appeared, taking the stairs two at a time. Morales withdrew into one of the other bedrooms and waited.


A moment later van Elders emerged from his bedroom clutching the file firmly, and pounded rapidly down the stairs. Robert Morales stood motionless, listening. Three minutes. Five minutes. It was the woman he was alert for now. No one came. In an instant he was down the stairs. Once more he paused to listen. Satisfied that he could hear the woman’s voice, he stepped noiselessly out of the house and on through the undergrowth to the canoe, where the thickset man in the red check shirt awaited him. As the canoe put silently out from the lakeshore, Morales breathed deeply in the night air. His mission was complete.


That was on the evening of the 7th. Pieter van Elders left Sioux Narrows the following morning, satisfied that his job was well and truly done. He planned to take an evening flight to London, and thence to return immediately home to Johannesburg.


By the late afternoon of the 8th, phone calls reached Tom Osborne, from both Sudbury and Ottawa, informing him of political manoeuvres at the United Nations, manoeuvres affecting the proposed agreement between International Heavy Metals and the South Africans. The Canadian government was itself being asked for an explanation of the agreement. Osborne was consumed by an inner white-hot anger at the thought that a leak had occurred within IHM itself. Somebody in Sudbury, or Ottawa, had been talking, he decided, never suspecting that the information had actually been snatched from under his own nose. And even if he had entertained such a suspicion he would have dismissed it in the incorrect belief that an uproar at the United Nations could not have been stirred up so quickly.


Although he said nothing to his wife, Roberta Osborne knew that her husband was in a high old temper. She knew it from the tight-lipped way he was going about the house, and from his sudden decision to return to Sudbury.


The long drive to Sudbury, by way of Kenora, Thunder Bay, and Sault St. Marie, occupied the night of the 8th and the early morning of the 9th. Throughout the drive, Tom Osborne began to see, really for the first time, what a huge tiger he had gotten by the tail. It seemed like a small detail, to control the frequency of a laser to within one or two parts in a million. But once you could do that you could separate the isotopes of the heavy metals, separate them far more easily than with the old centrifuge technique. Nobody was going to fuss very much so long as your heavy metal was platinum or gadolinium or mercury. But once your metal was uranium, the situation was different, because once you had separated out the rare U-235, you could easily make nuclear bombs from it. The technique, once you knew how, was actually much less trouble than the older roundabout business of making plutonium from U-238.


The huge tiger, of course, was the politics of Africa. And standing behind the politics of Africa there was always the unremitting world struggle for oil, and for strategic materials of all kinds, materials like South African chrome in which Tom Osborne had long wanted to gain an interest. There were also diamonds, platinum, coal, as well as the chrome, and, of course, the uranium itself. The rocks of southern and central Africa, like those of Canada, were old, and because of that they were rich in mineral deposits of nearly every kind. The prize was a glittering one, and it was now well within his grasp, provided the political threat of the United Nations could be overcome.


Of course there would be an uproar, because the capability of South Africa to separate U-235 would change everything throughout the whole of Africa. There would be no more cheap successes for the Marxists, not against a South Africa equipped with easily made nuclear weapons. The Marxist route would lie elsewhere now, through pressure at the UN, through pressure from the UN to Ottawa.


It was Canadian government policy to appear to the world like a thoroughly good fellow, anxious to do whatever was right, whatever “right” might be, and the UN had become the self-appointed arbiter of that. For Canada, a country self-sufficient in almost everything—self-sufficient thanks to the farmers and to companies like IHM—it was a craven stupid policy. A policy, Osborne saw, that was going to be damned hard to change.


It took until the morning of the 10th to arrange an extraordinary meeting in Toronto of the Board of International Heavy Metals. The meeting was intended by Tom Osborne to inform the nonworking directors of the Board of the discussions with the Republic of South Africa. But even before the meeting could take place each of his directors received an anonymous, specially delivered letter, a letter describing with a fair amount of accuracy the general terms of the deal he had discussed with Pieter van Elders.


Nor was this the whole story. On the 9th, the stock of IHM had risen five whole points on the Toronto exchange. This rise had of course been due to heavy buying, which the IHM executive had traced to orders placed by Swiss banks. The sharp rise was still continuing, as Tom Osborne had just been informed by his secretary. Major movements in the price of a stock can be produced by the sudden purchase or sale of no more than a percent or two of all the shares outstanding. With seventy-one million shares of IHM outstanding, this implied a purchase of about a million and a half of them. At the present share price of about $40, the sum placed by the Swiss banks must therefore have been in the region of $60 million. A big sum for a private investor, or even for an institution, but not a big sum for a government, especially if that government happened to be a superpower.


The rise was big enough to encourage quite a number of other investors to sell, taking profit on their holdings of IHM stock. Indeed, brokers’ reports showed that this natural process was happening already. Eventually the profit taking would become large enough to moderate the rise. If at that point the big purchaser of a million and a half shares were suddenly to unload on the market, the price of IHM stock would plummet to well below the price of $35 per share at which the whole exercise had started. The price would be likely to fall even below $25, and it would take some months to recover, because investors generally would think something was badly wrong with the stock, especially with the South African deal under acute controversy at the UN. True, the foreign government would lose some $20 million in the manoeuvre, but such a sum might be thought well spent if it should cause IHM to call off the deal.


Tom Osborne began to address the meeting. Although he forced himself to speak quietly, he found it impossible to keep the smouldering rage out of his voice. He began by saying that first and foremost he was a miner. He said that although mining and politics were intertwined—they had been so for thousands of years, since mining first began—experience showed that miners did best if they could manage to ignore the politics. For the good reason that politics was short term and mining was long term. A hot political potato today was often completely forgotten tomorrow. Of course South Africa might be different, but that was always said about every political issue; it was always different. What was overwhelmingly clear in this issue was that IHM could buy into the South African mining scene at very little cost to itself. If South Africa eventually went to the wall, very little would have been lost.


A voice asked about the recent upswing of the IHM share price. How much might eventually be lost due to that? Nothing at all was Tom Osborne’s answer. In fact, there was money to be made in it. His proposal was that IHM take advantage of a sharp downswing of the share price, should the anonymous purchaser decide to unload, by buying up the dumped stock, buying it into the company treasury. This would soon bring the share price back to the region of $35, and the anonymous purchaser’s loss would become IHM’s eventual gain, since the stock could be let out of treasury gradually, at the higher price.


Then Tom Osborne asked his directors to decide in their minds just how far they were prepared for their company to be pushed around. Did they really want their decisions to be made for them by politicians, not even by their own politicians in Ottawa, but by politicians in Moscow? Casting expediency aside, was there not a point at which a stand simply had to be made? Otherwise how far might the encroachment on their decision making go? As he spoke, his voice strengthened gradually, for he could detect from the subtle combination of small sounds—of his directors moving slightly in their seats, of their breathing even—that he was beginning to carry the meeting.


Another day passed in the life of Tom Osborne. It was just 9:30 A.M. on the morning of the 11th when he emerged from the midtown Hilton Hotel in Manhattan. He had come down from Toronto to New York the previous evening. He didn’t quite know why he had come, for there was little he could do about the situation developing at the United Nations. It was really a matter of being close to the scene of the action.


Tom Osborne had arranged several business meetings, to give him the excuse to be there in New York, and it was toward the first such meeting that he was now heading. He thought of walking to his appointment, but then caught sight of a taxi standing some fifty yards away down the street. The taxi was apparently free, for its light was on. Deciding he might not have quite sufficient time to walk after all, Tom Osborne moved quickly toward the taxi. Then he stopped because there was no driver to be seen. His first instinct was to move closer. After a few quick steps he stopped again, not quite knowing why, or what caused the sudden prickling of the hairs on his neck. A policeman strolled by the taxi, so surely everything had to be all right?


If the explosion had been a small one, Tom Osborne’s caution would have saved his life, but the explosion was violent enough to cause a man standing more than a hundred yards away to be knocked down flat onto the sidewalk. A crowd assembled quickly around the crumpled remains of the taxi and the rag-doll-like corpse of Tom Osborne. Of the policeman there was nothing to be seen.


Moscow


Returning to August 8th, the day following the activities of Robert Morales, in one minute the Kremlin bells would toll for 11:30 A.M. General Valas Georgian walked the short distance that would bring him to the offices of the Chairman. He was five feet ten inches in height, deep of chest, and fifty-three years old. Which gave him time, he often told himself, to wait until old age and death swept away the thin crust of political authority that still lay above him. Because he looked more formidable in uniform than in an ill-fitting, baggy suit, he always wore his uniform on duty. His voice was powerful, with rich overtones to it, as if he were a member of the Red Army Choir—which indeed in his earlier years he had actually been. Although the dark brown eyes were not Mongolian in their slant, the face was big and rounded, almost surely with a Siberian strain to it.


Valas Georgian was now a high-ranking KGB officer, but he still continued to emphasise his earlier connexion with the regular army. He did so in simple, practical ways rather than by open statement, such as always turning up for a meeting precisely at the agreed time, to within the last second or two. So it was that he now walked into the Chairman’s suite exactly at 11:30 A.M. The Chairman rose to greet him. Then the two of them settled back in comfortable chairs, a low table between them carrying two small glasses, a decanter of vodka, and a slender blue file.


Even granted the efficiency of the Soviet intelligence machine, of its external tentacles and of its home-based analytical offices, it was remarkable that the papers photographed by Robert Morales in Canada only eight hours before could have been processed already and acted upon. The credit for this swift response fell largely to Georgian himself. Every morning, seven days a week, he took extreme care to arrive at eight o’clock sharp at his office, just like a piece of precision machinery. On his desk there would be a mountain of papers, telegrams, interoffice memos, reports, and papers of state. To have read the lot in detail would have been an impossible task. Each day would have brought a backlog of unfinished material, so that within a month his office would have become unmanageable and his job impossible. Instead, he skimmed through the papers, and it was in the skill with which he did so that Georgian had established himself as a driving force within the Soviet hierarchy. By 10 A.M. each day he had picked out the two or three most important matters to which he would give his own personal attention. The rest of the material was then gathered up by his secretary and distributed for action among his assistants. On this day he had quickly seized on the Canadian information. He had come on it about 9:15 A.M., and had immediately referred it to the Chairman himself. Now, by 11:30 A.M., the Chairman had conferred with his Politburo members and action had already been agreed.


The action was straightforward enough, as Valas Georgian had known it would be. It took the Chairman only a few moments of explanation, and the future course to be taken was agreed between the two men, almost as if it were a matter of routine only. Then the Chairman busied himself with the glasses and decanter, and they toasted their decision with a quick snap.


By the evening of the 10th, Valas Georgian was once again back in the Chairman’s offices. He was gratified on this second visit to have attended an emergency meeting of the Security Subcommittee of the Politburo. By then the actions agreed to on the 8th had of course been taken, actions in South Africa and at the United Nations. The question of sanctions against South Africa would be coming before the Security Council. The problem now to be considered by the Politburo was whether a veto against such a motion might be cast by the British. Papers to that effect had just come in from an agent of proven reliability in Washington, D.C.


Georgian had been asked for an estimation of the British Prime Minister, and he had replied that there was no reliable “vector” on the man, which meant that the Prime Minister’s actions were not considered predictable. It had been decided that Georgian should implement measures to cause the British to desist—measures quite independent of any diplomatic pressure on the Americans.


The Head of Action Operations-European had been summoned from his home and was already waiting when Valas Georgian reached his office. Igor Markov was a sandy-haired, freckle-faced man with a snub nose, an obvious peasant type like the Chairman himself. But whereas the Chairman was crafty, Markov was subtle. If Georgian had not been a decade older, and on a significantly higher rung of the party ladder, he would have feared the subtlety of Igor Markov. It took remarkably little time to explain to him exactly what was wanted, and to make it clearly understood that the Russian Embassy in London was not to become overtly involved. Nor must anything be done which might negate the diplomatic pressure to be put upon the Americans. It all had to be executed in an untraceable fashion, whatever it was that Markov might decide to do. The sandy-haired man assured his booming, full-voiced chief that he had entirely understood. Calmly he rose to leave, saying that the stated conditions would be carefully obeyed. Valas Georgian thought of offering a valedictory nip to his visitor, but then resisted, although he would not have been averse to a glass himself. Such a gesture would be remembered, perhaps to be brought out against him at a future time. So he conducted Markov from his office in a proper, formal style, satisfied that he himself had made a good showing that night.


Igor Markov was driven by his chauffeur to the headquarters of his group, headquarters located in the northern Babushkin suburb of Moscow. The breathtaking scope of the problem before him was without precedent in his experience. He would be working on it through the night, building a great flow chart of events in his mind. He had six days to perfect and execute some grand plan. In six days there were one hundred forty-four hours. Much could happen in a single minute, and in one hundred forty-four hours there were eight thousand, six hundred and forty minutes. Critical events could even take place in a second or less, and in six days there were five hundred and eighteen thousand, four hundred seconds. Much time was therefore available, provided only that the plan was correctly conceived.


Washington and London


The third of the threads running between the 7th and 11th of August involved politics at a very high level, both in Britain and the United States. Already at 10:30 A.M. on the 9th, Heisal Woods, Secretary of State, entered the President’s office, the office with the oval shape which had won quite as much popular notice as any of the actual decisions taken within it.


Woods was a five-foot-eight ball of intense energy. His hair was greying now, but his face had the healthy glow of a onetime athlete. It annoyed him that he was latterly reduced to wearing eyeglasses. He had a fund of genuinely funny stories and consequently was always much in demand as a speaker. Naturally equipped with such qualities, and a lawyer by training, he had never experienced difficulty with the committees of Congress, which made him an outstandingly valuable member of the Cabinet, so giving him easy access to the President.


Probably if he hadn’t enjoyed such easy access to the President he would not have reported the situation brewing in New York quite so soon. He would have delayed until the afternoon meeting of the General Assembly of the UN was over. But Heisal Woods had a bad feeling about this situation. It was just a bit too quick, a bit too obviously orchestrated for his own liking.


“So what, we’ve had sanctions against South Africa before,” the President remarked when Woods had said his piece. The President was a tough-looking bald man in his early fifties, a year or two older than Woods himself. Although he was convivial, sociable, and relaxed in the evenings, the President was always razor sharp at this time in the morning. But he was still feeling his way with a wise caution, having only succeeded to his exalted office in January of that year. His remark to Heisal Woods meant that he was now looking for information. The last UN motion for sanctions against South Africa had been before his time. The American veto had been used on that occasion.


‘“We’re in a short-hairs situation,” Woods began.


The President got up from his desk. “How come?” he asked, biting the end off a cigar with his strong front teeth.


“We can neither afford to allow sanctions to be passed nor can we afford to use the veto to stop it,” Woods went on.


The President blew a cloud of smoke. He could readily see why using the veto would be awkward, awkward for him personally, because the black vote had been critically important in his winning the preceding November’s race. The black vote did not love South Africa. He also had a fair idea of why the United States could not afford to have sanctions actually passed against South Africa, but he waited for the Secretary of State to speak, hoping that Woods would have an “out” from the dilemma.


“And another thing,” the Secretary went on, “it gets harder all the time to use the veto. And all the time it gets more necessary to do so. Sort of contradictory.”


“How’s that?” the President grunted again.


“More necessary, because our oil imports from the Middle East are increasing all the time.”


“We must do something about that,” the President scowled, blowing out another cloud of smoke.


“A lot of people have tried, without too much success. And besides the oil, there’s the chrome. If we lose South African chrome we’re in hock to the Soviets straightaway.”


“It’s all the pressure from within that’s the devil,” the President agreed.


“Which the Soviets know about. It’s an easy orchestration for them.”


“So what do you suggest? Let’s have your plan, Mr. Secretary.”


“Maybe I haven’t a plan.”


“You’d better. It’s your job.” By now the President’s cigar had gone out, but it still remained clamped between his teeth.


Before replying, Woods went over to a side table where there was a small coffee urn. He poured himself a cup, added two sugar lumps, and stirred in a modest quantity of cream.


“Nothing can actually be done by the United Nations General Assembly, of course. The General Assembly can only make a recommendation to the Security Council. But when the sanctions motion is made in the Security Council the veto must be cast, except we mustn’t cast it. The plan is as simple as that,” Woods explained as he walked with the cup back to his chair.


The President nodded slowly. “So …?”


“We must fix it for the British to do the job,” Woods continued. “Every argument I can think of goes that way. The British have much less of a colour problem than we have, three to four hundred percent less of a problem. Their North Sea oil is coming in now, flooding in. Besides, they have their own people in South Africa, and …”


“Right, right, I can see all that. But what’s the quid pro quo?”


“Quids, literally. Help with the debts the British piled up in the seventies.”


“You think they’ll play?”


“Yes.” Woods emphasised his answer with a firm nod.


“Well, if you’ve got it all so tidily worked out, why trouble me with it?” The President had known all along that Heisal Woods had something else on his mind, something besides this veto business.


“Well, why so sudden? Why so quick? Why jump over the candlestick? What would make the Soviets pull out all the stops? Why just now?” Woods asked as he finished his coffee.


For answer, the President took a file from a desk drawer. He handed it to Woods, saying, “Just came in. I’ve hardly had a chance to read it myself. It looks important.”


The President took another cigar out of a case which lay on the desk top. He tapped it vigorously against the desk and slowly lit it as he watched the gathering scowl on his Secretary’s face.


“Compulsive reading,” Woods said at last. “Do we have this laser thing?” he asked, seemingly as an afterthought.


“We’re working on it. I imagine a lot of people are working on it.”


“But how come the Canadians …”


“My scientific advisers tell me these high-technology things are capricious. You try the obvious and straightforward idea, and what happens—nothing. Somebody else tries a crazy idea, and it works. That’s what seems to have happened.”


“With International Heavy Metals? Of course they’re a big corporation,” Woods nodded reflectively.


“So International Heavy Metals have something which they’re preparing to pass on to the South Africans. Put yourself in the Soviet position, Mr. Secretary. How would you go about stopping the deal?”


“I’d do just what they seem to be doing. I’d get sanctions passed by the UN against South Africa.”


“And why?”


“Because that would be the only thing that could make the Canadian government apply the chopper to the deal.”


“So sanctions would really stop it?” the President repeated, staring intently at Woods.


“It would, Mr. President, it surely would. The Canadians have always been very pliant to world opinion.”


“So you have the answer to your question?”


“I guess so.”


“Do you want to change your idea, of getting the British to apply the brakes?”


“No.”


“You know what you’re doing? Forgive the question.”


Heisal Woods sat for a moment.


“Yes,” he said eventually, “I reckon I know what I’m doing.”


“No point in speaking to the French?”


“Not really. The French will go the way they want to go. Maybe they will use the veto. Maybe they won’t. We can’t depend on it.” Woods sat for a moment, grinning ruefully.


“Strange people,” the President nodded in agreement.


The ultimate election-winning politician was the British Prime Minister. He had a round benign face. His thin-rimmed spectacles softened his eyes, as spectacles always do, so that on television he appeared as a kindly, overindulgent father figure. His hair had not worn thin. It stood up well, about an inch and a half from the skull in tight curls, giving him a friendly golliwog appearance. He spoke quietly with seeming total sincerity, quite unlike the unctuous manner of his predecessors in office. But behind the benign face, behind the friendly eyes, behind the quiet voice, was a sharp scheming brain. Yet this was hard to know, because the Prime Minister’s ultimate political artistry lay in a total concealment of that brain, a concealment just as complete as that which he afforded to his private parts.


On the evening of August 10th he listened to two impassioned harangues, one from the Chancellor, the other from the Foreign Secretary. The Foreign Secretary spoke of the paramount need to maintain respect for Britain in the eyes of the world. He detailed the decline of moral standing that would flow from a veto cast against the South African motion in the forthcoming Security Council meeting. The Chancellor, on the other hand, argued with equal emphasis, if not with equal fervour, in favour of accepting the deal offered by the American government. He emphasised how much more readily the British economy would then pass from rough water to smooth. And throughout his argument the P.M. just sat there on the other side of his desk, tapping his fingers and looking like a benign Buddha. It was a performance that always unnerved the Chancellor. Even though he had worked with the Prime Minister for many years, and had won a fair share of the arguments, the Chancellor always felt he wasn’t “getting through.” John Boddington, the Foreign Secretary, felt better, though. The seraphic face of the Prime Minister, the dignity of the nodding head, the encouraging smile, all went to convince him that his case was fully understood and accepted.
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