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      Andrew Garve

    


    Andrew Garve is the pen name of Paul Winterton (1908–2001). He was born in Leicester and educated at the Hulme Grammar School, Manchester and Purley County School, Surrey, after which he took a degree in Economics at London University. He was on the staff of The Economist for four years, and then worked for fourteen years for the London News Chronicle as reporter, leader writer and foreign correspondent. He was assigned to Moscow from 1942–5, where he was also the correspondent of the BBC’s Overseas Service.


    After the war he turned to full-time writing of detective and adventure novels and produced more than forty-five books. His work was serialized, televised, broadcast, filmed and translated into some twenty languages. He is noted for his varied and unusual backgrounds – which have included Russia, newspaper offices, the West Indies, ocean sailing, the Australian outback, politics, mountaineering and forestry – and for never repeating a plot.


    Andrew Garve was a founder member and first joint secretary of the Crime Writers’ Association.


  

    

      Chapter One

    


    Source – Memorandum from William Willis to the Art Editor of the Star newspaper, a national daily. Saturday April 14th. [Willis, 31, has been a staff photographer on the Star for eight years. One of the top men in his field. Winner of 1970 ‘Best Picture’ award in national competition. Ed.]


    As I was going into the Memorial Hall, Paddington, this afternoon to cover Jim Lester’s adoption meeting, I was approached on the pavement by an attractive young woman. Apparently she had noticed the press badge I was wearing, and wondered if I could help her. She said she was sorry to bother me, but might I by any chance be talking to Mr Lester after the meeting was over. I said, ‘It’s possible – why?’ She said, ‘Well, I know it’s awful cheek asking you, but would you be kind enough to give him a message? You see, I’ve been abroad. I only got back yesterday and I saw in the paper that he was speaking here today, and it seemed a good chance to let him know I was back. But they say it’s a ticket-only meeting, just for party members, and they won’t let me in.’


    I was interested, particularly as the girl (25 plus?) was quite an eyeful. I said, ‘Are you a friend of Mr Lester’s?’ and she said, ‘I suppose you could say that. I met him when he was on holiday in Scotland last year, and we went swimming and sunbathing together.’ That got me even more interested. I said, ‘Well, I don’t mind trying to give him a message. What’s your name, by the way?’ She said, ‘Shirley Holt.’ I said, ‘Miss Holt?’ and she said yes. I asked her where she lived and she said Egerton Road, Surbiton. She added, ‘That’s when I’m not travelling. I’m a children’s nurse and I travel a lot.’ I asked her what the message was, and she said, ‘Could I scribble a note, it won’t take a minute?’ She couldn’t find any paper to write on, so I gave her a sheet from my notebook. She wrote a few words on it, and folded it and gave it to me, and said she was terribly grateful, and smiled. As she half turned away, I took her picture.


    As I say, the note was only folded, and when I got into the hall I glanced at what she’d written. I’m quoting from memory, but the message went something like this:


    

      Dear Jim,
Remember me? – Shirley Holt. I got back from my travels
yesterday and tried to come to your meeting but they wouldn’t
let me in, so I hope this reaches you. I expect you’re rather
busy but I’d love to see you again if it’s convenient. I’m still
at Egerton Road. Hoping to hear from you some time.
Love,
Shirley


    


    When the meeting ended there was the usual gathering of newsmen round Lester. I took some pictures and waited till the political chat was over and Lester was about to move away, and then I said, ‘Excuse me, Mr Lester, but a young lady who couldn’t get into your meeting asked me to give you this note,’ and I passed it to him. He glanced at it, frowned, gave a faint shrug, and slipped it into his pocket. I said, ‘She was a charming girl, sir, and she said she was a friend of yours. Could we hint at a possible romance?’ He gave me an amiable smile and said, ‘I’m afraid not. As far as I know I never had the pleasure of meeting the young lady. I think there must be some mistake.’


    A mistake didn’t seem very likely to me, because there was a huge photograph of Lester on a poster outside the hall, with his name on it in large letters, and Miss Holt had pointed to it when she’d first mentioned him. Perhaps there is romance in the air, and Lester is holding out on us. The picture of the girl is a honey – couldn’t we use it? With a careful caption? If it turns out there’s something in it, it could be the scoop of the election.


  

    

      Chapter Two

    


    Source – Report in the London Evening Banner, Saturday April 14th. From Our Political Correspondent, Alastair Crewe. [Crewe, well known for his TV and radio commentaries, has only recently joined the Banner. He is noted for his individual style of political reporting. The Banner gives general support to the Progressive Party. Ed.]


    Mr James Lester was formally adopted as the Progressive Party Candidate for Paddington South-East at a well-attended meeting of constituency members and party workers this afternoon.


    The atmosphere in the hall was gay, almost heady. The scent of coming victory was unmistakable. The keynote was struck, amid laughter and cheers, when the chairman, Sir John Waldro, recalled that Mr Lester had proved to be ‘a most conscientious Member, working tirelessly on the problems of hundreds of his constituents without any concern for their politics,’ and added, ‘We shall no doubt have to make some allowances for him in the future, as he will probably have heavier duties elsewhere.’


    On the platform, Mr Lester made his usual impressive showing. He is, as most people now know, a physically attractive man – dark, handsome and well-built. At forty-four he gives an impression of youthful vitality; yet the touch of silver in his sideburns and the surprisingly deep lines of his face are more reminiscent of the elder statesman. His accent is of the Cam or the Isis (old style) but his dress verges on the trendy. He speaks without gesture in a quiet, reasonable, rather reflective tone, as though he is inviting a dialogue with the voters rather than trying to force his opinions on them. This style, conscious or unconscious, gives his speeches a curiously intimate and personal quality. The total effect is one of effortless authority. His words are carefully chosen, his sentences lucid, their content thoughtful. Without a trace of demagoguery, he commands his audience. Undoubtedly he has, in the vogue word of the moment, charisma.


    He may well have something more lasting and valuable to contribute to the British political scene. Politics, Thomas Jefferson said, is ‘a talkative and dubious trade’. Talkative it must be and in the eyes of many people today it is dubious too, a squalid affair of manoeuvres, ambitions and vicious infighting, of shams and deceptions and downright lies, deserving no respect. James Lester could well give the trade a new image, for what shines out of him is a rare sincerity and candour; an innate, unforced inclination to be honest with his listeners.


    Perhaps the most remarkable passage in his brief speech of thanks to the faithful this afternoon was the following, which I quote verbatim with some pleasure:


    ‘Now I’m going to be absolutely frank with you. (A wry smile.) Oh, I know that when a politician talks of frankness most voters reach for their lie-detectors (laughter) and I don’t blame them. But when I say frank, I mean frank, and I am speaking now particularly to the young of our party. Our criticism of the outgoing Government is not just on account of its policies – though we believe some of its policies to have been misguided, and some to have been folly. Our irrefutable charge is that, after twelve consecutive years of office, this Government is tired out, its administration decrepit. If parliamentary democracy is to survive in this country – and heaven help us all if it doesn’t – there must always be an alternative Government waiting in the wings, ready to take over with new zest, new spirit and new ideas. We are such an alternative Government – and soon we shall be taking over. (Loud cheers.) But let us not pretend, to ourselves or to others, that this means that Utopia is just around the corner. The same problems will remain, the same intractable problems – crime and violence, strikes and riots, inflation, unemployment, poverty, housing difficulties. These are part of modern life. If we say we can cure them, no one will believe us – and they will be right. No Government can work miracles, no Government can do more than its best. But when a Government which has been long in power falters, when it drifts helplessly from crisis to crisis, when it seems to have given up hope, that is the time when someone else must take command, a different party, a party of youth and courage and vigour. A party that still has hope …’


    It was interesting, as the meeting broke up, to eavesdrop on some of the comments of the dispersing audience. I collected ‘Breath of fresh air,’ ‘That’s one for the cynics,’ ‘First time I ever heard a politician tell the truth,’ ‘Unorthodox,’ and ‘Civilized.’ One doubter said, ‘Bit over the heads of some, perhaps.’ Another asked, ‘Can he keep the voters roused with that line of talk? They do like to have their villains, you know.’


    I heard no one say the speech was dull.


  

    

      Chapter Three

    


    Source – Linda Tandy’s diary. Monday April 16th. [Miss Linda Tandy, 26, daughter of Oliver Tandy, editor-in-chief of the national daily, the Post. Has been her father’s secretary at the Post for about four years. A slender, vivacious brunette with above-average IQ. Ed.]


    The reason I decided to keep this diary over the period of the election was that I seemed to have an exceptionally good seat in the political stalls – what with Noll ear-to-ground in Fleet Street and knowing practically everyone, and James at the very centre of the battle – and I thought a day-to-day record from the inside might be of interest – if only to me – after the dust had settled. But a rather upsetting thing happened this morning, so right at the beginning the record becomes personal as well as political and goodness knows where it will end.


    Noll and I were having our usual semi-working breakfast at the flat we share in Hampstead, going through the batch of morning papers to see what stories our rivals had got that the Post hadn’t, and vice versa. At least, I was. Noll was concentrating on the political news and comment in the ‘heavies’, which – judging by his frequent grunts of approval – was much to his liking. And no wonder, with the latest opinion poll showing the Progressive Party


     Linda Tandy usually called her father ‘Noll’. She explains that she found ‘Father’


    too formal, ‘Daddy’ too childish, ‘Dad’ too abbreviated and ‘Oliver’ too familiar.


    ‘Noll’ began as a bit of family fun, and lasted. Tandy’s closest friends also use this


    form. Ed.


    in the lead by twenty-five percentage points and predictably an easy winner. With that sort of margin, it would take an unheard-of last-minute shift of opinion to upset the forecast.


    I’d finished with the Express and the Mail, and picked up the Star – and it was then that I got the shock. Across three columns of its front page it carried a photograph of a girl under a bold heading – JIM’S HOLIDAY FRIEND? The text below identified the girl – ‘Miss Shirley Holt, a children’s nurse living in Surbiton, who says she ‘‘swam and sunbathed with her friend Jim Lester’’ on a Scottish beach after meeting him on holiday last summer. Jim’s comment yesterday: ‘‘There must be some mistake. I’m afraid I never had the pleasure of meeting the young lady.’’ ’ Beside the main picture there was a small inset of James, from stock, and one of Mary, with the caption ‘Jim Lester’s wife – died tragically after a car crash three years ago.’


    I sat staring at the page, feeling kind of hollow inside. Presently I passed the paper to Noll. ‘Here’s something that will shake you,’ I said, trying to sound casual. Noll has never had an inkling, and I didn’t want him to have.


    He glanced at the picture and read the text, frowning. There was a rather long silence. Then he said, in a phoney-tolerant tone that didn’t take me in for an instant, ‘Well, the old dog …! So that’s what he got up to after I left him.’


    ‘He says he didn’t,’ I pointed out. ‘He says he never met her.’


    ‘M’m … That could just be an off-the-cuff denial to the press while he thought it over. Like saying you’re ‘‘just good friends’’ when you’re planning to marry.’ Noll studied the picture again. ‘She looks an attractive girl, doesn’t she?’


    I had to agree that she did. The photographer had caught her in half-profile, the face slightly uptilted and smiling. The effect was charming.


    ‘I wouldn’t have expected him to be such a fast worker,’ Noll said.


    I was thinking the same thing. James had had only a day or two alone on his boat after Noll had been called away from their holiday cruise together. It didn’t seem much time to get to know a girl that well – to be swimming and sunbathing with her. Not for a man as deliberate in his actions as James normally was.


    Noll said, a little doubtfully, ‘I wonder what this will do for his image.’


    I shared his doubt. ‘Very little, I should think.’ The story seemed to me extremely snide, as it was probably intended to be. It was typical of the Star, which was a nasty little tabloid and politically very anti-James. Their use of Mary’s picture struck me as particularly revolting in the context. James had never really got over Mary’s death – at least, I hadn’t thought so until now. The picture was unnecessary, and would hurt him. The story, with its innuendoes, was distasteful. The whole thing made me feel quite sick.


    Noll said, ‘Well, I’ll give him a ring when we get to the office, and find out the strength of it …’ He was still frowning. ‘One thing’s for sure – the reporters will be buzzing round that girl like flies today.’


  

    

      Chapter Four

    


    Source – Memorandum from reporter George Stewart to the News Editor of the Daily News, a national paper. Monday April 16th. [Stewart has been with the News for many years and is now one of their senior reporters. He is a persuasive talker with a sympathetic manner and a benevolent appearance. The News is strongly anti-Lester. Ed.]


    Fortunately, Shirley Holt has her own telephone, so I was able to get her address from the directory. I arrived at Egerton Road around eleven-thirty. Shirley rents a two-roomed, self-contained furnished flat on the top floor of number 37, a three-storey Victorian house set in a small garden. She was out when I arrived and there were at least a dozen reporters and TV men milling around, trying to find out where she might be from other tenants. I cast my net a little wider and by the luck of the game found a woman in a house opposite who said she’d seen Shirley going off just after ten with a shopping basket, presumably to the local supermarket. I went to the market and prowled around and presently I spotted her. She was easily recognizable from the picture in the Star.


    I introduced myself, and asked her if she’d seen the Star. She said she hadn’t, so I showed it to her. At first she seemed quite incredulous. Apparently she hadn’t realized she’d been photographed. And the story shook her even more. She kept saying, ‘I don’t understand – I don’t understand at all …’


    I said I was sorry to have upset her, and that she looked as though she could use a drink, so what about popping into the lounge bar of the White Lion, which was right opposite, and having a chat over a glass of something. She didn’t say no, so I took her shopping basket and she tagged along with me in a sort of daze. On the corner by the pub I bought a midday Standard.


    I settled her in a quiet nook and went to get the drinks, leaving the Standard with her. When I re-joined her she was staring down at the paper and looking more dazed than ever. I said, ‘Something new?’ and she showed me what she’d been reading. There was a brief paragraph on the front page quoting a comment that Jim Lester had apparently made that morning after he’d seen the photograph of her in the Star – ‘This girl is a total stranger to me.’


    I had the opportunity now to take a good look at Shirley Holt. She’s of medium height, very slim, but with an adequate figure. She wears only a little make-up, and doesn’t need much. There was nothing noteworthy about her dress, except that it was quiet and suited her. She has smooth fair hair, well-groomed, and an unusually attractive oval face with high cheek-bones and green eyes set slightly on the slant. The face isn’t particularly lively – in fact it can become rather expressionless at times – but it has the appeal of a lovely piece of scenery. Her voice is pleasant, educated, with no marked accent. She gives the impression of being, in normal circumstances, a composed, gentle, amiable girl, rather unworldly and in some matters quite naïve.


    To return now to our chat. She put down the Standard, looking rather miserable, and said, ‘Well, that’s not very nice, I must say.’ She was obviously referring to Lester’s second and more emphatic disclaimer of any acquaintance with her.


    I said, ‘He seems very positive about it. Isn’t it possible you could have mistaken him for someone else? Some other Jim Lester you met?’


    She said, ‘Of course not. Jim isn’t a man you could confuse with anyone else. Especially when …’ She broke off without finishing the sentence. ‘It’s so humiliating,’ she said. ‘I feel terrible … It’s not at all what I’d have expected of him – he seemed such a considerate person … I suppose he thinks he’s something important now.’


    I said, mildly, ‘Well, he is going to be Prime Minister in about three weeks’ time. You can’t get much more important than that.’


    She stared at me blankly. ‘Prime Minister …! You are joking, aren’t you?’


    ‘Certainly I’m not joking,’ I said. ‘The way the opinion polls are going at the moment, there’s absolutely no doubt about it … Where have you been, for heaven’s sake?’


    ‘I’ve been abroad for the past seven months,’ she said. ‘First in France and then in Portugal and then in France again. I hardly ever saw an English paper. Anyway, I never read the political stuff.’


    ‘But you knew there was going to be a General Election here, surely?’


    ‘Not till I got back on Friday and happened to see a headline. It’s not really very interesting, is it? I mean, they’re all the same when they get in.’


    I took a long pull at my tankard. ‘Well, before we go any further,’ I said, ‘I think I ought to bring you up to date with the situation, if it won’t bore you too much. Okay?’


    She nodded, and I started to explain the position.


    ‘When you met Mr Lester – in the summer, I think you said – he was a Progressive Member of Parliament. He wasn’t very well known in the country as a whole at that time, but he was a rising star in his own party. He was shadow spokesman for something or other, I forget what. Nothing frightfully important. But it did mean that if and when his party formed a Government, he’d probably be in the Government …’ I paused to see if I was registering. I rather doubted it, but I ploughed on. ‘Then, during the winter, he got a big boost – he was elected to the Shadow Cabinet. That meant that he was all set to become a Cabinet Minister when his party came to power … Are you with me?’


    ‘I think so,’ she said. ‘It’s – it’s quite overwhelming. I never dreamt …’


    ‘Anyway, that was the position until three weeks ago. Then, with the election just round the corner, the Progressive leader, Arthur Grantley, had a heart attack and dropped dead … You’ve heard of Grantley, surely?’


    ‘Oh, yes – I remember his name.’


    ‘Good …! Well – then Lester was elected the new leader. The Progressives were in a bit of a spot, you see, because the only people in the party with experience of government, after twelve years of power by the other side, were pretty long in the tooth – and it was a question of choosing one of them or going for the dynamic youngster. Which they did in the end by a narrow margin. I don’t happen to be a Lester man myself, but from their point of view there’s no doubt it’s turned out a first-class decision. The Progressives had a big lead under Grantley – now it’s huge. And when they win the election in three weeks’ time, Jim Lester will be the new Prime Minister.’


    Shirley slowly shook her head. ‘Well – I hardly know what to say … If I’d realized, I certainly wouldn’t have bothered him. I’d no idea he was so important … Now I suppose I’ll just have to forget about it …’ Then she added, with a flash of spirit, ‘All the same, I don’t think a man has the right to humiliate a girl in public just because he’s going to be Prime Minister. I mean, he ought to set an example, oughtn’t he? I suppose he felt a bit guilty …’


    That seemed the moment to get her another glass of sherry.


    When I’d set the drinks up again, I said, ‘Would you care to tell me, Miss Holt, just how you came to meet Mr Lester?’


    She hesitated for a moment. Then she gave a little shrug. ‘I don’t see why not … It was near a place called Tobermory, on the Island of Mull, early last September …’


    ‘I know Tobermory,’ I said. ‘A very picturesque spot … Can you remember the exact date, by any chance?’


    ‘I remember it was the day before I left for London … So it must have been – yes, September 5th.’


    ‘Good. Sorry to interrupt. Please go on.’


    ‘Well, I’d had a job for four weeks with a family from London who’d taken a holiday villa on Mull. There were two small boys, and I’d been looking after them. I get jobs all over the place, you see, mostly through the Franks Domestic Agency in Kensington. I’ve been using them for years, or else through recommendations. I get quite a lot of those, too, but this was an agency job. It suits me, changing about and seeing new places, because you never get bored that way. Especially if they’re by the seaside – I adore the sea. Well, this had been rather a wearing job, because the boys were a bit troublesome – you know, four and six, not really naughty but very active so you had to watch them all the time – and Mr and Mrs Tancred were away a good bit during the day, playing golf. So when the four weeks were over and the family went home I thought I’d have a day or two on my own in Tobermory and relax before the next job. So I put up at the Island Motel. I didn’t have a car but they didn’t mind and it was cheaper than the hotels …’


    She broke off and took a sip of sherry. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to spoil the flow.


    ‘It was lovely weather,’ she went on after a moment, ‘and I lazed and picnicked and explored, it was wonderful. There were a lot of holidaymakers in the town, but I found some quiet places away from the roads where they hardly ever came. People just don’t like leaving their cars and walking, do they? The day before I was due to leave for my next job, which was in France, the weather was absolutely super. So I took some lunch and a book and a bikini and walked to a little cove about three miles from Tobermory, which was a bit difficult to reach and quite deserted. The sea was so blue, with hardly a ripple on it – it was heavenly. The only thing in sight was a small yacht, anchored quite a way out.


    ‘Well, I ate my sandwiches and lay in the sun for a while and I was just thinking I’d have a swim when I heard an engine. I sat up and looked out to sea, and there was a little boat coming into the cove from the yacht – a black rubber one, the sort you blow up. It reached the shore, and the man in it pulled it up out of the water and then started to walk quickly up and down the beach as though he wanted to stretch his legs, and the third time when he passed me he smiled and called ‘‘Hallo’’ and I called ‘‘Hallo’’ and the next time he slowed and came over and we started talking the way people do. He was a most attractive man, really charming I thought, and presently he sat down and we went on talking.’


    I said, ‘Can you remember what you talked about?’


    Shirley reflected. ‘Oh, all sorts of things – ourselves mostly. That’s what you do when you’ve just met someone, isn’t it? He said he was just coming to the end of a sailing holiday and that he’d had a companion, a man, who’d been called away suddenly because his father was dying. He told me about some of the islands they’d explored together, and what he’d been doing since. I told him what I’d been doing on Mull, and about my jobs and how I liked to move around, and he said hadn’t I got a boy-friend and I said nothing you could call serious because I wasn’t ready to settle down yet. And he said he’d had a wife but she’d died after an accident. I told him my name, and he said his was Jim Lester, and that he’d started off as a barrister but now was interested in politics. He didn’t say anything about being an MP, and he didn’t go into details about his work and I didn’t ask him because I didn’t want to seem inquisitive. But we talked about plenty of other things and the more we talked the more we seemed to hit it off together.
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