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Chapter 4





With the announcement of the test in the north Atlantic, people began to prepare frantically for a nuclear attack. Many built their own nuclear shelters in their cellars, basements or backyards. Others ordered "shelters" from fast-buck merchants. They evacuated their families, especially their children, to the far countryside. They bought up supplies. Food prices rocketed. So did the prices of medical and first-aid items, tranquillisers, vitamin tablets and hard liquor. Churches were filled. 


	The Government in Washington - as in London and other north Atlantic capitals - tried to moderate the panic. 


	"We have no indication that the test will be near an inhabited area," President Bush told a televised press conference. "And we must remember it is a test - of the kind we and other countries have carried out in the past. It is not an attack on the people of this or any other country. And we have no confirmation of the warhead the missile will carry. The announcement from Kangi is that the warhead might be nuclear, but it might alternatively be conventional or simply some flare device intended to indicate only the degree of accuracy of the missile." 


	"Didn't the announcement speak of warheads - multiple warheads - as a possibility, Mr President?" a journalist from THE NEW YORK TIMES asked. 


	"It did. But I hope only a single warhead will be tested - at most. In any event, we have every reason to believe that men of the highest skills will be in control of the test and that accuracy will as great as if not greater than in any test of our own missiles. None of our cities will be at risk." 


	"Are you sure of that?" asked a journalist from THE WASHINGTON POST. 


	"As sure as I can be, Dave," the President replied evenly but without complete conviction.


	"You said the warhead or warheads might be nuclear, conventional or just some flare device," asked another journalist, from THE BOSTON GLOBE. "What is the Government doing to ensure that it or they are not in fact nuclear?" 


	"We are doing everything humanly possible to have the test cancelled, to have it in a more remote area or to be assured that the warhead or warheads will not be nuclear. We are using all the contacts we have with Rogani to discuss these matters. Unfortunately, these contacts are limited and those with whom we have been able to talk do not always carry the authority we would like." 


	"What about their Ambassador to the U.N., Mr President? He seems to be a representative of substance, respected by Third World countries, as well as others." 


	"Yes, John, you're right. We believe he has the confidence of the Rogani authorities and we're consulting regularly - I might say constantly - with him and his staff. But all the big decisions are, in the end, taken within Rogani by people with whom we've had no real contact since the change of government." 


	"We weren't represented in Rogani anyway, were we, Mr President, before the change of government?" 


	"No, regrettably, we were not. But I'm not sure how much that affects matters now anyway. We have to build contacts, hold discussions, push negotiations, as effectively as we can with the new regime. There's no alternative. We're doing that."





 


	There was no further announcement from Rogani for a month, towards the end of which the panic was beginning to subside. People had bought up all the supplies they imagined they might need and shops had managed to replenish. Prices continued to rise but more slowly. Evacuation of children and "non-bread-winners" slowed. Fewer of the older and richer people were booking flights to Australia and New Zealand. In any event, every scheduled flight and charter was fully booked months ahead. People waiting in California to fly to the safety of the South Pacific were now more relaxed about the delay. Some people cancelled their orders for nuclear shelters or reinforcement of cellars and basements. 


	Then, just thirty days after the original announcement, Kangi announced the test would take place in "from thirty to sixty days," with the target zone in a busy shipping lane just off the coast of New York City. Shipping was advised to keep well away from the zone during the designated period. Nothing was said about the type of warhead to be used in the test. 


	"All of it designed to attract maximum public attention and create maximum uncertainty and anxiety," President Bush commented. 


	The panic resumed. The prospect was that public terror would intensify until the designated period of the test commenced. Then much would depend on how soon the test actually took place. If it were delayed, public tension would mount even further. All of the United States and much of the rest of the world would be preoccupied with the test until the splash - with what kind of explosion? - was heard off the Atlantic coast. Shipping into and out of New York would be disrupted and financial and stock markets would slump even further. The Dow Jones Index for the New York Stock Exchange had already plummeted forty per cent since the announcement of the test. Everyone wanted to sell; only investors of rare courage held or bought. Property values in New York slumped to levels unknown since the late 1960s - and kept right on falling. Nobody wanted to buy and large numbers of people wanted to get right out of East Coast property as fast as they could. 








	In Moscow, people were more relaxed. An explosion off the coast of New York was Washington's worry - not Moscow's. 


	Not yet. 


	"Rogani's pretty smart," Putin commented. "They're landing their missile just off the American coast. The Americans are the most volatile people in the West - probably in the world - much more volatile than our people. We could have controlled things here. Rogani knows that. They're lobbing their missile in one of the world's busiest shipping lanes and they're maintaining the tension for up to sixty days - thirty days till the time zone starts and then thirty till it ends. Maximum impact in every way. There's just one thing." 


	"What's that, Mr President?" asked the Foreign Minister. 


	"It seems ridiculous now that we ever imagined the Americans could have been behind what's happened in Rogani. This test announcement has finished all that. Widespread panic, the economic indicators shot to pieces, the government doomed unless it can pull something out of the bag. Even the CIA couldn't have made as big a mess of things as that. No, we can be sure Rogani's not an American plot." 


	"So we're right to work with them?"


	Putin laughed. 


	"We'll squeeze every last thing we can out of them while the panic lasts. What do we want? Ten million tons of grain at half price or even better? Writing off all our IMF loans? Some information technology that we'd like to get on the right terms? Data about their latest biotech research? Draw up a list, Mr Foreign Minister. Ask your colleagues too. We mightn't have an opportunity as good as this again for a long, long time. So let's make the most of it. 


	"But, yes, we'll keep on working with them - just make them think they have to pay a high price. Rogani's too dangerous; and don't forget that the next test might be, just might be in the Arctic - or the Baltic."








	London's reaction was closer to Washington's than Moscow's. Only in some distant capitals was the concern muted. Canberra complacently welcomed the unprecedented rise in Australian property values, not only in the cities but especially in remote country areas. Flight capital was flooding into Australian stock markets, buying government bonds and financing new projects over a wide range of industry and services. The tourist industry was booming. More people arrived in Australia in three months than in the previous three years. 


	"It's like a gold rush," an Australian Broadcasting Corporation observer reported from Sydney's Kingsford-Smith Airport. It was the same at every international airport around the country, from Cairns in the far north-east to Perth in the far south-west.


	"We are not canvassing Australia as an area free from nuclear threat," the Australian Minister for Tourism said pompously, "but people are drawing their own conclusions. We expect this to be an even greater year for tourism in Australia than the year of the Olympics in 2000."


	A little later he was worried whether Australian hotels, airlines, railways and other tourist facilities could handle the ever-increasing numbers. In addition to the consumer boom caused by the influx of visitors, a building boom was also well under way. "We don't want it to get out of hand," he said, expressing his Government's talent for having a bit each way with the electors. 








	Kenyon gave careful thought to the warhead he would use. He called a meeting of his Presidential Cabinet, including in it a Russian, Sherensky, and omitting Strachey to keep the number at nine. He canvassed the virtues of the various types of warhead. 


	"If we send up an innocuous flare, they'll take it as weakness. The Manhattan refugees will come flooding back. The economic crisis will fade. George Bush will get his Presidential re-election bandwaggon rolling again. And the Russians will intensify their pressure to wipe us out. What do you think, Alex?" 


	"Moscow might come on strong. You're right that they could be the front-runners for taking us out. The only question is what price they reckon they'll have to pay. They won't have any conscience about eliminating a few million Africans. To them, Africans don't count. Nor do Asians. We Russians are the most racist people in the world. They won't have any conscience about mass slaughter down here. So maybe you're right, Mr President. If they construe a flare warhead as weakness, they could try to wipe us out - and not even bother to tell the Americans beforehand." 


	"Thanks, Alex. The second option is a conventional warhead. We could make a big bang in the middle of the ocean. But there are two things against it. The first is a conventional warhead might have the same effect as the flare - the Manhattan refugees would come rushing home. Nobody would think we were ruthless any more. Second, they might think we don't have nuclear capacity. We have missiles, yes, but we don't have nukes - perhaps we don't even have supplies of enriched uranium to build nuclear warheads. If they think that, they'll think they have us where they want us - and their miscalculation might lead us all to disaster. What do you think, Bam?" 


	"A conventional explosive would be ridiculous, Mr President. The only alternatives are all or nothing - a flare or nuclear - and I'm for all - that's nuclear. Let's lay it out for 'em straight on the line: they run a nuclear risk, nothing less." 


	"OK, Bam, I agree. So nuclear it'll be. That'll make clear what we have - and the extent of our technological control. We'll land our test missile smack in the middle of the target area and show 'em that, if we ever want to, we can land it with just that sort of pinpoint accuracy right in the middle of Manhattan or right in the middle of the Kremlin. That's another thing..." 


	He paused. 


	"We're landing our missile right beside New York because we'll get a livelier reaction by lobbing it there than anywhere else. We'll get top rating in public participation, television coverage, the lot. The whole of New York, the whole of the United States, the whole of the world is going to see what we can do - and see us doing it. I want that but I don't want our test to be seen to be directed against the Americans only. And I don't want to set the Americans and the Russians at one another's throats. I want to take 'em both on. Right, Bam?" 


	"Right, Mr President." 


	"So, after the first test, we're going to announce that we might have another test and that'd be in the Black Sea or the Baltic or somewhere pretty close to Russia, perhaps the Arctic. That should get the right reaction just where we want it. Anything else?" 


	Looking around the table, he saw concurrence in eight pairs of admiring eyes. "All right, gentlemen, the next time we meet, we'll have exploded our first nuclear device out of Boorani." 








	The test didn't take place until the twenty-seventh day of the proclaimed period. The Rogani Government made daily announcements about the impending test, warning shipping and aircraft to keep well clear of the test zones and repeating that no specific time for the firing would be announced in advance. A detailed announcement would be made only after the test had taken place. 


	Each day, the sense of imminent catastrophe grew. By train, bus, aircraft or private car, thousands of people fled from the eastern seaboard of the United States. Every hotel and motel in the west and mid-west was filled to overflowing. Ships and aircraft across the Pacific were booked out for years ahead. Some took what airline companies called the "THE SMART ROUTE," flying east via Asia and then south to the ultimate refuge of Australia and the south Pacific. Prices of almost everything except shares and eastern-seaboard property rose precipitously. People tried to convert their cash and savings into emergency supplies or into something which - they hoped - and if they survived - might still have value when their part of the world came to an end. The price of gold soared to ten thousand dollars an ounce. Diamonds - an ideal, easily transportable form of wealth - were, once again, forever. 


	Satellite scanners in the United States, Russia and around the world saw the missile lifting from its pad in the morning, New York time, on the twenty-seventh day. 


	"Dear God in Heaven, I hope this really is a test," said an observer at Houston Space Centre. "If it's not..." 


	"We might as well blast Rogani off the map before their missile smashes us." 


	"Or try to stop it with our 'Star Wars' lasers..." 


	"What's its trajectory?" 


	"The computer says it'll land in the test area - thanks be to God, if it does - in twenty-one minutes from launch..." 


	Twenty-one minutes later the missile plunged smoothly into the sea and exploded in the middle of the test area. A mushroom cloud lifted out of the ocean and drifted EAST. 


	Within minutes, an announcement from Kangi was transmitted by radio and television around the world. It said: 


	"At 1500 hours Rogani time today, a successful test was carried out of a weapon designed to preserve Rogani's independence and the peace of the Third World. The test missile landed precisely in the middle of the north Atlantic target area; proclaimed by the Rogani authorities last month. The weapon carried a single warhead, containing a tightly-controlled nuclear device, of approximately half the explosive power of that landed on Hiroshima about sixty years ago. The explosion was timed to coincide with weather conditions in the target area selected to ensure that radiation would be carried harmlessly over the ocean to the east. Rogani has thus shown itself more responsive to the concerns of ordinary people than those who tested nuclear weapons in the past. 


	"The Rogani Government is satisfied with the efficiency and accuracy demonstrated by the test. At this moment, it does not therefore see a need to make further tests. However, this will be for continuing evaluation. Any further tests will be directed towards proving accuracy in other target areas, such as the Black Sea, the Baltic, the west Bering Sea or the Arctic Ocean."





 


	"It was half Hiroshima," President Bush said. 


	"So they say," replied his Secretary for Defence. 


	"They can measure these things as well as we can, can't they, Mr Secretary?" 


	"Perhaps better. They've got all our technology - maybe more. They could have improved on ours without our knowing a damned thing about it. The explosion was perfectly controlled." 


	"That's what they were telling us, just how good they are." 


	"Yes, Mr President. They're saying they can match us on anything." 


	"Except in anti-ballistic defences, including lasers?" 


	The Defence Secretary looked dubious.


	"Maybe. Maybe not." 


	"Surely we've got a few things there even SPODE can't match, haven't we?" 


	"I hope so, Mr President. If they fire a missile in anger, our latest ABM and 'Star War' devices will be our last-gasp defence. It could be a sort of Russian roulette - that I hope our Russian friends will appreciate. So far, we've had some good hits with our ABM tests. But we've had some bad misses too. So we can just hope and pray that, if they fire a missile in anger at us, they do it on one of our good days so we'll score a hit, and not on one of our bad days - we have a lot more of those - when we won't score at all and millions of our people will die..." 


	"If they fire a missile in anger at us, you're right: it's a toss-up whether or not one of our great cities will survive. But what if they fire their missile in anger at the Russians? Remember the next test shot might be in the Black Sea, the Baltic or the Arctic. That'll stir up a hornet's nest in Moscow." 


	"It already has. Putin's threatened instant retaliation. He's threatened to take out all the installations in Rogani, to 'scorch them off the face of the earth,' if they test in or near Russian waters." 


	"He'd better be careful. Retaliation can be two-sided." 


	"There's been another statement out of Kangi, Mr President. Oko's reminded the world that the United States tested at Bikini, that the British tested in the Monte Bello Islands and in the inland of Australia inhabited by aborigines, that the French tested in the Sahara and Mururoa and that the Russians have been testing in Asia for more than fifty years. Now, for a change, it's the Third World's turn to do their testing on the Americans' and Europeans' doorsteps." 


	"Sound like pretty good propaganda. How do we answer it?" 


	"Not the way Putin has. He's reacted angrily. This is no time for anger, Mr President. We've got to talk to him." 


	"Will he listen to us?" 


	"Now he will. A couple of months ago, he wouldn't have. But now he knows it's not us he has to worry about - and that he's as much in the firing line as we are. He'll talk to us because it's in his interest to talk to us - it's as simple as that." 


	"Why, Mr Secretary, do you think Kenyon decided to play it this way, to tackle the Russians as well as ourselves simultaneously?" 


	The Defence Secretary pondered before he replied. 


	"All I can say is it must have been because that's the way he wanted it, Mr President. Kenyon's no fool. What he does is always rational and well-considered. He must have wanted to defy us both, to show us he could handle us both, not just divide and conquer; that would have been too easy." 


	"That's where he might have miscalculated. If we and Moscow really work together, there's not too much we can't beat." 


	"I can agree with that as a general proposition. I hope Kenyon's not the exception." 


	The President thought about it. "The other thing is, I suppose, he doesn't want to end the world - he doesn't want us and the Russians to destroy everything by fighting one another - he just wants to control the world - play the power game. That's worth keeping in mind, Mr Secretary. His finger mightn't be as close to the Armageddon trigger as he'd like us to think." 


	"I wouldn't bet on it, Mr President. It has to be close or he's finished. The price of bluff is as high as for real - so he has to be for real..." 


	"I'll talk to Putin."





 


	The successful test was a high point for Kenyon. Of course, there was little in the Boorani operation that SPODE hadn't done before. In one way or another, in one location or another, SPODE had prepared sites, installed a wide variety of advanced weapons and control systems, conducted tests. But nothing had been as comprehensive as Boorani which contained some new features that SPODE hadn't utilised before even for projects endorsed by the Pentagon. Actual tests of nuclear weapons too had always before been under the control and supervision of the Pentagon or the Defence Ministries of other Western nuclear-weapons States. 


	When he looked over Boorani now, after the test in the north Atlantic, he saw his own unparallelled defence system - not something he built for someone else but his own - not something that was inferior to anyone else's but one that was, in some features, superior even to those of the nuclear and space Superpowers. A twenty-year dream had come true. The actual construction and assembly was, of course, only a climax to all his previous planning. But it had been brilliantly done and completed right up to schedule. The last few months had vindicated his planning and the muster of all the pieces - a simple assembly job, as he liked to see it - had been near-perfect. "Near-perfect" because there was that intrusion by a couple of Western agents; and a few Ilani gave some passing trouble. But such minor irritations were to be expected in an operation of this scale and complexity. They had no effect on the overall result. 


	He'd pulled off what he set out to do. He now held the fate of the world in his hands - as no one before him ever had. He was no bin Laden to run and hide when the going got tough. He could negotiate as an equal with the Superpowers - or, if you like, with the one remaining Superpower. The other former Superpower had now fallen on hard times but was still mighty in its nuclear, missile and space capabilities. Of all the rest of them - Britain, France, China, you name them - none could claim any margin of advantage over Cass Kenyon. 


	And the best was yet to come. Kenyon knew himself to be a superb tactician. He was also more knowledgeable on the field of power and its effective utilisation than anyone else on Earth. He knew every detail of the Americans' effort to build an anti-ballistic-missile shield. He knew too - no matter how strenuously they denied they'd done any - how far advanced the research and development of the Russians and Chinese was in creating systems with the same purpose though, in many ways, using different scientific and technological concepts. They had to try to do it on the cheap but - Kenyon knew - cheap and simple might turn out to be best.


	Kenyon gave away very little in his first test. He kept it simple. Simple enough to mislead and tempt the unwary to become complacent about his real capacity to outwit any enemy. 


	When the real game - the playing for keeps - got under way, Kenyon knew he could introduce a multitude of variations in the way he moved his pieces over the vast chessboard of nuclear menace and, if need be, nuclear conflict. He was still flexible in considering his options but he might even demonstrate an ABM shield superior to anything the Pentagon could deploy. His shield mightn't stop a multitude of missiles raining down on Boorani but, with a bit of luck, he was confident it could stop quite a few. And a few, he reflected, was all his opponents in Washington or Moscow, London or Beijing, would want to launch - if they were willing to up the ante in that way at all.


	Really, he reflected further, the first test was no better than a beginner's prodding of the first pawn on his chessboard into minimal forward movement.


	"Anyone could have done that," Kenyon mused to himself.


	He wasn't quite correct in thinking that and he knew it. It took an array of talents to achieve what he'd already done. But he was right that, after more than half a century of nuclear and missile development, the capacity to make, deploy and deliver nuclear and other means of mass destruction was now widespread. Not "anyone" but quite a few others could have duplicated his first test.


	But most of those who had some such capacity were, in Kenyon's own estimation, no more than beginners. He was a Master - the Master - indeed, the Grand Master in the great chess game of power.


	In that first test, he had moved only a pawn. But he could vary the weight, speed, trajectory, thrust and an almost infinite variety of other details of future launches to confuse the enemy and thwart his defensive systems. He knew what their satellite trackers could do and how to evade or neutralise them. He could have them chasing after a harmless decoy - an insignificant pawn - while he hit them with a knight or a bishop. In one single move, he could hit two or more of them with knights, bishops or even his queen and there was not a damn thing they could do about it.


	"Yes," he said to himself. "We've done all right so far but we haven't shown a fraction of what we can do yet."


	He was well content. 








