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Monday evening 
 
 
 
 
Dear Prime Minister 

 
   Late last night after a  

hectic weekend in Chester, I 
wrote to you one of the happiest 
letters of my life. You see, when 
you asked me to become your 
P.P.S. I was thrilled to bits, and  
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that was the letter I was going to leave 
on your desk, as you went to  
Aspen and I went to Hungary. In  
that letter, I said that Ian and 
I were already in touch, and I  
was seeking his guidance and 
advice as to how best I could  
help you.  
 
  That dream is now past and  
we have had to come to terms 
with the simple fact that your  
and my great friend, Ian, is 
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no longer with us. In our own 
ways we will grieve and, as  
you may have noticed, my shock 
at the loss of one of my greatest 
friends, has rendered me pretty 
well useless during the course of  
today. 
 
  However, my determination to  
win through against terrorists is  
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absolute, as it always has been. In 
that regard my admiration and respect 
for you and how you have  
reacted over the past twelve or 
so hours is, if possible, even 
greater. 
 
  Jane and her two sons were 
really grateful that you went to 
Eastbourne. And the fact that 
you went to the Service meant 
an awful lot to them. Yours 
      Peter 


