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            “Ah, when to the heart of man

            Was it ever less than a treason

            To go with the drift of things,

            To yield with a grace to reason,

            And bow and accept the end

            Of a love or a season?”

             

            Reluctance

            Robert Frost
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            INTRODUCTION

         

         This is an accidental memoir. At some point some thirty years ago when I was still working for the United Nations, I had begun to make scribbles on stray bits of paper, more notes to myself than anything else, on what was occurring all around me and, from time to time, the role I was playing in the cavalcade.

         Eventually I decided to organise the effort, which at first took the form of a diary and, thereafter, became a journal of events rather than a record of my own personal doings. It took me a while to identify the motivation behind this activity, which I came eventually to realise was spurred by a profound concern as to the direction in which the UN was proceeding in a post-cold war world. It was only later, much later, after I had left the Secretariat but was still occupied with the business of the UN, that I began to think that the accumulated material might contain the makings of a memoir.

         I had come to the UN early. Born in Guyana then educated in England, I was re-acquired by my country when I joined our incipient diplomatic service upon our independence. By the end of 1967 I had experienced my first United Nations General Assembly Session. I was instantly entranced and empowered, a colonial in transition, caught up in the Third World’s assertion of its UN presence, a bevy of nations freshly set free, vibrant and optimistic, curious and proud. Spoiled by my first contact I determined to dedicate my life to the Organisation. Subsequently I never left it for long until, in 1978, I returned for good to the promise of the United Nations.

         By 1997 I had reached the rank of Director, the most senior in the professional international civil service. It was then, a few days after he had assumed office in January of that year as Secretary-General, that Kofi Annan called me at home (where I was recovering from the flu) and asked me to join his Executive Office to play a major role in the change and reform programme that he intended to launch. I was to have the title of Deputy Executive Director for 12UN Reform. “Prepare yourself, young man!” he said ending the conversation with a chuckle.

         I was delighted.

         By this time I had known Kofi Annan for over twenty years. We had once both been mid-level officials, but then he had taken off. He had moved effortlessly upwards, mastering one difficult assignment after another, without leaving a ripple in his wake. I had followed his progress with affectionate admiration.

         During the following years I held a number of posts. Following the 1997 Annan Reform (which was generally deemed to be a success), I was appointed to be in charge of a UN Fund to utilise the billion dollar donation that Ted Turner, the American media entrepreneur, had gifted to the UN. The position came with a promotion to Assistant Secretary-General, a political appointment and the equivalent of a Minister of State in a national government, and with the more weighty title of “Executive Director” of the Fund. I was unsure as to whether I was suited for the position but eventually accepted anyway. Who, after all, could refuse the most glamorous post around? My instincts, however, turned out to be correct. I did not last. I was of the view, on which I acted, that I was meant to run an operation based on UN principles of objectivity and independence. This contrasted with “Team” Turner’s belief that the money was theirs and thus we were theirs too. Our job was to serve as a mere post office.

         At his invitation, I returned in January 1999 to his Executive Office. My new function was to be the Coordinator of Preparations for the Millennium Summit, a planned gathering of some 150 world leaders due to take place at the UN in September 2000. Its purpose was to define the UN’s role as we moved into the new century. It was likely to be the grandest event that the UN had ever staged and, potentially, the most significant. I welcomed the appointment and was grateful for his continued support.

         Dwelling again on the 38th Floor, where the Secretary-General’s personal staff was housed, I had a good sense of the key activities that were taking place at the United Nations. In an interview he gave to a German newspaper that first year, Shashi Tharoor, his 13spinmeister, remarked, “You have to be an idealist to join the UN and a realpolitiker to survive.” But how far should one go in playing the realpolitiker’s game? In what instances should one acquiesce? And when should one stand firm? As a Secretary-General, would steering an honourable course be possible in a dishonourable political environment? As an international civil servant, could one provide service while maintaining a principled stance? These concerns were, of course, not new as they had bedevilled the United Nations from its inception. But they had lost none of their relevance.

         By the late summer of 1999 I decided that I would try to set it all down, more to get it straight in my own mind than anything else. The UN that was now evolving was not the one that I had pledged to serve. That UN had been my haven where I had gone for political, intellectual and moral comfort. These separate safenesses came together and were as one when I entered the building, contentedly enveloped in its embrace. I could find protection there amongst those who shared my views. I could find succour there as part of an enterprise where the range of issues covered all humankind’s concern. And I could find satisfaction there from imagining that I was part of a noble calling.

         Over the years these feelings waned but never dissipated. Time sapped some of the energy from my avowals but never exhausted it even as the Organisation changed substantially. When I arrived at the UN it was a place where, at least in the General Assembly, political action was determined by the countries of the South. The countries of the North were constantly on the defensive as their colonial past was repeatedly thrown at them and as they scuffled with the Soviet bloc for Third World approbation. These youthful years were also ones of expansion when new UN organisations were established in the fields of trade and development, industry, population, agricultural development, food, science and technology and transnational corporations, largely as a result of initiatives taken by the South. The future seemed unbounded.

         Optimism eventually abated. The newly-independent countries 14came to discover that the task of governance was difficult, onerous and resistant to easy accomplishment. The new UN bodies struggled to successfully promote the causes of their creators. And it was found that the West might have surrendered their colonies but not the worldwide levers of political and economic control. With the collapse of the Soviet Union the old political order began to be restored. The counterweight of the Soviet bloc no longer existed. The Third World groupings remained but were of diminished effectiveness as the countries of the South made necessary, individual arrangements with the Cold World victors in order to ensure a degree of security and economic progress for their nations. The West was able to revel in its political, military, economic and cultural supremacy and was not shy in doing so.

         The United Nations did not escape the effects of this dominance. By the time Kofi Annan became Secretary-General, less than ten years after the fall of the Berlin Wall, recognition of the new realities had already set in.

         The UN was now struggling to find its way within an international order of ill-designed signposts. For my part, I had begun to feel troubled about the decisions that were being made amidst the new uncertainty and the compromises gratefully grasped as the organisation sought to make accommodations with unanticipated realities.

         I was also prompted by another impulse. It seemed to me that the behaviour of the people around me often bordered on the bizarre and the unintentionally hilarious. They were joined by another group, a well-intentioned band of celebrities and lesser lights, attracted to the new, image-conscious United Nations that was in the process of being fashioned. Overall, the pressures of events, and the urge of ego, were giving rise to gambol and cabaret. I also set myself the task of capturing this particular flavour.

         Much of this memoir recounts my activities as I sought to navigate the corridors of the United Nations. But the period of this account coincides with Kofi Annan’s tenure as Secretary-General during which time his presence had become such a force that the 15image of the UN had been fashioned by his performance. This was unusual. Hitherto, the actions of the Security Council, the General Assembly and other UN bodies contributed as much or more heavily to that assessment. U Thant and Perez de Cuellar made no impact on the global public save for the former’s ill-judged decision to withdraw UN troops from the Sinai without first consulting the Security Council, an undoubted contributing factor to the 1967 Arab–Israeli war. Kurt Waldheim made a brief though unfortunate impact when his murky role in the massacres of Serbian civilians during the Second World War and suspicions of his having a Nazi past came to light. The only predecessor of Annan’s to attract similar public attention and to make his image the UN’s own was Dag Hammarskjöld. But Dag was not a figure immured from controversy as was, in the end, to be the case with Annan himself. During the latter part of this work Kofi Annan’s actions came, perforce, to dominate the narrative but his presence pervades throughout.

         In the course of this telling themes presented themselves, persistent and unforced, and demanded recognition. Events, meanwhile, unfolded at a relentless pace and of a nature that was beyond imagining. This was a boon to me in terms of providing material for the work. It would have been far preferable for the Organisation, however, if many of these happenings had passed us by.

         This then is a memoir of a time in my life while serving the United Nations.
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            PART ONE:

            LIVING IN THE GLASS HOUSE

         

         
            “The sky was pastelled in spectacular shades of scarlet and gold; the palm trees and the salman trees were black against it…

             

            We drove out of the dock area… We drove very slowly. At the gates we were stopped our passes checked.

             

            A policeman said, ‘Will you out your cigarette, please?’

             

            I outed it.”

             

            The Middle Passage 

V.S. Naipaul
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            MATTERS OF PRINCIPLE

            Disaster in East Timor – Questioning national sovereignty – Australia will look after East Timor

         

         Disaster in East Timor

         Friday, 10 September 1999

         The independence referendum in East Timor, supervised by the United Nations, is ending horrifically. It had been held to determine the future of the country, which had been annexed illegally by Indonesia some twenty-five years ago. In spite of crude intimidation by paramilitary forces and the Indonesian Army itself, some 80% of the East Timorese electorate have voted for independence. Now CNN shows Indonesian gangs marauding through the streets burning and pillaging. Dili, the capital, is being destroyed. Thousands of East Timorese have been killed and some 500,000 driven from their homes into the surrounding hills.

         The East Timorese have shown enormous courage in demanding independence in the face of Indonesian threats and harassment. But they must have done so in the expectation that the UN would protect them from their Indonesian oppressors if events took a nasty turn. Now we are in danger of betraying East Timor as we have betrayed Srebrenica and Rwanda. There is a deep sadness connected with these betrayals, the sadness of inattention, of lack of resolution, of overstatement. No one intended these betrayals but they are betrayals all the same.

         The UN has begun to come under attack for the inadequacy of its security arrangements in East Timor. In reply we have contended that, in negotiating the agreement to hold the referendum, it 19was necessary to trust in the Indonesian government’s ability to uphold its guarantees of security. The UN was not naïve about the history of violence in East Timor during the past twenty-four years. “Nobody in his wildest dreams thought what we are witnessing could have happened. We knew there were security problems but not the carnage and the chaos we have seen”, we have asserted.

         But was this outcome really beyond imagining? In fact, there had been intimations of it. The Indonesians proved in the military coup and slaughter in 1965, when a million perished in their country, that they were well acquainted with brutality, and repeated the lesson ten years later in East Timor when 100,000 died at the hands of the invading Indonesian army, the same army that was recently assigned by the UN to protect them. As the independence campaign progressed, paramilitary groups of East Timorese, in conjunction with Indonesian troops, initiated violence in various parts of the country resulting in scores of deaths. In February 1999, Ramos-Horta, the pro-independence leader, said: “Before [Indonesia] withdraws it wants to wreak major havoc and destabilisation, as it has always promised. We have consistently heard that over the years from the Indonesian military in Timor.”

         As militia leaders warned of a “bloodbath”, Indonesian “roving ambassador” Francisco Lopes da Cruz declared: “If people reject autonomy there is the possibility blood will flow in East Timor”. In July, the commander of the Indonesian armed forces in Dili told the Australian Sunday television programme: “I would like to convey the following: if the pro-independents do win [the referendum]... all will be destroyed. And East Timor won’t be as we see it now. It will be worse than twenty-three years ago.”

         The UN had tried to shepherd East Timor to independence, but had relied on Indonesian’s benign intentions against the reality of historical experience. We had done well to push the Indonesians to hold the referendum, but we have failed to anticipate this tragedy and provide international protection for the East Timorese. Shouldn’t we be prepared to recognise this? 20

         Questioning national sovereignty 

         Tuesday, 20 September 

         In his opening address in the annual General Debate of the General Assembly today, the Secretary-General has questioned the concept of national sovereignty as we know it.

         “State sovereignty, in its most basic sense, is being redefined by the forces of globalisation and international cooperation,” he says.

         “The state is now widely understood to be the servant of the people and not vice versa.”

         The SG next raises the related question of humanitarian intervention, as in the case of the NATO involvement in Kosovo in contrast to the Security Council’s inaction in the face of the genocide in Rwanda.

         “This developing norm in favour of intervention to protect civilians from wholesale slaughter will no doubt continue to pose profound challenges to the international community. Any such evolution in our understanding of state sovereignty and individual sovereignty will, in some quarters, be met with distrust, scepticism, even hostility. But it is an evolution we should welcome.” The SG’s own views have been evolving for some time. They are in direct response to the tragedies of Rwanda and Srebrenica and the experience of NATO’s invasion of Kosovo to deter Milosevic’s barbarities. I had taken part in conversations with him on the subject, in the context of the preparation of his report for the Millennium Summit, in company with Louise [Fréchette, Canadian, Deputy Secretary-General] and John [American, Assistant Secretary-General, charged with policy development].

         Towards the end of one conversation the SG had turned to me.

         “You’ve been very quiet,” he’d said genially. “Haven’t you been involved in these discussions?”

         I had muttered something about having touched base with John from time to time, and then I plunged in. I told him that if we proceeded with this sort of approach it would be interpreted as 21an attack on the role of the state and on the concept of national sovereignty. I stressed instead that “democratisation” of the UN to lessen its domination by one superpower was bound to be the major concern of many states, including some of America’s closest allies. As we leave I notice that the SG is looking quizzically at me.

         The SG had looked tired. It was late in the afternoon, at the end of another of his impossibly long days. How in God’s name does he keep it up, I had wondered?

         The SG has made a most unconventional statement that challenges the basis on which the Charter and the architecture of international relations has rested since the end of the Second World War. He delivers it in professorial mien, almost as an academic discourse. And it will be noted for the absences as much as the propositions. For he does not condemn unilateral action by a state, or group of states, in cases of dire humanitarian or other crises brought about by political convulsions, and he does not say all such interventions require Security Council approval. As Secretary-General, pledged to uphold the provisions of the Charter, whose bulwark is state sovereignty and non-interference in the affairs of states, what he is saying is more than a little provocative.

         Wednesday, 21 September

         The SG’s speech has provoked a sharp reaction from Third World countries. On the day of the speech itself, following Annan’s presentation, the President of the General Assembly, Theo-Ben Gurirab, and the President of Algeria, Abdelaziz Bouteflika, speaking in his capacity as the Chairman of the Organisation of African Unity, openly criticised it. And, thereafter, Third World countries have been unanimous in their opposition.

         Their concern is obvious. The concepts of the inviolable nature of national sovereignty and non-interference in the internal affairs of states have been the bulwarks that developing countries have had available to employ against the powerful. Indeed, these are often their only defences. Annan is now questioning the contemporary 22validity of these concepts. Coming after the Kosovo intervention by NATO he will be seen as subscribing to notions of self-justified Western intervention, unsanctioned by the United Nations. For me, stemming from Latin America, the experience of that continent, where intervention had been commonplace during the twentieth century on the basis of similar protestations, is instructive. Always the country had to be saved from itself in the interests of preserving democracy, opposing communism, preventing anarchy, curtailing human rights abuses, stemming the flow of drugs or protecting the citizenry.

         For who would be the candidates for humanitarian intervention? Certainly not any developed countries in the Western camp. Turkey had been repressing Kurds for years without hindrance. Nor would the Chinese suppression in Tibet or the Russian one in Chechnya be stemmed as a result of humanitarian intervention from the West. No, it would be developing countries but which ones? Those that were large enough or were tied to the West were unlikely to have to face humanitarian intervention either. And even if you were small enough, and your sins profound enough to warrant intervention, it would not happen if you failed to possess the added lure of strategic positioning, as Rwanda had discovered. Countries like these would escape the benefits of humanitarian intervention.

         Thursday, 7 October 

         I’m in a taxi returning from the airport and the SG’s calling me on the phone. He has apparently been calling me since yesterday but have only just connected.

         He tells me that he is struck by the point that I had made about democratisation. Chirac had recently stressed the same point in a letter to him, which he wanted me to see. He would send it to me.

         I don’t know what to make of this. 23

         Australia will look after East Timor

         Friday, 15 October

         Agreement has now been reached to remove the Indonesian army and paramilitary forces from East Timor and replace them with international peacekeepers. Australia will take the lead in commanding these troops and will, in fact, supply most of them. The UN will then take over the administration of the country and guide it to independence. But there is a background to Australia’s interest in accepting a role in East Timor’s future.

         In January 1978, Australia gained the distinction of becoming the first country to recognise Indonesia’s annexation of East Timor as the twenty-seventh province of Indonesia. Australia has maintained that distinction, as it remains the only country to have done so. This formal recognition had been preceded by de facto recognition in 1976. The entire purpose of all these actions emerged clearly in 1989 when Indonesia and Australia signed an agreement for the exploitation of the multi-billion oil and gas reserves that had been discovered beneath the Timor Sea. This unconscionable recognition was followed by Australia’s concluding a Defence Treaty with Indonesia in 1995.

         [According to de-classified documents of the Australian Ministry of Foreign Affairs released in 2000, Gough Whitlam, the then Prime Minister of Australia, had defined his country’s position as early as September 1974 when he told officials, “I am in favour of incorporation [into Indonesia], but obeisance has to be made to self-determination.”]

         So Australia, the only country in the world to recognise Indonesia’s annexation, and whose coveting of East Timor’s oil and gas reserves is hardly a secret, will be responsible for the country’s security. On the face of it such an arrangement would appear, at minimum, to be somewhat awkward. In fact it is phantasmagoric. But the realities of realpolitik, UN-style, dictate. Australia, a member of “Five Eyes”, the global espionage cooperative also comprising 24the US, the UK, Canada and New Zealand, will help ensure that the unpredictable guerrilla leaders of East Timor are kept on the right path.

         East Timor is not Kosovo, or Srebrenica, or Rwanda, and flits in and out of international attention. But over 100,000 East Timorese perished in 1975 in the aftermath of the Indonesian invasion as the UN Security Council stood by and took no action to deter the Indonesian annexation, and thousands more East Timorese perished recently, and Dili was destroyed, due to the lack of adequate international protection. Is the stage being set for another betrayal of East Timor by depositing it into the interested arms of Australia?
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            VARIOUS ENTERTAINMENTS

            The Wishing Star – A UN Day concert – A Louise Fréchette soirée – The inexpedient Hans von Sponeck – Off with Africa’s head 

         

         The Wishing Star 

         Saturday, 16 October

         I’m sitting on a bench in the Public Lobby of the United Nations contentedly sipping tea and reading the New York Times. I’ve come with my wife to an event she has helped organise with the Walt Disney people – celebration of the sixtieth anniversary of the Pinocchio film and presentation to the UN of something called “The Wishing Star.” My daughter is all dressed up and has a role in the proceedings.

         My wife arrives with Nane Annan. Other people turn up and surround Nane. I go over and say hello. Always beautiful, Nane has now assumed a near-permanent radiance.

         My wife, Nane and enthusiastic followers go outside to the Plaza. I return to the Times and my tea. But it’s a cold autumn morning and they soon retreat indoors in search of coffee. Nane asks me to join them and I find an excuse. Fool! When will I ever learn some harmless, courtier ways?

         M, a relative, arrives. He’s got a bunch of strangers in tow. I now remember that he had muttered something about wanting to introduce me to some friends of his. The friends are overwhelmed to meet me. They say they are sorry that I couldn’t fit it in yesterday but this is as good a time as any. I look at M but he avoids my eye and hurries them away to take the UN tour.

         The show is about to begin in the Plaza. There is quite a large 26crowd, gathered around a stage. Walt Disney characters troop in accompanied by kids from my daughter’s school. The kids are in ecstasy. A, my daughter, walks with Cruella de Vil. Captain Hook, Peter Pan, Hercules, Mulan, Ariel and Baloo the Bear complete the crew. A girl in a mermaid outfit sitting on a half-shell is wheeled in. She is covered in goose pimples from the cold.

         The show begins. Someone hisses indignantly, “That’s not Cruella de Vil!” Someone else complains, “And that’s not Hercules!” They are right. Naughty Walter. We’ve got actors playing the actors who played the characters. But wait a minute. That’s not right. Don’t we have actors playing the animated cartoon characters? What did the crowd expect? The real cartoon characters? My head begins to spin.

         I turn to M for support but he has disappeared.

         The Head of the UN’s public information apparatus, a Japanese Under-Secretary-General, turns up to introduce Nane. He forgets her name. Hmm; I wonder if he’ll last.

         Pinocchio arrives and starts to hop around the stage. Nane Annan starts to hop around with him. I look frantically for my wife and pray, “Please, please darling; don’t hop.” My prayers are answered; she stands her ground.

         A short, skinny kid with neat, blonde hair and watchful eyes bounds onto the stage. He is introduced as Haley Joel Osment who is starring with Bruce Willis in a hit film now showing called “The Sixth Sense.” My daughter becomes very animated. Haley Joel is word perfect.

         A returns triumphant, brandishing Haley Joel’s autograph. I chant at her, “Crush, crush; you’ve got a crush on Haley Joel.” She hotly denies it and threatens to call me “Popsy” in public every chance she gets unless I shut up. It’s a shrewd thrust. I shut up.

         We get ready to leave. Not fast enough. M’s friends return. They press business cards, videotapes and beautifully printed brochures into my hands. I gather that we are going to make a fortune together in clean garbage disposal. Sounds like an oxymoron to me. I look around for M but he is not in sight. A perfect Saturday morning. 27

         A UN Day concert 

         Friday, 22 October 

         The annual concert to celebrate UN Day is taking place this evening. It is being held in the General Assembly Hall. The room is awash with Ambassadors. The Duke Ellington Orchestra is scheduled to perform.

         The President of the General Assembly makes a speech. The Secretary-General makes a speech. The President of the Duke Ellington Foundation makes a speech. Gillian Sorensen [American, Assistant Secretary-General in the Executive Office of the SG, Ted Sorensen’s wife, responsible for relations with civil society] makes a speech. O, my UN you were ever thus. I decide I want to make a speech. I start to get up but L, my wife, the spoilsport, pulls me down.

         Two black girls and one white girl appear and make their way to the top of the podium, which rises above the stage. They sit down and look around, and start to swing their legs.

         Six musicians troop on and take their places; only the drummer is black. They warm up and begin to play. The sound system breaks down. The girls look around and swing their legs.

         One of the black girls climbs down from the podium, grabs a microphone, and listens attentively to recorded music of the Duke Ellington Orchestra that is being piped into the Hall. From time to time, she sings along. The sound system breaks down again. I look around and start to swing my legs.

         A white girl with a violin comes on. Now it’s her turn to listen intently to recorded music being piped into the hall. Presently, she launches into an accompaniment of fiery gypsy music.

         I gaze at the vaulted ceiling of the General Assembly Hall, straining to be the first to catch sight of the Duke as he descends to save the day; but the Duke has been delayed. We leave early. 28

         A Louise Fréchette soirée 

         Wednesday, 3 November 

         Meeting to discuss Millennium Summit communications strategy. As a prelude, I’ve arranged for equipment to be installed to preview our website. A nervous Therese Gastaut, the communications focal point, is present. This will be her debut at a Louise Fréchette soirée.

         The Deputy Secretary-General of the United Nations sweeps in, guarded. Her first broadside dispatches the website technicians before they have had a chance to realise that they are in a battle zone.

         “I have not got the time for this. I know how to surf the web you know. I don’t need to be taught how to surf.”

         I try to rescue the bemused technicians by babbling that I am responsible for this initiative.

         Thump. “Yes, yes, I know very well that the Millennium Website is your initiative.”

         “No, no, I mean putting it on the agenda to get your views.”

         Thump, thump. “Let the technical people do their work; I deal with policy issues.”

         I wave the web people out of the room. It is now Therese’s turn.

         Thump. “What is this piece of paper? I do not approve projects.” Therese has not yet caught on. She tries again.

         “You know, Madame, we need at least your approval for the project to have the building lit for the millennium with the slogan ‘UN 2000’.”

         Thump, thump. “I am not interested in the lighting. Put it up if you want. It doesn’t matter to me.”

         Oh well. 29

         The inexpedient Hans von Sponeck 

         Monday, 8 November

         We had a curious incident this morning. Fred Eckhard [American, SG’s Spokesman] was asked at a Press Briefing whether he had guidance on the Von Sponeck affair. He had replied that Von Sponeck would get a year’s contract extension. Lamin splutters that he had in his hands the extension letter but had just been told by Riza to sit on it.

         Hans von Sponeck, the UN Humanitarian Coordinator in Iraq, is in trouble again. He had previously attracted the ire of Washington and London for complaining publicly about the effects of the sanctions on the country. He has recently drawn attention to the damage caused by their constant bombing in the “no-fly zones”, which has become so customary that it is now unremarked. [The “no-fly zones” are areas to the north and south of Baghdad, established unilaterally by Washington and London. They had not been approved by the Security Council and were considered by many international lawyers to be unauthorised.] Now, Washington and London have publicly demanded Von Sponeck’s head. In direct response we had announced that his contract would be renewed. He had then been told to go and talk to the US and UK.

         I interject: “The British and Americans are complaining about Von Sponeck’s unauthorised remarks about their unauthorised bombing in the unauthorised no-fly zones?”

         The Chef flaps his hand. So much for von Sponeck, I suppose.

         Off with Africa’s head

         Monday, 15 November 

         Senior Staff Meeting. A Senior Colleague (SC) chairs and asks about the situation in Burundi (where there is a fear that the Rwanda experience could be replicated) and is told by Patrick 30[Hayworth (Ghana), Director for African Affairs] that discussions are taking place on a successor to Nyerere, who had been serving as mediator. Mandela was being mentioned.

         SC – “Why does everything to do with Africa move so slowly? Nothing has changed on this since Nyerere’s funeral three weeks ago.”

         The SC looks around. Someone is surely to blame. But who should get the chop? Patrick? Mandela? Africa itself? Maybe that’s it, the whole goddamned continent! Off with its head!

         Patrick ducks his. We all follow suit.

         Ah, the sweet crack of the whip!
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            A TERRIBLE BETRAYAL – AND UNRELATED DISTRACTIONS

            The monstrous tragedy of Srebrenica – A touch of Kerry – It costs twice as much 

         

         The monstrous tragedy of Srebrenica 

         Tuesday, 16 November

         9.45 a.m. – The focus this morning is on the Srebrenica Report, which was officially released today. It had been commissioned in November of last year, when the General Assembly asked the Secretary-General to prepare an assessment report on the fall of the town.

         Srebrenica was a UN “safe area” in Muslim Bosnia, established by the Security Council and protected by UN troops. (The Council had been insistent on not calling it a “safe haven” since that would have conferred a greater degree of responsibility for its protection than Council members wished to exhibit.) A precautionary military arrangement was in place – the “dual key” – that allowed the UN, through Secretary-General Boutros-Ghali, to call in NATO air strikes to deter the Serbian marauders should they threaten the town. NATO held the other “key” and, thereby, the final say. When the Serbs attacked, the UN declined to call in air strikes and the Dutch defenders sat on their hands.

         The graves of 8,000 men and boys have been discovered in Srebrenica. The UN may have acted in complicity by not calling for air strikes knowing that NATO did not want to suffer the embarrassment of having to refuse to turn the other key. This was due to the inadequacy of the troop strength on the ground and the 32Dutch government’s desire to minimise the danger to their troops.

         It is a carefully-drafted report that, nevertheless, provides a comprehensive narrative of the events surrounding the killings. It is also a complex report, and this is to be understood, as the train of events is cloaked and circuitous. It is evident that there was constant disagreement in the Council as to how best to proceed during the Bosnian–Serbian war, that multiple levels of decision-making regarding the use of force were in place, and that a great deal of parsing of language in the preparation and making of decisions occurred when straightforward direction and swift responses were needed. In any event, the conclusion is plain. What happened is monstrous, and all are to blame, but the Serbs are to blame most of all.

         The Report’s conclusion is unambiguous about a despairingly dishonourable chain of events: “The international community as a whole must accept its share of responsibility for allowing this tragic course of events by its prolonged refusal to use force in the early stages of the war. This responsibility is shared by the Security Council, the Contact Group and other Governments, which contributed to the delay in the use of force, as well as by the United Nations Secretariat and the Mission in the field. But clearly the primary and most direct responsibility lies with the architects and implementers of the attempted genocide in Bosnia.” 

         It’s a stern but oddly comforting conclusion. No one at the United Nations among the Member States or the Secretariat, no one on the Security Council or among UN personnel in the field, is to be held personally accountable for the tragedy. It’s the Serbs who are to blame.

         [Except for the Dutch, who decided that Dutch accountability needed to be delineated. After all, thousands of Bosnian Muslim refugees had taken shelter in the Dutch military compound, no doubt under the assumption that it was, indeed, a “safe area”. The Serbs threatened to destroy the camp if the refugees were not expelled and the Dutch complied. Dutch soldiers then stood by and watched as the Serbs separated the men from the women 33and children and took them away to be slaughtered.

         In 1996 the government of Wim Kok asked the Netherlands Institute for War Documentation to investigate “the events before, during and after the fall of Srebrenica”. The investigation – “Dossier Srebrenica” – reported in April 2002. It found that Dutch participation was ill-conceived, that afterwards the army attempted to cover-up the true nature of events, and that the Dutch peacekeepers role was “tantamount to ethnic cleansing”.

         Upon receipt of the report the entire Dutch government resigned. The most senior Dutch general also resigned.]

         A touch of Kerry

         12.30 p.m. – I’m attending a “Friends of the UN” lunch in the Delegates Dining Room. I sit at a table with Leah Rabin and next to Senator John Kerry of Massachusetts. We are introduced. I ask when the UN dues will be voted on. He seems distracted, but he is the very image of a successful senator – tall, slim, handsome, fit, longish hair greying suitably. Also, without animation; also, very dull. It turns out that he is the keynote speaker. He speaks for a long, long time. Dullness is confirmed. He returns to the table. I extend warm congratulations on his speech. A radiant smile suffuses his face.

         It costs twice as much 

         8.00 p.m. – Dinner at La Caravelle. At my invite we are reciprocating hospitality that we received in California this August from A and T. We had lunched at their beach house. A teeny place but apparently worth about a billion dollars. We are working with them to secure additional funding for the Millennium Summit in order to involve youth groups.

         They are warm, generous and friendly people, but they are from California.

         They bring another couple with them. A sits down and announces it is his dinner. 34

         “Nonsense,” I proclaim bravely. A commands the wine list and orders an expensive Rothschild. I begin to reconsider my position. A’s guest leans over to me.

         “Don’t get into a ‘Who-is-paying’ contest with A; you’ll lose.”

         I ask A what he has been doing in New York while our wives have been huddling together on millennium plans. He looks at me as if I am mad.

         “I’m on the New York Stock Exchange,” he shouts. Sensibly, I don’t pursue this.

         T tries to get A to take a bet about the presidential candidates.

         “Hey, what’s the point? If I win, I’ll only be winning my own money!” It sounds like a well-worn line.

         A warms to me.

         “You know, Miles,” he says, “I own so many buildings in LA that when I drive around the city I don’t know which are mine anymore.” I can see that this could be a problem. It preoccupies him for a while.

         T arranges her hands on the table so no one can miss her jewellery. She has on the proverbial diamond as big as the Ritz and a ruby nearly as large. To show she’s with the people though, she also has on a rubber band around her wrist. A explains patiently that he owns 104 buildings in California and his company’s stock is traded on the New York Stock Exchange. Foolish me; I should have known.

         A beckons again and orders an even older and more expensive Rothschild. His eyes glitter as he looks at me. He has raised the stakes. T sips the latest offering.

         “Why, A,” she coos, “This is even nicer than the first bottle.” She has given him his opening.

         “It better be,” A bellows at me. “It costs twice as much.”

         I am defeated.
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            DIPLOMATIC CONVERSATIONS

            A People’s Assembly – Worrying about Burundi – The travelling Secretary-General

         

         A People’s Assembly

         Thursday, 18 November

         3.00 p.m. – I’ve organised a meeting on the Millennium Forum. This is one of our reform-report ideas. The original proposal was to have a “People’s Millennium Assembly” of civil society groups from all over the world as a companion event to the countries’ Assembly. It’s going ahead but under the less threatening name of Millennium Forum. It’s quite a revolutionary prospect if we can pull it off. I’ve invited the Europeans, the US, Canada and Japan.

         The briefing goes well until, toward the end, someone asks about recent, closed-doors meetings I’ve been taking part in on another, unrelated matter. I tell them all I know and distribute the background paper in my possession. It’s a mistake. When will I ever learn that at the UN information is a tool to be employed sparingly, tactically, discreetly, selectively, astutely but never in a gush of goodwill as I have just done? They proceed to beat me up.

         
            THEY – It’s hard to believe that meetings involving Member States like this could take place behind closed doors.

            ME – Actually, it was at the initiative of the South African Ambassador.

            THEY – It’s one thing for delegations to meet, but why are you involved in negotiations? 36

            ME – I was asked to attend to provide technical support.

            THEY – And why were so few people taking part?

            ME – The South African Ambassador consulted the President of the General Assembly who approved the initiative.

            THEY – It’s your job to advise the President about proper procedures.

            ME – I did. I spoke to his office. They didn’t listen.

            THEY – It’s your job to make them listen.

         

         Okeydoke.

         Worrying about Burundi 

         Monday, 22 November 

         Morning staff meeting. It is being chaired by an SC. Burundi is on the SC’s mind. After the recent killing of two WFP officials, the UN had decided on a Phase 4 Security Alert. The President of Burundi is upset about this. The SG had met him in Beijing last week.

         Unusually, the SC is sitting all alone on one side of the conference table. The rest of us are arrayed in front. Discomforted, the SC takes aim.

         
            SC – “I suppose the SG wasn’t briefed when he met the President. He should have been briefed. Now we are going to have to send a long letter explaining our position.”

            Someone – “He was briefed.”

            SC – “I bet he wasn’t briefed properly. Who did the brief?” 37

            Someone – “Mr. Sy” [the UN representative in Burundi].

            SC – “Well there you are; I was right.”

            Someone – “I’ve seen the minutes of the meeting; the SG seemed to have covered all the points.”

            SC – “He couldn’t have. I bet he didn’t touch on [this and this and this].”

            Someone – “At least we have some good news: the World Food Programme is returning.”

            SC –“Really! And what are they going to do?”

            Someone – “Distribute food?”

            SC (throwing all caution to the wind) – “That’s no use; that’s not their main job.”

            The World Food Programme? Not their main job to deliver food? No one says a word.

         

         The travelling Secretary-General

         Monday, 29 November 

         The Secretary-General has returned from a long trip. He says, “It’s good to see you all.”

         “It’s good to see you!” someone rejoins with emphasis. We all laugh. The fact is he is travelling a lot. He relates his adventures.

         He had first visited Japan. What struck him most was the hardening Japanese attitude about the lack of movement concerning their ambition to become a Permanent Member of the Security Council. He had discovered that this was no longer an 38ambition confined to the bureaucracy but had infected the Diet where withholding dues, “A l’Americanne,” in order to achieve the aim was being suggested. He had tried to calm them down.

         He had met Yeltsin in Istanbul at the OSCE Summit. Yeltsin had let it be known that Russia was determined not to be bullied or lectured to about Chechnya. For his part, he had told Yeltsin that he expected Russia to cooperate with the UN on the humanitarian relief efforts.

         In China, he had found that Falun Gong was the obsession. The UN party had been subjected to extraordinary security precautions designed not solely for their safety but also to preclude contact with Falun Gong petitioners. In his conversation with President Jiang, it had been made clear that the cult would be crushed.

         “I made a mistake,” Jiang had admitted by not taking them seriously enough at first. That was being corrected.

         He had spent nearly two hours with Jiang who had conducted a rambling monologue. Jiang’s aides were clearly accustomed to this, as most of them had nodded off. Jiang had complained about the criticism levelled at China for not being a democracy.

         “Look at Switzerland,” Jiang had mentioned in justification. He had paid a visit there recently.

         “You don’t even know who their President is. You call that a democracy?”
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            BOWING TO ZEUS

            Jesse Jackson – Being overheard – Briefing the SG – Surviving Rwanda 

         

         Jesse Jackson

         Wednesday, 1 December

         World Aids Day is being celebrated at the UN. It’s an impressive programme. Hillary Clinton, Jesse Jackson, Queen Noor of Jordan, the First Lady of Haiti, Magic Johnson, Miss Universe, the CEO of Bristol Myers, former Mayor of New York David Dinkins, Isaac Hayes, the musician, three kids orphaned through the death of their parents from AIDS.

         The whole event is very touching. People seem genuinely affected.

         There is also a lunch in the Delegates Dining Room. Jesse Jackson is the keynote speaker. Still youthful-looking, albeit somewhat rotund, he is mesmerising. Words flow but not as a river; he is a bird, a hawk that swoops and swirls. We are his prey as he tempts, taunts, scorns, implores, and applauds us.

         He begins by speaking softly and evocatively of, “those in the margins” of the disease that, “infects some, affects all”; of the indifferent among us, “suffering from attention deficiency disorder”; of the need to build a, “community of conscience.” Yea. 

         “The fire is lit,” he warns. “The wind is blowing. Your house will not be saved by your virtue.” Yea. Yea. 

         I look around. My neighbour to the left, the Reverend Calvin O. Butts III, the Afro-American pastor of the Abyssinian Baptist Church, has begun to chant in counterpoint to Jesse’s swoops and swirls.

         “None of us is saved until all of us are safe.” Yea. 40

         “Magic Johnson lives because he has the money, the medicine, and the will. But how many are like him?” Yea. Yea. 

         He recalls the time when, “it was illegal to be black in America. But we have moved from Rosa Parks in the back of the bus to Kofi Annan at the head of the UN.” Tell them, tell them. The Reverend Calvin is varying the routine.

         “We must choose hope over the rhetoric of despair. Better to walk in dignity than to ride in shame.” Tell them, tell them. Jesse’s really rolling now.

         “I worry about the lost sheep for the dogs are barking and the wolves are howling. Zeus was a freak.”

         (Huh?)

         “Zeus was a freak. He was born fully formed. He was nurtured in no mother’s womb.”

         (Cool it, Jesse)

         “A being without feelings.” Yea, yea. Tell them, tell them. The Reverend Calvin is undeterred.

         Jesse senses he is drowning. He strikes out for safer shores. “Let us pray.”

         We bow our heads to Zeus.

         Friday, 3 December 

         The Spokesman has announced that Nelson Mandela will be the Burundi mediator.

         Monday, 6 December 

         The WTO talks in Seattle have ended in failure. Governments could not agree and the NGOs rioted outside the conference hall.41

         Being overheard

         Wednesday, 8 December

         Meeting of the Senior Management Group, which is made up of all UN department and programme heads. Rubens Ricupero [Brazil], the UNCTAD leader, briefs on the breakdown of the WTO talks in Seattle. He makes clear that despite the protests in the streets and the furore in the media the talks broke down for the same reason similar talks had stalled in the past – the unsuccessful attempt by countries like India, Argentina, Canada, Australia and Brazil to get freer access for their agricultural products into the heavily-protected US, European and Japanese markets.

         Nafis Sadik, a Pakistani and head of the UN’s Fund for Population Activities, complains about Clinton’s intervention in the talks when he had advocated adoption of Western environmental and labour standards by the South as a condition for greater access to Northern markets; she says this was directly related to domestic political considerations. Catherine Bertini, the American head of the World Food Programme, becomes severely agitated and demands that Nafis’ comments be stricken from the record.

         What is she talking about? We are not allowed to say what every US newspaper is saying on the matter? Have we come to this? And what record? Obviously she does not share my assumption that the room we are meeting in – the SG’s conference room – is bound to be bugged.

         I turn to John who is sitting by my side and remark, “Doesn’t she think we are being overheard?” Not wishing to be overheard, John keeps mum.

         Ambassador Stewart Eldon, the British Deputy Permanent Representative, is spreading the rumour that I am opposing a new resolution on the Millennium Summit. Since I’ve been doing little more recently than trying to promote a resolution, it’s an interesting rumour.

         I don’t trust Eldon. He has a wispy moustache of uncertain 42colour. As a matter of doctrine, you can’t trust a man with a wispy moustache.

         Briefing the Secretary-General 

         Thursday, 16 December 

         I go to see the SG. I worry that I’ve chosen a very bad day. He had received yesterday the report from the inquiry team he had commissioned to review the events leading up to the genocide of over 800,000 people in Rwanda in 1994. The chairman is Ingvar Carlsson, the former Prime Minister of Sweden. The team had not given him any advance knowledge of its findings.

         I think the SG and those involved had begun to worry about this. After all his wife is a Swede, the niece of Raoul Wallenberg and Sweden had been a strong supporter in his brutal battle with Boutros for the post of Secretary-General. He had been cooking spaghetti in the kitchen of the Swedish Ambassador’s house when he got the news that the Security Council had selected him. At a meeting last week Riza had mused, “It’s that 11 January cable that’s the problem.”

         The SG had been applauded for launching an independent inquiry but, in reality, he could do little else. It had taken the General Assembly four years to call for an investigation of the Srebrenica tragedy but they had gotten around to it, and they would have gotten around to Rwanda eventually. The OAU [Organisation of African Unity] was undertaking its own inquiry, at the insistence of the unforgiving Rwandans, so it was best to pre-empt.

         I haven’t yet read the report or heard of any press leaks but there is unease about the house. Nevertheless, he greets me with warmth and affection. I thank him for his continued support. He waves his hand gently and dismissively as if to indicate that my gratitude is unnecessary though appreciated and I should never doubt his loyalty born of old connections and shared experiences. I brief him on my recent negotiations with the President of the 43General Assembly to resolve the issues still stalling the key decisions on the Summit. He asks to be remembered to L and the “Princess.”

         Surviving Rwanda 

         Friday, 17 December

         The Rwanda report is all that has been feared. The Chef’s apprehensions are proving to be well founded. The UN is excoriated for its conduct with blame equally proportioned between the Secretariat and the Security Council.

         The SG, who was head of peacekeeping at the time, is identified by name as having acted indecisively. Riza, his deputy then, is also prominently mentioned as most of the cautious cables cited in the report were actually signed by him on Kofi’s behalf. Over 800,000 Rwandans, mostly Tutsis, were slaughtered while the UN stood by. It is the worst blot on our history.

         The 11 January cable proves indeed to be a problem for Kofi and the Chef.

         
            “The inquiry believes that serious mistakes were made with dealing with the cable... First, the information contained in the cable, and in particular the information indicating the existence of a plan to exterminate Tutsi, was so important that it should have been given the highest priority and attention and shared at the highest level... Annan’s and Riza’s instructions to UNAMIR [the UN peacekeeping force in Angola] – and the caution which dominates those instructions – show that they did realise that the cable contained very significant information. However, they did not brief the Secretary-General [Boutros-Ghali] about it. And the Security Council... was not informed... Secondly, it is incomprehensible to the Inquiry that not more was done to follow-up on the information provided by the informant.”

         

         44 The media are not kind. CNN asks how it is that all those connected with the tragedy have been promoted? The BBC asks when the SG will resign. The SG issues a statement, which is widely interpreted as an apology and acceptance of personal responsibility. It is not quite that.

         He states: “In 1994 the whole international community – the United Nations and its Members States – failed to honour that obligation [to ‘prevent and punish’ genocide]. Approximately 800,000 Rwandans were slaughtered by their fellow countrymen and women, for no other reason than that they belonged to a particular ethnic group. That is genocide in its purest and most evil form.

         All of us must bitterly regret that we did not do more to prevent it. There was a United Nations force in the country at the time, but it was neither mandated nor equipped for the kind of forceful action, which would have been needed to prevent or halt the genocide. On behalf of the United Nations, I acknowledge this failure and express my deep remorse.” 

         So it is the UN writ large that failed, the UN as an institution – “On behalf of the United Nations”. And, he says, the UN force could not have acted effectively even if it had tried to intervene. As for the Chef, I see a snippet of an interview with him on CNN. He says, “Mistakes were made… We have to move ahead.” How do you move ahead from 800,000 mistakes?

         There are no resignations. Boutros-Ghali, who was Secretary-General at the time, has already gone. He lives in Paris, courtesy of the French government, as head of the Organisation of French-speaking countries. The man then in charge of peacekeeping is now Secretary-General. His deputy at the time is Chef de Cabinet. The Rwandan desk officer, Hédi Annabi, has been made Assistant Secretary-General for Peacekeeping Operations.

         It will be said that Kofi had Boutros for a boss so Boutros is to blame. It will be argued that if Riza and Annabi fall they are simply being used as scapegoats. It will be claimed that the killings went on for three months and yet the Security Council refused to act. 45So no one at the United Nations involved in allowing the tragedy to take place, whether in the Secretariat or in the Security Council, whether at Headquarters in New York or on the ground, will be held personally responsible in the slightest degree.
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