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            Dedication

         

         
            To my father, Trevor Fenwick, for whom

I should have written much earlier.

             

            To Robin and John, my firm and fond friends

and companions.

             

            To all those who gave help and

hospitality along the road.

         

      

   


   
      

         
            Author

         

         Christopher Fenwick was born and brought up in Newcastle upon Tyne. After National Service in 40 Commando Royal Marines, seeing active service in the Cyprus Emergency and Suez landings, he attended Cambridge University, gaining a degree in Economics and History. Before launching his business career, he initiated the expedition described in this book. Afterwards he joined Fenwick of Newcastle and New Bond Street, London, his family’s business of department stores. With his brothers and colleagues, he worked to rebuild both the original stores and form a national retail concern. Now retired, he has a chance to write down some of his experiences. He lives with his wife Paula in Pangbourne, Berkshire. He retains his season ticket for Newcastle United FC. This, and other matters, see him frequently back in the North.

      

   


   
      

         
            Illustrations

         

         p.iii All packed up: Christopher Fenwick, John Maclay and Robin Gaunt, preparations made, car packed, joke before departure. Photo: Tony Weaver.

         Europe

         Turkey, Iran, Afghanistan and Pakistan

         India and Sri Lanka

         Aden and Africa

         
              

         

         Between pages 40 and 41

         
              

         

         Mount Ararat

         Sunset.

         Mount Ararat towers over Dogubayazit.

         Ararat as background as we take our first Iranian fuel at 10p a gallon.

         
              

         

         Persepolis

         Despite excavations since 1931, when we arrived in 1960, Persepolis seemed little changed since Alexander had plundered and left it.

         Yet the messages were as clear as when Darius I had created them around 500 B.C. He knew the empire he had made and how to sustain it. Conquering lands from the Indus to the Balkans, asserting laws, he introduced a system of weights and measures.

         He claimed the submission of twenty-three peoples centering his power on strategic Persepolis. He illustrated this by bas reliefs (detailed to cuticles of fingernails) of their submission by delegates, each bringing gifts representative of their land, and his superiority over legendary wild animals by his slaying of them.

         
             

         

         Naqsh-e Rustam

         Two miles from Persepolis. A vast perpendicular rock face in which is contained the remains of at least four Persian kings including Darius I and Xerxes I. To the left is the rock relief of the Roman Emperor Valerian paying homage to the Sassanian King Shapur I after being defeated by him in 260 AD.

         
              

         

         Islamic Architecture

         Golestan Palace in Tehran, Iran, former residence of the Shah.

         Humayun’s Tomb, Delhi, India.

         Badshahi Mosque, Lahore, India, one of the largest mosques in Islam.

         The Sheikh Lotffollah Mosque, Isfahan, Iran.

         The Shalimar Gardens, Lahore, India.

         The music hall in the Ali Qapu Palace, Isfahan, Iran. The musicians would play, exit. Enter the Shah, and the music would play back.

         Saint Sophia, Istanbul, Turkey.

         The Taj Mahal, India.

         Hagia Sofia, Istanbul.

         Sultan Ahmed Mosque (Blue Mosque), Istanbul.

         
              

         

         Between pages 80 and 81

         
              

         

         Northwest Frontier

         Mountain fort hewn out of the precipice.

         A cold swim in the Band-e-Amir natural reservoir.

         It is a hard life as a shepherd in Afghanistan.

         Huge Buddha figure, at Bamyan, carved into the rock. Its face was removed in the 6th century; the whole was dynamited out of the rock by the Taliban since our visit.

         Tea (or chai) at Band-e-Amir.

         Waterfall at Band-e-Amir.

         A bucolic Khyber Pass.

         Chris, trained and well used to handling the British service Lee Enfield Mark IV rifle, was astonished at the equal quality of the facsimiles produced without powered tools at the factory in the Kohat tribal area in Pakistan. The metal work was fine. The bolt action inserting the round into the chamber was smooth as silk. 

         Inspecting the inside works.

         Chris inspects a facsimile of the former British Lee Enfield service rifle.

         Simple technology.

         Shakira to Mr Meer’s (on the left) factory.

         One of his carpets.

         Tiffin at Pahalgam where rises the Jhelum, grand tributary of the Indus.

         John and Robin with Rahim in the Srinagar gardens.

         Our houseboat.

         Rahim, our houseboatman.

         The Rajpath, New Delhi, with Government House at its end.

         With Ali Tobraki in Tabriz.

         Performing bear in Turkish town.

         Sacred cow.

         Elephant in Amber.

         
              

         

         Rivers

         Gentle Jhelum.

         Kasimat, our Ganges boatman.

         Flooded Jumna.

         Disappearing temple.

         Bathing in the Ganges at Benares.

         
              

         

         Between pages 120 and 121

         Caspian Robin: Robin shows his sense of humour as he proffers a sample of our consistent diet of Fray Bentos steak and kidney pie with his back to the Caspian beach. The sea is the world’s largest body of inland water and occupies an area larger than that of Great Britain.

         John making the first breakfast near Nancy, France. Note the use of the front seats of the car adapted for use as camping stools.

         Central India was flooded with monsoon water as this road illustrates.

         Caspian John: John ponders how to repair the car’s hydraulic clutch to drive it from the Caspian’s 90 feet below sea level over the 9,000 foot pass to Tehran and mechanical help. 

         A large truck stuck beneath the superstructure of a bridge in eastern Turkey forced us to make a detour along the old Soviet border and Mount Ararat to reach the Iranian border.

         First trial for our ‘Casino’ tent: plenty of height, easy entrance.

         A Tabriz (Iran) real family business as  grandfather, son and grandson make ready to mend our rear suspension.

         Caspian Chris: Christopher wrote the diary and letters home to be distributed by his father’s secretary Linda Marshall.

         John has his pipes bid farewell to eastern Turkey.

         Dual-purpose toilet paper.

         ‘I don’t think so Chris’. Bartholomew’s Maps and full discussion kept us on the correct road.

         Ali Tobraki introduced us to a lot of people in Tabriz.

         Wykehamists are everywhere! John meets some old school friends in Iran.

         We had the RAF to thank for transport from Aden to Nairobi.

         The Border Post between Tanganyika and Northern Rhodesia. Despite both countries being British Colonies, it proved the most awkward. The Officer demanded a deposit of £150 for transit through the country.

         The grand Kariba Dam.

         The mighty Zambesi harnessed.

         The charming Kassim Lakhas who hosted us in Kampala. They were later expelled by Idi Amin and their glorious Kampala hotel forfeited to the state of Uganda.

         Kissing the road as we reached Nakuru, Kenya and asphalt surface resumed.

         On the equator.

         The roadside menagerie made our African drive both lively and superb.

         Victoria Falls: The force of the Zambesi made the water spout over the rocky brink before falling below.

         
              

         

         Front cover photo: Tony Weaver

         All other photographs by Robin Gaunt and John Maclay.

         Maps: Bryan Kirkpatrick

      

   


   
      

         
            Prologue

         

         “Jump, Fenwick, jump! There’s people behind you!”

         I leapt and landed, as instructed by the Royal Marine sergeant, and landed on the required one foot square rock ledge. It was only a ten foot leap but – from a standing start, across a twenty foot drop, wearing full kit and carrying a rifle – I had found it daunting. With this leap I felt my physical ability, while not boundless, carried more conviction and confidence. It was the start of my youth. I had shattered a mental block and I would now approach minor challenges with less concern.

         I had not wanted to join the Royal Marines for my National Service but had chosen the Navy. They found a weakness in my right eye. As a result they said I could be a sick berth attendant or a Royal Marine Commando. I chose the Marines. It proved a fine decision. They were excellent people. They trained me, taught me things, made me fit and made me do things I did not want to do. My time with them brought me friends and excitement. One way or the other I have maintained my connection with them throughout my life.

         After training, I was sent to Cyprus to join 40 Commando where we and other formations were trying to defend a pretty island for the British Empire. Later, we were sent to invade Port Said in Egypt to recapture the Suez Canal after it suffered Egyptian nationalisation and was taken from the ownership of the governments of Britain and France. After a day’s fighting, we captured Port Said at the canal’s northern entrance, but the Americans forced a ceasefire upon us and we had to return to Malta, thence to Cyprus to resume our duties there. My service had strengthened my thirst for adventure.

         It followed me when I went up to Pembroke College, Cambridge University to study economics and history. We were given lengthy vacations. After a while I grasped that these were the last periods of freedom of such length I should have before work and old age approached, and the secret of their utility was preparation.

         This problem of making good use of the three-anda- half month summer vacations had to be tackled. Some students got a job and worked, some studied and a few, like me, realised that the opportunity of such a long interval might never recur. In my first year’s long vacation I worked for a month in my father’s business, carried out a military parachute course through my membership of the Royal Marines Reserve, stayed with friends and holidayed with my parents. I studied a little. All this was pleasant and even exciting, but made no use of the rare gift of time. Time was lost; I had not been well prepared.

         By the New Year, I was pestering my splendid uncle to ask his equally splendid American brother-in-law to find me a job in his Madison Avenue New York advertising agency for my second summer vacation. Bless them both, he did so. I joined the university’s Canada Club, which chartered two propeller-driven, four-engine KLM Lockheed Super Constellation airliners that provided a £72 return trip to New York, leaving on the last day of term and returning at the end of the vacation. I had a job for two months as a marketing trainee in Batten Barton Durstine & Osborn (BBDO) on Madison Avenue. This was heaven for me at that time. I adored advertising and Madison Avenue was its world centre. I leapt at the opportunity. My boss, Lou Hildebrand, afterwards a lifelong friend, sent me all over New York’s five boroughs in a hired Chevrolet Impala that handled more like a boat than a motor car. It had giant fins on its rear wings and brakes that stopped the car within inches. That summer you could fry an egg on its bonnet when stopped at high wire traffic lights in Brooklyn. My job was to visit supermarkets and report on the success of promotions the agency had devised. This was right up my street.

         I met a red haired girlfriend, who was kind and intelligent, at her uncle’s mansion on Long Island. Her parents had a ranch in Wyoming to which I was also welcomed. At weekends we went horse racing, to Long Island or to Radcliffe College in Cambridge, Massachusetts, which she was attending; it all passed in a blur. At the end of the summer, I caught a Greyhound Lines, long distance bus to Pittsburgh to stay with my Aunt Joyce and Uncle Leon Hansen who had got me the job in New York. They were an outstanding couple. He was a real captain of industry, prominent in the Pittsburgh business community. He had owned and run a large advertising agency in the city that, amongst others, had the accounts of United Steel, H. J. Heinz and Alcoa, the aluminium company, all Pittsburgh based international businesses. He had combined his agency with BBDO, New York, and so had been able to secure my job with them. I bought a Chrysler Windsor for US$300 and, after a few days with them, drove to Toronto to pick up my friend, Clive Simeons, who had been working down a copper mine in Sudbury, Ontario. We planned to cross the United States together.

         We spent a night in Toronto and then drove to Cincinnati, Ohio to stay with friends, before driving on to Chicago to see John Fell Stevenson and his father, Adlai, who had fought Eisenhower in the presidential election of 1952 as the Democratic candidate. He had a sceptical view of youthful energy which drove all night then slept all day. I tried to bear this sensible advice in mind. Nonetheless, he and John Fell waved us off for an overnight drive to Wyoming and Alice’s ranch. We arrived the next evening with a broken rear suspension. At half past seven we sat down (late) for dinner, played bridge, then saddled the horses and rode off into the pitch black night. The horses found their way back home about 4 am.

         In the morning, we came across Alice in the middle of the front bench seat of a large car cuddled up close to a cowboy. Considering myself dumped we drove 100 miles to Jackson Hole to fix our suspension, then 1,000 miles to stay with Clive’s warm hearted and hospitable Aunt Dot in San Francisco. All these places seemed “just round the corner” in those days. Nobody seemed very surprised when we arrived. There were no interstate highways at that time, just dead straight asphalt ribbons stretching over the hills ahead, interrupted now and then with neon lit signs visible from miles away with the invitation, “Eat here”. Sometimes we did. The road went on forever, especially through the Sierra Nevada. It was a late dinner for Clive’s Aunt Dot too, but she gave us a good time on the Californian coast.

         The following Easter vacation, another friend, Anthony Kenny, and I drove to Greece. Yugoslavia had just been opened up by Tito’s Communist government. He had built a motorway through much of the country far ahead of anything in Britain at the time. It stretched 500 miles from Ljubljana, through Zagreb and Belgrade to Skopje-Niš, within a short distance of the Greek border. It was so good that we drove too fast too far and blew the gasket of the engine, a problem that seldom occurs today. We had to replace it with the charming guidance of Bill Fink, chancery guard of the British Embassy in Belgrade. He introduced us to a mechanic called Nick who preferred payment in Nescafé and tins of Nestlé sweetened condensed milk rather than Yugoslavian dinars. Greece boasted less speedy highways but in a day we covered the 312 miles between Thessaloniki and Athens. There can be no greater sense of arrival than driving into Athens and seeing the Acropolis and have it dominate the scenery throughout one’s sojourn. Beyond Athens, we probed further into the Peloponnese to Corinth, finishing at Olympia with its temple and still green springtime grass ethereal in the evening light.

         We took an Adriatic ferry to Italy and drove through France, returning within three weeks. With long distance motoring we learned that you had to keep going. We did.
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               Itinerary: Europe
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               Itinerary: Turkey, Iran, Afghanistan and Pakistan
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               Itinerary: India and Sri Lanka
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               Itinerary: Aden and Africa

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            I

            A Small Family Saloon

         

         In my third and last year at Cambridge, I graduated with a degree in economics and history. Meanwhile, we had been planning our final summer vacation from early in the year, more open ended this time, as beyond us lay our future careers.

         One Spring morning Robin Gaunt knocked on the door of my room in Cambridge. I think by this time he was impatient of endless options.

         “Chris,” he began in his definite way, “what do you plan for the summer?”

         “I thought of driving to Madras,” I replied.

         “Splendid, I’m coming too.” We were away. Robin’s mind works as definitively as his speech, and however tentative my suggestion might have been, to Robin it was definite, there was no drawing back. But the trip was not just one idea but a succession of them. I went on to confess that Clive Turner had asked me to his wedding in Johannesburg. It would be convenient if we could also arrange a trip down through Africa to arrive in South Africa by the wedding day, 8 October. This readily agreed, I opened my diary, in which the publishers had thoughtfully included a map of the world for just such a moment. We planned our route from that.

         Robin was of the right stuff. He was straightforward in speech and thought. While his laugh would light up a room, anything slipshod would just as soon darken it. He was to prove a superb companion.

         It was preparation a gogo. The more you can do before you cross the Channel, the more you can find out about the land you intend to cover and the greater will be the satisfaction at the trip’s end. We did not have very much time, but we did all we could while trying to get our final exams passed at the same time.

         The university doctor, Hawtrey May, made us give our expedition a name. We were behind a man in the queue who was planning to drive around the Mediterranean and who had an appointment with the doctor to seek medical advice for his trip.

         “Who are you?” he shouted at Robin and me when we went in after him. “Are you going with Mr Hunter?”

         “No,” we responded “we’re going to India and Africa.”

         “Those are different countries.”

         “Same diseases,” I rejoined.

         “Different countries – you’ll have to come back another time. What are you called?” We gave him our names. “No, what’s the name of your expedition?”

         “We haven’t got one,” Robin replied.

         “You must have a name. I’ve got fifteen expeditions listed here – one is called the Mali Expedition, another the Chitrali Expedition … you must have a name.”

         “All right, the Indo–African Expedition,” I invented.

         “The Indo–African Expedition. Fine, there won’t be another one of those. Come and see me on Thursday at two o’clock.” It seemed a good start.

         Now we had a name, we had to have some headed writing paper with which to write to prospective sponsors and helpers. Sponsorship was difficult, for the attitude of industrialists had changed over the previous few years. It used to be, “Where is the old British spirit of adventure?” Since then, the spirit of adventure had touched them for significant sums and they were not so keen to finance errant youth.

         Although we were resolved, if need be, to go by ourselves, we felt it would be better to have a third member. He needed three qualifications: the time, the inclination and the money. We found several with the time and the money; the qualification most often lacking was the inclination. Finally, Robin’s parents had a party to which came the parents of John Maclay. They heard about the trip and decided that John must come along too. John agreed and fitted well. He was laid back and laconic rather than a gung-ho adventurer, and could often see the bigger picture. We were all good keen drivers but John was an excellent one and had an instinctive understanding of the internal combustion engine. The shores of the Caspian Sea and the middle of the Baluchistan Desert were two places where we would have remained for a long time without his ingenuity. He was a Malayan campaigner and had been an officer in the Malayan jungle where he had fought the Communist insurgents with the Royal Highland Fusiliers. He was a hard man to stop.

         It was 1960, and Anglo–American diplomacy was at its glorious best. It was a year of international travel freedom. Turkey, Iran, Pakistan, Afghanistan and Kashmir were all places to which a visit could be considered with equanimity. Visas were required but could be obtained. The same was true of Yugoslavia and Bulgaria. Aden, East Africa, the Rhodesias and South Africa were all under the British crown. The 3,000 foot Anatolian plateau stretching from Asia Minor to the Punjab upon which the countries of the Middle East sit is exciting and the treasures they hold brilliant but often mysterious. They constitute a “lost world” indeed. As for Africa, such a drive from Uganda or Kenya to Cape Town is perhaps still possible but less safe today. We also planned to include Eritrea and Ethiopia in our route but had to face crossing the Red Sea. Drives through such lands had already been achieved. To gain sponsorship, we had to think of a plus.

         Many people had already made journeys in Land Rovers, so we thought that we would have a greater chance of support if we took a normal type of car – the so called “small family saloon”. Moreover, with such a car, fuel costs would be lower and the capital investment less. But there was another reason, not financial at all but emotional. We wanted to do a drive that nobody had done before. We had heard of a Land Rover that had been driven from Colombo to London then down through Africa. We had heard of someone driving a Morris Minor to India and maybe back again. We knew of nobody, however, who had driven to India and Africa in a small family saloon. We wanted to be the first to do that, and maybe the last.

         We chose an Austin A40. I bought it and exchanged the car I owned. It was the first of the hatchbacks. The novel hatchback body made it into a big cube to hold our food, baggage and equipment. The engine, gearbox and transmission scarcely let us down. The car’s superstructure, apart from a bonnet catch, could not be faulted. It was the rear suspension and underside of the vehicle that time and again would let us down, use time and land us in a series of tight corners.

         The converse of this was that through the mishaps we met so many local people who would help us. Without exception, they sympathised with our plight and did all they could to assist, often not charging us.

         Murray and Charleton, the Newcastle-based Austin agent who sold us the car, strengthened the front shock absorbers and reinforced the rear by adding an extra main leaf spring. They fitted an additional petrol pump and a roof rack with a full tray. The theory was that the area between the tray and roof would make for more tolerable ventilation inside. We never took it off to prove this worked. The interior temperature at one stage reached 115 degrees Fahrenheit. We were proud of that. An oil temperature gauge looked good but was hopeless; it just made us worry. A large box of spares completed the equipment. We expected to load the weight of the car again on board.

         For fuel we had the tank at five-and-half gallons, a jerry can at four-and-a-half and two four gallon sacs made of nylon and rubber given to us to trial by a manufacturer. They leaked in hot weather and stunk the car out. In theory, we could then carry 18 gallons, enough for 550 miles, but we were never short.

         We also had the front seats converted so we could take them out for use as camping stools. The rear seats we removed completely and arranged things in order to sit satisfactorily on sleeping bags. Stronger front shock absorbers were fitted and extra leaves to the rear springs. An auxiliary petrol pump was installed. Apart from these adaptations our car was a standard showroom model. Still too standard perhaps, but the alterations were all effective.

         For 1960, we had sound and practical camping equipment. We bought a quality so-called Casino tent. It had ample dimensions, not only for our three camp beds but also provided enough height for us to stand up. This means so much in a tent. After National Service, I had joined the Royal Marines Reserve. Their Tyne Division in Newcastle lent us camp beds, sleeping bags and two invaluable petrol cooking stoves. The day of the paraffin heated and methylated spirits ignited Primus stove had thankfully passed. The petrol stoves gave off considerably more heat.

         We put much thought into our food supply. If one person eats a ton of food in a year then three will eat the same in four months. Our decision was to take enough meat for the trip and rely on local markets for fresh vegetables, rice and potatoes. So we bought three cases of delicious tinned Fray Bentos Steak and Kidney Pie. We began to believe that the only vegetable between Calais and Colombo was the runner bean. We should have learned how better to cook rice; we often produced either a dry ball or a soggy mass. Nescafé and Nestlé sweetened condensed milk made a unique white coffee. They also provided welcome gifts in poorer countries.

         We had a smart blue medical box with basic plasters and bandages and complex cures for dysentery. We should have taken a Red Cross first aid course before departure, but happily we never missed this and looked to local help when we were indisposed. John was a good bagpipe player and he brought his bagpipes.

         There was little doubt about our route’s direction. That was painted on the car:

         
            Cambridge – Colombo – Cape Town

            Cambridge Indo–African Expedition

         

         We bought Bartholomew’s maps and noted where there might be options in direction and possible detours. We decided to include Ethiopia in our scheme, planning to cross from Colombo in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) to Aden and thence across the Red Sea to Massawa, Eritrea and into Ethiopia, instead of crossing directly from Bombay (Mumbai) to Mombasa as we had originally thought. We felt that our new plan, tracing two subcontinents, would make more of a trip of it.

         To begin, we planned to drive through Europe to Istanbul in four days and then take things more easily, stopping when we felt inclined and at what travel brochures call “places of interest”. From Istanbul we would drive through Turkey and Iran to Quetta, Pakistan, from where we would loop northwards into Afghanistan by way of Kandahar, Kabul and the Khyber Pass. The Khyber Pass would bring us into Peshawar and Pakistan again, and from there we would drive through to India and south to Ceylon. Crossing by sea to Aden by finding a liner in Colombo and finding a cargo ship in Aden, we thus hoped to be in Johannesburg in time for the wedding on 8 October. What a milestone and target that proved for us! Clive Turner’s invitation did much for our determination.

         Robin pointed out the decision to be taken in Tehran. Eastern Iran is dominated by the great salt deserts of Dasht-e Kavir and Dasht-e Lut. Motor travellers have to decide whether to go north or south of them. So the decision was whether to turn due east and travel north of them through the holy city of Mashhad and continue to enter Afghanistan towards Herat. The alternative was to continue in the south-eastern direction initiated by the Tabriz–Tehran road. This would take us to the brilliant cities of Isfahan and Shiraz and past Persepolis, all the while parallel with the Zagros Mountains. At Persepolis we would turn due east and trace the southern route, south of the great deserts, passing Kerman (city of the carpets) and the lesser towns of Bam and Zahedan, going on to the Baluchistan Desert and Quetta in Pakistan, passing the frontier post of Nok Kundi.

         These cities in Iran are in truth oases, so very natural points at which to build cities. In this way, Iran is much like Texas and the people have the same sense of exaggeration as the Texans: they are charming and claim that any project in Iran is the biggest and the best in the world. In terms of sightseeing, the southern route clearly offered more and we took it. Beyond Nok Kundi, Quetta, the first important town in Pakistan, was a day’s drive at which point we would turn north to Kandahar, allowing us to tour a much greater area of Afghanistan than we would have been offered by the northern route. We chose not to be armed, reasoning that if we were we might find ourselves overwhelmed by numbers and encourage rather than discourage aggression. Furthermore, unarmed we might have less trouble at border controls.

         Despite our attempts to have everything prepared well beforehand we still had a hectic eve-of-departure rush. Robin had obtained all the visas in good time. Mr Myers, manager of the West End overseas branch of the Midland Bank, had arranged currency and letters of credit. We had told Thomas Cook two months before that we wanted a ship from Colombo to Aden. They had done little about it. We had to leave the country hoping that we would be able to fix something in Colombo, where we discovered that there were in fact three P&O liners leaving Colombo for Aden within four days. We had been told there would be none at all. “Go direct to the carriers” was the rule, and we had not.

         We were constantly collecting information about the places we were to visit, and we set off with a wad of travel brochures and many notes we had taken. I was appointed letter writer, and on the last day I bought a typewriter so I could write while on the move.

         In the evening we gave our parents a farewell dinner and went to bed as soon as we could. We rose at quarter past four on 17 June 1960. Robin went to fetch the car. He walked out from our flat in Charles Street, Mayfair dressed in grey trousers and a white polo neck sweater with two cameras slung round his neck. He noticed two surly looking characters were following him. He quickened his pace, as did they, then he began to run. They caught him up and stopped him. They produced cards and said they were policemen and suspected him of stealing the cameras. They allowed him to return with them to the flat where he was much relieved to find John who could identify him. All seemed set for an eventful trip!

         We had driven down from Cambridge during the week so the starting point of our expedition had been fulfilled. We departed on a Friday, reaching Istanbul very late the following Monday night. This long weekend was all we had to enjoy of a lush, green and warm European summer that year. We had several agreeable memories of it.
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