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            ‘To appreciate “More Than Just The Climb” is to appreciate a crucial chapter in the modern history of the Cayman Islands – and Martyn Bould’s unique contribution to it.

            ‘It is a story not of a single event, but of a quiet, humble, steady force who helped shape our country’s infrastructure; whilst demonstrating how, skill, integrity and a deep sense of community can lay the foundation for lasting success.

            ‘As an integral figure in the construction industry, his influence extended far beyond the buildings he helped erect. He is, in essence, a master builder of trust.

            ‘“More Than Just The Climb” offers more than a chronicle of professional achievements. It paints a portrait of a person who is deeply committed to his adopted home. Martyn’s story is a testament to the power of a life lived with purpose. It reveals his dedication to his profession, his unwavering support for the arts and culture, and his profound belief in the potential of the Caymanian people.

            ‘The pages that follow convey a rich and detailed account of Martyn’s journey. It is a story of life lessons learned, of meticulous work, and of a commitment to the highest standards.

            ‘Martyn’s legacy is therefore etched not only in the structures that dot our landscape, but also in the principles of honesty, dedication, and Caymanian community spirit that he championed throughout his life. It is an inspiring read, reminding us that true success is measured not just by what we build, but by the character we bring to the task.

            ‘I am honoured to make this small contribution to Martyn’s book, as his Member of Parliament – but more importantly as a fan and friend.’

            Hon. Andre Ebanks MP, Premier Cayman Islands 2025

         

         
            vi‘I have read the content on which your book will be based – congratulations on a remarkable record of a remarkable life – what energy, insight, kindness and achievements! I am proud to know such a man, and to be counted in his friends.

            ‘VIVA!! Alan.’

            Alan James Scott CVO CBE, Governor of the Cayman Islands 1987–1992

         

         
            ‘From pirates to penalties and big mountains to big machines, this careful and considered autobiography spans eight decades of compassion and charity that define a remarkable individual. Martyn Bould’s insightful yet always kind writing takes the inspired reader across continents and deep into the Caribbean as it develops from a postcolonial backwater into the thriving centre of trade finance and tourism that it has become. The characters the story introduces, the at times absurd contractual problems of building in a climate of ever shifting foundations, and the cultural heritage with which the narrative is imbued make this an excellent guide to the development of the region in the second half of the 20th century. The work is of course a tribute to the author’s own authenticity and the support his remarkable “teenage” life partner has given him, but it is far more than simply a paeon of praise. The author encounters hard truths, steep climbs and the reified atmosphere of mountain ranges and the largest business deals the region has seen. It should be essential reading for all those who want to know how things came to this point and how they can be taken forward. warmly recommended with joy and delight.’

            Jonathan Dingle FRSA FSOM, Mediator, International Arbitrator

         

         
            ‘A colourful, panoramic narrative of a life well lived in the rapidly changing post war era.’

            Duncan Taylor CBE, Governor of the Cayman Islands 2010–2013

         

         
            vii‘As a young boy, I first heard of Mr Bould long before I had the privilege of meeting him. My uncle, Jimmy Powell – widely known as the “Condo King of Cayman” – often spoke of him with the greatest respect and admiration. Together, they worked on the very first condominium developments along Seven Mile Beach, projects that would set the course for the Island’s future growth. My uncle frequently described Mr Bould’s talent, integrity, and, above all, his genuine love for the Cayman Islands. When I later had the honor of meeting him myself, I immediately recognized the same qualities my uncle had spoken of so often.

            ‘Mr Bould’s contributions have been both pioneering and profound. As a quantity surveyor and developer, he helped shape Cayman’s physical landscape through developments that remain milestones in our history. Yet his impact reaches far beyond construction. In his role as Chairman of the Cayman National Cultural Foundation (CNCF), he carried Cayman’s name proudly onto the world stage, representing our Islands at major international forums while also fostering cultural preservation and creative expression at home.

            ‘His life’s work reflects a rare blend of professional vision and personal devotion. He has enriched Cayman not only through the structures he helped bring into being, but also through his steadfast commitment to our cultural identity and heritage. His memoir offers an invaluable record of that journey – a generous sharing of a life that has been intertwined with Cayman’s own story of growth and development.

            ‘While Mr Bould was not born in Cayman, it is clear to me, and to many others, that he is truly Caymanian at heart. His legacy is one of integrity, service, and inspiration – a legacy that will continue to guide and uplift generations to come.’

            Hon. Franz Manderson Cert. Hon. JP, Deputy Governor & Head of Cayman Islands Civil Service
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ix
            Foreword

         

         More Than Just The Climb chronicles the remarkable life and times of the author and his beloved wife, Vivian, as well as the colourful cast of dozens of people who have so far played a role in his journey. This memoir traces Martyn Bould’s long and eventful life from his birth in Birmingham, England, shortly after the end of WWII right up to the eve of his recent conquest of Japan’s tallest peak, Mt. Fuji, at the tender age of 80. It is the challenges, adventures, globetrotting, opportunities and the singular achievements of the years in between that make his an amazing life story. Regardless of how you define success, Martyn Bould’s life story will meet that definition. Born into a family of modest means, he qualified as a chartered quantity surveyor and at age 24, took a leap of faith that would see him working first in Jamaica, and eventually setting up shop and settling in Cayman in the early 1970s.

         Following the end of WWII in 1945, there was great agitation for independence in many of the British colonies and both Jamaica and Trinidad & Tobago declared independence in 1962. Prior to that, the Cayman Islands, which had been a dependency of Jamaica, had opted not to go with Jamaica and had been granted its own constitution in 1959, thereby becoming a crown colony in its own right, freed from the control of the Jamaican government. For the first time in its history, Cayman had its own Executive Council (Cabinet) which could make major policy decisions and promote the Islands’ growth and development. Thus, when the independence honeymoon in Jamaica started to sour and foreign exchange restrictions were introduced, Cayman was viewed as an alternative place in which to invest and develop. This was similarly the case when Bahamas gained independence in 1973 and became less welcoming to foreign investors. Cayman became the beneficiary of both of these policy decisions.

         Martyn was among that first cadre of professionals who arrived in Cayman on the cusp of the Islands’ first development boom, bringing expertise and experience that was otherwise not readily available amongst the Islands’ population. As such he was instrumental in helping lay the foundations for xCayman’s modern infrastructure, not just as a quantity surveyor, but also as entrepreneur and developer.

         For me the memoir makes fascinating reading. It describes in accurate and vivid detail the Cayman I grew up in. I was a mere schoolboy when Martyn arrived in Cayman and the book is replete with anecdotes, circumstances, places, events and people that I recall with a rush of nostalgia. In my lifetime the Islands’ population has grown from a mere 8,500 people to more than 85,000 and most people resident here now will not recognise the Cayman that Martyn writes about. It is thus a good history lesson.

         I first met Martyn in 1984 when I was an articled clerk, articled to the late Colin Charles Adams at the law firm Charles Adams & Co. After qualifying as an attorney-at-law, I also served with Martyn on the Board of the Cayman National Cultural Foundation. CNCF was and indeed remains one of Martyn’s passions and his work and involvement in the foundation feature often and prominently in the Memoir.

         Martyn loves to climb. Whether Kilimanjaro or Mt. Fuji, it’s the challenge that thrills him and drives him on. It is in meeting and surmounting the challenges that life’s lessons are well learned. I am certain he feels a kinship with the legendary mountain climber Sir Edmund Percival Hillary who along with Tenzing Norgay in 1953 became the first to reach the summit of Mt. Everest. And that he like Sir Edmund will also affirm “It is not the mountain we conquer but ourselves.”

         Hon. Sir Alden McLaughlin KCMG MBE KC JP, Attorney-at-Law, Premier Cayman Islands 2013–2021

      

   


   
      
         
1
            Introduction

         

         In the early eighteenth century Edward Teach, otherwise known as Blackbeard, set about transforming the north coast of Nassau into a den of iniquity, rife with gambling and piracy, slavery and smuggling, partying and drinking. He created a legend and, heedless of the cost to others, imposed on the Bahamas a new order which remained until suppressed by the Royal Navy in 1718.

         Some three hundred years later, a new project arose to capture the imagination of all who came to glittering Nassau’s northern shores. This was the Baha Mar resort development – a US$3.4 billion building scheme to create, if not iniquity, indisputably extraordinary venues for gambling and partying, hotels and holidays. This time, however, it was not the likes of Teach and his pirates bringing the changes, but funds from a Chinese lending institution that surpassed the World Bank in the monies it could command.

         But, like Blackbeard, they had found some troubles on the coral coast. They needed careful handling – checks and balances rather than cannon and crossbows. In 2010, the Project Monitor appointed by the Export Import Bank of China (known as China Exim) to oversee the disbursement of their enormous loan to build the Baha Mar resort was, to my delight and at times deep concern, me.

         At that time, the largest construction project in the Western Hemisphere was not going well. Some five years into construction and as mid-2015 approached, after various project delays the Baha Mar project was, at best, struggling to reach completion. Reservations had been accepted for the opening, though they were unlikely to be honoured, and the possibility of opening several floors in the high-rise towers was discussed, while construction would continue on the remaining areas.

         Moreover, acceleration costs would require additional funding. Proposals were made that included partial funding from China Exim and China Construction America (CCA), the contractor, and from the developer, Baha Mar Ltd. Accordingly, a meeting was scheduled in Beijing for the second week in June. 2

         I arrived there on the morning of 8th June, and the following day met with China Exim and Allen and Overy, their attorneys, to discuss the terms of the guarantees to cover the additional proposed borrowing.

         On 10th June 2015, we were summoned to a 9am meeting in the boardroom of China Exim bank. A vast boardroom table accommodated over thirty participants, with many additional advisors positioned in rows behind them. I was seated at the table directly across from the Bank’s President, Mr Lui. Around the table were various bank officials, Sarkis Izmirlian and his development team, as well as Tiger Wu and his contracting team. Behind me sat our site manager, Gordon Glen, and our attorney, Jerry Katz.

         The discussions were conducted either in Mandarin with translations, or in English, also translated. The meeting commenced with representatives from each department of China Exim bank affirming they were an honourable institution and had acted appropriately. These statements took some time, and I found them puzzling. Later, I was advised that the two silent individuals seated in one corner had reportedly been from the Central Government. There followed a presentation by the Baha Mar development team, explaining the causes of the delays and cost overruns, and attributing these to the contractors. They proposed that with a further injection of some US$200 million, the hotel could be completed and opened within a matter of months.

         The proposal called for a funding contribution of US$100 million from China Exim Bank, US$50 million from CCA, the contractor, and US$50 million from Baha Mar Ltd., the developer. CCA then responded, blaming the delays and cost overruns on Baha Mar, but ultimately agreeing that the additional funds would enable the development to be completed.

         At this point, the President of the Bank looked directly at me, and asked in Mandarin if this was possible, to which I replied – perhaps too softly – ‘impossible’. This was translated as ke neng, and I was surprised to see everyone smiling and thumbs-up.

         I was then asked, again, if completion was possible within the claimed period, and I said a little more forcefully, ‘not possible’, which was then translated as bu ke neng, which understandably changed the mood of the entire meeting. After further discussions, we were all asked to reconvene to explore how we might progress and develop a mutual agreement on cost, timeline to completion, and the specifics of the guarantees. We worked for several days, arriving at various proposals before I left Beijing to return to Cayman on 13th June.

         But on 29th June we were shocked by the following press release: 3

         
            29th June 2015 PR Newswire – Sarkis Izmirlian Chairman and Chief Executive Officer of Baha Mar Ltd., the developer of the Baha Mar resort announces that in order to complete construction and open Baha Mar as soon as possible, Baha Mar Ltd., and entities associated with it, are voluntarily undertaking the process of Chapter 11 under the US Bankruptcy Code.

            The Board of Directors has determined that due to the financial consequences of the repeated delays by the general contractor, and the resulting loss of revenue, the Chapter 11 process is the best path to provide the time to put in place a viable capital structure and working relationships to complete construction and successfully open Baha Mar. The voluntary Chapter 11 filing has been made in the US Bankruptcy Court for the District of Delaware. Baha Mar Ltd. will be filing an application in the Supreme Court of the Commonwealth of the Bahamas seeking approval of the US court orders.

         

         As might be imagined, there followed a flurry of telephone calls discussing how to proceed, while I pondered to myself how it was that a mere quantity surveyor from a not-so-leafy suburb of Birmingham, should end up seated at the boardroom table, offering my opinion and playing a central role in resolving the completion of such a massive project.

         Well, here is my story – written because, in retrospect, the journey so far has been hard to believe and because for years my dear wife Vivian (my eternal teenager) has been encouraging me to set down some of these stories. So, here we go.

         
            ‘We shall not cease from exploration and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place for the first time.’

            ‘Little Gidding’, T.S. Elliot, 1885–1965
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            chapter one
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            From Birmingham to Boldmere (1945–1969)

         

         
            ‘Life is either a daring adventure or nothing at all.’

            Helen Keller

         

         I was conceived during the Second World War, but had the sense to pop out when it was safe to do so – after the shooting had stopped – on 10th December 1945 in Glendower Road, Perry Bar, a suburb of Birmingham.

         My dad, Fredrick Charles Bould, was a joiner (a timber craftsman or finish carpenter) and from a Shropshire farming family. My mom, Phyllis Margaret Bould, was from a butchering family from Handsworth, another Birmingham suburb.

         One of my earliest clear recollections was moving from Glendower Road to 102 Antrobus Road, Boldmere, Sutton Coldfield, in a more ‘upmarket’ suburb of Birmingham, when I was five. Another clear recollection of this time is an ambulance ride to hospital, with the bell ringing, with what was initially thought to be meningitis. I was there for two weeks and only one parent at a time was allowed to visit, and only one visit. The primary reason for the draconian restriction was, I was told, that healing would be quicker if one was not pining for home! I did not in fact have meningitis but remember finding it difficult to walk on release after lying in bed for two weeks. One lesson I did learn from my hospital stay was to frequently and thoroughly wash my hands, particularly before eating, which has stayed with me throughout life. Thus, during the COVID pandemic in 2020, this guideline was nothing new to me.

         I attended Boldmere Primary School and joined the 1st Wylde Green Cub pack, led by Amy Hudson, and earned a number of badges, which were dutifully sewn on my uniform by my mom. I then graduated to the Scout troop and became patrol leader of the Peewit Patrol. The Scout leader was Jim Hudson, Amy’s brother, whose day job was making and delivering Vesey cordial to people’s homes. The Cub and Scout hall was in a large parcel of land behind the Hudsons’ house where we would all attend camp and make twisters – flour dough twisted over a stick and cooked over the camp fire – and sing ‘campfire’ songs. It was excellent training for a young person, and I acquired 5skills such as cooking, navigation and astronomy that have stood me in good stead during later life.

         In 1957, when I was eleven, the 9th World Scout Jamboree was held in Sutton Park over twelve days to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of Scouting. It was attended by fifty thousand Scouts from around the world and opened by the Duke of Edinburgh. My job was to deliver the Jubilee Journal – the daily newspaper. Swapping badges was an enjoyable part of the daily round and I well recall getting a badge from a dark-skinned scout from Frankley Beeches and rushing home to tell my dad that I had a prize badge from an African scout. My dad burst out laughing, and explained that Frankley Beeches was a suburb of Handsworth not far from where we lived!

         That same year I passed my 11+ examination, which meant I would go to a grammar school as opposed to a government secondary school. Bishop Vesey Grammar School, named after its founder, was established some five hundred years ago by Bishop Vesey, who served as Bishop to King Henry VIII. I found it enjoyable, and played second row forward for the school rugby team. The first time I played on a Saturday, I hadn’t realised I was required to arrive at school in uniform. Having already cycled several miles from home on my Dawes Dalesman drop handlebar bike, I was told by the sports master to ride all the way back, change into my uniform, return to the school, and then change into rugby gear to play. It was worth it in the end – we won. Much later in life, BVGS became a common bond with Alan Scott, the Governor of the Cayman Islands. He had also attended BVGS to study Latin & Greek, as Geoffrey Cross, the headmaster, was acknowledged as an authority in teaching the Classics.

         My older sister, Carole Patricia, was born six years before me, while my younger brother, Robert John, arrived nine years after I did. Carole was lively and fun-loving and enjoyed parties. She began working at the Dunlop tyre company as an electron microscopist, studying high-hysteresis rubber for racing tyres. At a Birmingham university dance she met Graeme Heldreich, a dental student; they married in 1963 and went on to have five children: Richard, Edward, Anne-Marie, Jonnie and Charlotte.

         In 1962 my time at BVGS culminated in ‘O’ levels, with passes in Maths, English Language, Latin, French, Chemistry and Science. So, at sixteen, my dad suggested I consider a career as an estate agent or general surveyor. Coming from a farming background, his reasoning was simple: in his experience, even if things went wrong with the farm, the agent always made money. As we knew little about university life or entry requirements, we turned to Graeme, who had university experience. He identified the Royal Institution of Chartered Surveyors as the best qualification to aim for, with the recommended path 6being via the University of Reading College of Estate Management. My application was duly submitted to the college, and I eagerly awaited a response indicating when I could move to London (the college was situated in St Alban’s Grove, South Kensington) and begin my university studies.

         What we did not know, and what no one told us, was that to gain entry to the college as a full-time student one needed ‘A’ levels, even though the RICS only required ‘O’ levels, which I had.

         In the interim, whilst waiting for a reply from the college, I was working at my dad’s factory in Aston, where he made furniture and fitted out shops and bars in pubs. I had done this during holidays since I had been a small boy, as in my dad’s opinion a week’s holiday leisure was enough, the balance being most productively spent gainfully employed with him. My thought had been that I would eventually take over my dad’s business, but he cautioned that I should gain a degree first to have a fallback position. This followed from his experience as the fourth of five brothers with only two farms to inherit, one being in my grandmother’s family and the other in my grandfather’s. Dad’s farming upbringing also led to a lifelong tradition on his birthday, which was in May. Everyone else’s in the family ranged from December to February, and as dad’s special day was an outlier, the family would often forget it. On such occasions dad would come down to breakfast and, missing a birthday greeting, would always exclaim, ‘Not even a new-laid egg!’ – that being, as a farmer, the least present one could expect!

         Whilst working at the factory, I decided to build a canoe. It was fourteen feet long and had plywood cross frames and ash stringers. The framework was then covered by canvas, stretched and tacked to the stringers. I was very lucky that dad employed a Welshman upholsterer called Len, who would take the dark blue metal tacks into his mouth and then one by one pick them out with a magnetic hammer and hammer them into the canvas and stringers. Perhaps understandably, Len liked his beer (who wouldn’t after having your mouth full of tacks all day!) and typically, by Monday, Len’s wages had gone and he would need a float until next Friday payday. The canvas was then painted, and on completion I named the vessel Alma after the street where my dad’s factory was located. Alma was taken for a launch ceremony to Powell’s pool in Sutton Park and we were delighted with its performance on its maiden voyage. There followed many exciting trips white water canoeing on rivers such as the Wye, particularly in the spring when the rivers surged with runoff from the winter melt.

         By this time I had missed the start of school, where I could have returned to take ‘A’ levels, so an alternative plan was needed. My dad took his lunch 7each day at one of the pubs he had fitted out, and one day he asked me to join him. Sitting at the table was a quantity surveyor who invited me to visit a building site in Perry Bar, on which he was working and where he showed me what he did. It looked interesting, and so my career path took a slight deviation. Enquiries were made about where I might learn the profession, and one Gordon Britton, a professional quantity surveyor, became the pathway to my future life. His office was in Edmund Street in Birmingham, close to Snow Hill train station. It was accessed by a narrow flight of stairs that opened into a linoleum-floored reception area and several rooms warmed by gas fires, with very sticky brown paint to imitate woodwork on the walls.

         I was advised that I would be an articled pupil and appropriate parchment papers were drawn up, these being an agreement between my dad and Mr Britton. I would be taught by Mr Britton and his staff, but with essentially no rights under the ‘Articles of Pupilage’. The office team was Norman Mills, the ‘taker off’; Roger Peyton, the ‘worker up’; Miss Dot, a part time secretary; Mr Britton, ‘the boss’ and me, ‘the pupil’.

         Norman guided me in construction details and how a logical sequence of measurement and marking up the drawings being ‘taken off’ resulted in an accurate list of quantities. These then had to be ‘billed’ and like items collected together on a large sheet of paper, which was Roger’s job. All entries were in fountain pen ink and if one made a mistake, one used a small bottle of bleach to eradicate the error on the paper, which once dry had to be rubbed with your fingernail to give a smooth surface so the corrected entry would not smudge.

         My job was to open the office in the morning, put on the tea, and light the gas fires to warm the office, and my initial task was to learn how to multiply in ‘duodecimals’, essential for ‘working up’ measurements in a process known as ‘squaring’ to arrive at quantities in square or cubed amounts.

         My pay was five pounds three shillings and sixpence per month. Despite this modest income, my dad – who always dressed impeccably for more formal occasions and had his suits custom-made by a tailor from Hector Powe who visited our home for measurements and fittings – kindly availed me of the same service, covering the cost himself. That early experience sparked a lifelong love for well-made suits and, as you will see later in this story, I would later be introduced to fine tailors in London to continue the tradition he began.

         I enrolled as a student with the Royal Institution of Chartered Surveyors and also began a five-year correspondence course through the College of Estate Management, part of the University of Reading, which did not require ‘A’ levels if you were not attending full time. To further my skills, I also attended evening classes at Matthew Bolton Technical College. This being before email, 8each completed lesson had to be mailed in and it would take a couple of weeks before the marked papers were returned by the tutor.

         After some eighteen months working at Gordon Britton, I considered I was becoming reasonably proficient and summoned up the courage to enter Mr Britton’s office to request a raise. He looked shocked, and informed me that, in fact, my pay was to be reduced due to an increase in National Insurance deductions from my base salary. More importantly, my Articles were an agreement between him and my dad and I had no right to request a salary increase directly.

         Accordingly, I asked dad to approach Mr Britton on my behalf, which he duly did. Net result? Mr Britton said I would never make a quantity surveyor, suggested I return to work full time at my dad’s factory, and wrote a letter to that effect. My mother kept that letter in a black safekeeping box for the rest of her life.

         So, I needed employment. I interviewed with one D.F.J. Henri & Partners, based in Erdington, which was much closer to our Antrobus Road home than Edmund Street, and got a job at five times my previous salary. Our offices were on the second floor above a row of shops and we often amused ourselves by throwing erasers out of the open window and then hiding, but peering to see the reaction of pedestrians on the sidewalk below as the rubber missiles bounced on the pavement before them.

         An early assignment was a dormitory block under construction by Tarmac contractors at the RAF College at Cranwell in Lincolnshire. I had a Lambretta scooter for transport because my first car at that time – a 1947 MG TC roadster that leaked oil prodigiously – was in bits being slowly reassembled by a friend. No one else in the office had a scooter, so my expenses for the journey were paid at the same rate as for a car and often exceeded my salary, which was a nice bonus. I rode the several hundred miles from Erdington to Cranwell on my scooter in all weathers. One Friday night around Christmas / New Year, I had an accident on an icy road and took a good chunk out of my knee. The resulting scar is still clearly visible. My dad had signed me up for a residential course at the College of Estate Management on the Monday following the accident, and although I was hobbling on crutches he insisted I attend the course, which required travelling by train from Birmingham to London, to avoid forfeiting the fee. The MG TC was finally reassembled and sold, and I bought a blue Austin Healey Sprite which was far more reliable, soon followed by a red Triumph Spitfire – another two-seater roadster.

         I had to wait for one year between my final Part 1 and final Part 2 exams as I had not attained the required age of twenty-one, but I fortunately passed all the RICS examinations at first attempt and was duly elected a ‘Professional 9Associate’ of the Royal Institution of Chartered Surveyors, on 7th October 1968. My proud parents and I attended the ceremony, held at the wonderful Georgian building on Parliament Square, Westminster, that houses the Royal Institution, to receive my Diploma Certificate from the President. So much for Mr Britton’s prediction that I would never make it as a quantity surveyor!

         I fondly recall my twenty-first birthday celebration, which was a black-tie dinner held at Park House in Sutton Park, and where my mother gave me Rudyard Kipling’s poem ‘If—’, which sits on the desk in my office and by which I have attempted to live my life since then:

         
            
               IF— Rudyard Kipling

            

            
               If you can keep your head when all about you

               Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,

               If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

               But make allowance for their doubting too;

               If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

               Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

               Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,

               And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

            

            
               If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;

               If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

               If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

               And treat those two impostors just the same;

               If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken

               Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

               Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

               And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:

            

            
               If you can make one heap of all your winnings

               And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

               And lose, and start again at your beginnings

               And never breathe a word about your loss;

               If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

               To serve your turn long after they are gone

               And so hold on when there is nothing in you

               Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’

            

            
               If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

               Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,10

               If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

               If all men count with you, but none too much;

               If you can fill the unforgiving minute

               With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,

               Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

               And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!

            

         

         Further career moves took me from D.F.J. Henri in Erdington to Hart Gilmore in Edgbaston and then on to Wills and Hingley in Wednesbury, both times quadrupling my salary. I secured my own office at Wills and Hingley, with a window that looked out onto a soot-stained brick wall – Wednesbury is in the heart of the so called ‘black country’, the manufacturing centre of the Midlands. As you will see, I have had so many supposedly spontaneous connections in my life, and in retrospect it is interesting that my secretary at Wills & Hingley came in one day with ‘Jimmy’ written on her hand, and when I asked who that was, she said, ‘Jimmy Cliff, of course.’

         ‘And who is he?’

         ‘A reggae star’, she replied.

         I was now fully qualified as a chartered quantity surveyor, playing rugby for the Old Veseyans, enjoying my job, driving a fancy British Racing Green TR4A sports car (the successor to the red Spitfire) and living high on the hog.

         In addition to my job, I enjoyed ventures into commerce by selling brinylon shirts and men’s cosmetics under the brand name of ‘12 Bore – for men of the right calibre’. I would take orders in the pub for collar sizes and cosmetics and then place bulk orders from the wholesale market in Birmingham. The merchandise would be distributed back at the pub at a retail price. My partner in crime in this venture, Michael Johnson, remains a lifelong friend and his daughter Hannah is my wife Vivian’s and my goddaughter. Michael and his wife Doreen eventually came to Cayman to live, but here I am getting ahead of myself.

         During a business trip to London, I was invited to a newly opened boutique Chinese restaurant – Mr Chow’s, in Knightsbridge, which was a restaurant with a difference: all the waiters were Spanish but all the cooks were Chinese. I was introduced to Michael Chow, whose passion was collecting Thunderbird cars. The décor of heart art pieces (it opened on Valentine’s Day) was attractive and the menu was excellent, with many small tapas-size Chinese dishes. To this day, more than fifty years later, the menu remains essentially the same and I’m sure that Dino, the current maître d’, gets tired of me saying I have been a regular customer for more than that long! 11

         In mid-1968, I was sitting at my desk one day, idly perusing a copy of the RICS monthly journal The Chartered Surveyor, when I noticed an advertisement for the RICS Appointments Register – a form to fill in stating one’s qualifications, experience, and where one would like to work. I thought I’d try this, just for fun, and filled it out, noting down my contact information and writing ‘the Caribbean’ as my desired work location – I have no idea why. I had not studied what the opportunities there were, whether it was safe, what the quality of life was, what the economy was like. But, I wasn’t taking this seriously anyway and I soon forgot about it.

         About three months had passed, when I received a telephone call at home. A gentlemen on the other end, Basil Cawston, said, ‘I understand you want to work in Jamaica.’

         I replied, ‘I believe you have the wrong number; I don’t know anything about working in Jamaica.’

         He responded, ‘This is the number I have on the Appointments Register in front of me, and Jamaica, in case you don’t know, is in the Caribbean – which is where the Register states you want to work. You do remember filling out the Register?’

         ‘Oh yes,’ I said. ‘I do remember.’

         ‘You don’t sound very keen – are you interested or not?’ said he.

         ‘Errrr – yes I am,’ said I.

         ‘In that case,’ said Mr Cawston, ‘are you available to attend an interview with me at the White House serviced apartments in London this Saturday at 10am?’

         ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I will be there.’

         Saturday dawned overcast, and I arose early to make sure I had ample time to drive the one hundred and twenty miles from Sutton Coldfield to London for the interview. All went well until I reached the M1 motorway, where an impenetrable fog had descended and traffic moved at a snail’s pace. It eventually cleared, but I only reached the White House apartments’ front desk at 11.30am – a full hour and a half late for my appointment. I asked the concierge for the number of Mr Cawston’s apartment, which was 5C on the fifth floor, and he directed me to the elevator.

         I stepped out on the fifth floor, located 5C and knocked on the door, getting no response. In frustration I hammered on the door, but to no avail. Dejected and annoyed, I turned away and pushed the button for the elevator to descend. The elevator arrived, the door opened, and then there was a magic moment of serendipity – I heard a sound behind me in the corridor, turned, and there in the open apartment door stood a gentleman in a terrycloth robe, looking very 12much the worse for wear, who said, ‘Were you the one banging on the door just now?’

         ‘Yes,’ I reply, ‘are you Basil Cawston?’

         ‘Yes,’ he says, ‘who the hell are you?’

         ‘I am Martyn Bould here for a 10am interview – I’m terribly sorry I’m late.’

         ‘Thank goodness you’re late. I was out very late last night, and I feel like sh—. Please go downstairs and as soon as the bar opens order two Bloody Marys. In the interim I will have a shower and get dressed, and after the Bloody Marys we will both feel better.’

         Little was I to know that my life had taken a major change of direction. Three months after the interview I was offered the job by Mr Cawston, and arrived in Jamaica on 1st March 1969.
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            chapter two

            [image: ]

            Kingston Calling (1969–1971)

         

         
            ‘Love the life you live – live the life you love.’ 

            Bob Marley

         

         Preparations began for my departure from the UK, and many questions needed answering, especially about clothing and luggage. It seemed a white dinner jacket was considered essential attire and duly acquired (I only ever wore it once!) and I bought a large trunk made of plywood with an aluminium outer covering. My dad insisted on making a tray with a series of different sized compartments for the upper level of the trunk to help organize the contents. It would be sent ahead by ship, accompanied by a set of golf clubs bought for lessons dad and I had begun some months earlier. Dad had adopted the frugal approach in case we didn’t enjoy the game and purchased a full set of irons, from which he took the even-numbered clubs and I the odd, while both of us purchased a driver and a putter.

         When I boarded the flight from Heathrow to Kingston my Jamaican work permit had not yet been granted, so the intention was for me to overnight as a tourist in Kingston and continue on to George Town, Grand Cayman – where it was easier to get a permit – to wait until such time as my Jamaican work permit came through.

         The trunk and golf clubs were duly dispatched to the Cayman Islands. The trunk was eventually transshipped back to Jamaica, but the clubs never turned up. On the bright side, the insurance settlement for their loss provided useful working capital for my new life in the Caribbean, since my only other funds were £500 from the sale of my TR4A car.

         On stepping off the plane at Palisadoes Airport in Kingston, the heat at the aircraft door almost bowled me over. I was met by the smiling face of Ivor Spry, one of the partners at BGW Cawston & Partners. He announced my work permit for Jamaica had been granted and so I would be staying in Kingston, and drove me to the Four Seasons Hotel on Ruthven Road, where I fell straight into bed for a deep sleep. 14

         Next morning, Ivor arrived to take me to the office and introduce me to the team on the second floor of the IBM building in New Kingston, up-town from the main area of Kingston on the waterfront.

         My secretary was Alison Shervington, married to the famous musician Pluto Shervington, and one of my first assignments was to work on the extension to Medical Associates Hospital, owned by the gynecologist Jimmy Burrowes. Jimmy was a Rhodes scholar and, unbeknown to me at the time, was little impressed by expatriates who came to Jamaica to seek employment. I hasten to add he subsequently became a very good friend.

         I visited the site as soon as I could, since the foundation work had started, and was looking around early one evening when I hear a tap on one of the office windows in the completed part of the hospital. A man inside beckons me over.

         ‘What are you doing nosing around my site?’ he says.

         ‘I am Martyn Bould the new quantity surveyor assigned to manage this project.’

         ‘In that case,’ says Dr Jimmy ‘come into my office,’ which I did.

         ‘What would you like to drink?’ he asks.

         I look a little uncertain as to what he is offering – maybe water?

         ‘I have Red Stripe, rum or whisky,’ says Dr Jimmy.

         Coming from England, this young QS is more used to doctors being reticent about your ailments than offering you a drink! I updated Jimmy on the work progress, had two or three Red Stripes and we had an enjoyable time chatting.

         The contractor on the Medical Associates project was L.D. ‘Jenks’ Jennings, who became a close friend until his death in 1973. Jenks was from Coventry in the UK and his wife, Brenda, always well dressed, was part of the ‘St Andrew Housewives Set’ who spent much of their time exchanging views about the difficulty of securing and managing good household staff. At that time it was considered normal in Kingston to have a nanny, a maid, and a gardener/yardman. Prior to starting his own company, Jenks had been the MD of Higgs & Hill (he affectionately nicknamed the company ‘Pigs & Swill’) an international UK contractor operating in Jamaica. He was also the representative for Frankipile, a foundation piling company, and Jenks would take great joy in the strapline he invented for them: ‘Piles for the Poor but Hemorrhoids for the h’Aristocracy.’ He was one of the world’s true characters.

         While at Higgs and Hill Jenks had built a hotel, later rebranded as the Jamaica Hilton, near Ocho Rios on Jamaica’s north coast. The quantity surveyor was one C.T.R. (Terence) Kelly, who wrote a book titled Carib Sands about his experience, which vividly described the construction process in Jamaica and 15its many challenges. Jenks gave me a copy and insisted I immediately read it in detail to prepare me for the job I was to do in this part of the world – it was one of many life lessons I was to learn.

         I have frequently described my arrival in Jamaica as ‘dying and going to heaven – the girls are beautiful and partying an art form’. For example, Saturday lunchtime drinks at Basil Cawston’s home on Millsborough Avenue in Barbican were a tradition, and generally continued into the late afternoon while the ladies went out shopping. Late one particular Saturday afternoon at Basil’s, I suddenly felt a stabbing pain in my back that quickly had me curled up on the floor in agony. The assembled group, by then all well-oiled after an afternoon of imbibing, agreed I should be taken to Dr Jimmy’s house just up the road. Jimmy took one look and sent me to Medical Associates for overnight observation. Basil drove me to the hospital where the nurse on duty admitted me with: ‘Mr Bould, please fill out this form and pee into this tray for testing.’ I’m on the bed, still doubled over in pain, so Basil fills out the form for me … and also donates the urine sample on my behalf!

         His generosity caused some consternation, because Basil was a diabetic. He had already left for the night when the worried nurse returned from testing the sample and announced I needed to be on a special diet! The nursing shift changed overnight, and the morning nurse looks at my chart – and looks at me – looks at the chart again – and at me – and says, ‘Mr Bould, there is something wrong here. Dr Burrowes admitted you last evening as Mrs Bould and about to deliver your baby!’ Fortunately, my problem was merely a kidney stone, so less life-changing, but the incident taught me a cautionary life-lesson about remaining alert when with a group of fun-loving and inebriated friends and colleagues!

         After about a week at the Four Seasons it was suggested I move to the Liguanea Club, a residential and squash, tennis & golf sports club. The institution was a remnant of Jamaica’s colonial past, which was waning and would do so more rapidly some years later when the Manley PNP administration replaced the Shearer JLP government.

         To become a resident at the Liguanea, an interview with the manager – one Colonel Figeroa – was required. I duly presented myself at his office, where I was rigorously questioned about my profession, my way of life, and, most pointedly, my morals (specifically, whether I would refrain from bringing ladies back to my room if admitted!) I must have passed inspection, because the Colonel summoned a smartly dressed young man – black shoes, pressed trousers, starched white jacket and a bow tie – and introduced him as Aston, my steward. I must have looked a little bewildered, because the Colonel rapidly 16added, ‘Aston will bring you your morning tea or coffee, your daily newspaper and see to your laundry.’ I thanked him politely, wondering at the serendipity of it all. Here I was, living a life of luxury – this very ordinary young man from the Midlands who had, just a few months earlier, been disconsolately waiting for the fifth floor lift in the White House apartments before turning around to see a hung-over Basil, clad in his terrycloth robe, demanding to know who the hell I was!

         The Liguanea was within walking distance of our office at the IBM building on Knutsford Boulevard in New Kingston. We frequently lunched there but the service was typically slow, and an initial Red Stripe usually turned into several more while we waited in the bar or on the terrace overlooking the tennis courts for our sandwich orders. Tired of the interminable waits, the Athenaeum Club was set up on Oxford Road, at the rear of a former residence that had been converted into the offices of Chalmers Gibbs, an architectural firm. The club was a ‘key’ club; discreet and unmarked. No sign announced its presence, and only those with a key could unlock the black door set into an otherwise featureless wall. Aston, my steward from the Liguanea Club, was appointed as barman, with the promise of faster, more intimate service. Members had a ‘tab’ which was paid at the end of each month, so no cash changed hands.

         The Athenaeum rejoiced in a cast of characters so colourful they could easily serve as the basis for a book of their own. I can offer only a brief vignette here, but among the key founding members were Dr Cliff Western, architect Ian Gibbs, Keith Fredricks and Basil Cawston. An initial hiccup concerned a favoured lunchtime drink: the bullshot. This concoction – vodka and beef consommé laced with Lea & Perrins sauce and black pepper – was served over ice and we could drink a surprising number with no evidence of inebriation. It was only sometime later we discovered that no one had thought to mention vodka as one of the ingredients when instructing Aston.

         A game of darts known as cricket was popular in the lounge, and we spent many hours over lunchtime and early evening drinks enjoying the competition. On occasion, wives would suspect the presence of their wayward husbands inside the club. Memorable amongst these was Kitty Cawston, who would bang on the locked black door shouting, ‘Basil I know you are in there – come out!’

         Cliff Western was a UK doctor who had come to Jamaica and married Beverly, his stunning-looking Jamaican wife. He also trained and sponsored Bunny Grant, an aspiring boxer who eventually became the Jamaican light and welterweight champion. Sadly, Cliff drank a little too much whisky, though he disciplined himself at lunchtime. He would arrive at the Athenaeum at 17noon and order a ‘doctors special’: soda water, bitters and a squeeze of lime poured over ice – a drink I continue to thoroughly enjoy. Cliff would leave the Athenaeum at 1pm to go back to his surgery and then return to the Athenaeum at 3.30pm. At parties he could be seen standing up and fast asleep!

         Other characters included Dossie Henriques and Willy Priestnell, both of whom had drivers who patiently waited whilst they enjoyed the camaraderie of the Athenaeum. Willy was driven around in a Rolls Royce of some vintage, which he always maintained was well serviced. This was checked, as the service manual recommended, by placing a thru’penny bit standing on its edge on the dashboard. If it did not fall over, the car was correctly balanced and tuned.

         Another character I met was Bobby Nunes, who enjoyed giving parties at his home in Kingston, and who would subsequently become a great friend and business associate. At one of these, while still a nervous young Englishman newly arrived in Jamaica and who had not formally been invited, I politely introduced myself to the host, ‘Thank you Mr Nunes for your hospitality.’

         To this Bobby replied, ‘What is your name?’

         ‘Martyn Bould,’ say I.

         ‘The bold Mr Bould,’ Bobby responded, ‘Let me introduce you to some chicks!’

         Bobby’s politically incorrect classification for the fairer sex at the time would, during the course of his life, become subject to further sub-classification: Baby, Grannie, etc.

         Alan Foster, a Jamaican architect, had qualified at the Architectural Association in London in 1967, married Jenny, and returned to Jamaica to work for Chalmers Gibbs. In 1969 Alan won the Governor General’s Award for Architecture for the design of the Department of Psychiatry at the University Hospital of the West Indies, and he and Jenny remain very close friends of ours. In 1970 Alan Foster joined Dennis Chalmers and Ian Gibbs, the two principals of Chalmers Gibbs, along with John Martin, whom he had met in London at the Architectural Association, to form Chalmers Gibbs Martin Foster.

         I was keen to learn as much as possible about Jamaica and purchased Exploring Jamaica – A guide for Motorists, published the year I arrived. This most useful book contained a series of routes covering the entirety of the wonderful Jamaican countryside. My white Vauxhall Viva company car, with red upholstery, subsequently travelled to more remote places in Jamaica than any car before it. One special trip I recall vividly was to Accompong in St Elizabeth, established in 1739. It is the principal Maroon village in the Cockpit Country of Jamaica, and where I was privileged to meet the Colonel of the Maroons. The Maroons were freed slaves from Africa who fought the British 18and won. The British subsequently signed a treaty granting them lands and freedom from taxation, a privilege they enjoy to this day. Bob Marley’s mother was a Maroon who lived in St Ann’s Bay on the north coast.

         The Liguanea was convenient accommodation, but one day Basil announced in the office that his daughter Jackie was dating a young pilot, Robbie Hamaty, who was renting a two-bedroom townhouse at Sutton Place on Ruthven Road in New Kingston and was looking for a flat mate. I therefore moved in, and so was blessed to become immersed in Jamaican society and culture early on. Robbie’s father, Munair Hamaty, was an attorney and also the Custos of Westmoreland. He flew a Cessna 172 from Sweet River in Westmoreland to Tinsen Pen in Kingston to conduct his daily business. The Hamaty’s house in Savanna la Mar (‘Sav la Mar’) was spacious and I was soon invited to spend weekends there, flying down from Kingston on Friday evenings and returning early on Monday mornings. Days were spent on Bluefields beach with Robbie and his brother Freddie (later to become a Jamaican senator) and Freddie’s wife Merle.

         Flying in small planes quickly got into my blood and I decided to become a pilot myself. I joined the Jamaica Flying Club, located near the end of the Palisadoes Airport (now Norman Manley International Airport) runway in October 1969. My instructor was an extremely patient and relaxed Mike Came. I attempted my first solo flight after only five hours of instruction in a Piper Cherokee 140, and I clearly remember leaving the ground, looking at Port Royal in the distance and the Palisadoes runway far below me, and asking myself what the hell I was doing up there on my own. But by the time I turned onto the final approach and had clearance to land from the tower, I had calmed down sufficiently to land and taxi back to the flying club, where a time-honoured tradition awaited me: the back was cut out of my shirt, marking a successful first solo flight! I gained my first pilot’s licence #289, dated 18th August 1970, which I still have.

         One of the students in my group was a photographer who offered one evening to pick up his girlfriend, a Bunny at the Playboy Club in Oracabessa on the North Coast and fly her back to Kingston. Tragically, he became disorientated when flying over the Blue Mountain range in a cloud and crashed. Subsequently, all students were asked to secure a night rating to add to their licence. This involved flying under instruction with all instruments covered, except for the airspeed and turn-and-bank indicators. As Mike Came took the plane up, I wore a hood that blocked any view outside the cockpit and looked at the floor. He then put the plane into a spin and said, ‘OK, now you sort this out.’ At his cue I lifted my head to see the airspeed rapidly increasing and the turn and bank indicator spinning wildly. The response: pull the nose up and 19apply the opposite tail rudder to counter the spin, level off and return to safety. Finally, I had to plan a night flight from Kingston over Air Hill to Montego Bay (‘Mobay’), land for a coffee, and fly back along the North Coast to Boscobel airfield (since renamed Ian Fleming International Airport) and then return to Palisadoes. I secured my night rating on 11th July 1972.

         Willy Priestnell had significant experience as a private pilot, so I asked him one day if he ever felt frightened or concerned when he flew. He responded, ‘Young man, on occasion I have been so frightened flying that only God and my laundry mistress knew how frightened I was!’ Instead of driving along Jamaica’s winding roads, which could take hours out of one’s work day, flying quickly became my preferred mode of transport to conduct my QS work.

         There was a drawback to the convenience of flying around Jamaica, which was that friends living ‘Country’ – i.e. away from Kingston – would ask for favours. These would usually be the quick delivery of key items they needed from the capital. One day, whilst I was working at my desk, such a request came from Patrick Marzouca, who lived in Sav la Mar in Westmoreland and whom I had met through Robbie Hamaty. Patrick said he was able to purchase a Volkswagen Variant station wagon from a Peace Corps worker at a very attractive price, but that it needed a new windscreen, and could I pick this up from the dealer in Kingston and fly it down to Frome, a sugar estate, which had a grass airstrip near where Patrick lived. I objected, saying I was busy, but after much cajoling I succumbed, collected the windscreen and flew it down to Westmoreland, where I was met by Patrick. He quickly installed it in the vehicle and said, ‘Why don’t we drive to Mobay for a night on the town, and then you can stay with me overnight and fly back to Kingston tomorrow morning?’

         This sounded like a good idea and off we drove, visited several nightclubs in Mobay, drank many different beverages (none of them non-alcoholic) and did a good deal of dancing. Then came time to drive back to Sav la Mar. We climb in, Patrick starts the car and finds that when he presses the accelerator nothing happens. We open up the engine cover in the rear of the car and discover that the cable to the accelerator had broken. ‘No problem,’ says Patrick, ‘I’ll drive and you straddle the engine and work the accelerator lever.’ The car had a stick shift, and Patrick shouted when to apply the gas and when to release so he could change gear. We drove this way over the mountains, surrounded by the evening mist – it created a surreal and slightly spooky atmosphere – to Sav la Mar, arriving at his house somewhat exhausted, but home safe. As we walked in, we were greeted by a terrifying sight for a couple of inebriated young men who had just driven through a horror-movie landscape: on the dining room 20table was a body, covered by a white sheet, which reared up on our entry! It turned out to be Patrick’s aunt, who had a back problem and was sleeping on the hard surface of the table for relief. In our state it was more like being greeted by a duppy [ghost/spirit] at that very early hour of the morning. I flew back to Kingston the next morning to start a day’s serious work.

         I was a keen rugby and squash player, and soon after getting settled began playing squash at the open air courts of the Liguanea Club. Games tended to be rather sweaty affairs, and afterwards we would sit on the club’s outside terrace and consume copious Red Stripe beers – hence our cautionary saying: ‘Mind the Red Stripe don’t get you’, referring both to the red stripe on the side of the bottle and the similar stripe down the dark blue trousers of the police uniform, and the twin perils of a hangover or driving ticket.

         I joined the Privateers Rugby Club, where I played second row along with Mervyn Cumber, who had arrived in Jamaica in 1968 to work for Barclays Bank DCO in St Ann’s Bay. He drove to Kingston in his MGB for our Saturday rugby games and, as our friendship developed, he often invited me to stay at his wonderful home in Browns Town, in the hills overlooking the North Coast. Mervyn had recently married Penny, a schoolteacher, and both have remained lifelong friends. I learned to water ski at Discovery Bay during my visits to Mervyn and Penny’s home, and we enjoyed long BBQ lunches at the Bauxite Company’s beach club. Through rugby I also met John Ambrose, a contractor, who supplied me with work producing estimates for jobs he was bidding. John had a 50 percent share in a Piper Cherokee 235, and I eventually flew the plane more often than John or David Lue, the other partner, who operated an air conditioning business.

         Mervyn’s father, Sir John Cumber, had been Administrator in Cayman from 1964 to 1968, so Mervyn had long connections with the island. He saw huge potential in Cayman, and in 1970 Mervyn and Penny left Jamaica and bought a house on Melmac Avenue in George Town, Grand Cayman. Working for Scotia Trust, they also set up a maid service: ‘Redi Maid’ and a rental company: ‘Cayman Rent a Villa’ (now ‘Cayman Villas’). The latter is now run by their daughter Juliet. Mervyn and Penny urged me to leave Jamaica too and come to Cayman to live and work. They invited me to stay with them for a week, which further whetted my appetite for these small but fascinating islands that ‘time had forgot’. Cayman then had a population of only little over ten thousand inhabitants, and everyone waved in greeting as you passed on the road.

         Also, what I was learning about Cayman and Caymanian society led me to believe that a key to Cayman’s future success lay in its unique historical background, which set its people apart from those of other Caribbean islands. 21

         The settlement of the Caribbean began with the Arawaks, a people who migrated north from the Amazon basin. They brought agriculture to the region and established the earliest communities. Later, they were followed by the Caribs, a more aggressive and warlike people, who would have likely been the inhabitants encountered by Columbus when he arrived searching for gold and a new route to India. Gold eventually was discovered in South America and the Caribbean became a centre for piracy, targeting the ships carrying gold and other treasure back to Europe.

         By the 17th century, the growing demand for tea and coffee in Europe coincided with the expansion of sugar plantations in the Caribbean. This gave rise to the transatlantic slave trade to provide the labour needed to harvest and process the sugar cane. After the abolition of slavery, indentured labourers were brought in to maintain sugar production. This in turn led to the rise of labour unions and, eventually, independence movements, with the initial governments often led by former union leaders.

         Cayman, however, followed a very different path. Although slavery existed – in fact, at one point there were more slaves than freemen in Cayman – the islands never supported large plantations. Instead, Caymanian men made their living at sea, initially hunting turtles, then subsequently working as merchant seamen. They were often away for six months or more and, in their absence, a matriarchal society developed at home, with women managing the house-holds and making thatch rope to supplement family incomes. Homes were built gradually, on a piecemeal basis, funded by earnings from the men’s work at sea; construction would begin, pause when money ran out, and resume after another voyage. Mortgages were unheard of – Cayman’s first bank, Barclays, didn’t open until 1953.

         This self-reliance, combined with the men’s exposure to different countries and cultures, shaped a kind of Caymanian very different to many of their Caribbean neighbours – pragmatic, independent, and aware of the wider world.

         But against this tapestry of paradise, what was really happening in the Caribbean – particularly in Jamaica? After gaining independence from Britain in 1962, many Jamaicans hoped for a brighter future free from the island’s colonial past. However, the JLP ruling party failed to deliver, and the music scene began to reflect the people’s frustrations. The position is well described in John Masouri’s excellent book Wailing Blues – the Story of Bob Marley’s Wailers. It describes the rise in Rastafarianism, especially following Emperor Hailie Selassie I’s visit to Jamaica on 21st April 1966, when he arrived at Palisadoes Airport to a tumultuous welcome by over one hundred thousand Rastas. 22

         I have written a lot about the social side of life in Jamaica, but the truth is, while we certainly enjoyed ourselves, we worked very hard. BGW Cawston and Partners had set up a joint venture company with Wakeman Trower and Partners, a global QS practice headquartered in London. The new company was called Wakeman Trower, Cawston and Partners (WTC&P) and based in the Cayman Islands. WTC&P’s Cayman attorney was Bruce Campbell and the local Partner / corporate secretary was Paul Harris of Pannell Fitzpatrick. Paul had arrived in Cayman in 1967 and was the first chartered accountant to reside here. David Martin was another Pannell Fitzpatrick partner residing in Jamaica.

         Essentially, pre-contract work was done in London by the Wakeman Trower entity, and post-contract work on the ground was done by BGW Cawston & Partners in the Caribbean. The fee billing entity was Wakeman Trower Cawston & Partners in Cayman. Expenses were paid for work done by London and Jamaica and the balance remained in Cayman tax free. At this time there were no restrictions on the movement of monies between Cayman and London and Jamaica. This was to change dramatically in 1972–73.

         During my first visit to Cayman, in 1969, I had been handed a small white booklet extolling the tax benefits of setting up companies and trusts in the Cayman Islands. It had been written by William (Bill) S. Walker, a visionary Guyanese barrister, and Marshall Langer, a US tax attorney. The booklet was commissioned by Jean Doucet, a Montreal banker who had learned of Cayman through Marshall Langer. Subsequently twenty thousand copies were mailed to potential investors around the world.

         Bill Walker had been born in Guyana and discovered Cayman on a holiday visit while still working with Ramon Alberga in Jamaica. In January 1964 he decided to set up a Cayman office in the Rembro building. By 1968 he had been joined by Bruce Campbell, who only stayed with him briefly before joining Jim Bodden, a realtor, land developer and Cayman politician. In 1970 he set up his own practice, Bruce D. Campbell & Co. Today Walkers employs over a thousand staff in ten offices, and Campbells employs one hundred and fifty staff in three offices. Bill’s wife, Janet, is an excellent artist whose depictions of typical Caymanian scenes helped lay the foundation for the appreciation and artistic representation of our culture. Many years later, her work, along with that of several others, provided the impetus for the formation of the National Gallery.

         Doucet moved to Cayman in 1968 and formed the International Corp of the Cayman Islands – later known as Interbank. In 1970 he established Sterling Bank & Trust, which became the first bank to use a computerised system for 23managing accounts. In a sign of the times, female staff members were encouraged to wear hot pants, mini-skirts and knee-high boots to work!

         Cayman was in many ways lucky, as key events happened in the right order – another factor contributing to Cayman’s success: Marco Giglioli arrived to commence work on eradicating the mosquitos; Cable and Wireless came with a reliable overseas phone system in 1966; the British Government built the jet runway and then, in 1968, the Pindling Government in the Bahamas took full control of power and began moves towards independence and the revocation of expatriate work permits of those working in the offshore centre there, which resulted in some lawyers and accountants deciding to move to Cayman.

         Following the introduction of the Banks and Trust Companies Law in 1966 and the Trust Law in 1967, more and more attorneys and accountants were making their base in Cayman. For example, Jim Macdonald, a colourful Canadian attorney already based here as a law agent (and who intelligently registered the name ‘McDonalds’ in Cayman) hired one John Maples in early 1969 to form Macdonald & Maples. Douglas Calder, a friend of Mervyn’s, joined the company that same year. It is interesting to note that today the Maples Group comprises three thousand staff in sixteen offices around the world.

         To jump forward briefly: by July 1974 Doucet was successful enough to host one thousand guests at the Holiday Inn to celebrate the launch of Cayman Mortgage Bank, which was offering home loans to Caymanians. But, on 16th September 1974, Doucet’s $50m empire collapsed because of liquidity problems. Doucet had left on a private jet three days earlier, bound for Monaco.

         Back to my own employment; WTC&P secured work building the Pegasus Hotel in Kingston and the Frigate Bay Infrastructure project in St Kitts, which involved building a road connecting Basseterre to the beaches of Frigate Bay to the south, a beach club to seed the beginning of development in this area, and a golf course some time in the future.

         So, who to send to St Kitts to process the monthly payment certificates for contractor Higgs & Hill and liaise with architects/ engineers Covell Mathews? How about Martyn Bould, a single young man keen on travel? I first arrived at Golden Rock airport in St Kitts in October 1969 and stayed at the Ocean Terrace Inn overlooking the curve of the Caribbean Sea. It was owned by Colin Pereira, the local Phillips Electrical dealer and political activist, and each room had the best and latest tape and radio players.

         The Kingston to St Kitts route via commercial airline offered some interesting variations, such as Kingston to St Kitts via Haiti or Santo Domingo. I took full advantage of these. On my first trip to Haiti I stayed at the extraordinary gingerbread palace known as the Grand Hotel Oloffson, named after a Swedish 24sea captain and the setting for Graeme Greene’s 1966 novel The Comedians. A film of the book had also been shot there. At this time, Papa Doc Duvalier was ruling Haiti with an iron rod and using the threat of the infamous Tonton Macoute to suppress any political opposition. The visit sparked a fascination with this exotic but sad country that has remained with me since, and through many visits.

         Following the above trip, on Boxing Day 1969, I was asked to fly to St Lucia to look at a hotel site at La Toc, leaving Jamaica on 27th December and arriving in Castries in St Lucia on the 28th. Trying to find detailed information on construction and development during the Christmas break anywhere in the world is not easy, but on a Caribbean island it is nigh-on impossible. Be that as it may, my report was well received by the would-be English developers.

         By this time, I had once again moved my residence in Kingston from Robbie’s apartment in Ruthven Road to one half of a duplex in 19B Waterloo Avenue. I built a wonderful barbecue in the front, using the bricks from the construction site at Medical Associates. These bricks told a story, as they would have come to Jamaica as ballast in sailing ships outward bound from English and Scottish ports. The duplex was owned by one Dr H.D. Collins who had been the Medical Officer of Health in the Cayman Islands for a number of years.

         Because I had flown to St Lucia right after Christmas, I had accumulated many bottles of Christmas booze in unopened presentation boxes. So, on my return home, I thought, ‘Now I’ll enjoy a nice rum and coke!’ But as I lifted the gift box of a fine aged bottle of Appleton Estate it almost flew from the top of the cabinet – the gift box was there, but no bottle inside it! All the other gift boxes were the same. In my absence I’d been robbed, the thief cleverly leaving the boxes in place to cover his tracks.

         Not long after my arrival, I had been introduced to an attractive blonde lady whose family had deep roots in Jamaican society. We began dating and I met many interesting people through her, including her uncle, who was Jim Paterson, the Custos of Portland on the north coast. She worked for Lufthansa as a travel agent and her job had its perks, which eventually led us to travel to Trinidad for Carnival, arriving on Sunday, 8th February 1970. Early Monday morning, at 4.30am, we arose, dressed in all-white cotton outfits and joined one of the groups for ‘J’ouvert’. We chipped down the streets to Independence Square, surrounded by oil-covered ‘mudders’ attempting to brush up against us, all while following a loud band – and, yes, sipping rum at 5am! The celebration continued non-stop until midnight on Tuesday and included the colourful bands of Pretty Mas, many thousand strong, working their way across the Savannah in Port of Spain. 25

         What a wonderful assemblage of people of every race and colour, all enjoying themselves! But this carefree atmosphere was to change dramatically with the growing Black Power movement, as on 6th April 1970 a protestor was shot by police. Prime Minister Eric Williams declared a state of emergency on 21st April 1970, at which both the Trinidad Defence Force and the Coast Guard mutinied and took hostages.

         I have always struggled to understand prejudice of any kind, but particularly that relating to race. Hailie Selassie I encapsulated the issue magically in October 1963 during a speech to the United Nations in New York:

         
            … on the question of racial discrimination, the Addis Ababa Conference taught to those who will learn this further lesson that until the philosophy which holds one race superior and another inferior is finally and permanently discredited and abandoned, that until there are no longer first-class and second-class citizens of any nation, that until the colour of a man’s skin is of no more significance than the colour of his eyes, that until the basic human rights are equally guaranteed to all without regard to race, that until that day, the dream of lasting peace and world citizenship and the rule of international morality will remain but a fleeting illusion, to be pursued but never obtained.

         

         In later years I would spend a lot of time working in Trinidad for both public and private clients, and this early introduction taught me a lesson about the background to its culture.

         I toured South America after Carnival in Trinidad, though I’m not sure how I pulled off permission to do this after working at Cawston for less than one year. I arrived in Caracas, Venezuela, on Friday 14th February, then went on to Quito, Ecuador; La Paz in Bolivia; Buenos Aires, Argentina; Rio di Janeiro and Brasilia in Brazil; back to Venezuela, then Curaçao in the Dutch Antilles. I arrived back in Jamaica on 6th March after a month away from work!

         Toward the end of March 1970, I was asked to go to Cayman, where WTC&P had secured an assignment to prepare renovation/expansion estimates for the Beach Club Colony. I was delighted, and proudly shared the news with my many friends and colleagues in Jamaica – many of whom joked that Cayman was where they sent people who had done something wrong. I asked why and received the response that there were only ten thousand people there, and that the mosquitoes would carry you away!

         The club’s owners were John Hatch (who had a profound knowledge of naval history) and his wife Andy. Their four children were called Chi Chi, Bug, Bird and Quatro, and Blue was a huge dog that always lay across the door as 26one tried to enter the office. It was a truly fascinating establishment with a very popular bar. Mosquitos were indeed very bad – at cocktail hour one had to run from the car to get inside relatively unbitten. Chi Chi was married to David Foster, who had the bar concession. David was so generous that his bar tab generally exceeded anyone else’s, to the point that he needed to rent out his car to cover his monthly tab. Fortuitously, this led to the founding of CICO Rent-a-Car, which eventually grew to the point that David asked his brother Steve to relocate from Jamaica to run it.

         As I’ve mentioned, Cable and Wireless provided telephone service to the island, and international calls were connected through their exchange by an operator called Christine. As part of our company was in the UK I had many international calls, and so got to know Christine quite well. If a call came in after working hours, Christine – bless her – would patch it through to the bar at Beach Club!

         Regulars at the Beach Club included David Penaydo and Horace Duquesnay, whose party trick was to bet a round of drinks if he could eat a champagne glass – which he did! Others included the architect Pat Quinn; ex-commissioner of police Sandys Sherwood, who always wore a cravat, and Jamaican barrister Karl Brandon, whose party piece was reciting, in a wonderful booming voice, ‘Invictus’ by the Victorian poet William Henley, which concluded

         
            
               It matters not how strait the gate,

               How charged with punishments the scroll,

               I am the master of my fate,

               I am the captain of my soul

            

         

         Perhaps it was these words that gave Karl the temerity to run in the George Town constituency during the 1968 Cayman elections, but he soon realised that Caymanians would not readily accept someone they viewed as a foreigner to be among their leaders.

         The Cable & Wireless field team were led by Stan Green, who at a suitable point in the day’s work would declare, ‘Enough work for a day! We will repair to the Beach Club bar.’ I have it on good authority that the reason Heineken beers are called ‘Greenies’ in Cayman is not because of the bottles’ colour, but in deference to Stan Green’s copious consumption thereof!

         Ken Spraggon, a tall and very thin bookkeeper, was another champion Heineken drinker. He was practically a chain smoker, with an animated way of talking with lit cigarette in hand, with which he would regularly, albeit accidentally, burn holes in other drinkers’ clothing. This became such a regular occurrence that it achieved its own name – ‘getting spragged’! Occasionally the 27Heineken supply would run short, brought on by high demand and shipping delays. However, Ken, resourceful as ever, always stockpiled many cases in the empty cistern of the duplex where he lived on South Church Street, so that became the place to stop when all other sources of supply failed.

         In early May 1970 I visited St Kitts to prepare the contractors certificate for payment for the Frigate Bay project. I travelled via San Juan, Martinique, Dominica and Antigua, again taking advantage of the Caribbean islands’ proximity to each other to discover more about each country’s cultural and topographic differences.

         My next Cayman visit was in late May, when I was accompanied by Blair Kay, one of WTC&P’s partners, and Peter Moulton, another quantity surveyor, who had joined WTC&P in Jamaica earlier that month. He was to remain in Cayman to run the new office there. We searched for suitable office space, and were offered one to share with an engineering firm – Wallace Evans & Partners, whose representative was Brian Clarke – and architectural firm, Chalmers Gibbs Martin Foster Partnership (CGMFP), represented by Rod Clarke. The office was in a pink wattle and daub cottage next to the Lobster Pot restaurant, with a charming view of the ocean.

         The Lobster Pot was run by Pat and Spencer Barnes, and a favourite game at the bar was liar’s dice, which Spencer greatly enjoyed but played rather badly. As bets were normally for a round of drinks or even the amount of your bar tab (which Pat rendered monthly) the Pot’s financial security could become precarious. Most conveniently, Saturday morning hangovers could be cured by personal delivery of an ice-cold Heineken from the Pot to the office.

         We remained there until the end of 1970, when, after a visit from Colin Davis, one of WTC&P’s London partners, it was decided that relocating to a newly completed four-story modern building (which qualified as a sky scraper in those days) would project a ‘more professional image’. The building, recently completed by Jimmy Powell of Ranja Construction fame, also housed the Royal Bank of Canada. Whether the move was truly about a professional appearance, or a subtle attempt to wean us away from the delights of the Lobster Pot, we will never know!

         At this time a developer called Freddie Mann had purchased a parcel of land on Seven Mile Beach on which to develop Caribartel Cayman. Purchasing an apartment there would entitle the buyer to access similar blocks of apartments in other locations. For example, if you bought apartment 122 in Caribartel Cayman, the same key would open a matching unit in a similar development Freddie Mann was developing in Antigua. It was an early concept that in some ways anticipated the modern idea of timeshare ownership. At the centre of the 28site he developed a clubhouse with a swimming pool and a BBQ area, run by Rudi Czeranka, which was very popular on Sundays. The development eventually changed its name to Harbour Heights.

         In addition to my professional life, I have always been interested in development. Concerns about the security and safety situation in Jamaica had prompted the development of townhouses, which allowed for the integration of protective features. Many such projects were under construction at this time. The Athenaeum had an investment club, which enabled members to invest on the Jamaican stock market. I suggested to the club that they should consider investing in a townhouse development in Cayman, and Basil thought this an excellent idea.

         We looked for a suitable parcel of land, and in June 1970 Paul Harris identified Portuguese Point as a likely area. He wrote with details and mentioned that John Maples was a good friend and had lots for sale at J$4,600 for 10,801 sq ft, and that beachfront lots in South Sound were selling for US$25,000.

         Finally, in November 1970, realtor Jim Bodden wrote to inform us that a decision would be needed by 1st December regarding the purchase of land on Walkers Road. The property – half of a four-acre parcel – was being offered by Dr Freddie Mann (also behind Caribartel), but through a company called Foreign Portfolio Investment (FPI) (West Indies). The price was US$15,000, equivalent to J$12,525 at an exchange rate of .835, with a 10 per cent deposit and half stamp duty set at 71/2 per cent. On 20th December 1970, an agreement was signed for the purchase of the southern 2.1 acres of land with 162 feet of road frontage. The agreement was subject to legal opinion on title, as property in those days was unregistered and held under common law title. It was also contingent upon receiving planning approval for twenty-four one- and two-bedroom apartments. As mortgage funds were limited at the time, an alternative development concept was also considered: sub-dividing the property into five separate lots. During the same month, CGMFP sought planning approval from Willie Hamilton, Government Town Planning Officer, for a project to be called Cayman Court.

         On 4th March 1971, Cayman Court Limited was incorporated with intention of starting construction in 1972. The land was conveyed to Cayman Court Limited on 12th May 1971, and a new Trade & Business Licence and Local Companies Control Law licence was granted on 27th March 1972.

         As there was no Strata Titles (Condominium) Law in place at the time (it was not introduced until 1973) Cayman Court Owners Association Limited (CCOA) was established. The land was then leased by Cayman Court Owners Association Limited for a term of 999 years 29

         Funds for the purchase were advanced by Basil Cawston, Michael Carter and Michael Blake, who contributed J$8,806.00 (75 per cent) on behalf of the Athenaeum Investment Club, and Martyn Bould, who contributed J$2,935.24 (25 per cent). A deposit of J$1,250 had already been paid. And so, at the age of twenty-six, Martyn Bould became Cayman’s youngest property developer – featured in London’s Investors Chronicle and the publication Personalities Caribbean, amongst some significant Cayman personalities!

         Now that we had secured the land, Cayman Court needed a logo and a sign to announce the development. Ed Oliver, an artist, had a shop on the George Town waterfront called Cayman Art Ventures. He sold postcards and art supplies, gave lessons in watercolour painting, and was also a graphic designer. We used the logo he designed on our site sign and promotional marketing materials. We also had sales interest from Jamaica through the Athenaeum Club, and by October 1971 had already sold two town houses at J$29,000 each.

         Next came planning approval. One rather bizarre requirement was we drop two of the twenty town homes from the layout in the middle of the two front blocks because ‘it looked better’. Because the blocks stepped back at each junction with the next house, the only position from which one could see the ‘missing’ house was directly in front of it. Naturally, we complied with the request in order to get underway on the project’s first phase of six houses.

         A construction contract was negotiated with West Bay Contractors Ltd., owned by Dalmain (‘DD’) Ebanks and Ed Dowsey. Dalmain was not only a builder, but a singer, politician and boxer, and trained many young people over the years. His son Gary was a talented musician and at lunch break would play saxophone at the site. What a rich tapestry! Construction was soon underway. Progress was rather slow but we eventually completed the first phase early in 1973.

         In 1970, I flew solo in John Ambrose’s Cherokee 235 to Cayman. These journeys were always an adventure – not only in their own right, but because of the preparations involved. The plane was kept at Tinsen Pen, Kingston’s commuter airfield, and the evening before the flight we would gas up both main tanks and the tip tanks. Arising early, our plan would be to drive to Tinsen Pen, then fly to Palisadoes to clear with immigration and customs and obtain the winds aloft forecast to calculate and file our flight plan. However, we often found the gas would have been siphoned out of the plane’s tank overnight, which meant we’d have to find someone to refill it – not easy in the early morning! Once at Palisadoes, there would often be no one to clear us through immigration and customs, or in the tower with whom we could file our flight plan, so we had to wait until the staff arrived. 30

         In addition, Rudi Czeranka, who was now working at the Lobster Pot, would occasionally ask us to pick up some sausages made by Charles Hernod, the German owner of the Green Gables pub in Kingston. The first time we expected maybe a shopping bag full, but instead were given literally a crate of them, which we then had to strap into the rear seat of the plane. Its weight, added to the full fuel load and safety equipment, and would cause the stall warning device to sound alarmingly as we struggled to get airborne.

         As WTC&P’s business in Cayman grew, we purchased a Vauxhall Vega as the company car from Yorke Kirkconnell at Kirk Motors. I would frequently meet Yorke in the Jonkanoo Lounge at the Sheraton Hotel in New Kingston when he visited Jamaica. This was a very popular spot, with live music played by a trio led by Dennis Sindry, an Australian-born singer, songwriter and composer. One evening I joined Yorke for a drink there, and sitting at the other side of the ‘U’ shaped bar was a stunning-looking brown-skinned girl. Yorke knew her, introduced us, a romance flourished, and I moved into her apartment at Worthington Court.

         Initially, all was smooth sailing. But, despite her beauty, the lady turned out to be extremely jealous. This manifested itself over an innocent misunderstanding. It was my birthday, and I was heading to Ocho Rios to carry out a payment inspection. I told her I would fly from Tinsen Pen airstrip, which meant turning left when leaving the car park of the apartment. However, on walking out the door, I remembered I had left some documents I would need in the office. This required turning right instead, leading her to believe I was going somewhere else, maybe to meet some fictitious lady. I thought nothing of it, carried out the inspection, flew back to Kingston, and on the way home stopped for a drink at the Athenaeum Club. Big mistake. I arrived home about two hours later than expected, to be greeted by the sight of all my clothes, cut to pieces, with a birthday cake sitting on top.

         Needless to say, I moved my Jamaican abode again, this time to a house on Wireless Station Road, high in the Blue Mountain foothills in Old Stony Hill. I shared the accommodation with Rex Howieson, a gregarious salesman and squash player, affectionately known as ‘sexy Rexy’. In the mornings the clouds would blow in through the windows and it was wonderfully cool and fresh. We had a fabulous maid called Ruby, who had the great knack of cooking meals for us that still tasted just-cooked and delicious when we got home in the evening.

         Architect Bill Bissell and his wife Edna arrived in Cayman in 1971 to run the Cayman branch of the Onions Bouchard & McCulloch (OBM) architectural practice, headquartered in Bermuda and also active in the Turks & Caicos Islands. We soon formed a strong professional bond and friendship. 31Bill and Edna moved to an apartment on the top floor of Merren’s Apartments on South Church Street, and when in Cayman I would frequently stop by for a drink on the way home. John McCulloch, a Canadian, had lived in Bermuda for a number of years, and I once asked him where he stayed when he was visiting London. He introduced me to Jo Butcher, who managed lettings of central London homes for residents who also had country residences. I believe that under the terms of their leases subletting was not permitted, but for cash payment this was ignored. The homes were magnificent, with all the accoutrements such as cut glass and silver left in place. Thanks to this introduction we stayed at many fine homes in the centre of London over the years.

         Work was increasing in Cayman and I was busy on a number of projects in Jamaica, so in 1971 I travelled frequently between the two islands. Around this time I was introduced to Charles Adams, a banker and attorney who became a lifelong professional associate and friend.

         Charles had joined the Bank of Nova Scotia in Toronto in 1961 and was posted to Jamaica to establish BNS Trust Jamaica Ltd. in Kingston. Interestingly, during his time there he met Bill Walker – then working with Ramon Alberga in Jamaica – and encouraged him to come to Cayman and set up practice. In May 1964, Charles made his first visit to Cayman, where he met with Administrator John Cumber, who encouraged Charles to set up a trust company. In October 1965, Charles established the Bank of Nova Scotia Trust Cayman Ltd., in company with John Collins, who would go on to run the Trust Company. It took Charles a year to get permission for this from head office in Toronto, on the understanding that if the Trust Company survived for a year the retail bank would follow. Charles had wanted to move to Cayman at that time, but head office insisted he remain in Kingston, which he did until his resignation in 1968.

         While at BNS Trust, in 1962, Charles met Peter Anninos who was seeking investments in Jamaica. Peter was later instrumental in uniting the unlikely coinvestors – Crown Agents and the Chicago Bank Continental of Illinois – to form Crown Continental Merchant Bank Jamaica Ltd. in 1966, which acquired many properties in Jamaica. Simultaneously, the same coinvestors established Caribbean Bank (Cayman). Architect Jerry Sibley designed Crown Continental’s award-winning headquarters in Jamaica on Duke Street, and it was here that I met Charles in 1971. Charles had his law practice on one floor, while the bank occupied another. I was invited to lunch in the magnificent boardroom occupying the top floor, where the white carpet was kept pristine under dust sheets except during meetings and on special occasions.

         I was also the quantity surveyor on the Turtle Towers Condominium being built by McAlpine in Ocho Rios. I would fly into Boscobel airport, take a taxi to 32the site and then climb four twelve-story towers on foot to inspect the progress on each apartment. This was good exercise. and I would be reward myself with a lunch of green pasta with a magnificent meat sauce served at the stunning Sans Souci resort, before flying back to Tinsen Pen.

         Charles asked me to look at many of the Crown Continental properties including Carib Ocho Rios’s, Sunset House in Montego Bay, and Silver Sands, and being able to fly made reviewing these projects much more efficient than driving. The architect for many of these Jamaican properties was Jim Mitchell, an American. He eventually came to Cayman to work on projects that included Charles’s house, known as ‘The Roost’, in Frank Sound, Grand Cayman, on which I was the quantity surveyor.

         When in Cayman I shared a house on Seven Mile Beach with Bruce Campbell. The house was owned by a Mr and Mrs Cox, had two master suites facing the ocean and a superbly equipped kitchen. Mrs Cox was one of three sisters who all persuaded their husbands to build houses in a beachfront complex. The other two sisters were Mrs Grimmer and Mrs Miller – the latter was married to Mitch Miller, the famous band leader of the ‘Sing along with Mitch’ US TV series. Mitch was always very relaxed when in Cayman and walked around the beachfront compound in his ‘Y’ fronts.

         The compound’s guest cottage was occupied by Reid Dennis and Rita Turen. Rita was the daughter of Mae and Teppo Turen from Finland, who wrote of their adventures escaping from Finland with seven other people in a book called The Tuntsa. After World War II, the Soviets did not permit the Finns to leave their economically devastated country. The Turens and their companions set out for the United States in an old 30-foot fishing boat converted into a ketch rig sailboat. They made it past all obstacles, despite being completely inexperienced sailors except for their colourful, alcoholic navigator. Teppo and Mae came to Cayman, where Teppo became a land developer. He dredged the Palm Heights canal and developed the Portuguese Point subdivision south of George Town.

         In 1971 I was invited by WTC&P to become a partner in the practice, perhaps as the reward for having travelled so much to assist in building the practice both in Cayman and regionally. I was, of course, absolutely delighted!

         Christmas 1971 saw my first visit back to the UK since leaving for the Caribbean. I visited my old haunts to see my friends, who said, ‘We haven’t seen you for a while.’ I replied that I’d been in the Caribbean for three years! I started to relate stories of my adventures and the places I had visited, and it was a bit like a tennis match: ‘I have been to Ecuador’ – ‘Well we were in Benidorm’, and so on. I soon learnt that it was best to keep fairly subdued about what you had been doing, otherwise the listeners’ eyes glazed over!
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            chapter three
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            Planes, Projects and Paradise (1972–1981)

         

         1972

         
            ‘Life is a succession of lessons which must be lived to be understood.’

            Ralph Waldo Emerson

         

         In 1972, planning and construction began on the Bank of Nova Scotia Building on Cardinall Avenue in Georgetown, on the former site of Panton’s gas station. In a major coup for the practice, WTC&P were appointed as quantity surveyors, working alongside Empire Realty’s Toronto-based architects and Hadsphaltic, the contractors. Although by now I was spending more time in Cayman than Jamaica, I renewed my Jamaican work permit for a further three years, because I still had a lot of work there.

         In Jamaica, major changes occurred when in March 1972 Michael Manley stormed to victory in the polls. During his popular rallies the PNP leader – like an Old Testament figure of Joshua – had promised much-needed social reforms while waving his ebony and ivory ‘Rod of Correction’, reputedly given him by Emperor Haile Selassie I during his 1966 visit. Manley had enlisted the assistance of increasingly popular Rastafarian Reggae stars as he turned the tide from JLP to PNP, using songs such as Bunny Livingston’s Better Must Come and the tracks from the art house hit film The Harder They Come, directed by Perry Hensell and starring Jimmy Cliff – incidentally also the first English-language film with subtitles translating the Jamaican patois! Rastas typically were apolitical, but Manley’s popularity with them had been enhanced by a government report that recommended the decriminalisation of ganja, their sacred herb.

         That year I met Dave and Noreen Twiss. Dave was a land planner with Shankland Cox, who were preparing extensive planning studies of various sites in Jamaica, including the rugged Hellshire Hills, where Dave’s associate, Steve Mendes (film director and Sam Mendes’s uncle), had once been lost for a couple of days. The coastguard had to be sent out to find him. As it happened, they had been walking in circles, because the local guide had been holding his 34machete next to the compass, throwing off the readings the entire time! The Twisses lived at #12 Kingsway Town Homes in New Kingston, halfway along the road between downtown Kingston and the St Andrew foothills. Unfortunately for them, this meant their home was a natural stopping point because Jamaica, then and today, has an informal culture – you don’t have to be invited to visit, people just stop by. And so it was for Noreen, with the patience of Job, whose home was pretty much invaded every night by a group of homeward-bound business people. Dave added a room at the end of the garden, which they were kind enough to let me use on my many visits to Kingston.

         1972 also saw the founding of Design Collaborative, by Dave Twiss in partnership with Evan Williams, Steve Mendes and Patrick Stanigar. Evan had worked with McMorris Sibley Robinson, another esteemed architectural practice, but his outside commercial interests became a little too much for partner Jerry Sibley and so they parted ways. Alan Foster also joined Design Collaborative a few years later. As a practice, Design Collaborative would become prolific and their designs would sweep the prestigious Governor General’s Awards. Projects like the National Cultural Training Centre, McIntyre Lands Development and Ward Theatre were but a few of their outstanding projects between 1975 to 1978.

         Tourism was on the increase in Cayman. In August 1972, the first internationally branded hotel opened there: Holiday Inn, developed by Herbo Humphreys, whose cousin and part-owner Anderson (Andy) would play a big part in producing Cayman’s full-length feature film: The Cayman Triangle, completed in 1977.

         Basil Cawston’s eldest daughter Sandra had met and married an architect, Arek Joseph, who arrived in Jamaica in July 1972 to work for Chalmers Gibbs. However, he encountered difficulties obtaining a work permit for Jamaica, and was asked to work from Cayman during the week, where obtaining a permit was no problem. Arek would return to Jamaica on weekends, and Basil asked me to assist him in any way I could, which I was delighted to do.

         Arek’s weekly flights lasted until September that year, when he decided his future lay in Cayman and moved there with Sandra and their young son Nick. Arek had identified a promising duplex located on Melody Lane close to the airport, built and owned by David Arch. In November he wrote to David offering to purchase it for $38,000 with a deposit of $2,000, on the condition he could obtain a mortgage. Ralph Coatsworth, a realtor and valuer, provided a valuation of $40,000. Arek asked me if I would purchase half the duplex, which I did. It was not easy to secure mortgage funding, but John Morgan of Royal Bank & Trust provided a loan of $12,500 over ten years at 10 per cent interest 35with a monthly payment of $167. Unbeknownst to me at the time, the funds I borrowed had been invested by a certain Phil Lustig, who later became a very good friend and neighbour.

         So now I had my own home in Cayman, where I lived until 1978!

         1973

         
            ‘Creativity is intelligence having fun.’ 

            Albert Einstein

         

         By February 1973, five units in Cayman Court had been sold, all purchased by Jamaicans. Many were looking for a safe haven for investments as they became increasingly concerned about the new politics in their homeland.

         That same month I joined a group of architects and quantity surveyors who regularly met at the Galleon Beach Hotel to discuss matters of joint professional interest. The group was called the Cayman Society of Architects, Surveyors and Engineers (CASE). It was headed by Jack O’Connell, who worked for Rutowski Bradford and Partners, architects and engineers based in Kingston. I was to become President a few years later and was named an Honorary Fellow in June of 2012.

         Although I frequently flew myself between Cayman and Jamaica, I also flew commercially with Cayman Airways or British West Indian Airways (BWIA). Cayman Airway’s DC3 would occasionally stop in Cayman Brac (‘the Brac’) where Harriet Lott, Olice Yates and Isabell Thompson, the three flight attendants, would leave the passengers on board and drive to the Buccaneers Inn to fetch fresh ice to cool drinks during the remainder of the flight to Grand Cayman. On BWIA’s BAC 1-11, the front seat #1C, closest to the galley, self-reclined and so was decidedly uncomfortable. However, it was Ian Gibbs’s seat of choice as it was the only one that ensured he could be served three gin & tonics during the short journey!

         On these flights I joined a group of ‘regulars’ all commuting between Cayman and Jamaica. One of these was Henry Propper, who had joined McAlpine’s operation in Cayman after several years as an engineer with Nakash and Fong Yee in Jamaica. We spoke of development and construction in Cayman, and I told him of our Cayman Court development which I was keen to develop further as we had now sold all but one unit.

         Foreign-exchange controls had been introduced by the Manley government, and the UK had decided to change the Sterling Area when it joined the EU in 1973, so moving funds between the UK and Jamaica or Cayman had become extremely difficult. Accordingly, my fellow shareholders in Cayman 36Court could no longer participate in the venture. So, on one of the flights, I discussed the situation with Henry. He and a fellow engineer friend, Rick Murray, offered to purchase a portion of the shares held by the Jamaican share-holders. John Ambrose purchased the other portion in November 1973.

         The exchange controls also impacted WTC&P’s ability to manage the cash flows to Jamaica and the UK for the partners there, so I agreed with them that I would purchase their interests in the practice. I wanted to retain the company’s name, as we had by now built an excellent reputation and had upcoming projects on the books. These included Kirk Motors; a new supermarket for the Merrens; a Cash & Carry store for the Kirkconnells and pricing work for a new building for CIBC, in addition to pioneering professional property market appraisals. The partners agreed to a name that really was far too long: ‘Bould-in-succession to Wakeman Trower Cawston & Partners.’ We continued using this mouthful until the late 1970s, thereby preserving the brand we had developed while simultaneously introducing the succession.

         We then commenced work on Phase Two of the Cayman Court development on Walkers Road: six more townhouses. The contracting company was Island Contractors Ltd., whose shareholders were John Ambrose and Dalmain Ebanks, and the project was completed at the end of 1974. I had by then moved the WTC&P office from the Royal Bank building to Abacus House on Walkers Road, adjacent to the office of Island Contractors Ltd.

         In pushing forward with the second phase of Cayman Court we had perhaps misread the global economic situation. The 1973–1975 oil crisis led to a three-day working week in the UK, which resulted in a slowdown in potential sales. The situation did, however, open my eyes to an alternative opportunity; on a visit to the UK, I noticed that the shortened working week had led to a greatly increased interest in sports, and in particular squash. Cinemas in the UK were being converted into squash courts by a company called County Squash Racquets.

         As I’ve mentioned, I was a keen squash player, but there were no courts in Cayman. Although we had reserved a small piece of land at Cayman Court for a sports club, it wasn’t really adequate, so I met with Jim Bodden, who was developing Omega Bay, and placed a deposit on a parcel of land there to develop a racquet club. I invited Evan Williams of Design Collaborative to design the facility.

         Evan’s commercial interests, which had led to his departure from McMorris Sibley Robinson, included a very popular night club called Epiphany, located in Spanish Court in New Kingston. It was jointly owned by Evan and his partners Claude Chung and Bernie Ruziewicz, and featured live music celebrating the 37burgeoning reggae scene. One group that showcased there was ‘Third World’, part-managed by Evan, and whose earnings from foreign tours were paid into a Cayman company that I had set up for him.

         1974

         
            ‘When nothing is sure, everything is possible.’ 

            Margaret Drabble

         

         London’s 1974 Notting Hill Carnival featured music by Bob Marley and the Wailers – reggae was becoming increasingly popular with UK audiences – but it was a tumultuous year in many other respects. The IRA bombed the Houses of Parliament and the Tower of London, US President Nixon resigned over Watergate, and a series of bank failures unsettled the international banking community.

         In Cayman, Interbank and Sterling Bank collapsed, and Mike Austin and Keith Norman were appointed as joint liquidators. Many Caymanians had deposited their funds in the banks, which offered very attractive interest rates compared to other local banks, and the collapse led to significant hardships in the community.

         With the downturn in the economy, I began looking for opportunities elsewhere in the Caribbean and flew with John Ambrose to scout out the Turks & Caicos in July 1974. We arrived in Grand Turk and stayed at the Turks Head Inne, where we were greeted at the bar by, John Houseman, a wonderful character who published the bi-weekly local newspaper, the Conch News.

         The vision for our practice was established very early on and remains the same today. With small island economies, it was key for us to be able to offer a full range of services to clients throughout the Caribbean region (and later to include Central America) so multinationals did not need different professional advisors in different islands, and to iron out the occasional ups and downs in the economic climate.

         To this end, with the idea of opening an office in the Turks and Caicos, we were introduced to Finbar Dempsey, an Irish attorney, who set up Bould Construction Economists Ltd. on our behalf. We then flew to Providenciales and purchased two lots in the Turtle Cove subdivision from realtor Bengt Soderqvist for $15,000 each – with just 1 per cent down and 1 per cent per month, if memory serves.

         I was also interested in building a home, and early that year had purchased a lot in Whitehall Estates at the southern end of West Bay Road. Dave Twiss designed a magnificent house, and I applied to the Bank of Nova Scotia Trust 38for a mortgage. In the end, I did not build the house and sold the lot in 1976. I do, however, have a wonderful sketch of ‘Martyn Bould’s bathroom’ from Dave’s design that my dear wife Viv found rolled up in a closet, which hangs in my dressing room to this day. Dave Twiss had a great sense of humor and imagination!

         1975

         
            ‘Nature does not hurry, yet everything is accomplished.’ 

            Lao Tzu

         

         In February 1975, I travelled to London to attend and exhibit at the International Home Show to promote both the Cayman Islands and our Cayman Court development. The Economist featured it in an article, but unfortunately this did not result in any sales. I joined my brother Rob at his 21st birthday celebration at Park House in Sutton Park, where nine years earlier I had celebrated my own 21st birthday. I also took the opportunity to meet with the Squash Racquets Association in Knightsbridge and then on 12th March flew to Halifax, in Nova Scotia, to discuss Cayman Court sales and possible investors for the Racquet Club with Rick Murray.

         I had purchased a Mercedes S500, duty free, in 1974, intending to export it to Cayman. However, I decided to sell it in UK instead and advertised it in the UK papers for sale – again duty free. Little did I realise this was illegal, until one evening two raincoated gentlemen knocked on the door of my parents’ house where I was staying, and enquired if said advert was mine. I nodded yes, and they said they were from Customs and Excise and had come to confiscate the car. This they did, and drove away in my lovely Benz! Negotiations took place and after paying the £1,400 duty, I duly licensed and sold it.

         In early April 1975 I again moved office, this time from Abacus House to the top floor of the Barclays Bank building on Cardinal Avenue. W. S. Walker & Co were on the third floor below, and Cayhaven Corporate Services Ltd., Bill Walker’s company registration arm, was adjacent to my office. Bill’s practice was rapidly expanding, and I distinctly recall returning to work after one weekend to find Bill had ‘captured’ part of the corridor and made it into offices! Later that month, my brother Rob arrived in Cayman, and we visited Jamaica to continue celebrating his birthday and so he could see where I had been living for the previous six years. I was able to fly him around Jamaica in John Ambrose’s Cherokee 235, and we had a great time.

         John Ambrose was then building a town house development at Mona Great House in Kingston for Harold Ashwell, an architect turned developer. I 39introduce Harold here, because an amazing coincidence would occur in South Africa years later, when, unscheduled, we knocked on the door of a homestay – to be greeted by Margaret Ashwell, Harold’s wife!

         I was working on several Jamaican projects. These included Hampshire House, and Carib Ocho Rios Condominiums for Crown Continental Merchant Bank Jamaica with Charles Adams. We had completed the new Merren’s Supermarket in Cayman, and tenders had been secured for the new CIBC bank building in George Town. The Negril Beach Club, with Dave Twiss as architect, was also an ongoing project. We would fly from Tinsen Pen to the Negril airstrip, carry out our site visit and then fly back. The weather in Jamaica can change rapidly and I recall leaving Tinsen Pen on a beautiful sunny day and returning in a violent thunderstorm. To this day Dave thinks I am a great pilot – little did he know how frightened I was!

         Another memorable flight to Negril was with Evan Williams, who asked if I would like crab backs for dinner, to which I replied, ‘Fabulous!’ I had not realised the crabs would be alive in a gunny sack, which as it turned out was not well tied at the top. During the flight they escaped and began crawling around my feet at the controls of the plane, which was somewhat distracting. On landing we managed to round up them up – not an easy task as they were land crabs with one large claw and could be quite vicious. Once cleaned and cooked they were delicious and well worth the drama.

         Cicely (‘Cissy’) Delapenha and her husband Bunny arrived in Cayman from Jamaica that year with their two children, Cathy and Richard. Cissy opened a Chinese restaurant with Franklin Smith, called Twin Gates, located in Red Bay. To boost business, they utilised part of the restaurant for bridge games in the evenings. When it was time to close, Franklin’s wife Elizabeth would place a broom upside down in the corner and sprinkle salt around it – and as if by magic the guests would leave. A well-known bit of Caymanian folklore! Later, Cissy moved the restaurant to West Bay Road, renaming it The Golden Pagoda. Bill Bissell and I became such regulars that I had a running tab – she’d send me the bill once a year. I called it ‘Cissy’s Christmas Club’. We became very good friends, and she affectionately referred to me as her second son. People would look at me, then at Cissy’s Chinese features. and Cissy would dismiss the puzzled look with, ‘same mother different father!’

         Cissy was always at the Pagoda, and always had a new, fairly risqué but innocent joke to keep one entertained while waiting for one’s Chinese meal (cooked, incidentally, by a Jamaican chef named Shakespeare). Occasionally, Cissy would read your tea leaves. Her readings were not only entertaining but on occasion uncannily accurate. Once, she told our skeptical Swiss friends 40about a property they had just acquired in Frank Sound – about which she had no way of knowing. Cissy claimed she learned the art from Aunt Gladys, who once read my tea leaves during one excellent Delapenha Sunday brunch, and pointed to Vivian, my future wife, and said we were an item! There is no way she could have known (as many of you know, Cissy catered our wedding!).

         As regards the Racquet Club, we decided that Omega Bay was too far out of town. I had been introduced to Colin and Gurney Panton, who had a property in George Town called Partner Ground, where the Government Administration Building now stands. I had also secured part of the necessary finance we required from David Martin, a partner in Pannell Fitzpatrick.

         Colin had been in discussion with Cayman quarry owner Bobby Butz about developing affordable housing using proprietary aluminium forms from a company called International Housing Limited, owned by Daniel Ludwig. He was also the owner of National Bulk Carriers, which employed many of our Caymanian merchant seamen. We decided to build a sample house on lot 20 in Portuguese Point, which I purchased. Bobby was another one of the world’s wonderful characters and at school he had been told ‘No buts Butz!’. He told stories about daily problems at his quarry that would always finish with, ‘You have to live it, otherwise you wouldn’t believe it could happen!’

         On the music scene, Third World were the warm-up group for Bob Marley on 17th and 18th July 1975 at the Lyceum in London, and were so popular that Bob said he would not play after them again! In the meantime, Evan Williams was continuing with his adjacent commercial interests and opened a cocktail bar in New Kingston called ‘Theophany’, with Jenny Foster as manager. ‘Dizzi’, in Northland Plaza on Hope Road, featured similar music to Epiphany and we enjoyed going there too. Cindy Breakspeare worked there and would go on in November 1976 to become Miss World, as well as bearing a son, Damian, to Bob Marley.

         10th December 1975 marked my 30th birthday, and to celebrate I chartered Captain Cadian’s houseboat (‘Cadie’ was one of the last of the Turtlemen) and invited thirty of my best friends to join me on a North Sound excursion. Ron, Captain Cadian’s son, dived for conch, lobster and fish, which were cleaned in the middle of the sound in the location that became today’s Stingray City. Marinated conch, and lobster, and fish wrapped with peppers and onions and cooked over an open fire on Rum Point beach, were all washed down with copious amounts of Veuve Clicquot champagne. What a way to start a new decade of one’s life! I still have the Swiss Army knife – the one with all those attachments including the hoof pick – gifted to me by Denny and Sue Diedrick. 41Every time I use it (not on horse’s hooves!) I’m reminded- of that wonderful day on the Sound – pure paradise.

         1976

         
            ‘Three things cannot long stay hidden: the sun, the moon and the truth.’

            Buddha

         

         Security in Jamaica had gone from bad to worse, and a State of Emergency was declared that lasted for the entire year. A Gun Court was established and a dedicated prison had been built, about which Michael Manley declared, ‘It’s painted Red to show it’s Dread’, and to which one could be committed for gun and financial crimes without bail or appeal. In the UK, Enoch Powell was in full flight with his racist policies, so in Cayman we felt blessed to live in such a wonderfully peaceful society.

         The start of 1976 saw the Lobster Pot in receivership. Spencer’s lack of prowess at liar dice finally appears to have taken its toll! Chris Johnson was appointed as Receiver, and John Benbow recalls flying in from the UK with Christine, his wife, to take up an accounting position with Coopers and Lybrand which Chris now headed, and immediately being transported to the Lobster Pot for drinks instead of to their hotel for a rest. Shortly thereafter Doug and Joanne Rollins took over running the Pot until they sold it to the Cumbers.

         In Kingston, John Ambrose became overextended due to his construction company operations. He developed an interest in art instead, learned to paint, and befriended Valerie Bloomfield, an excellent artist whom he ended up marrying a year later. Around that time, I met a physical education teacher from the UK who engineered a major change in my life. I had smoked cigarettes from age sixteen and on certain days could consume up to three packs a day. This young woman hated the smell of cigarettes and before kissing her I would have to use breath freshener and clean my teeth. Eventually, I felt this was ridiculous and so quit smoking for good. My wife Vivian, knowing this story, always said she wanted to meet this girl and many years later, by sheer coincidence, when we were at Robbie Hamaty’s 60th birthday party, she was also a guest. When I introduced them, Vivian thanked her with a big hug!

         At this point I should probably mention that I have been blessed through-out my career with excellent secretaries, In fact, given the amount of time I spend travelling, I would have been lost without them. My first secretary in 42Cayman was Betty Evans (now Baraud), who subsequently went on to build Cayman’s largest recruitment business. My secretary in Cayman in 1975 and 1976 was Cathy Thorpe, the wife of a local school teacher, who was excellent in managing the office and I was sad to see her go. However, she recommended Ethyl Bodden, an older woman, on the strength that they played bridge together and anyone who could remember the cards as well as Mrs B (as we called her) had to have a sharp brain in spite of her age. Cathy was right, and Mrs B worked for me for many years, later to be joined by Jewel Bodden. In 1979, Amy Henning, from the Brac, joined Mrs B and Jewel, and stayed with me for many years. Amy was married to Glair, an excellent mechanic who tended my car, which was then a dark brown Cadillac.

         In 1975, the liquidators of Interbank had been approached by Dwight Crater, who offered to purchase the part-completed Mitchells Creek condominium project. Dwight was a wonderful character: a big, cigar-smoking American with an attractive, petite, blonde wife called Judy. Dwight then approached us and asked if we could sort out the procurement of the part-completed project, inventory the large quantities of materials on site and negotiate with a contractor to complete construction, which, of course we were delighted to do.

         I worked with McAlpine as the contractor, and by February 1976 we had completed the first phase of the development, which had been renamed to Lime Tree Bay. I had a briefcase full of Lime Tree Bay documents, and weeks later I would open it to be greeted by the smell of Dwight’s cigars. If we couldn’t negotiate a price for a particular item of work that met with Dwight’s approval he would simply do it himself. I arrived one weekend to see him completing a kitchen cabinet installation with a wall-hung kitchen cabinet on his back, a hammer in his hand and a fixing nail in his mouth!

         Shortly after Dwight’s arrival in Cayman, a Canadian developer, Don Butler, arrived and purchased a parcel of land to the north of Seven Mile Beach for US$200,000. This was to be to be developed with twenty condominiums, and called Tarquynn Manor. Don wanted to speed up the construction process and visited Flowers Block factory to ask them to introduce a plate into the block machine that would cut though all but an inch of the concrete fin in the block, which could then serve as the bond beam at the top of the wall. That way, there would be no need for formwork – clean outs were introduced at the base of the vertical steel to ensure concrete had completely filled the vertical cores of the blockwork.

         The construction contract was put out on competitive bid and won by Jimmy Powell of PRAG construction in September 1976. PRAG had been formed as a joint venture between Pioneer (David Arch), Ranja Construction 43(Jimmy Powell and Ranburn Christian), and Arch & Godfrey (Heber Arch & Mike Godfrey) to compete with the somewhat larger contractors such as Hadsphaltic and McAlpine. Don’s ‘system’ and Jimmy’s determination paid dividends, as the roof was on in February 1977, only eight weeks after starting construction on the project.

         The Racquet Club design was completed, and in early September, tenders for the project came in. PRAG was the successful contractor, and by October we were setting out the project on site. The club had one squash court, two floodlit tennis courts, changing rooms and a bar. The latter was a challenge, as it was not possible to secure an ‘in principle’ liquor licence based on drawings. The building had to be completed, health and fire inspections made of the completed structure, and then a licence might be granted provided you were further than a certain distance away from a church or school. Both of these would be a challenge and might significantly impact the viability of the project, but we decided to proceed.

         Arek sold his half of the Melody Lane duplex for CAN$36,000 in April 1976, and I instructed Ralph Coatsworth and Tibbetts Realty (Art Davidson) to sell my half, which included some approved plans I had for an extension. In the event, it would take until December 1978 for me to sell my half.

         1977

         
            ‘In the end, it’s not the years in your life that count. It’s life in your years.’ 

            Abraham Lincoln

         

         In 1977 I was honoured to be appointed President of the Cayman Society of Architects Surveyors and Engineers (CASE). One of my goals was to standardise construction contracts and tendering procedures to protect both clients and contractors through best practices. To this end I enlisted barrister Ramon Alberga, who had adapted the UK JCT Standard forms for use in Jamaica. He gave excellent advice on how we could tailor the Jamaican forms to Cayman’s unique challenges, such as the reliance on imported building materials and the widespread need for work permits for imported labour. These and other risks required careful management during the procurement process. However, such things take time, and it was not until November 1983 that CASE, jointly with the Cayman Contractors Association, published The Code of Procedure for Selective Tendering for Use in the Cayman Islands, Building Works Agreement Small Contracts and The Standard Form of Building Contract Private Edition with Quantities. 44

         The Cayman Triangle, a Cayman-made parody-satire movie about a fictional one-legged pirate called Durty Reid Walker, was released in 1977. Directed by Andy Humphries, it had taken several years to complete, but provided endless hours of fun for all, especially the local extras (paid in Heineken ‘Greenies’) and Reid Dennis, who played the protagonist. Memorable scenes included a Pirates’ Feast at Pedro’s Castle, and one in central George Town in which I played an English tourist dressed in a suit and bowler hat, complete with rolled umbrella! Filming for this scene began early one Sunday morning, with Reid Dennis in the role of a statue of Durty Reid on the traffic island by the central post office. Ed Oliver, the celebrated local artist, made up Reid in grey stone-coloured make up, and a Cable & Wireless cable drum was covered with a grey sheet to create a very convincing looking stone statue base. Professional cameramen set up a camera dolly to record the scene of the tourist group, headed by yours truly, looking up at the statue as the tourist guide related the story of Durty Reid. The scene required many takes, and the day got hotter and hotter. Poor Reid, like many of us, was suffering from a Saturday night hangover, and it wasn’t long before he started to sway on his peg leg. If you watch the movie carefully, you will see the statue move slightly!

         By May 1977 we had completed the Racquet Club. It was instantly hugely popular, and the squash courts were in use from early in the morning until midnight, when we closed. We had to close half an hour each day to clean the floor – players sweated profusely, as the court was not air-conditioned, and the floor would become quite slippery and dangerous. We were the first bar in Cayman to serve draught John Courage beer and we served a lot! I noticed, however, that around 7.30pm the bar would be packed and suddenly it would be empty. I wondered why, and was told ‘We can only drink so much beer and then we need to eat.’ All my customers had been abandoning the Club for the Cayman Arms on the waterfront.

         We took action and installed a full kitchen and began serving both lunch and dinner. We would have daily specials such as leg of lamb or beef roast, which were popular, and I would instruct the cook to serve what was left as a salad or similar the next day. Cook would say, truthfully, there was none left – omitting to add that was because leftovers were disappearing out the back door! The bar was not much better, as the barman would bring in his own bottles of cheap ‘well liquor’ and sell that instead of our stock, pocketing the cash. Since then, whenever people ask me if I have an interest in a bar or restaurant business, I emphatically tell them I was cured of that years ago.

         We decided to add a second court – this time with a glass back wall. To watch play on the first court one had to lean over the upper-level balcony 45and look down on the players. With a glass back wall the spectator area was increased significantly, and it meant we could bring in world class players like the Khan brothers to give exhibition matches and coaching. I flew to the UK in December and spent six weeks there holding meetings with Pilkington Glass, who had pioneered the development of these walls.

         We were also looking into taping rugby and other sports in the UK and playing them at special evenings at the Club. At this time UK TV used the PAL format, which had a different number of lines in the screen than the NTSC format used in the US. We were able to find a VHS machine that could play PAL formatted tapes on a NTSC formatted TV, but also had to find someone who could record the tapes for us in the UK. We were able to do so, and these events became extremely popular at the Club, with the consequent increase in bar sales.

         1978

         
            ‘Life is a long lesson in humility.’ 

            James M. Barrie

         

         Shortly after I returned to Cayman from the UK, on 2nd February, I had another kidney stone. An x-ray of my kidneys showed the stone clearly stuck there, and I was advised to drink as much coconut water as possible, so the staff at the Racquet Club would have a pint glass waiting for me on the bar every time I arrived. It was recommended that I fly to the UK to have the stone removed surgically. This I did, giving the Cayman X-rays to the doctor with whom I checked in. On the day of my surgery I arrived at the East Birmingham hospital, where the surgeon said they would take additional X-rays prior to surgery. These showed the stone had disappeared. Gallons of coconut water had obviously done the trick!

         After surviving this ordeal, I felt I deserved a week driving through the Loire valley. I had always enjoyed jumping in the car and, with no particular plan, driving to see where one finished up. I had also found a rental firm in London that hired out Rolls-Royces, and for many years I was one of Guy Salmon’s best customers.

         Before the interruption, I had been preparing quantities for a project called Christopher Columbus, developed by Don Butler’s brother Brian, just north of his brother’s Tarquynn Manor development. We were also advising on other developments, including Villas of the Galleon, located south of the Galleon Beach Hotel and owned by a group of Canadian investors that included Ray McLean, Keith Baldwin and Arnie Armstrong. Ray’s son, Rod, 46led the development team working with architect Bill Bissell and Jimmy Powell of PRAG Construction. Jimmy was also building Brian Butler’s Christopher Columbus and by then had deservedly earned the title ‘Condo King of Cayman’.

         By April the glass wall had arrived for the Racquet Club and by June we were able to host teams from visiting British warships on patrol in the Caribbean to play our national side, as well as visits from World Champions, the Kahn brothers, and the UK and Caribbean squash teams.

         Shortly after this, Raymond Legge, founder of the Hash House Harriers – a non-competitive running club patterned after the British game of ‘hare and hounds’ – arrived in Cayman from Hong Kong and asked to base the Hash House Harriers at the club. Broadly, the concept was for one runner to set a marked course each week, and the lead pursuing runner would call out ‘ON, ON!’ when he found the correct trail. Eventually it became an evening run without a marked course, but bar sales went up nevertheless after the strenuous activity!

         Don Butler had now also found a new site to develop, called Beachcomber. We negotiated the contract with Jimmy Powell (of course) and the contract was signed on 30th June 1978. By this time I enjoyed an excellent working relationship with Don, and as a gesture of appreciation for the projects we had successfully completed together, he invited me to join him in early August 1978 at Roche Harbor, in the Pacific Northwest. We sailed all through the San Juan Islands aboard his beautiful 65-foot motor sailor, Tarquynnarian. During the trip, I took the opportunity to share my ambition with Don: that I was very keen to build a condominium on Seven Mile Beach for my own account. Bill Bissell and I had prepared a comprehensive drawing of the entire Seven Mile Beach, detailing each beachfront plot, including dimensions, area, ownership and development capacity of each vacant lot. Don offered to assist in any way he could, even encouraging me to approach his bankers, Northland, with his blessing.

         In September 1978 I was able to sell the half duplex in Melody Lane to Eversley Bodden for CI$20,500. He took possession on 1st December 1978 and Ethyl Bodden (Mrs B), my long-time secretary, went to live there. I was able to pay off the balance of my CI$7,058 mortgage to Roywest Banking Corporation, and went to live in a rented apartment on Walkers Road.

         Don Butler had offered to sell me unit #13 at the Beachcomber for US$78,000, which I gladly accepted, and Haydyn Rutter of Bruce Campbell & Co. formed a company to own the apartment. That Christmas, in the UK, I bought my mother a beautiful maroon-coloured Triumph 1500, with burled walnut trim and beige leather seats – she was in tears. We picked it up from 47the car showroom, where it waited with a bow tied on top! This was the happy finale to many years of driving lessons, and many attempts at getting a license. She had finally passed, which was as well because by then my dad had had a stroke and for a while she had to run the business on her own, as well as do the accounts, payroll and typing as usual. Notwithstanding her new freedom of movement, after a lifetime of taking the 107 bus, she still always followed that same route when delivering workmen to various job sites, to their considerable mystification.

         1979

         
            ‘If you are not willing to risk the unusual, you will have to settle for the ordinary.’ 

            Jim Rohn

         

         Shortly after the Second World War, Olney Webster, a Jamaican businessman of Caymanian heritage, had come to Cayman and purchased significant portions of Seven Mile Beach for one pound a front foot. The parcels generally stretched from the high watermark on the beach to the water on the North Sound, i.e., right across the West Bay Road. I had met Olney’s brother Burnett and his son Desmond, and I expressed my interest in acquiring one of their parcels for my own condominium development.

         Don Butler had acquired the Beachcomber land for CI$800 per front foot – the highest price paid for land at the time – and Charles’s advice was, if we were to be successful in having the Websters sell (they were notoriously indecisive) we should offer an amount that would knock them off their feet. We looked at the numbers and Bill Bissell came up with a great ‘X’ design of units on the site of the 400-foot frontage. I could see that at a price of $3,000 per front foot, we could still make a feasible development. Problem was, I didn’t have $1.2 million!

         While pondering this problem, I happened to be invited to my good friend Mikol Dise’s Easter Sunday, April 1979, drinks party. Mikol and his dad were the developers of Cayman Kai, which they had pioneered in 1962. Mikol had just completed a house at Cayman Kai for Don Messick, an American grain trader based in Geneva. Don was at Mikol’s party, and serendipity stepped in once again. Don mentioned he was scouting investment opportunities for himself and two friends, Dietmar Volker and Tom Berna. I told him about the Webster land and my idea for development. He responded, ‘I will come to your office, and we can talk further.’ At the time, I assumed this was just typical cocktail party chat. 48

         After the Easter holiday long weekend, I arrived early at my office to find Don Messick already waiting there. He warmed immediately to the idea that the ‘cost of land element’ was not as key to overall success as good design, and, given Charles Adam’s relationship with the Websters, agreed we should proceed to assemble a viable project. John Rudolph and his wife Kay, who were in the oil business and based in Denver, joined the team. In anticipation of being able to proceed, we visited Arthur Hunter’s office to describe what we wanted to achieve and set up a company. But what to call it? As we pondered, Sandra (Don Messick’s wife and a keen gardener) said, ‘As we were driving here, I saw a lantana plant. How about Plantana?’ And so it was.

         Charles said we needed to act decisively to demonstrate our commitment. His suggestion was to charter a plane to Jamaica, meet with the Webster patriarch, Burnett, and their personal attorney, complete with a purchase agreement, and present the deposit cheque. Taking his advice we duly chartered a plane from Jack and Jill Bodden and headed to Owen Roberts International Airport at the appointed time to board the charter flight to Jamaica. Several drinks later, while waiting at the Hungry Horse Bar, we learned that the plane – returning from Honduras – wouldn’t be available until the next morning.

         The next day, the development team – Charles Adams, Don Messick and Sandra, John Barnett and his wife Kay, and myself – returned to the airport. To ease the tension from the previous day’s frustrations, Kay had made a jug of Bloody Marys for the flight to Kingston. On arrival, we took a taxi to the Webster Estate on Seaview Avenue, where we were greeted by Burnett’s butler offering glasses of freshly squeezed grapefruit juice on a silver tray. After pleasantries, the attorneys got down to business on the details of our property acquisition. Much discussion followed and finally the deal was done and the contract signed, to everyone’s relief, and we proceeded back to the airport and our charter plane for our return home.

         Back in Cayman, with the land secured, work commenced in earnest on the design. OBM’s design guru at the time, Mitch Stuart, spent significant time with me finessing the unique ‘X’ format of Plantana, frequently making superb design breakthroughs half-way through a bottle of Johnnie Walker Black Label whisky at my apartment at the Beachcomber. To this day I am of the opinion that Plantana remains unique as a condominium design by offering a maximum density development of forty-nine apartments, all with maximum sea views.

         The market for Seven Mile Beach apartments was hot at this time. We prepared a very modest brochure and presales commenced. These required stage payments through the construction process, which part-funded the costs. 49But, we still needed additional funding, and approached international contractor McAlpine Ltd., with whom we had worked extensively both in Jamaica and Cayman, who graciously offered bridge funding.

         Through the Villas of the Galleon project I had met Whitey Bozman and his wife Ruthie; and Whitey could sell the proverbial ice to Eskimos! One day he was having lunch at the Petroleum Club in Denver, and returned with twenty signed contracts for Plantana Units.

         So, we had our design, our planning approval and a great team, and we built a great development. My fellow shareholders asked me to purchase an apartment, which I did, once more through a company with nominee shareholders.

         All in all, 1979 had been an eventful year. Mrs Thatcher became the UK’s Prime Minister, the Shah of Iran was overthrown, the socialist exile Maurice Bishop took control in Grenada after a coup, and Martyn Bould not only began a unique Seven Mile Beach development, but also began dating a young lady who owned a duty free business in Cayman. She was also one of the chaper-ones for Jennifer Jackson, Cayman’s entry, to the Miss World competition, so I joined her for the event, held at the Royal Albert Hall in London. The competition was just being acquired by Eric and Julia Morley from Grand Metropolitan, with the assistance of Billy Butlin, of holiday camp fame. It was great fun seeing the build-up to the big night on 15th November, when Gina Swainson, Miss Bermuda, won the competition. Afterwards we enjoyed a driving trip through the Loire valley, delighting in the pleasures of the table.

         At the end of 1979, Bould Chartered Quantity Surveyors moved office from the Barclays Bank Building to the offices formally occupied by Chalmers Gibbs Martin Joseph Partnership (CGMJP) on the second floor of the CITCO office building on Albert Panton Street in George Town.

         With so much development activity going on, the Racquet Club was taking up a little too much of my time. So, when we were approached by Joseph Turnaretcher, a talented chef and maître d’, with an offer to lease the club we grabbed the opportunity with both hands. Joseph ran the club until early 1981 when we sold it to Keith Baldwin, one of the owners of Galleon Beach Hotel.

         Planning permissions, sales, and negotiations for Plantana took the rest of 1979 and part of 1980. We were also challenged by the ground conditions of the Plantana site. Seven Mile Beach is a hurricane ridge built up over many years. This consists of hurricane-driven sand deposited over mangrove swamps, with a layer of semi-desiccated peat lying approximately twelve to twenty feet beneath the surface. This needs to be removed to avoid subsidence of multi-storied buildings. It can be dug out, but we wanted to see if there was a more 50economical solution. We discovered G.K.N. Keller, a firm that used a system of ground stabilization called ‘vibrofloatation’, where a hollow probe is jetted into the ground with water under high pressure which then, in conjunction with horizontal vibration, compacts the ground and blows out the peat. Afterwards, stone is poured into the remaining cavity to form a stable column on which we could safely place our foundations. It worked – as of now, more than forty-five years later, we have never had a settlement crack in the development!

         1980

         
            ‘Life has no limitations; except the ones you make.’ 

            Les Brown

         

         On 1st July 1980, I was honoured and privileged to be granted Caymanian Status. Given my peripatetic background, I had to prove I had been resident in Cayman for a certain number of years. Fortunately, from the day I arrived I had paid the annual Head Tax of CI$10 required of all males living in Cayman and had the receipts to prove it. Bill Bissell had encouraged me to apply for status at the same time he did. We studied the little Red Book, The History of the Cayman Islands, sat the required written examination, but then it all almost came unstuck at the interview with Mr Ormond Panton. Initially, Ormond Panton thought Bill was Martyn Bould. This caused Bill to go cold – as a happily married man, he feared that being mistaken for one of the island’s most notoriously fun-loving bachelors might affect his chances. However, after the small matter of the mistaken identity was cleared up, he and I both were awarded the honour of Caymanian Status.

         That year Raymond Legge, who had established the Hash House Harriers at the Racquet Club, arranged for the famed American runner Bill Rodgers to come to Cayman in September. He started what was to be an annual 10K run bearing his name (and which he won five times in the first six years of its running). 10k is a distance that I really enjoyed running, and I participated in the event for many years. In fact, Bould Chartered Quantity Surveyors (later BCQS) sponsored many running events over the years. These included the BCQS Turtle Run around a Walkers Road South Sound course with teams of five, including one female runner, and divided into financial and non-financial groups. We were also regular participants in the cross-island relay in which teams of six ran four miles each from East End to George Town.

         Famous amongst Cayman’s watering holes was the Seaview, where for many years Miss Mona patiently served lunchtime Heinekens to a regular crew that included Bill Gunner, Chris Johnson, Jim Walker, Ken Spraggon and Rodrick 51Donaldson. Rodrick was the legal draftsman for the government, and a highly intelligent man who could complete crosswords faster than anyone else I knew. Each day Rodrick would take his dog Swamp (he had rescued the lucky creature from one) to his office, which was decorated with centrefold pictures from Playboy! Sadly, he died in 1980 and had requested in his will that he be buried at sea. This being a first for Cayman – to the best of my knowledge – the simple request caused some logistical head scratching. However, after a suitable number of holes had been drilled in his coffin and appropriate weight added, it was sunk off the west coast. And that was that – until the next day when it floated up close to the Seaview bar. It was widely reported that Rodrick had returned for a final Heineken with his friends! Many years later I was at a dinner in the Middle Temple in London, sitting at one of the trestle tables amongst a group of soon-to-be barristers. Somehow the subject of Cayman and burials at sea came up, and I regaled the assembled group with the Rodrick story, after which the gentleman sitting opposite me said, ‘I know that to be true – I am Rodrick’s grandson.’ Talk about an amazing coincidence!

         1980 was also the year Mikol Dise and I became interested in the concept of small storage units. At this time the Foster family had purchased vast areas of land at the airport to form Airport Industrial Park, and so, in June Mikol and I met with Steve Foster at the Cayman Arms to set out our plan to build twelve single and four double garage-size units for sale. These could be built on one of the industrial land plots that the Fosters and their partners owned. Dave & Steve Foster agreed to put in the land at a value of $26,000, and Mikol and I would contribute $26,000 each as working capital. And so Mini Warehouse Ltd. came into being. The Strata Titles Registration Law did not come into effect until 1973, and even then did not permit the sale of commercial strata lots until 1983, so we sold shares in the company with a right to use the designated space in perpetuity.

         The concept proved to be wildly successful, so after completing and selling the Mini Warehouse development and the development company itself, we wanted to continue building on the success of this new concept of storage space and small business premises under one roof. So, in October 1981, we formed Mini Warehouse Two Ltd. Initially, we sold these units both to owner-occupiers and investors. For around $25,000, investors could acquire an asset in Cayman showing a 15 per cent tax free return, with the added benefit of keeping the funds in Cayman to use for holidays here. We sold buildings in the first five blocks we developed, but then asked ourselves, ‘Why are we selling these highly profitable units?’ Instead of selling, we retained ownership, and today we manage a portfolio of almost one thousand rental units. 52

         One of the purchasers in Plantana was an Indianapolis engineer whose daughter was an aspiring actress living in Hollywood whom I dated on a long-distance basis. The family were avid skiers, and I was invited to visit them at Boyne Highlands, in Michigan, to ski during the 1980 Christmas holidays. I had always wanted to try skiing, but the appropriate opportunity had never presented itself, so I greeted this invitation with open arms. It was bitterly cold, and the icy East Coast snow conditions meant I spent a lot of time falling, but by the time the five-day trip was over I was hooked. Over the years, the sport has taken me to many North and South American and European resorts, meeting great people and enjoying the outdoor and gourmet camaraderie of this activity.

         1981

         
            ‘You define your own life. Don’t let other people write your script.’

            Oprah Winfrey

         

         January 1981 began with some significant changes: Richard Jones, who had come to work for Bould Chartered Quantity Surveyors in April 1980, joined the practice as a partner as our workload continued to expand. Don Messick and I also flew to Chicago to meet with Don Dise, as Don Messick had an idea that we should purchase the entire Cayman Kai property. This did not materialise but serves to illustrate that he had become bitten by the ‘development bug’!

         Of sad note, Bob Marley died on 11th May 1981, and I mention this because he and his music provided a running commentary on the regional and cultural events which would become part of my life a few years hence.

         Plantana introduced me to some truly great people. One couple who really stand out and became close friends, are René and Claudine Meister. René worked for the Panchaud Brothers – Swiss grain traders – and he travelled all over the world on their behalf. Dietmar Volker, one of our Plantana development partners, introduced me to René, who subsequently purchased an apartment at Plantana. Both René and Dietmar had a love for Ferraris and enjoyed racing them at meets around Europe, often held in the grounds of beautiful chateaux. René was a gourmand of no mean order and Claudine an outstanding cook. At the Great Chefs’ restaurants, obtaining a reservation typically requires booking months in advance – unless you were René Meister. Thanks to his significant patronage, he was able to secure bookings with just a few days’ notice.

         Over the years René arranged some fabulous trips for us. We visited the very best locations, with his recommendations of the best items on the menu. 53René was also a linguist and had a keen interest in all languages – illustrated by one amusing exchange when my loyal housekeeper for many years, Maureen Coley, who was Jamaican, said in René’s presence, as she was leaving one day, ‘If ya doon’t see me I’m not eer.’ René queried what she had said. I replied, ‘She said she was leaving for the day,’ and ‘If you don’t see me I am not here.’ ‘Ahhh’, René replied, ‘so I can say to Claudine, “If you don’t hear me snoring, I am not sleeping”!’

         René and Claudine were the Swiss couple I mentioned previously in connection with Cissy’s uncanny talent for reading tea leaves. The incident came about one evening when they had joined us for dinner at the Pagoda shortly after René had purchased some land in Frank Sound. After the meal, I asked René if he would like Cissy to read his tea leaves, and, though clearly sceptical, he agreed. Cissy took his cup, emptied most of the remaining liquid, swirled the leaves, and began to read. She said she saw a piece of oceanfront land René had just purchased – something she could not possibly have known. Intrigued, René asked if she saw anything else. Cissy replied, ‘There’s a large vehicle parked on the land.’ There was, in fact, an abandoned school bus on the site. After that, René became a little more of a believer.

         In early June I flew to the UK with my aspiring actress lady-friend, and once again toured the Loire Valley, this time with a Rolls Royce that succeeded in dropping its drive shaft on the road. What to do? I called my wonderful Plantana purchasers, René and Claudine Meister, and asked for advice. In a flash, René said, ‘I am watching the Grand Prix, but there is a wonderful restaurant close to where you are. I will make a reservation. Enjoy their duck and a fine bottle of Margaux, and I will be there to pick you up in two hours and organise another car for you.’ All of which he did, and the meal was indeed magnificent!

         Later that month, my brother Rob married his beautiful wife Jenna, and at the reception my aspiring actress surprised the somewhat staid guests by leaving the table, changing into her singing telegram outfit, and reappearing singing a live congratulatory telegram to the newly married couple and their assembled guests. I was informed this is what aspiring actresses do to gain acting confidence! The next day Rob and Jenna flew to Cayman and stayed at #13 Beachcomber to enjoy Seven Mile Beach for a couple of weeks. I know Jenna found our summer Cayman weather warm, to say the least, after the UK’s temperate climate.

         As I mentioned, Don Messick and his partners had become enamored with the property development business. Buoyed by the early and immediate success of Plantana, Don, while playing tennis one day with Bruce Parker, owner of the 54Rum Point Club, casually asked if he could buy it. Bruce replied, ‘Of course,’ and so we formed a new company, RP Developments Ltd., and began planning the development, although I wasn’t entirely convinced this project would meet with the almost instant success we had enjoyed with Plantana.

         The Rum Point Club had originally been developed by Ralph Coatsworth and built by a crew that included Jimmy Powell. At the time, the only way to reach the site was by boat – meaning all labour and materials had to be transported in by water. Talk about a logistical challenge! As part of due diligence in acquiring the property, we discovered that the sliver of land forming the actual ‘Point’ did not belong to Bruce Parker but to one mysterious Amy Green, with an address in New York. We managed to track her down, purchase the land, and then were able to assemble a complete site.

         The development at Rum Point Club was named The Retreat and its tag line was: ‘The Private World for the Privileged Few’. We put out a Request for Proposal (RFP) competition to select an architect, and a Barry Sugarman emerged as the lead contender, although Bill Bissell of OBM was also in the running. In the event, Barry designed a house for Don Messick in Big Sky, Montana, but OBM went on to design The Retreat and McAlpine built it. The development also included another innovation for Cayman – it had Cayman’s first Racquet Ball Court with – yes – a glass back wall!

         The site of the first phase of The Retreat was located just north of the Rum Point Club, which we continued to operate for several years with Joey Ebanks of North Side as the manager and lessee. Ironically, after my experience with the Racquet Club, which I thought had cured me of the bar and restaurant business, I had found myself right back in it!

         During 1981 the idea of developing my own condominium office building in George Town had begun to germinate, and I identified and took out an option on a half-acre plot owned by Jim Bodden just off what is now named Dr Roy’s Drive. As with the Mini Warehouse development, commercial condominiums were not catered for under the original Strata Titles Registration Law. So, we set in motion changes that would enable such commercial stratas to be registered. My good friend Harvey Stephenson, who was an insurance guru, wanted to develop a similar building and this he subsequently did.

         By early December 1981 we had completed the development of Plantana but were awaiting Certificates of Occupancy from the Central Planning Office. Somewhat earlier, I had read of a cooking course, ‘The Great Chefs of France’, that was to take place from 1st–6th December in Napa Valley, California. It was being organised by Billy James and Michael Cross at the Robert Mondavi vineyard there – the thrust of the promotion being to move away from the 55idea of California ‘jug’ wines to those that could compete with the best France could offer. The course would include blind tastings of French versus Mondavi’s wines.

         Robert’s Swiss-born wife Margrit Biever was a brilliant promoter, and I joined the weeklong course preparing and cooking French-style dinners with Michel Guérard and lunches with a range of chefs including the amazing Indian chef, Madhur Jaffrey. Peter Allen (Liza Minelli’s husband) played piano whilst the waiters and staff served drinks and the final lunch while wearing roller skates. It was an impressive and most enjoyable event. I recall reading an article about it in Newsweek magazine, which described it as ‘How to do the Napa Valley on $1,000 a day – before lunch!’ In addition, Robert Mondavi, as part of his reputation-building promotion, had formed an association with Baron Philippe de Rothschild of Château Mouton Rothschild, in Bordeaux, to produce a very distinctive up-market wine called Opus One, made from Cabernet Sauvignon, Cabernet Franc, Petit Verdot and Merlot grapes, which we had the unique opportunity of tasting.

         As you will by now have gathered, I travel very frequently. Luckily, I have been blessed with outstanding travel agents throughout my career. The first of these was Cayman Tours and Travel, owned and run by Catherine Coxe, who managed most of my travel until the early 1990s. Catherine’s husband was Hugh Coxe, who also happened to be an excellent trumpet player. Catherine would not only find the most convenient and economical flights but, when last-minute changes were required on the road, a telephone call to her would solve any issues.

         During the trip to Chicago with Don Messick, we had met one of his trading partners from the Chicago Mercantile Exchange. I had mentioned my interest in skiing and asked where he suggested I go. Without hesitation, he replied ‘Snowmass in Colorado and stay at the Top of the Village’, and kindly offered an introduction to the manager. So, I skied there the entire second week of December 1981. I sought out an instructor, because I wanted to improve my technique, and was introduced to Rob Tiernan, a mountain man from Montana who was a park ranger when he wasn’t teaching skiing. Rob was a fabulous teacher and always had several ways of getting across how to make a turn. For many, many years we would ski together, to the point that the other instructors said I was a clone of Rob, and that when we came down the mountain, they could not tell who was who, as we are about the same size and build.

         After spending Christmas in the UK, I returned to Cayman and began closing on the Plantana apartments and discussed the setting up the office development company with Charles Adams.
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