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“A singular figure in the two worlds of banking and then of the United Nations system, Boudewijn Mohr bracingly recalls his love affair with UNICEF. His engaging family weaves in and out of the narrative as do several iconic personalities about whom we come to care. We miss them all at the book’s end. His powers of description are strong. This hard driven, lean and elegantly written volume will capture and maintain the attention of virtually any reader throughout.”


David M. Malone


Rector of the United Nations University


Under Secretary-General of the United Nations


Tokyo, Japan


“A groundbreaking, inspirational book that will hook anyone working or thinking of working in the humanitarian sector, as well as those who love Africa. Using a personal, poetic and readable style that pays extraordinary attention to detail, Mohr candidly gives us an informative insight into the challenges and dilemmas faced in humanitarian work and the way top UN management decisions are taken within the context of momentous world events of that time. We meet people from all walks of life, from presidents to those working in remote communities, such as the sappers clearing landmines in Mozambique. We come to know his adventurous family, colleagues and friends. I loved the book and was sorry when I finished reading it!”


Ruth Ayisi


Former UNICEF staff member and journalist/consultant


“From Wall Street to remote villages in Africa is a human adventure and true UNICEF story. A must-read for business people interested in a humanitarian challenge, newcomers to the United Nations and all others who care about Africa.”


J. Denis Bélisle


Former Executive Director


International Trade Center (UNCTAD-WTO)


and Assistant Secretary General of the United Nations
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“I want very much to set down my thoughts and my experiences of life. I want to do so now that I have come to middle age and now that my attitudes are all defined and my personal drama worked out. I feel that the toil of writing and reconsideration may help to clear and fix many things that remain a little uncertain in my thoughts because they have never been fully stated, and I want to discover any lurking inconsistencies and unsuspected gaps. And I have a story”.


 


H.G. Wells,


‘The Passionate Friends’, 1913




Foreword by Sir Richard Jolly


Deputy Executive Director, Unicef (1982-1995)


What is it like to work for the United Nations?


Many probably imagine little more than an almost endless round of boring speeches, bureaucrats and governments discussing and disagreeing over long-standing conflicts with stalemate and few results. After all, this is so often what one reads about the UN in the newspapers. And it is true that this is a part of what takes place in the UN buildings in New York or Geneva.


However, such activities are only a small fraction of what the UN does. In contrast to debate in the Security Council and the General Assembly, most of the UN’s work and most of the UN’s staff - 80% or more – are engaged in things more practical, more positive and much less fraught. These include health, agriculture, education, culture, employment, technology, economic development with a focus on children, women and human concerns – and a multitude of other issues which countries want to pursue and which make up the agenda of what the UN calls development. In some of the worst trouble spots of the world, UN activities have to be more basic, providing immediate support for children, women and vulnerable communities caught up in the tragic consequences of violence and destruction. For all its difficulties, even this for the UN has its positive and humane side.


This honest and forthright memoir tells what working for the UN is like on the frontlines, in a range of different situations and different countries, large and small, poor and rich, many in Africa. Most unusually, the perspective is that of a banker, who after some 17 years of banking in money making Wall Street and later at the French Bank Société Générale decides to try something different and gets taken on by UNICEF, the UN Children’s Fund.


Initially, there is caution on both sides, the banker wondering whether this is a good career move, UNICEF wondering what skills the banker can bring which would really be useful. But with emerging experience on both sides, the story becomes a love affair, the banker realizing that he now has the best job in his life, his wife, son and daughter discovering roles for themselves and UNICEF promoting the banker to ever more responsible positions.


There are bits in this fascinating story for everyone. Those wondering about what the UN actually does when working in Africa will find fascinating examples, with frustrations and failures as well as struggles and successes - and uplifting accounts of creativity and commitment by staff, national and international. Those who have worked for the UN, past and present, may recognize some of the names and situations as well as enjoying the well-told experiences. Everyone will find memorable anecdotes. Even some bankers, I hope, may be led to reconsider their daily preoccupations with money-making and wonder whether it is time for a change.


Boudewijn illuminates his story with colour and detail, enlivened by accounts from his diaries written at the time. Fortunately, he has not edited out frank comments and reactions about some of the less helpful colleagues or officials he has encountered on the way. All this makes for lively reading.


It is also a family memoir, with detail of how Annette, Boudewijn’s wife, developed her own parallel interests and activities, with her anthropologist’s eye for what also was going on and what local people were thinking and feeling. And their son, Nadim, when not away in school, joined in with his own activities which are recorded. Their daughter Vanessa followed her own multicultural track that included acting in the First All Children’s Theatre of Manhattan and then sociology with study and research in London, Paris and Hanghzou, China.


At a time when it is in vogue to urge governments and non-profits to learn from international business and banking, Boudewijn Mohr’s insightful book offers a different lesson. It shows how much international business and the banking sector have to learn from the UN and NGOs – about motivation and commitment, about goals focused on human welfare rather than profit, and about broader approaches to efficiency and effectiveness.


The book is a great read –for a wide variety of readers, NGO workers in development, in the UN, people young and old, possibly even some bankers!




Introduction


This is first and foremost the story of a personal transformation in search of greater fulfilment in life. I am forever grateful to my mother who from 1971 kept our correspondence for almost 25 years. Without her, this book would never have been written. The story benefited also from the correspondence with my wife and children, who were often separated from me as a result of extensive travel. The impact that this transformation has had on them is extensively covered here through adventures they mostly created for themselves wherever they were. Finally, the story is set against the background of major historic events of the time.


The book paints the extremes of my two-hatted career. It gives an insight into life in banking in the downtown Manhattan of the seventies, the patriarchal style of David Rockefeller’s Chase Manhattan Bank; sharply contrasted by a French-style banking environment of the 1980s. The other extreme was my transformation into an aid and development official of the United Nations. Once in Africa, I buried my former banker’s hat fast, only towards the end to admit to unbelieving ears that, at one time, I had been a corporate banker in New York. My destiny developed slowly until it reached its full circle on that memorable day in New York in May 2002, when I left Unicef House on 44th Street for the last time.


The book identifies the triggers that readied me to take the leap into the unknown. First of all, there is no doubt in my mind that my MBA year at multicultural INSEAD1 has been instrumental in seeking a world much larger than my own.2 That was the first trigger (1969). When the INSEAD faculty invited me in 1999 to serve on a panel of “unusual careers” of INSEAD alumni, it was the right time to look back on that sea change in my professional life. I was close to retirement; and several friends began to urge me to write this book. They wanted to know why I had left an increasingly lucrative banking sector for aid and development.


Then as a corporate banker in New York, the sovereign debt crisis of Mexico in 1982 turned me away from the banking world for good – even before the idea of joining an international organisation came to mind. In feature articles for the renowned Dutch newspaper NRC-Handelsblad I gradually moved over to the side of the defaulting nations. That was the second trigger (1982).


Finally, after a six-week orientation trip through sub-Saharan Africa and Asia for Unicef to familiarise myself with its programmes in the field, I was bent on working one day for Unicef in West Africa. That was the third trigger (1986).


These then were the three hinges on my door to “a destiny in the making”. Each hinge bears a name: INSEAD, Mexico and Unicef.


How was it that I had turned from pragmatist and realist into sentimental dreamer and idealist? If so, how did I survive that transformation? And why did it succeed? Were there lessons to be learned for others? Should the vast sums pumped into Africa not have achieved more for children? What was Unicef’s take on that? And in general, was there any hope for Africa?


Even before joining Unicef, I realised that sub-Saharan Africa had made significant gains in health and education since independence. In fact, since 1960, child mortality rates had been dropping fast. In West Africa alone, U5MR dropped from 292 deaths per 1,000 live births to 183 by 1990. At independence very few Africans had formal education. The first national development policies began to prioritise programmes to significantly expand schooling. In the euphoria of independence, the literate volunteered to teach in adult literacy programmes in Mozambique and Tanzania. By 1980, millions of eligible children went to primary school. The question was whether this was sustainable, once donor funds would decline. At the same time, there was still a long way to go to realise the goal of “education for all”.


There were also other, not so positive signs on the wall. By 1980, commodity prices in world markets were declining fast. Excessive population growth continued to undermine health and education targets, in spite of efforts of promoting birth spacing and other controls. War and civil conflict destroyed the little that had been achieved. Poverty was on the rise.


I was seduced by the grand initiatives of Unicef of that time. So much was going on all at once. It seemed that Unicef had woken up from another age. Jim Grant’s Global Revolution on Child Survival seemed a way to force a breakthrough towards Alma Ata’s goal of “Health for All” by the year 2000. Low-cost interventions in growth monitoring of under five year olds, oral rehydration therapy to fight diarrhoea, and breastfeeding to build up a baby’s immune system, could potentially save millions of lives. Its tangible goal of immunisation for all children against communicable diseases by 1990 could well become the cutting edge for better health care all around.


An issue with which I felt a particular affinity was Sir Richard Jolly’s crusade for structural adjustment programmes with a human face, to ease its heavy burden on the poor through social safety nets, while in no way denying the importance of economic growth. AWHF mirrored my own feelings about the injustice of excessive sovereign debt extended to developing nations by Western governments and banks, as promoted by the International Monetary Fund at the time.


Well, without further ado, off we go on our voyage. Are you coming with us?


Notes


1 Promotion 1969.


2 In my time courses were conducted in French, English or German, depending on the nationality of the professor; for example, Anglosaxon marketing, a subject rich in English words, was taught in German.




Chapter 1: Take-off on assignment


At the heliport at 63rd Street the ’copter was already roaring its engines. Rotor blades were spinning ever faster for the 6 pm departure to JFK, just as we were running to make it. It was a clear day in early September 1985, such as only New York can give them. Blown away by the strong headwinds, four Unicef staff trailed this tall, rather fit and sprightly 63-year-old man. That was our Executive Director of Unicef, James P. Grant, sprinting right along with carry-on luggage slung over his left shoulder, as was his custom. I was one of them, on a mission to Warsaw for a meeting with the Unicef National Committees. I was thrilled: one of my law study electives in Leiden had been The Political Process of Eastern Europe Going Communist, but I had yet to set foot behind the Iron Curtain. I had taken this elective with an eye to taking the Foreign Service exam after getting my law degree. Although a new dawn seemed to be coming to the East, this was still the Cold War era. It was a most unusual beginning at Unicef for me, to be the new kid on the block, having been a Vice President of a major French bank in New York barely six weeks before.


At midday I had closed the door of our apartment at 111 East 80th Street for the last time. Before leaving the now empty place, I took my time to look the place over one more time. I imagined all the ghosts of those having passed through here during the past eight years and who were now going to enjoy their own farewell party after my departure, perhaps with some of them lingering on for the some hundred years more. I was utterly moved to leave New York and rather scared of the risk I had taken. I knew there was no return to the banking world possible. Banking stood at the dawn of rapid change. In two years’ time I would be completely outdated and no one would hire me back. But at the same time I had no plans to return to that kind of life. It was a deliberate leap into the unknown.


This day was my fourth day at the United Nations Children’s Fund. The first three had been devoted to attending a high-level strategic Retreat in the context of the Child Survival Revolution and social mobilization. I had been introduced as the new staff member who represented Geneva; no one else had come from that office. There were some 40 people, mostly top-level managers from Headquarters with several field staff from Africa, Asia and Latin America. As Unicef stood on the brink of a major leap forward, this Retreat was of extreme importance. The atmosphere seemed lively, youngish (even though several staff had already some 20, 30 years of service behind them) and people struck me as extremely motivated and engaged. After three days I had met and talked with almost everyone. To be locked up in a retreat where nobody could go home was a golden opportunity. In this way there were the relaxed and funny evenings, when socializing took the upper hand. I could not wish for a better introduction. I soon came to realize that it was Jim Grant who had swept them up from NGO type approaches to more global thinking, of which the Child Survival Revolution as he called it was to be the cutting edge. Unicef after all had been appointed as the United Nations lead agency for children on the occasion of the International Year of the Child, and so the idea was that we’d better live up to it and take this mandate very seriously. This was still the era of the pioneers, a time of unusual management without strict rules and regulations, but times were changing fast here too.


The venue for the Retreat was the Maurice Pate Center of Human Development in Danbury, Connecticut, a sprawling 100-acre property that the Pate family had donated to Unicef. Maurice Pate was the first Executive Director of Unicef. All the top brass of Unicef New York were there with several field people attending. The meeting was partially organised as a workshop, with working groups deliberating strategies for themes such as health, education and emergencies. I had of course nothing to offer in the discussions in my working group on health led by Fouad Kronfol, an affable Lebanese. Our group had been assigned a place in the garden, so I had ample time to stealthily take in the beauty of the rolling green hills of this magnificent property. At the end of the Retreat at the suggestion of Tarzi Vitachi, Deputy Executive Director for External Relations, Jim Grant and his deputies agreed that Mohr, as a former banker, should make a six-week round the world orientation trip to familiarize himself with Unicef Programmes. I felt that all eyes were upon me. This had never happened with a newcomer in Unicef. But as I was about to join the Programme Funding Office’s arm in Geneva, this was considered a sine qua non for understanding Unicef’s work and promoting it in order to raise funds. Now on my fourth day, other surprises were in store.


On take-off the ’copter first turned back to Manhattan before aiming for JKF. Nostalgia had already taken the better of me and I felt rather miserable to leave New York behind after 14 years. As a family, we had gotten the best from life in Manhattan. Here we had skied cross-country after big snow storms down Park Avenue, up Madison and crossing over into Central Park; here I walked our son Nadim to the French Lycée every day, playing football in the winter with a block of ice that functioned as ball until it was no more, once in a while stopping to look for quarters left behind in phone booths; this was where I fetched our daughter Vanessa from theatre class on the Upper West Side; and there, at the Children’s Centre of the Metropolitan Museum, right around the corner from our apartment, Annette – A. for short in our little family – was doing art with children, including our Vanessa and her little brother Nadim.


Far in the distance I spotted the ferry to Staten Island and the Statue of Liberty, thinking how many times had I made the crossing with Chase Manhattan colleagues during the one-hour lunch break. While still circling above my old town this was too much to take. Allegra Morelli, Unicef focal point for non-governmental organizations, must have seen or felt something: “you’ll be back,” she consoled me. But no longer would we live at “one-eleven” as we called our home at 111 East 80th Street. If ever we did come back things would never be the same. With a sharp curve the ’copter suddenly swung sideways turning in the direction of JFK, crossing Long Island Sound, Queens and Brooklyn. Not too many memories here. Meanwhile, the colleagues of the Greeting Cards division were asking themselves what we are going to do in Warsaw. They decided on sightseeing first thing Monday. Then, one of them adding mockingly: “the rest of the meeting is to brief Boudewijn Mohr”.


We are fetched from Warsaw airport by a Polish government official plus some staff from the committee. In the bus the discussion is about the weather, a convenient topic given the oppressive circumstances here. It is the first of September, a Sunday and everyone is out on this splendid sunny day. I take a stroll through the old centre. Cars seem to be mostly Ladas and Trabants, the latter a highly polluting midget car with a two-stroke engine like a motorbike and going by the affectionate nickname of “Trabbi”. Young well-dressed people in casual jeans with a Western look, wanting to be seen. At Castle Square the statue of King Sigismund III, still revered as a hero by many Poles, a favourite gathering place for young Poles. It was this king who briefly invaded Russia and held Moscow during 1610–12. Sitting on the steps of the monument is strictly forbidden but the people still do it as some kind of a still protest. I witnessed two young men being shoved into a police car that then speeds off into the distance as if they had had the catch of the day. A nearby church was packed with people of all ages praying, even without a service going on.


For all that week, this was the nearest I would come to real Poles. The next day was opening day with official speeches by Jim Grant and government officials. Clearly the Unicef Committee plays a minor role here, I thought. One Pole insisted that in its immunization drive Unicef should not lose track of a country’s culture. How little could we foresee then the resistance of some of the traditional leaders in northern Nigeria against polio vaccination that threatened losing the goal of polio elimination.


Meanwhile I begin to wonder about the strength or influence of the Polish Committee in the context of Poland itself. Little or no mention is made of its work and aspirations. In the evening we attend a performance of the Children’s Theatre Gaweda3. I cannot help thinking back to Meridee Stein’s First All Children’s Theatre in New York where Vanessa performed in many a musical from when she was eight. Here the musical performance is Les enfants modèles, based on the book of Paul Thorez, son of the long-time communist leader of France, Maurice Thorez. The story is about the model summer holiday camp in Artek (Crimea) for the young communist elite from all over the world, where young Thorez spent several educational holidays. Good for youth re-education and global networking. Here in Poland, communist propaganda is all around us. Two hundred children are dancing and running on the stage, with mouths moving to imitate the pre-recorded music blaring out of gigantic speakers as if to make sure we hear it all right. Such hard work just to get to this level of performance with perhaps little time left to be a child. There is some very good professional dancing indeed: the Slavic dance between a boy and a girl; the “carousel” dance (a boy in the middle tied to eight girls moving in a circle); and the “Charleston” are exquisitely performed.


The following day we listen to the daughter of Dr Ludwik Rajhman, the Polish doctor, who tells the history of Unicef and the role her father had played to make it all happen. Dr Rajhman, a former senior health official at the League of Nations, was a pioneer for children’s well-being, in particular health and nutrition. Although the expression does not seem to have been used at that time, he was the first to realize that children have special needs; and that, as such, children should be a special target group in public health, which a United Nations Fund for children could best address. Rajhman was executive secretary of a committee defining Unicef’s mandate; diligently allied himself with and made use of the long experience of the US Federal Agency the Children’s Bureau founded in 1912; and lobbied to obtain credible funding from left over UNRRA funds and the US government to start operating from the ground running.


On 19 December 1946, eight days after the birth of Unicef, Dr Rahjman was appointed chairman of the Board. Shortly afterwards UN Secretary-General Trygve Lie appointed Rahjman’s friend Maurice Pate Executive Director. Maggie Black, in The Children and the Nations vividly recalls these heady days around the birth and first weeks in the life of Unicef and Pate’s years at the helm. When the Norwegian Committee for Unicef proposed the Executive Director in 1960 for the Nobel Peace prize, Pate suggested in true fashion that Unicef be nominated instead. Unicef received the prize in 1965, but Pate did not live to see it.


During coffee breaks I move around among the delegates as if I am at a diplomatic cocktail reception trying to meet as many people as I possibly could. Then back to plenary, speech after speech again, truly a training session in listening. I meet Canon Joseph Moerman, a Belgian, who is credited with the idea of the UN International Year of the Child (realised in 1979). Moerman lends me a gramophone record of the Gaweda group to record at home for my children. I tell him it could be weeks before he sees this record again. He does not seem to mind. At least he does not have to carry the vinyl record all the way back to Geneva. The Canon is all smiles: yesterday he received the “Order of the Smile”, a Unicef award for services to children. Somehow our conversation moves to my family background. Moerman knows Bremen and says the town hall of Bremen has a wine cellar hundreds of years old. My great-great grandfather Carl Friedrich Gottfried Mohr, who was mayor of the Hansestadt from 1864 to 1867 and again in 1871, must surely have made good use of it!


Finally the Committees are getting the floor. The Polish and Portuguese delegates give an exposé on the situation of children in their countries. Street children are a problem in Portugal and Italy, the latter suffering earthquake related emergencies. The French Committee has provided some direct funding to poor Portuguese children, which it is not supposed to do, as all funds raised by Committees must transit through Unicef New York. Lucjan Wolniewicz, Executive Secretary of the Polish Committee looks and speaks like a Parisian. He regrets not having stayed in France after finishing his studies. In private, Lucien is fiercely anti-communist. A film is shown narrating now almost 40 years of Unicef history. At the coffee break I meet John Charnow, who knew Dr Rahjman during his time at the US State Department and joined Unicef as a young staffer at its creation. Charnow is in charge of researching the history of Unicef that will be published in 1986.


The next day is excursion day. We are going to a monument for children fallen in the Second World War and to a children’s hospital. In the minibus I settle down next to the Bulgarian delegate. This entire trip I seek out colleagues from East Europe, as I am keenly interested to know how people live under communism. As the driver burns a red light, I remark that he drives like a Frenchman. I ask him, “si les Bulgares respectent un feu rouge”. And he answers: “Bien sûr, nous respectons tout ce qui est rouge”… wry humour which you can expect a lot of in a communist country. I read enough Kundera to know that. The hospital is a fifteen minute ride out of town, giving us a glimpse of the other Warsaw: Soviet style drab grey blocks of flats, food stores looking like shacks, with long, long lines of people waiting patiently. Everything is grey now, people, buildings, and sky. Even the mood is a little sombre. In the hospital we visit the cardiology department. The all-important computer without which rien ne va plus has broken down, no date given. “American equipment”, the guide explains with some glee. But the truth is, I am told, that Poland has trouble procuring spare parts from America because of suffocating foreign exchange controls. Just this morning the Polish news agency PAP reports that relations with the United States are excessively bad.


The Unicef visit has some good press coverage, not in the least as a result of a brilliant exposé by Dr Stephen Joseph, Unicef senior health adviser. Suave and urbane American, Joseph makes the full immunization pitch, explaining with the help of mortality and morbidity charts why all children should be immunized against preventable communicable diseases. “Keeping children alive who later will die anyway,” retorts Christopher Cooper, the young West German delegate, insisting Unicef must concentrate on programmes that will last for those who will live. A crash immunization programme, if not sustained, would lead to catastrophic epidemics. I thought of A. who had already warned of this in a discussion this summer at our farm in Upstate New York. Not for nothing do I call her sometimes our wise old owl. After the plenary, Uffe König, Director of the Geneva office, calls a meeting of his staff. König, a rather scruffy Dane and one of Grant’s “boys”, strikes me as nervous and insecure. This meeting seems more like a free-for-all rather than a structured approach to deciding on a division of tasks, daily assessment of the meeting so far and strategies for running this meeting the next day.


In the hallway the newly acquired friend from the Rumanian Committee, Mihai, invites a couple of us to come and have a glass of tuica4 in his room. Most leave after one glass but the French delegate and I linger on to know more. Mihai knows Artek, a resort on the Black Sea; he has spent summer holidays there. “Too politicized,” he says. I look around if the Rumanian government official, who follows Mihai around like a dog, is around to hear this. We are in luck, he is not. Then I mention Paul Thorez and the musical show based on his book “les enfants modèles” we saw the night before. I put forward that the son of communist leader Maurice Thorez also had doubts about this camp. No reaction from Mihai, who refused to be drawn out into risky territory. Mihai shows us photos of a similar children’s camp in his country. It seems definitely more fun there than at the Soviet-style Artek camp. The doctor from Bulgaria tells me he has been waiting to get a Lada for eight years now. He has the money ready but has been told to wait some more. He clearly does not belong to what Milovan Djilas has labelled the “New Class”.


On the last day I am invited to attend a luncheon with the Cuban Vice Minister of Health. Cuba has sent doctors and nurses to some 23 countries as their contribution to development. Later in Africa I would encounter several of them, very committed but more often than not having to face broken equipment and long lasting stock-outs of vaccines and medicines. In the evening the Committee offers a farewell dinner. Although Poles are known for their hospitality, I am not looking forward to yet another meal of potatoes, salty dried out salmon and tough meat. Naturally this points to food shortages the country is facing. I am told that sometimes Unicef picks up the bill. I am not surprised given the circumstances here. The hotel bar that could have helped us to wash away the food is closing on us just as the dinner ends. On saying our goodbyes some delegates say they are interested in A.’s work with children at the Metropolitan Museum and hope that she will once come and talk about it.


Early in the morning, the Swiss Air plane takes off in a hurried ascent. I am thinking, after the culinary experience in Warsaw, the sooner they serve a Swiss breakfast the better. Suddenly the green manicured hills dotted with little villages appear under a clear sky. Switzerland, home sweet new home, my first and who knows perhaps my last duty station at Unicef.


I had no clue what to expect, no plan to base myself on. It all sounded good but was it? Was I going to fit in, make the transition from New York banker to development specialist? This was a hard call indeed.


Notes


3 Tale.


4 The Rumanian version of slivovitch.




Chapter 2: Preparing a quantum leap


On a clear day in May 1985, I had slipped out of Société Générale’s Rockefeller Plaza branch, well before my lunch break, half running as if I had to catch a train, destination the United Nations sculpture garden. I had been there many times for a stealthy brown-bag lunch with friends and colleagues – eating and drinking was strictly forbidden in the gardens. But this time I needed enough time to go over my notes, to reduce my points to just a few and then learn them by heart. Adriana Vink, senior secretary at Unicef, had phoned me that morning to say that my interview was allotted 30 minutes – she had gotten hold of Grant’s programme of the day. I knew I needed to be brief and to the point. Armed with a Fanta and sandwiches from Au Bon Pain in my pockets I settled down on a wooden bench near a statue given by one of the member states. I had chosen the spot carefully days before: away from the beaten track, under a pine tree and with a view of the East River for a Zen mindset and mysterious calm. For almost two hours I remained there, sometimes stretching my legs and strolling to the edge of the river to watch the boats gliding by. The hours passed in no time at all. Finally I started walking very slowly to 48th Street and First Avenue where Unicef had its offices at the time. Taking the elevator to the sixth floor, I settled down on a simple sofa in a sparsely furnished reception area, rehearsing my answer to the one question I thoroughly expected Grant to ask: Why Unicef?


Just weeks before I had called Geb Ringnalda at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs in The Hague, who I had befriended in New York, when he was “gevolmachtigd minister” (minister plenipotentiary) at the Dutch Permanent Mission at the United Nations. Geb had been trying for a while to get me a senior post at an international organisation. Now he was number three at the Ministry and still focal point for relations with the UN. I said, “Geb, I think I will not pursue this Unicef idea anymore, it’s been nine months now; my banking career has recently taken off again, so maybe I should just stay with that,” but he retorted: “no, no, I will call Jim Grant and I get you an interview with him,” and adding, after a brief pause, as if selling this idea to me: “you both will hit it off very well”.


Geb knew Grant well from Unicef Board meetings when the latter was doing a hard sell of a Global Child Survival Revolution, got into a fair amount of trouble for it, but pursued this idea against all odds. Among Unicef colleagues there was a great amount of scepticism and success was not possible without winning over the naysayers. In hindsight I now believe that the two men had something in common: none of them taking no for an answer. A few days later Geb called back with the news: “22nd of May at half past two”. Only two weeks left to prepare!


Geb Ringnalda was a rather unconventional diplomat. A Frisian, he was a straightforward man. He struck me as a bon vivant, someone who loves life. He had been one of the founders of D66, at first a centrist political grouping with innovative ideas for a better and more just society in Holland. It had been the subject of intense debate inside D66 whether the movement should become a political party, which in the end it did. Ringnalda told me that he had been one of those against this idea, thinking that more could be achieved by staying outside the political system itself.


D66 was not alone in rethinking Dutch society. The sixties were a time of huge social change. The radical Provo’s, anarchists provoked against established socio-cultural values, in particular the strong “pillarization” of Dutch society and the monarchy. A. and I had started our married life in Amsterdam in 1966, moving into a house on the Eglantiersgracht in the Jordaan neighbourhood. With much shuffling of chairs and the sound of voices above us, we found out that the Provo’s held their late night meetings right above our heads! The Provo’s were best known for their “white bicycle plan”, white bikes that one would find in Amsterdam without a lock and free for everyone to use and then leave somewhere after usage. One of the goals was to rid the inner centre of carbon dioxide pollution. They already warned against the health risks of cigarette smoking. Although little talked about in France, the Provo’s were way ahead of the May 1968 student movement. The Provo’s dissolved themselves soon after having concluded that they had made their point.


In 1985 the Netherlands was vastly under-represented in international organisations in comparison with the level of its contributions. Other major donor countries were in effect far more vocal on this than my own country and Ringnalda wanted to correct that. At first he sent me to the OECD in Paris. I passed the first hurdle, was put on a roster and asked to apply after six months for a post in its banking department, which tracks the well-being of member banks and the banking environment in member states. Next came an interview with the United Nations Commission on Transnational Corporations. UNCTC’s mandate was to offer advisory services, technical assistance and capacity building to developing countries, to harness investment by transnational corporations and thus accelerate development. The interview resulted in an instant offer, which was to be for only one year because of a lack of funding. Red lights flashed and I declined. Many years later UNCTC was absorbed within the United Nations Conference on Trade and Development (UNCTAD) in Geneva, a forum on international trade issues whose objective was to make developing countries and countries in transition equitably integrated into the global economy through capacity building. There must surely have been some duplication of mandate here, so the merger seemed logical.


Geb Ringnalda was tenacious and simply did not give up. In 1984, he put forward my candidacy at Unicef for the post of Deputy Director of its Programme Funding Office, responsible for funding relations with governments and private sector. Geb said that Grant wanted to attract some candidates from the private sector to help professionalize management and operations. Grant wanted the National Committees for Unicef to expand beyond just greeting cards and direct mail, and raise funds with corporations. Although an inside candidate was selected for that post, it triggered a series of interviews with the Division of Personnel that lasted many months. I met three times with Steve Jarrett, a young, affable and soft-spoken Englishman. Jarrett was the only Human Resources Officer I got to see. In hindsight I now think that that was just as well! Would there have been the same chemistry with someone else? Although these meetings did not identify any posts, they helped me enormously in understanding the mandate, the issues and the organisation of Unicef.


As soon as I learned of the interview with Grant I called Adriana Vink. I had met her at a buffet dinner at the home of Henk Gajentaan, who had succeeded Geb as the number two of the Mission. Gajentaan was another co-founder of D66. Since that dinner, Adriana and I regularly had lunch together in a self-service cafeteria near the UN when she would be telling me what was going on in Unicef. She also thought that I would hit it off well with Grant. That made two, and although I was rather reassured by this I certainly did not stare myself blind on it. Another regular luncheon companion was Dirk Salomons, an old-fashioned looking type straight out of a 19th century novel, who briefed me on political and legal issues he dealt with at the UN Secretariat. This time around, these briefings had to be stepped up, coupled with extensive homework.


I began to read up on all the hot issues of Unicef, and there was a bunch going on: Jim Grant’s “Child Survival Revolution”, with its focus on immunisation; Richard Jolly’s Structural Adjustment Programmes “with a human face”, the trend towards advocacy and mobilisation of societies for child survival which Unicef called “social mobilisation”; the growing importance of National Committees in fundraising, development education and collaboration with the private sector; and the all-important drive for far more reliable data on children. An important step in that direction was Unicef’s flagship publication the State of the World’s Children Report, the brainchild of Peter Adamson and Jim Grant. Its 1982–83 publication reported on the Child Survival Revolution and how this could prevent millions child deaths per year through simple interventions: it was now increasingly feasible to immunise all children against measles, diphtheria, tetanus, whooping cough, poliomyelitis, and tuberculosis, a WHO goal to be achieved by 1990. These six diseases killed an estimated five million children a year in the developing world and accounted for approximately one third of all child deaths. Tetanus alone was responsible for a million child deaths a year. Whooping cough for another 600,000.


Adriana explained that it was Jon Rohde, Grant’s close friend and adviser on health issues, who convinced Grant that the goal of Health for All by the year 2000 established at Alma Ata in 1978 was far too large to focus on. He advised to just focus on a few interventions. The Child Survival Revolution thus came to be pinned on “GOBI”. I gaped: “On what? GOBY???” And I burst out in laughter. “No”, she said, “with an I”. I found it hard for any marketing pitch to go with such a rather strange acronym. Adriana laughed heartily with me. We simply cracked up at something extremely serious, and that made it even funnier! The acronym in effect stood for several low-cost interventions that could successfully combat child mortality. The sequence seemed wholly artificial to me as it seemed to accommodate the acronym and that, in my mind, seemed a totally wrong strategy. Adriana assured me that I was not alone in this. Some had joked it could confuse with Mongolia’s desert. Others pointed out that GOBI meant cabbage in Hindi.


Adam Fifield5 tells how this acronym was born. In September 1982 Grant called a weekend meeting at the Unicef offices at which several outside experts had been invited to discuss the global revolution for child survival. At one point a WHO colleague who had remained rather silent until then, scribbled GOBI on a piece of paper and passed it to Jim Grant, who jumped at the idea: Growth Monitoring, Oral Rehydration Therapy, Breastfeeding, Immunisation! Bingo! But by the time I was hired, the acronym had almost outlived its days: universal immunisation of children had become the “cutting edge” (Jim Grant’s words I believe) of the GOBI strategy. Grant made ORT famous by pulling out of the side pocket of his jacket a tiny sachet containing salts to stop dehydration as an illustrative tool of a particularly low-cost intervention that saved lives of millions of children.


At this time Unicef programmes were beginning to focus on women’s health without which the child of course had little chance to survive. Over time Grant was persuaded to add three low-cost interventions to GOBI: food supplementation, female education and family spacing making for an even more unwieldy acronym, GOBI-FFF. Now one staff member reportedly joked that the three F’s stand for the four-letter word three times over. With the renewal of the commitment to reach universal immunisation of all children, the acronym was discreetly dropped. But all GOBI-FFF interventions remained very much an integral part of what became the Child Survival and Development Revolution.


Another hot topic for Unicef was the global economic trend towards structural adjustment of that time. The world was facing the deepest global recession since the 1930s and alarm bells were ringing in Unicef, as these SAP’s did not at all build in measures to protect the well-being of vulnerable children. Unicef commissioned a study on The Impact of World Recession on Children, carried out under the leadership of Richard Jolly and Andrea Cornia and published in 1984. The study was a watershed in development circles. Although it acknowledged the need for economic structural adjustment, it makes the point that this should not be to the detriment of child survival. Through statistical data the study proved its point that vulnerability increases, if adjustment programmes do not have a strong component for protecting child health and survival, development and protection. As such, Unicef created yet another global movement, promoting “Adjustment with a Human Face” and Unicef was leading it, once again. Few could foresee its long-term effect in that today’s poverty reduction strategies of governments the world over now include an ever stronger social protection pillar benefiting the most vulnerable children.


Another key development was the adoption, by WHO, of the code on marketing infant formula that bans the advertising of formula to health centres. The code was an excellent tool to promote breastfeeding, but there was a glitch, because Grant was walking a tightrope: on the one hand the code specifically targeted Nestlé, a powerful multinational company, and this could potentially upset other companies with which Grant wished to nurture ties. In Unicef proper, business had been a dirty word. Union Carbide with its Bhopal disaster was another case in point. At the same time WHO and Unicef were trying to pressure the drug companies to lower their prices of vaccines through joint procurement arrangements and aggressive advocacy. Jim Grant needed the private sector to fund his Child Survival Revolution, but not at all cost.


Armed with this knowledge acquired through Adriana’s briefings I was led into Grant’s office by Mary Cahill, his personal assistant. It was a corner office with a wide view on the East River, rather light, spacious but simply furnished – a far cry from the environment of a senior New York banker. There was a large round wooden table of a light natural colour at which two men were sitting opposite from each other. I recognised Grant from photos of course. The big man rose up from his seat on the left side at the table taking my hand in a firm grip. What struck me was Grant’s sheer presence. Taller than my six feet, he seemed to tower over you. He was wearing a grey summer suit that hung a bit loosely on his big frame. His face was deeply lined with blue, intensely observing eyes. I could feel that here stood before me a man with a mission, intense, driven and in a hurry. A powerful presence radiating something big. Then I turned to the young man who was getting up from his position on the right. What a pleasant surprise to see Steve Jarrett back again! He and I were beginning to know each other rather well. Steve’s soft British demeanour put me at ease at once. My place was in between these two men and the interview began.


I started to tell him about my life in the French-American business community as a Vice President of Société Générale. I was already well connected with French business since my days at Chase Manhattan Bank Headquarters in downtown Manhattan. In the late sixties and early seventies French direct investment in the United States was catching up fast with the Dutch and the British who were far out in front. My job was business development with French-owned businesses in the US, later expanded to developing relations with other European companies. Within six years, the branch had become a multi-billion dollar business. But life at the bank had become too routine for me.


After some 17 years in banking altogether spent between Amsterdam, London and New York, it was time for me to leave the profession. At around that time, the Dutch government had asked me to be one of their candidates for an international organisation where my profile could fit. The Ministry of Foreign Affairs had long been complaining that representation of their nationals at the UN was far below what it should be in relation to the Netherlands’ contribution. I knew of course full well that Grant was aware of the Dutch complaining about this, pestered as he was by the Italian government to hire Italians in big numbers after a one hundred million dollars contribution for immunisation. I thought I heard Geb Ringnalda whisper, “well done”. To top it all off I mentioned in passing that I had already had interviews with the OECD and the UNCTC.


And then the key question came: “Why Unicef?” And I replied: “it is the culmination of a life lived so far”. From there I began to explain how my life had reached that decisive point at which total change, even a leap into the unknown, had become totally normal for me. To reach that point of culmination, certain influences and events had triggered this state of mind. I could relate three or four specific milestones that would remain with me forever. The first one was the sovereign debt collapse of Mexico. Although this was not my area of lending responsibility at all, I somehow began to be keenly interested. For me the most striking aspect was the patronising role of the International Monetary Fund that pressured commercial banks to lend ever more to countries that were effectively already in default. I also wondered out loud about the quality of oversight at Central Banking institutions of the industrialised countries. Dr Witteveen, a former IMF Director, had once argued that soon the world would need a “world central bank”, a global oversight institution for all Central Banks. When Mexico defaulted in 1982, effectively suffocating on excessive debts, its ultimate demise should have been fairly straightforward to foresee. However, in spite of their dwindling net worth as a result of massive provisions, commercial banks were pushed into making more loans. This was quite in line with the opinion of the US Secretary of the Treasury who was on record saying that banks needed the higher profits to offset the increased provisions for defaults on loans. Ergo, more loans! Our branch already had built up considerable exposure to Latin America, when I began to follow things with great curiosity.


Then I felt that it would be just tantalisingly challenging to write about it; and that started with writing my first feature article that was published in the Dutch newspaper NRC-Handelsblad. It was called “Sovereign lending: towards a new world order”. Its main ideas I had outlined in a letter to the Editor of the Economist, who published it. More articles followed in rather quick succession. In the process I wondered out loud, how come that these banks did not realise that debtor nations could never have been expected to absorb these inordinate and unmanageable levels of debt. I went on to say that in these articles I suggested several possible solutions to solve the sovereign lending crisis – in particular in relation to Africa. Grant urged me on to give details. I could feel that Adjustment with a Human Face was already on his mind.


I told him that one proposal was to transfer all sovereign loans to the IMF after a phased in write-off of unrecoverable loans, with the IMF then becoming the sole lender of sovereign debt with access to international money markets. Naturally, the IMF staff would have to be beefed up with qualified international banking personnel from the major foreign banks. Commercial banks would return to what they do best: lend to commercial and industrial enterprises in the private sector. Another idea was to couple balance of payments debt servicing to a percentage surcharge on the price of imports of raw materials self-imposed by industrialised nations, the proceeds of which would go into a fund lodged at the respective Central Bank to repay outstanding debt owed by the exporting developing nations. The surcharge, a highly unusual measure I admitted, could perhaps be seen as recognition of the undeniable contribution by the developing world to the West’s own industrialisation and development! These were the days of a million and one ideas and proposals made to increase liquidity in the developing world and thus accelerate their development. For example, two consultants at UNCTAD proposed that the gold holdings at the IMF, no longer used for transactions between member states since 1975, should become a fund for development, replenished by gradually selling off its gold holdings in the market.


I pointed out that in the Mexico debt restructuring the IMF and Western governments had a greater involvement than ever before in spite of the fact that the majority of debt was held by commercial banks. Rather than debt relief, it was suggested that Mexico should improve its balance of payments. But if there was going to be any debt relief, then as a quid pro quo, trade links with the West were to be strengthened, which would then have the effect of benefiting employment in the industrialised nations. Simultaneously, developing countries would never solve the balance of payment deficits! When the population of São Paolo took to the streets blaming the IMF for their misfortunes, it was a sign of how socio-political the international debt issue had become. At that point of the interview Adjustment with a Human Face crossed my mind in a flash, thinking how timely it had arrived on the scene. And I mentioned it in passing.


I said I was especially concerned by the sovereign debt on the African continent. In some countries debt service represented well over half of the national income. I maintained that these countries were unable to get a fair price for their commodities in a fast declining market, unable to service the debt, and certainly unable to get more loans. But some African nations had taken their fate in their own hands: social unrest had led Zambia to abandon an agreement with the IMF. Côte d’Ivoire had temporarily suspended all debt instalments. With Africa’s foreign debt at over 100 billion dollars, which represented just 10% of the entire developing world’s debt, I began to argue for substantial debt forgiveness. I pointed out to Grant that I began to realise that a profound change was taking place inside me: I was taking the side of the indebted developing countries. I had essentially moved away from banking to the “other side”.


But there were more triggers than sovereign debt alone that changed me. It had to do with my family. They knew for a long time that banking was not for me. An avid reader of Ayn Rand, A. declared herself ready to stand behind me and whatever I wanted to do in life as long as I quit banking. She had been working for eight years at the Metropolitan Museum’ Children’s Centre as an assistant art teacher. Children between two and twelve, including our own, would come after school to paint and make sculptures inspired by their walks with the teachers through the galleries. The novelty of these art classes was that children were entirely free to mix their own colours and paint as they wished, undoubtedly inspired by their walks through the galleries with the teachers before getting to work. They received minimal guidance; imagination was what counted most; and some incredible paintings saw the light of day. Once a week A. would do similar work at the Harlem School of Arts. At this point in the interview I suddenly realised that Grant was taking notes with a red ball pen on a small notepad. I could not believe it, him taking notes as soon as I talked about my family, but on my own story nothing! I was fascinated by this man.


So I continued with another factor that influenced my thinking over time: the Meri Mini Players of the First All Children Theatre (First ACT for short) in Manhattan. The theatre was founded by Meridee Stein, its young and dynamic executive director. Its initial location was in the basement of a run-down transient hotel on Broadway and 76th Street, euphemistically called the “Continental Ballroom”. First ACT became a family affair. We enrolled our eight-year-old daughter Vanessa with the 6–13 year olds. More than half of the kids came from deprived backgrounds in Harlem. Interestingly they did better in school since joining the Meri Mini Players. The kids felt important, and they were indeed important, because the theatre could never exist without their commitment. How they could sing, dance and act with an incredible energy after so many hours of rehearsals after school was not to be believed. Meridee certainly had touched a nerve there on my family and me.


One day I was allowed a peek in the dressing room and noticed a very large poster of a swan up in a blue sky with the very appropriate tagline: “Birds fly because they think they can”. Some of the parents were actors themselves, like the comedian Jerry Stiller and his wife Anne Meara. Their son Ben Stiller went on to become a famous actor himself. Diane Paulus and Michael Greif became award-winning Broadway directors, for “Pippin” and “Rent” respectively. There were several performances on Saturdays and Sundays, constantly playing to a sold-out theatre. We as a family, often together with friends and parents themselves, trekked faithfully every Saturday to 65th Street with our three-year-old son Nadim in tow – he had to stand on my lap for better viewing – all of us enjoying seeing these very professional musical performances over and over again – and never getting bored.


Meridee asked me to become a member of the Board. For once I was going to do something for children other than my own. I was still at Chase Manhattan Bank, a most useful contact for her, what with David Rockefeller at the helm, a true mécène of the arts. He once invited the company to perform at the lighting of the Rockefeller Centre Christmas tree, and afterwards, he sent a donation on behalf of his Foundation. Donald Feuerstein, then partner and general counsel of Salomon Brothers, led our five members Board. With most of us coming from the business world, fundraising took off in the right direction. The theatre could now take the big step to move to a new much larger space in a former perfume factory at 37 West 65th Street occupying an entire floor that was turned into a 3/4-round, 150- seat theatre, if including the little ones seated on cushions on the floor. The move gave First Act far greater visibility and, through its proximity to Lincoln Centre, Meridee could now claim that First Act was effectively part of Broadway.


The interview was now moving rapidly towards its conclusion, with Grant directing Jarrett to organise at once an interview with his Deputy Richard Jolly, in charge of Programmes, and then Tarzie Vittachi, his Deputy for External Relations, in that order. And then as an afterthought, Jarrett asked: “perhaps Vianello-Chiodo too?” I was aware that Marco Vianello-Chiodo was Director of the Programme Funding Office, to whom the Dutch government had proposed my name for the Deputy post in 1984. Grant paused and replied, “no, no need”. To get these top level interviews with no post in sight was in any case an immense step forward.


Only days after I had called the Hague to brief Geb Ringnalda, the day for interview with Richard Jolly had already been fixed. A development economist, Jolly had previously been Director of the Institute of Development Studies at the University of Sussex. In 1982 he joined Unicef as Deputy Executive Director with responsibilities for programmes that were focused on reducing child mortality and implementing the goals agreed at the 1990 World Summit for Children. Jolly was the absolute driving force in promoting that the special needs of children should be taken into account in each and every economic adjustment process, which he called Adjustment with a Human Face.


Adriana warned me that this interview was going to be crucial: As a former professor, Jolly would surely have his own ways of evaluating a candidate, searching coolly for what the candidate really knew, almost like at an exam. Reserved as a true Brit, his personality therefore was very different from Grant’s. In any event I expected a rather substantial discussion on the sovereign debt question as a factor in Adjustment with a Human Face, and I was ready for it. Of course I was not going to lose track of the fact that I was only a lawyer by training and not an economist like him. I felt it was not going to be an exam but a debate on facts, and especially ideas, but of course one could never tell beforehand. At some point, his Adjustment with a Human Face and my ideas for solving the sovereign debt problem of the developing world were bound to meet at the crossroads, eye to eye so to speak.


I remember now that the first few minutes were rather formal and reserved, the ice definitely needed to be broken. But I could feel that Jolly already knew certain things about me and that put me at ease. For example, this time I did not have to face the “Why Unicef” question. His approach was perhaps more about how I could possibly fit into Unicef, perhaps in his Programme Division, coming from the banking sector as I did. I was not an economist and considered myself not very useful for his Adjustment with a Human Face crusade. I was not a researcher by profession on development issues. But I had been published about this one aspect, sovereign debt, and that was very much on Jolly’s mind in the context of structural adjustment. This time I went into far greater detail on the proposals I had made in the articles towards solving the debt problem. Our discussion became animated in the end, with Jolly unwittingly stimulating me to continue writing articles about this issue. It seemed at that point that Jolly was perhaps forgetting the next item on his undoubtedly busy schedule, because there was a quick tapping on the door. It was Jim Grant sticking his head in saying: “Ah, you are still going at it, I can see you two are hitting it off well,” with Jolly replying something like: “We are just about finished, Jim, I’ll pop in, in a minute”. He then asked me to send him copies of all the articles and so the interview came to an end.


Barely a few days later I was called to come for an interview with Tarzie Vittachi. As I was waiting on the now familiar sofa, I saw Grant approaching and plopping down next to me. It was a rather tiny piece of furniture, two people could just about fit. With this big man so close, I tried imperceptibly to make myself a bit smaller moving further to the left. “I am looking for a Comptroller, can you do it?” I was flabbergasted! A D2 position! I was well aware that these were still the days of the pioneers in Unicef. Management and Operations were not yet fully cemented in rules and regulations to say the least. I for one could now certainly ascertain to some of that, being witness to the external recruitment process, with Grant as the head recruiter. I replied that although I knew a lot about figures and numbers I was really an external relations person, including in my present job, which was business development.


Grant dropped this idea at once and, putting his hand on my arm as if to console me, declared: “There’s only one thing wrong with you, you’re not a woman”. I was well aware that women in Unicef were pushing hard for equal rights. It was the era of the Equal Rights Amendment to the American Constitution, which had yet to come into force. Unicef had commissioned a study on the status of women within Unicef. Initial findings indicated that the organisation was a long way off from reaching gender parity. As a first step in the process qualified women were systematically encouraged to apply. The preference was clearly for hiring women over men. But I was aware that Grant had had some reservations about some of the aspects of the gender study, in particular where the debate touched upon women in development. The risk was that the focus on children would diminish in the process.


I had only a split second to think about Grant’s observation; and I thought it was now or never. The remark I had in mind was very, very risky, but then I replied, “Mr Grant, I would do almost anything for Unicef, but there’s one thing I will not do,” – pausing ever so briefly for greater effect – “and that is to change my sex”. Two seconds can seem like an awfully long time, but then he burst out in laughter so loud that many on the sixth floor must have heard him. What a relief, I had taken the hurdle and it was still standing!


Tarzie Vittachi, a Sri Lankan journalist joined Unicef in 1980 as Grant’s Deputy for External Relations, a new and crucial post no doubt to overhaul Unicef’s communication machine in view of the social mobilisation drive for the Child Survival Revolution that was coming. The interview was relatively short but I remember it as very pleasant. Unbelievable as it may sound now, the interview with Vittachi was my first real discussion with someone from the developing world. I remember him telling me that each country has its North and its South, the former wealthy and the latter the poorest. He specifically mentioned India, but I could also think of a country closer to home: Italy.


For several weeks I heard nothing. An interview with Vianello-Chiodo was indeed never arranged. And then the call came from HR, and a voice said: “would you be against going to Geneva?” That was a strange question because most people in Unicef would jump at the proposal. I felt very different. I was very well aware of the tensions among staff there, several of whom had fallen out with its Director. Sheila Barry, the focal point for National Committees, was preparing to return to New York Headquarters after just a brief stint. Likewise Doris Bertrand, chief of the small Programme Funding Section for only two years, had just resigned and was about to return to her Ministry of Foreign Affairs in Vienna. The proposal was that I was to succeed her. I knew I was going into a very difficult situation, but it was a way to get into Unicef. But enthusiastic I was certainly not. Days later Jim Grant signed off on an Executive Order appointing me in Geneva, thus bypassing regular recruitment process. He did that often to speed things up or to avoid problems. I suspected that my candidacy might have been met with opposition from several quarters. Curiously in my whole career at Unicef, none of my appointments ever went through normal procedures!
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