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As the man who once ran the pirate radio station known as Radio 390 I am unlikely to be accused of seeing BBC Radio through rose-tinted glasses. So let me say that I feel that BBC Radio is the most valuable cultural institution that this country has. Its professional standards, both technically and in its ethos, are the envy of the rest of the world.


BBC Radio has one other virtue – it is much loved and appreciated by its home audience. Because I am a writer I have more experience of the BBC’s Radio Drama department than its other sections. Their help to new writers, and their awesome technical expertise are less well-known than the hours of entertainment that they provide. So this book is dedicated to all those men and women, past and present, of BBC Drama, who have entertained us all so well. Long may they go on doing so – this book is for them – with love.


Ted Allbeury


July ’83
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We were an hour out of Cairo and there was no touchdown before Addis. In the old days we should have had to stop at Khartoum at least. Probably Wadi Halfa as well. As the thermals came up from the baked sand the aircraft dropped, a hundred feet at a time, and then surged up again. Passengers pressed their feet to the floor in panic reflexes, and silently cursed the pilot. It lasted for fifteen minutes and then we were at cruising height. It was going to be a long flight so I lay across the three seats and got out the paperback I’d bought at Heathrow. But I couldn’t settle.


It seemed like a dream, or maybe a nightmare, to be going back to Ethiopia after all those years. There was a decade when you could use the end of the war as a benchmark for measuring time. It had been 1942 when I left Addis. I’d been given forty-eight hours to get out and it hadn’t been easy to hand over.


MI6 sent me in as soon as we had liberated the country in 1941 and the Emperor had gone back. My official appointment was as Military Liaison Officer to His Imperial Highness. It took them nearly a year to rumble me, and the first I’d known that my cover had gone was after a reception for the Greek Ambassador at the Palace. The colonel of the Imperial Guard had escorted me across the parade ground and casually suggested that we have a look at the new stables. In the first one was Mamu. He was from Harar, about fifteen years old. He lay on some filthy straw and Colonel Mulugueta pointed at Mamu’s feet with his stick. The bones that stuck through the flesh were a beautiful dazzling white and despite his black skin the raw red meat where they’d smashed at him, was an even darker red. There was not much blood but that was probably because he’d been dead for some days. Mamu was my houseboy. He’d been missing for two weeks.


Mulugueta’s smoky eyes had watched me carefully as I read the note he handed to me. It was signed by His Imperial Highness and was in French. I was persona non grata and I’d got forty-eight hours to get out.


I phoned our embassy. They didn’t want to know. But they condescended to radio Nairobi and Cairo. The Third Secretary brought round the answer a couple of hours later. My replacement would be flown over from Aden that night and I was to hand over to him at Kathi Kathikis’s night-club. Any time after eleven. The same plane would take me on to Nairobi.


There was only one thing in Addis that London really cared about at that time and that was the Jonnet business. Jonnet was a merchant with bases all over that neck of the woods. Asmara, Addis, Dire Dawa, Mogadishu, Aden and the Yemen. He was an Armenian and a millionaire several times over. He had influence at all levels everywhere, with the Italians, the Vichy French, the Arabs, the Emperor and the British.


It had been after I had found the gold yen in the market at Addis that London had really hardened up. Somebody was supplying naphtha to the Japanese motherships in the Red Sea which serviced their submarines in the Indian Ocean. I had traced the gold yen back to one of Jonnet’s outfits in Addis. And there was nobody else who even had sufficient fuel to interest the Japanese navy. But the warning from London had been clear. ‘Don’t pull in Jonnet until you’ve got evidence that would stand up in court.’ It would have taken me at least another two months to get that, and even then I should have needed a lot of luck. I could have got him on arms-smuggling, but we had wanted him on bigger stuff than that.


Kathi Kathikis was beautiful, and once she must have been just pretty. But in those days, when I was twenty-two, ladies in their mid-thirties had seemed fairly ancient to me. She’d been one of my main informers on the Palace. She advised the Emperor on business, she said. And her enigmatic smile could be interpreted how I liked. I could never imagine the old boy stripped for action but I could well understand the need for an alternative to the Empress. And in terms of business or scandal there wasn’t much that went on in Addis that Kathi didn’t know about.


I’d learned a lot about Jonnet’s deals with the Palace from her. She admired his ruthlessness and his business skill but she didn’t like him as a man. If she had liked him she wouldn’t have talked. Jonnet’s son was married to a ravishing Italian girl. She was only eighteen. The son had seen her in the civilian prison camp in Mogadishu and had married her two months later. Jonnet senior had had her too, whenever he fancied and whenever his son was away. Even night-club owners felt that that was going a bit too far.


A lot of people had waited years to see Jonnet get his comeuppance but it had never happened. I sensed that in those days a lot of people saw me as the one who might bring it off, and I’d built up a solid network of informants around him. But if I put him inside while short of evidence, then lots of heads would roll. And mine would be at the very bottom of the pile.


There hadn’t been much of a crowd that night. A few rich Arabs and Greeks, and a sprinkling of people from the embassy and our military mission. The word had obviously gone out and they never quite noticed me.


I was dancing with Kathi when he came in. He was about thirty but bald at the front. I saw him standing there looking for me. The band was playing ‘J’attendrai’ and Kathi was singing it in Greek and it sounded very sad.


By two o’clock that morning I’d handed over. His name was Peers, Logan Peers, and he’d been recruited into MI6 from one of those fancy regiments that wear chain-mail on their shoulders on Mess nights. He had listened attentively as I went over the saga of Jonnet. Command had said burn all records so it was all word-of-mouth stuff. He’d got those small eyes that seem to take everything in without moving about much, and I had the feeling that he would have Jonnet in the bag before too long.


By the time I was ready to leave, Kathi had heard from someone that I’d had the chop. As I went to leave she took my hand and led me into her office. She kissed me, not quite like a mother, and put something into my hand. ‘Seulement à donner de la bonne chance,’ she had said. It was a beautiful silver coin. A Maria-Theresa dollar. I slipped it in my pocket. And I always have been lucky. Nearly always, anyway.


The war had been over for five years before I saw Peers again. As so often happens when you haven’t seen someone for years I saw him twice in the same week. The first time was at the Travellers’ where I was somebody else’s guest. He had been sitting on his own at the far end of the dining-room. When our eyes met he was about to sign his bill. Our eyes meshed for a second and then he had turned away as if he didn’t recognize me. The second time was in Wheeler’s. He was with a woman and I was shown to the next table. There was no possibility of avoiding each other and we shook hands with the excessive affability that always happens in those circumstances.


He introduced me to his companion. She was his wife, and they were going on to the theatre. I sat with them for a drink and I noticed the woman looking at me with unusual interest. After a few moments’ guarded talk about the old times she had interrupted me, and with a slight French accent she said, ‘I know now who you are. You’re Johnny Grant. My father’s told me all about you.’ And she was smiling. An odd sort of smile. Knowing and amused.


‘Sounds interesting. Who’s your father?’


Peers looked embarrassed and he lifted his glass.


‘That’s all a long time ago, Sabine. Best forgotten. Let’s drink to Johnny now.’


She opened her mouth to speak, thought better of it, and still half smiling, raised her glass.


‘A la vôtre, Johnny.’


Back at the flat at Ebury Street I poured out the drinks and waited for Joe Shapiro. After I was thrown out of Addis London had sent me down to the Ogaden, that wild territory on the borders of Somalia and Ethiopia. There was, by then, a lurking suspicion that His Imperial Highness was playing footsie with Jonnet in his games with the Japanese and shrewd minds in London thought that maybe a small but cheerful war on his southern borders would help concentrate His Highness’s mind in other directions. Six months later I had been posted to Italy, and after that I worked with Joe Shapiro in Germany.


When I left, in 1947, Joe had stayed on in the racket, and now he was something in the section that specialized in counter-punching the Russians. It was Joe who had got me my promotion to major and we’d kept up a desultory but genuine friendship ever since.


I sometimes did a bit of photographic work at the studio for the old firm, and the business came through Joe. It didn’t pay like the commercial stuff but it meant that when I needed them I got visas and passports in hours not weeks. It looks glamorous enough to be carting off half a dozen pretty models to some exotic spot but the admin can drive you mad. And that’s when Joe’s help was invaluable.


We had talked and drunk for about an hour before I mentioned meeting Peers and his wife. Joe had never heard of Peers but he humoured me and said he’d check on her father for me.


It was a week later when Joe phoned me at the studio. I’d almost forgotten about Peers.


‘Peers’s wife, Johnny. She was a Sabine Jonnet before she married. Her old man’s name was Marcel Jonnet, a merchant in the Middle East somewhere. Your old stamping ground, so that’s probably why she’d heard of you. And Peers is still in SIS. I ought to have remembered his name. I’ve seen it on summaries from time to time.’


‘What does he do, Joe?’


‘According to the book he’s still on the African desk. But what it says in the book ain’t always true of course.’


No wonder they’d never got Jonnet. Whether he contrived it or whether it just happened, he must have been laughing. To have the MI6 man who’s been briefed to get you, marry your daughter, was a better insurance policy than the Prudential could offer you. I told Joe the story but he didn’t seem all that interested. And there I was wrong, but it was twenty-five years before I found that out.


Joe and I had gone to a concert at the Festival Hall together. It was a Menuhin night and of course the applause had been rapturous. It wasn’t just the Elgar, it was the awareness of all those years ago when the infant prodigy had first played the concerto for the grand old man. He’d listened at rehearsal to half the first movement and then he had held up his hand. And instead of carrying on with the rehearsal he’d taken the boy to the races. And now that boy, a mature man, stood beaming, despite himself, at the genuine love and enthusiasm that came from his audience. Then he had held up his hand, and in the silence, had played, unaccompanied, the little Beethoven Romance. The feminine one. You knew you were at one of those nights that people would talk about in fifty years’ time.


We went down to the Festival Hall self-service place for a cup of coffee and a bun. There was snow coming down outside, big gentle flakes that had already laid down a couple of inches of whiteness on the grass mound and the benches outside.


I offered Joe a cigarette but he’d shaken his head and shuffled his empty coffee cup to one side.


‘How’s business, Johnny? You busy?’


‘Fair to medium. I’ve been taking it easy for a couple of weeks.’


One of his stubby fingers was pushing crumbs into a little heap on the red Formica tabletop, and then he looked up.


‘We’d like to use you for a couple of weeks.’


‘More of those ugly Russian faces for your portrait gallery?’


He shook his head. ‘No. It’s overseas, not here.’


‘Where overseas, Joe?’


‘Addis Ababa.’


I laughed. ‘What do you want? The Imperial family at home in Addis jail?’


He wasn’t amused, and he showed it.


‘You remember that fellow you met – Logan Peers and his wife?’


‘Sure.’


‘And her old man, Jonnet?’


‘I remember him all right.’


‘Well, we think Jonnet’s up to his old tricks again, and we’d like you to give him the once over for us.’


‘They’d clobber me as soon as I got there. Don’t forget that I was thrown out.’


He leaned back and looked at me, shaking his head.


‘You’re a photographer now, Johnny. At the top of the heap. With a reputation. If you took on an assignment out there they’d welcome you with open arms. Their tourist trade needs all the help it can get right now.’


I had visions of fashion shots outside the Gates of Harar and against the Ghebbi walls. They could be good. And they’d certainly be original. Joe interrupted my thoughts.


‘How much d’you normally get for that sort of assignment?’


‘Standard charges, Joe. Three hundred a day plus model fees plus travel and subsistence for all concerned. It’s quite a heap of dough. Depends on the client. If it’s the kind of assignment that brings more business I sometimes do a package deal.’


He shrugged. ‘That’d be OK by us. Say fourteen days at your discretion.’


‘When have you got in mind?’


‘Soonest.’


‘I’d need time to make some deal with a fashion house. That could save you up to half the cash and I’d need the latest stuff or somebody would soon rumble that it was phoney.’


‘We can help you there maybe. But that part’s only the cover, remember.’


‘What’s Jonnet been doing to deserve all this?’


‘You’ve read about the military revolt in Ethiopia, the executions and all that, have you?’


‘I read the newspaper reports and saw the stuff on the TV news programmes. Nothing more than that.’


‘And what was your impression?’


‘Surprise that the media took it all so seriously. There’s always been outbreaks of fighting there. One warlord fighting another. It’s always been feudal. But they reported it all so seriously. Referring to men as Ministers of this and that, who were just the usual crafty bastards you get in that sort of country.’


‘You didn’t read anything more into it?’


‘No.’


‘How would you rate the Ethiopians against the other African States?’


‘Oh, top of the league without a doubt. Smart as they come.’


Joe smiled. ‘That’s what our people think, even if it’s put more formally. We think these new boys have got big ideas.’


‘Like what?’


‘Like taking over the whole of East Africa. Kenya, Somalia, Tanzania, Uganda – the lot.’


Even in the few seconds while Joe was saying it out loud it seemed terribly possible. They could do it now that the Emperor was out of the way. But they’d need a lot of outside help. As I looked at Joe it was as if he were reading my thoughts.


‘The Chinese have been building up their influence all over East Africa. The Russians would spend a lot of time and money to teach their old friends in Peking a lesson. The Soviets have got a bigger mission in Addis now than all the European countries combined. And we think that Jonnet is their man.’


‘Doing what?’


‘Well, that’s the main reason for asking you to make this trip. We don’t know all that much. He’s certainly very thick with the revolutionaries. Fed them a lot of anti-Emperor dope, and he almost lives with them since the coup. There are meetings almost every day at his villa, and there’s money pouring in like water. The Americans have been getting strong hints that it’s time they packed their bags.’


‘Who’s the head of the mission for the Russians?’


‘Nominally a guy named Vonikov. You can read our files on all of them. But the man who matters in the mission is Panov. Vasili Panov, a KGB colonel. Let’s get back to my office and I’ll show you what we’ve got.’


The aluminium case was under the seat. I’d decided that the Hasselblads and two extra lenses would cover what I needed. Two Weston meters, twenty packs of professional Agfachrome-S and thirty packs of FP4. The small compartments were filled with filters and the usual gubbins. And there was two thousand pounds’ worth of sovereigns inside the foam-padded velvet lining of the lid. Ethiopians never trusted paper money and even way back in 1942 they wouldn’t take lire or East African shillings, so once a month a plane flew up to Addis with three half-hundred-weight bags of English pennies for me. I paid informants by the scoopful and everyone was happy.


The Linhof tripod was tucked up on the rack with the flash unit. I hadn’t worked out any shots in advance because I guessed Addis would have changed. I was booked into the Addis Hilton and that was change enough. In the old days it was the tatty Hotel Imperiale or nothing. The first Christmas after the liberation the hotel had gone very festive, and the balloons, which were originally made for more prophylactic purposes, had made a proud display. I’d given them an honourable mention in my report to London. Our embassy in Addis got copies of certain parts of my reports and I remember the Minister’s comment on my balloon report. ‘More suitable for the Daily Express.’ I still take it as a compliment.


The two models were coming over the next day so that I could have a clear day to look around. I was hoping I should find one local lovely, untouched by human hand and never been photographed before, because Somali girls, Abyssinian girls and the Seychelloise are the handsomest girls in the world. Well, they were in 1942.


I’d read all the SIS files on Jonnet, the Russians, the revolutionary derg and the influential riff-raff of Addis. I felt like Soames Forsyte would have felt looking at the last episode of the series. Old friends and old enemies had gone from one racket to another. Bribing and conniving their way to corner some market or other. It made a wonderful read, because people who had spent half their lives on the straight and narrow went to pot in Addis in weeks. And from the reports they all seemed to live happily ever after. The class of ’42 were mostly winners.


In the old days Addis had been considered an ideal training ground for counterintelligence staff. Cosmopolitan, corrupt, a centre for arms running, dope-smuggling, vice and bribery. And on top of it all the Italians had put a patina of civilization. Had we given them another fifty years Abyssinia would have been a veritable paradise. They had poured in millions, pounds not lire, and they had shown what could be done. It was a sad place after we clobbered them. They’d done a good job all over their bits of Africa. And never fall for the line that they were poor soldiers. They are romantics. One Italian soldier all on his own, with the limelight on him, and maybe with a flag, was as brave as they come. It was just that in groups they couldn’t cut a dash. That old Italian vice of fa’ figura has a lot to answer for.


It was late that night when we landed and the smell in the Customs section was the old familiar smell. Acrid, African, and vaguely exciting. The taxis used to be tiny Fiat Topolinos and they had needed a push to get to the top of the hill, but the taxi that took me to the Hilton was a brand-new Merc, with matching charges. Times had obviously changed.
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Whether it was jet lag or just the effects of a long journey, it was midday before I awoke. There was a tray of cold toast and barely warm coffee on the table by the bed, and an envelope propped against the milk jug. I knifed it open. It was on Hilton notepaper and said:




Johnny,


Saw your name in the register. Is it holiday or an assignment? I’m room 178. Call me.


Sandy Martin





Sandy was one of those pouchy-eyed foreign correspondents who sit it out wherever there is trouble. They drink too much, smoke too much and generally rate a Times obituary when they die aged fifty-two. In any trouble-spot, they can sort out more of the basic facts and quite a lot of the trimmings in two days than most people could find out in a year. Those red-veined cheeks under the tan were part of their cost of living and the eyes that were always half closed against cigarette smoke saw through the official camouflage as if it wasn’t there. I should need to tread very carefully with friend Martin.


I rang for room service and the waiter was a young Galla. Fuzzy hair, flat nose and a snow-white shamma – the loose Somali robe – that was draped stylishly to reveal his white jodhpurs and bare brown feet. He bowed slightly.


‘Tanasterling getuch.’ And the old-fashioned, respectful greeting took me back thirty years.


When I’d finished bathing, the coffee and rolls had been laid out on the white table on the balcony, and I sat looking out over the town.


There were large white buildings that hadn’t been there in my day, with notices and signs in Amharic script, and English or French. But down the slope of the hill I could see the tin-roofed shacks that were the real Addis. And the blue-gums, slender, tall and shimmering in the midday heat. The eucalyptus trees that Menelik had had planted so long ago, and that had finally taken over the whole of the city. They’d called the city Addis Ababa – the New Flower, and despite its squalor they were right. With the possible exception of Harar there is no other city in the world like Addis. There was a vital spark in the people, hard to describe, because it was not connected with energy, and definitely not with progress. It was something to do with eternal things, biblical things. Somebody once said that we all know what went on at Sodom, but what went on at Gomorrah? The people of Addis would know. There was no vice, no lust, that couldn’t be slaked in Addis but it didn’t spoil the lush tropical beauty of the New Flower. For me, Addis, like Samarkand, would always be romantic, but it could well be nothing more than the effect of a city eight thousand feet above sea level.


I hired a car and driver for the rest of the day and checked over half a dozen shooting sites. The sessions would have to be early morning or early evening because the midday light was too fierce for both film and girls.


I had been able to do a deal with Nelbarden International, the swimwear people. With Joe Shapiro’s money behind me I’d been able to put together a deal that was impossible for any other good studio to beat, and the studio’s reputation did the rest.


I spent two hours making notes and sketches. It wasn’t going to be difficult.


It was a little after eight when I went down to dinner. I just wanted a snack and I strolled across to the Kaffa House. I was well into the asparagus when they paged me. I took the call in one of the phone cabins in the foyer. It was Daphne calling from Cadogan Square. The line was loaded with static, and so was Daphne.


‘That you, Johnny?’


‘It’s me all right. You get my note?’


‘Of course I got the damn thing. It was waiting for me when I got back from the country. Why the hell are you in Africa?’


‘Like I said – working.’


‘Who for?’


‘Nelbarden, the swimsuit people. Like I said in my note.’


‘Like what?’


‘Like I said in my note,’ I shouted.


‘Who are the girls?’


‘New ones. Chosen by the client. Can’t remember their names.’


‘Liar. I know you.’


‘Anything special?’


‘What? I can’t hear you.’


‘You call for any special reason?’


‘Freddie Lane proposed to me at the weekend.’


‘Congratulations.’


‘What? This line’s outrageous.’


‘I said congratulations. When’s the happy day?’


‘You really are a bastard, Johnny. I told him I’d think about it.’


‘Well, his old man’s only a life peer after all.’


‘That’s true.’ There was a pause until the penny dropped. ‘Are you taking the mickey?’


‘Never, darling. How about I call you in a couple of days.’


‘When’ll you be back?’


‘Another ten days or so. Not certain yet.’


She did a little more interrogation and checking, and that was that.


Daphne Partridge was coming up to thirty and she’d added me to her collection a couple of years ago. Every society girl wanted her own Earl of Lichfield and the younger ones were all spoken for. She was very pretty with blond bouffant hair, good figure and long showgirl’s legs, but behind the big blue eyes there was something odd. Something wrong. Down in the country at her parents’ place the busy, rather domineering girl became a domestic drudge. Scrubbing floors that were clean, endlessly washing up. Her father was a retired brigadier and they weren’t hard up. I always thought her mother was what was wrong. Plump, alert, and watchful she sat in ‘her’ armchair sewing, knitting and doing fancy embroidery. But behind all this feminine activity she ran a pretty tight ship. On my first few visits I’d been tolerated by Moma but as time went on a perceptible chill set in. Apparently unnoticed by anyone else. I was found little jobs to do and sometimes when I ignored the day’s orders there was talk of mother’s ‘heart’. She wasn’t the first woman to play the heart bit to get her own way but Daphne was shrewd enough and old enough to have rumbled the ploy. But if she had, she still went along playing the little girl role. As an account director at one of the big American-owned advertising agencies in London the little girl bit looked vaguely sick if you had seen both characters at work. But I guess we all have our funny ways, and blonde Daphne was pretty, intelligent, and, cutting out the rationalizing, naked she was really something. Moma wouldn’t have liked what she did. We had never actually discussed marriage but we’d tramped round the edges of the subject with neither party seeming to come to any conclusions. She liked the social game and I didn’t, but apart from that there were no hindrances. Except, of course, Moma’s heart and a small awareness on my part that, despite the serious Sundays’ women’s pages and Playboy, love in marriage might last longer than lust. Both parties had wandered from time to time from the straight and narrow but always the sexual jigsaw had drawn us back.


Sandy Martin was sitting at my table when I got back.


‘I heard you paged, Johnny, so I tracked you down.’


‘Fine. What’re you drinking?’


He smiled. ‘Always faithful, my boy. Whisky, no water, no ice.’


I told them to bring a bottle of Bell’s and we went up to my room.


Sandy stretched himself out on my bed, the pillow doubled up behind his head, and the bottle and a tumbler on the bedside table.


‘Daffers not with you, Johnny?’


‘No, not this time. That was her phoning from London when they paged me.’


‘You on an assignment?’


‘Yep. Swimwear. The models arrive tomorrow.’


‘How long are you staying?’


‘A week’s shooting and I may stay for another week to have a break. And you?’


‘Just waiting for it all to happen as usual.’


‘I thought the revolution was all over bar a bit of shouting.’


The half-closed eyes looked at me through the smoke and the twisted smile was there for a moment or so before he spoke.


‘You were in Addis during the war weren’t you?’


‘Just a few months.’


He turned to stub out a cigarette. He seemed very intent on watching the operation as he spoke again without turning his head.


‘You got a work permit?’


He looked up, smiling as he waited for my answer.


‘No. But I can get one if I need one.’


‘You need one, matey. But I doubt if you’ll get one.’


‘Why the hell not?’


‘You see the local paper today?’


‘No.’


He grinned, that knowing journalist’s grin.


‘Just a couple of small paras and a picture.’


‘Saying what?’


‘Saying that they threw you out in 1942 and that you were close to the Emperor.’


‘I was, but it was he who threw me out, for God’s sake.’


‘These boys are politicians. They’re just firing a couple of shots over your head.’


‘Why?’


He laughed softly. ‘Don’t play it dumb, Johnny. You were MI6 and they rumbled you. They just wonder if you’re up to your old games again. So do I.’


‘Your London office will tell you that I do a ten-hour day at the studio. There’s no time for anything else.’


He shrugged, still smiling. ‘They told me just that.’


‘So?’


‘Like the guys at the Ministry here, I still wonder.’


‘Which Ministry?’


‘The Interior. They control the security boys and the Imperial Guard.’


‘They must be more imaginative than they used to be if they cobbled this together as a story.’


He shook his head.


‘No, they’re not any brighter. They got a hint. Somebody jogged their elbows.’


‘Who?’


He swung his legs off the bed on to the floor and picked up his jacket. As he stood up he bent over and screwed the cap back on the bottle.


‘Let’s keep in touch, Johnny.’


He let himself out.


They started at the airport the next morning. The girls’ visas weren’t acceptable. The little man in khaki had obviously had his orders so I phoned the embassy. The consul himself would come out, which was a change from the old days. I sat and waited, and the girls were kept in the outer office.


The embassy Jag had been waved through to the terminal building itself and the consul was out to impress. He waited for the driver to open his door and when he got out he unwound to over six feet. He nodded to me and then walked into Immigration. He was in there for about five minutes and then he got back into the Jag without even a glance in my direction. The girls came through a couple of minutes later. I got the message. The embassy had obviously had orders to help but they weren’t going to fraternize. They had long memories too.
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