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DEDICATION

TO THOSE WHO DID NOT COME HOME

Lead us from death to life,
from falsehood to truth.

Lead us from despair to hope,
from fear to trust.

Lead us from hate to love,
from war to peace.

Let peace fill our hearts,
our world, our universe.

Amen.

Prayer for peace sent to the author on the eve of war by Derek Hodgson, once a colleague in the Durham Light Infantry, now Archdeacon of Auckland and a Canon of Durham Cathedral
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KENSINGTON PALACE

When I made a brief visit to our forces in the Gulf just before Christmas 1990, I was struck by three things above all. The first was the sheer size of Operation Granby  the biggest operational deployment of British forces since the Second World War. The second was the very great professional skill of our servicemen and women. The third was the irrepressible sense of humour they displayed despite the fact that many were living in conditions of extreme discomfort in the desert during one of the worst winters seen in that part of the world. I may be wrong, but I have come to the conclusion that humour, constant and imaginative training and good leadership are vital ingredients for any successful military operation  and Peter de la Billire certainly helped to provide the latter.

Everyone knows that, when the battle to free Kuwait eventually began, it was short and sharp. Far less well documented are the months of careful preparation which made such an outcome possible. Storm Command shows the tenacity with which General de la Billire fought to obtain everything his forces needed  from more armour and men to a broadcasting station, a force newspaper and telephones.

This fascinating and immensely readable account also brings out, with warmth and humour, the quality of the 45,000 men and women under his command. It was no surprise to me that, when the time came, those men and women responded to their Commanders call so positively and so professionally, fulfilling the task of liberating Kuwait with their coalition colleagues more efficiently and with fewer casualties than any of us had dared hope.
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PREFACE

On 11 January 1991, at my headquarters in Riyadh, I wrote a letter of thanks to the editors of all the United Kingdom newspapers who had given the British forces in the Gulf generous moral and practical support over Christmas. Every newspaper published my letter, but one, the Daily Star, went further and ran an article, together with a recipe, urging readers to bake cakes and send them to me for distribution to our troops. The result was astonishing: an absolute deluge of fruit cakes arrived in Saudi Arabia by the plane-load, and I did my best to distribute them, taking sackfuls with me, like Father Christmas, whenever I flew by helicopter to visit troops in the desert, air crew at Royal Air Force bases, or members of the Royal Naval task group at sea.

Honesty compels me to record that the standard of cooking varied a good deal. Many of the cakes were delicious, but some were hard as bullets, and would have done considerable damage if used as emergency ammunition against the enemy. And yet, welcome though they were as a supplement to rations, their value to us was far higher in psychological than in gastronomic terms. More powerfully than any words, they demonstrated the tremendous concern which people in the United Kingdom had for their men and women in the Gulf: in receiving the cakes, we felt an enormous wave of support, sympathy and love from home.

My primary aim in writing this book is to demonstrate the importance of individual human beings in modern warfare. In the battle to drive the Iraqi army out of Kuwait, Coalition forces used every form of high-technology weapon available; yet in the end success depended on the performance of individuals, whether they were pilots, divers, tank drivers, mechanics, engineers, cooks, radio operators, infantrymen, nurses or officers of all ranks. It was these ordinary people who, at the end of the day, were going to put their lives on the line and risk their necks when their Government decided to go to war.

My account of the campaign is designed mainly for readers without a military background, who may be interested in the way that a large-scale international operation is managed. I hope the book will illustrate the human problems involved in holding high command during a major conflict, and show what pressures  military, diplomatic and political  a senior commander comes under. I hope, also, that it will demonstrate the importance of establishing and maintaining good personal relationships with other national commanders, thus ensuring that international relations prosper along the lines desired by the various governments involved.

The British contingent of forty-five thousand men and women, though less than a tenth the size of the American force, was nevertheless the third-largest element in the Coalition after America and Saudi Arabia. This lent us considerable influence on the international scene and meant that, together with the United States, we were able to give a lead to our other partners in the Coalition.

Inevitably, our preparations for war took a long time. For one thing, we were a very great distance from home  the Americans twelve thousand kilometres, the British six thousand kilometres  so that logistic problems were formidable. For a second, the operation was immensely complex, with more than thirty nations involved in the Coalition. For a third, our objectives kept changing. Having gone to the Middle East to protect Saudi Arabia from further aggression by the forces of Saddam Hussein, we came round in various stages to the conclusion that we would have to evict his army from Kuwait by force, and this demanded constant revision of our plans.

The build-up, both political and military, had to be conducted with care and patience. When war came at last, it was short, sharp, and (for us) extraordinarily successful, with minimal Coalition casualties. But if our preparations had been skimped, or if our force levels had been inadequate, the result would have been very different: the land battle would have lasted much longer, with far higher casualties, particularly among the Iraqis, who would have lost very large numbers of men if the fighting had been protracted.

This, then, is a personal account of a campaign which proved a triumphant success. I hope it will be seen as a tribute to the resolution and common sense displayed by the British people, and by British servicemen and women, when faced with a major challenge.


CHAPTER 1

BACK TO ARABIA

At the beginning of August 1990, after thirty-nine years in the army, I was stationed at Aldershot as General Officer Commanding South-East District. I had four more months to go before retiring, and my thoughts were turning increasingly to civilian pursuits, with sailing, farming and the traditional rearing of livestock high on my list of priorities. I had long cherished an ambition to take a yacht to New Zealand, and now planned that in September my wife Bridget and I should spend a week sailing in the Solent as a kind of training exercise, to see whether or not we could manage a small boat on our own. I had also been on a weeks butchery course with the Army Catering Corps, honing my skills for the management of a retail meat outlet for the farm partnership which I planned to develop as a second career.

Then, on 2 August, Saddam Husseins troops invaded Kuwait. We heard the news on the car radio as we drove towards Winchester County Hospital, where Bridgets father, Colonel Basil Goode, lay mortally ill after a stroke. Although he never knew it, he made a substantial contribution to the war in the Gulf for, as an officer in the Loyals, he had spent much time developing the 105mm gun, predecessor of the 120mm gun fitted to our Challenger tanks. Now at the end of his life, though barely conscious, he registered the fact that Kuwait had been invaded. He died two days later, much mourned by all of us in his family.

Instinct told me that the crisis in the Middle East would grow worse before it grew better, especially when, a week later, in response to American and Saudi requests for help, the Ministry of Defence launched Operation Granby* and hastily deployed Tornado and Jaguar squadrons of the RAF to help deter Saddam from further aggression. In a lifetimes soldiering I had never known a dispute on that scale resolve itself peacefully, and I suspected that other nations would soon be drawn into Kuwaits confrontation with Iraq. Even so, there seemed no reason why Bridget and I should not take our sailing leave as planned, and early in September we set out from Whale Island, near Portsmouth, in Craftsman, a twenty-eight-foot boat with an engine which turned out to be thoroughly unreliable, despite the fact that its august owners were the Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers.

The trip was a disaster. We did have one enjoyable night moored up an estuary near Wareham, but the week as a whole confirmed emphatically that Bridget is no natural sailor. The trouble is not that she is frightened of the sea; rather, she is bored by it. Having poor natural balance, she is easily sea-sick and has no aptitude for sailing. On this voyage she hoped that at least she might prove efficient at handling the boat in harbour; but with the engine constantly liable to cut out, accurate manoeuvring was impossible, and all she could do, whenever we came into port, was to put in a high-speed run at the jetty, which made us look foolish to anyone on shore and did nothing to improve her temper or mine, let alone our nautical reputation. Our final humiliation came after a pleasant days sail out from Poole towards the Solent: the wind and our engine both died on us and, when the tide turned as we reached the Needles, to avoid drifting out into the Channel we were obliged to hail a passing yacht for a tow into Yarmouth. The fiasco left me worrying about how I could adapt my long-distance sailing plans to suit Bridget: in the twenty-five years of our marriage I had been separated from her far too often by overseas postings and I was determined not to leave her behind again.

My ruminations were cut short by the six oclock news, which we heard as we drove home towards Aldershot on the evening of 15 September. Tom King, Secretary of State for Defence, had announced that 7th Armoured Brigade was to be deployed in Saudi Arabia, and that a Joint Force Headquarters was to be set up.

The news set my adrenalin racing. Until then, the naval and air units in the Gulf had operated under their own independent commands; but now that a large army force had been designated for the theatre, all British forces would come under a single tri-service commander, and I simply felt that I was the man for the job. I turned and looked at Bridget and, even though I had not spoken, she knew what I was thinking. The moment she heard the news, her heart sank, for she knew that a love of challenge, and of campaigns, had shaped the course of my life.

Here was an immense challenge. The job of commanding British forces in the Gulf would test me to the full; things could go badly wrong and, if they did, failure would destroy such reputation as I had and wreck what until then had been a relatively successful career. Nevertheless, this seemed to be a task for which the whole of my life had prepared me.

The only reason I joined the Army in the first place was to go on operations, and I had spent most of my life looking for trouble-spots. Fortunately for me, I had always managed to find unrest somewhere in the world, and now, when I saw an opportunity of becoming involved in operations at the age of fifty-six and the rank of Lieutenant General, I grasped it eagerly. Few officers of that age and seniority ever get the chance to go on active service, and it never entered my head to do anything but apply for the post of commander: to have passed up the chance would have been contrary to the whole thrust of my soldiering life. Somebody had to take the job, I reasoned: if I did not get it, someone else would. It was not as if I was creating a war to keep myself busy. War was coming, and I felt I could make a contribution by going to it. I saw retirement as something for which I had conditioned myself to prepare, not an excuse to stop doing all those things for which I had trained so long. Altogether, it would have seemed very strange to me not to volunteer.

Waiting for me at home I found an official letter from Lieutenant General Sir John Learmont, Military Secretary at the Ministry of Defence, who informed me that I was to retire on 20 January 1991. Ignoring that instruction for the moment, I telephoned the Commander-in-Chief of UK Land Forces, my long-term friend General Sir Charles Huxtable, with whom I had fought in Korea in 1953, and asked him to put my name forward. He said that he had already done so, and that the Chief of the General Staff, General Sir John Chapple, had accepted the nomination. When I added that if I got the job I would postpone my retirement and serve on as long as necessary, Charles said, Dont worry. We havent forgotten you. Your names already in the hat.

That evening I made myself some notes and, under the heading THE GULF (WAR?) 1990  OPERATION GRANBY, I wrote, This is for me. I then listed the reasons which, in my view, made me a contender for the post:

1 I had seen a great deal of active service in the Middle East. I spoke some colloquial Arabic, liked and respected Arabs, and understood their way of life.

2 I had served with the Americans in the Korean War, albeit a long time ago, and since then had often worked with them on counter-terrorist operations.

3 As Commander of British Forces and Military Commissioner in the Falkland Islands from 1984 to 1985 I had gained valuable experience of tri-service command  the difficult art of inducing all three Services to adapt their single-service habits and procedures so that they can work smoothly together (tri-service personnel are known as purple, a combination of the red, blue and sand colours worn by the individual services).

4 My tour in the Falklands had also given me valuable political experience: I knew that if war broke out in the Gulf, it would be a highly political conflict.

5 One of my roles in South-East District for the past three years had been that of Permanent Peacetime Commander (PPC) of the standing organization known as the Joint Forces Operational Staff. This is the skeleton command group which forms the basis of any tri-service headquarters which may be needed suddenly, and which rapidly sets about the task of calling in officers to create such a headquarters when a major operation breaks.

Of these qualifications, the first struck me as the most important. My involvement with Arabs began when I was at Harrow, where my fellow pupils included two future kings: Feisal of Iraq and Hussein of Jordan. Although I did not know either well, the mere fact that I had been at school with them gave me an advantage later on, particularly in Jordan.

My introduction to the Middle East came in October 1953 when, as a nineteen-year-old platoon commander in the Durham Light Infantry, I sailed in a troopship from Korea to Egypt and served in the Canal Zone as part of what was, in effect, an army of occupation. I was also sent on a detachment to Jordan, where I spent four enjoyable months at Aqaba  then little more than a few mud huts  and made my first, unforgettable visit to Petra, John William Burgons rose-red city  half as old as time!

In 1956 I transferred to the Special Air Service and it was with them, over the next twenty years, that I repeatedly became involved in Arabian operations, most of them covert. The first was a short but interesting campaign in the Jebel Akhdar, the mountainous interior of Oman, which was then an extraordinarily backward, primitive country ruled by that arch-reactionary Sayed Bin Taimur. Although we never achieved our ultimate objective of eliminating or capturing Ghalib, Talib and Suleiman, the three dissident leaders at large in the mountains, we did manage to secure the mountain top and drive them into exile, from which they never returned. We could also claim to have been the first foreigners to reach the top of the Jebel since the Persians in the tenth century.

Next I found myself in Aden, where I was posted on loan service as an Intelligence Officer in the Federal Regular Army (FRA). It was there that I came to know the Arabs well, to appreciate their fine culture and to respect their way of life. For almost two years I served with the FRA, an Arab army then commanded by the distinguished military historian Brigadier (now Major General) James Lunt and during that time, in 1962, I gained a colloquial grasp of the language (I would have learnt it more thoroughly if the Arab officers had not all spoken English). I found that the Arabs like and respect a foreigner who has taken the trouble to learn their language, since he has made an effort not only to master their speech, but also to understand their religion, culture and history.

Later came another vicious campaign in Aden, during which two of my squadron were killed and decapitated by dissident tribesmen, who, in accordance with their custom, took the heads of their victims back to their ruler in Taiz, to prove that they were dead. Later still, in the early 1970s, came a lengthy operation in Oman, where, after the overthrow of the aged and despotic Sayed Bin Taimur, the SAS conducted a secret campaign against a communist-led insurrection which rumbled on for four years. In the end it was the Omanis who, by their own efforts, turned the tide in their favour, albeit with some assistance from the SAS.

Next came another difficult campaign, when a guerrilla force established itself in the Musandam peninsula, an exceedingly wild promontory which sticks out from the north-east tip of Oman into the Straits of Hormuz, the very throat of the Gulf. The rebels aim was to disrupt the withdrawal of conventional British troops from the region, in which we had maintained a presence for half a century; but a night parachute drop by the SAS into Wadi Rawdah, a huge, circular bowl high in the mountains surrounded by peaks rising four thousand feet above its floor, and then seaborne attacks on the two guerrilla coastal strongholds, effectively put them out of business.

Later in the 1970s I was posted to the Sudan. Taking Bridget and our three children, I travelled out from England to Egypt, crossed Lake Nasser and then, in the full heat of summer, we all made a four-day transit of the Nubian desert by Land Rover  a testing experience which appealed to me more than to other members of the family. Arriving in Khartoum, I took command of the British Army Training Team attached to the Sudanese army and remained there for twenty months.

Thus in all I spent nearly eight years in Arab-speaking countries, and I developed a strong affection for the desert, which, when I first knew it, had not changed for thousands of years. I loved the vast open spaces, the brilliant freshness as dawn breaks, the wonderful feeling of freedom and independence and solitude with which the sands inspire the human soul. Had I never married, I might well have stayed on indefinitely and joined that small band of eccentric Englishmen who have devoted their lives to Arabia.



How much all this would count for in the autumn of 1990, I could not tell. But there followed an aggravating delay, twelve days long, tense for me and damaging to the prospects of the man  whoever he might be  who was eventually appointed Commander of British forces in the Middle East. Under what is known as the shopping-basket system, officers were already being called in and appointed to positions in the tri-service headquarters without the so-far-unchosen commander being able to have any say in their selection. Any commander, given the opportunity, would prefer to select the key people for his own headquarters, especially if it is being tailor-made for the task in hand, as was happening here. Advice on the shape of the headquarters was coming in from Air Vice-Marshal Sandy Wilson, commander of the RAF detachment hastily flown into the theatre as a deterrent. On the whole his ideas were very much in line with my own; nevertheless, as the one who had to make things work, the commander should have had a say in the structure of the headquarters, and in the choice of people to fill key roles.

Having sent in my nomination and curriculum vitae, I could do little but keep my ear to the ground. Against me, I thought, might be the fact that I was so close to retirement: if the Service Chiefs decided to nominate somebody whose career had longer to run, and who might therefore benefit more from the experience, it would be perfectly understandable. Soon I heard that the RAF were pressing the merits of Sandy Wilson as their contender for the post. A highly intelligent and able former fighter pilot, he had the advantage of being already on the ground and fully in touch with the situation; yet there were, in my view at least, two flaws in his candidacy. First, he held only two-star rank, whereas this was a three-star appointment; and second, since the Army contingent in the Gulf was going to outnumber those of the RAF and Navy several times over, there really was a need for a man who had Army and tri-service command experience.

Without waiting to see what the outcome of the leadership race would be, I commissioned a pamphlet of information and advice for anyone who might become involved in Operation Granby. This aide memoire contained basic facts about travel arrangements, vaccinations, passports, pay, the strength of the Iraqi forces and so on; but it also included an introduction to the Arabs, their way of life, and the Middle East as a whole. This emphasized the importance of religion in Arab culture, sketched outstanding features of the Arab character, and gave hints on how to behave in Arab society (If invited to a meal in the countryside, you may be eating with your hands. You may have to take off your shoes. If so, you should not point the soles of your feet at anyone ) The pamphlet concluded with a basic vocabulary and some medical advice on dealing with chemical poisoning and battle shock. Altogether, I believe it was a useful publication.

On 25 September I heard that my name had been accepted by all three Services, and that the Chief of the Defence Staff, Marshal of the Royal Air Force Sir David Craig (now Lord Craig), was putting it to the Secretary of State for Defence, Tom King. It appeared that the Navy had been won over partly by General Sir John Chapple, the CGS, and partly by the fact that I had got on well with them in the Falklands. I shall have to become truly purple if I am to keep the other Services alongside, I noted that evening. I must also see I get the best people available for the jobs in my headquarters  no kind-hearted jollying along of those less than competent.

That same day I received a visit from Lieutenant General Michael Wilkes, a powerfully built and snappily dressed Gunner of rather youthful appearance and an old friend. By then the Army Commander  the man in charge of all the Armys fighting units based in the United Kingdom  he had just returned from the Gulf and told me that political wrangling had already started over the number of troops to be sent out. In a phrase which was attributed to the Prime Minister, Margaret Thatcher (now Baroness Thatcher of Kesteven), and which later became a kind of watchword, the Government was anxious not to get its arm caught in the mangle  not to be dragged into a conflict which would demand ever-increasing commitment of men and resources. At first Whitehall wanted to keep numbers down to about six thousand. The Army had bid for ten thousand, but was prepared to settle for seven thousand five hundred. And yet the total requirement identified after an in-theatre reconnaissance soon reached eleven thousand five hundred, a fact which had yet to be communicated to the Prime Minister.

And so, before my appointment had even been confirmed, I found myself being drawn into the numbers game. Soon it became clear that the Cabinet wished to retain close control over the personnel and equipment being deployed, so that they could keep a check on final costs and measure the extent of the United Kingdoms commitment. Thereafter, control of numbers was always high on the agenda, and the arm in the mangle outlook prevailed. At first they had some justification for their cautious attitude, since Operation Granby was launched as a deterrent, to prevent a war rather than to provoke one, and it was natural that Whitehall should not want to commit forces larger than were necessary to make a worthwhile political gesture. The trouble was that later, when our aim changed from defence to offence, from my viewpoint in the field there appeared to be continual hold-ups caused by questioning of the reinforcements which I considered necessary for the job. The delays undoubtedly reflected the debate which every request set off, but they caused us boundless chagrin.

In September, at the outset, the Army was of course keen not to miss out on an operation which looked as if it might develop into a major campaign: we were anxious not to make the bill, in terms of either cash or political commitment, so great that the whole idea of a large-scale military deployment might be discarded. We therefore tended to be cautious in our early estimates of manpower needs. Yet all of us knew that initial estimates invariably prove too small: when a detailed reconnaissance is made, unforeseeable extra tasks become apparent and numbers rise inexorably.

Mike also told me that Mrs Thatcher herself was pressing for my appointment and indeed had threatened that, if I was passed over, she would make me her special adviser on the Middle East  a fact which she has since confirmed to me personally. (Cynics later remarked that this was the factor which clinched my nomination: the need to remove me from Whitehall as far and as fast as possible.) Yet still there was no definite news.

By the evening of 26 September I knew that my name had reached the Secretary of States office. All the same, pressure was building inexorably, for the Joint Force Headquarters had been told to form up immediately and, while it remained headless, the Services were posting to it shopping-list nominees who were not necessarily of the right quality or equipped with the right qualifications. Thank God for Mike Wilkes, I noted. He and I are of one mind and work hand in glove. He is trying to slow down the form-up of the Joint HQ until I am around officially. By then it had been widely blazoned in the Press that I would be appointed and Sandy Wilson telephoned from Riyadh to make me welcome. A most generous gesture, I noted, considering that no announcement had been made.

Then at last, on 28 September, things began to move. That morning in my office at Aldershot I held a meeting with John Hoddinott, the Chief Constable of Hampshire, in one of a regular series of conferences at which we discussed counter-terrorist measures. Because this was my field, I held very firm views about how we should conduct the counter-terrorist battle, with Army and police working closely together. John represented the five Chief Constables whose territory lay within the area of the South-East Command and we would meet with our intelligence staffs every two or three months to exchange information, assess how the campaign against terrorism was going and decide on adjustments in policy.

That morning there were eight or nine people round my office table, including my Chief of Staff, Brigadier Robert Ackworth. The meeting began at 0930 and was scheduled to last until lunchtime, but after no more than forty minutes my personal assistant, Julie Morris, hurried in: Tom King had invited me to a sandwich lunch at the Ministry of Defence in Whitehall. Such a summons could only mean that, my nomination approved by the Army Board and the Cabinet, he wanted to make a final, formal assessment of my qualifications for command in the Gulf.

I made my apologies and left the meeting at once. The only way to reach London in time was by helicopter, so Mark Chapman, my Military Aide, immediately arranged for a Lynx to lift us into the capital; but before we took off from the playing field in front of my headquarters I changed into civilian clothes and told Mark to call the outer offices of both the Chief of the Defence Staff and the Chief of the General Staff to make sure that they, my military superiors, knew that I was on my way to the Secretary of State, for I did not want them to think that I had gone to see him over their heads. To my consternation, I found that neither had heard about my impending visit. Here immediately was an instance of TK (as he was affectionately known to the Services) by-passing the normal chain of command  something which I was determined not to do myself.

The flight from Aldershot to Chelsea Barracks took only fifteen minutes. As we skimmed freely over the traffic jams and roadworks with which other mortals were struggling, my mind seemed to be whirling as fast as our rotor blades with ideas and plans. In Chelsea a car was waiting and I reached the Ministry of Defences huge main building in good time. At the reception desk I went through the usual procedure of establishing my identity and the purpose of my visit; then I was shown to the special lift programmed to travel only to the sixth floor, which houses Service chiefs, officials and ministers.

Tom Kings spacious panelled office had a handsome appearance, slightly impaired by the blast-proof net curtains over the windows. Oil paintings of sea battles adorned the walls and behind his desk hung an impressively large map of the world.

At that stage we did not know each other well. Although we had met several times, we had never had much conversation, but I had always found him pleasant and easy to get on with, and now he was no different. We sat down to talk at an octagonal mahogany table at one side of the room and his Private Secretary Simon Webb arranged for some excellent sandwiches and a glass of beer to be brought in.

At first the Secretary of State took a challenging, almost aggressive attitude about the way in which the newspapers had repeatedly touted my name as the most likely man to command British forces in the Gulf. He seemed acutely sensitive about the Press: he was convinced that there had been a leak and, although I emphatically assured him that I had not spoken to any media man, it was hard to persuade him that some bright journalist had simply put two and two together and come up with a reasonably intelligent answer.

His next question was easier to knock on the head. How, he wanted to know, had word of our private lunch meeting reached the Service chiefs in the Ministry so quickly? Because I warned them about it, I replied, and I went on to explain with some emphasis that I had never been in favour of trying to by-pass a chain of command. To do so might confer a temporary advantage, but in the long term it always proved a certain way of creating problems in the relationships between Services and politicians, and could only breed distrust.

The Secretary of State took my point, but immediately went on to describe himself as very much a hands-on man and to say that, if I became commander in the Gulf, he would require direct access to me, so that he could always be fully briefed with the latest plans and intelligence and thus able to hold his own in front of the media or the House of Commons. This seemed to me reasonable enough and I said so. Several times during the Falklands campaign ministers had been put at a disadvantage by information reaching the media before it came to them. With back-pack satellite communications available to every reporter, I foresaw that the media would run riot if the Services did not make sure that they kept ministers ahead of the game. Yet I also made it quite clear that, when it came to decision making, I should have to deal through the chain of command and not direct to him: it would be dangerous for me to have my decisions approved by the Secretary of State and for my superiors to hear about them afterwards.

This, too, he seemed to accept and he went on to cross-question me on my qualifications. I recapitulated my combat experience with the Americans in Korea, my eight years service in Arab countries, my understanding of Arabs and their way of life, my experience of tri-service command in the Falklands  Without, I hope, sounding conceited, I said that for this appointment I thought I was unique, in terms of experience, among three-star officers in any of the Services.

Satisfied at last, he told me that the job was mine, but then immediately alarmed me by insisting that the matter be kept between the two of us until it had been cleared with the Cabinet, the Prime Minister and the Queen. Had he not taken in my remarks about the chain of command made a few minutes earlier? I said that I must at once let Sir David Craig and Sir John Chapple know the outcome of the meeting, otherwise I would be failing to inform my superiors of something which they should know.

He saw my point, accepted my argument and immediately left the room to walk down the corridor and tell the Service chiefs himself. This cleared the way for me to talk to both of them before I left the building.

I had long liked and admired Chapple as a man of enormous ability and I respected his many qualities, not least his readiness to stand back from the minutiae of day-to-day decision-making and let his generals get on with it. Now he told me that he had just returned from Germany, where he had visited 7th Armoured Brigade. He had been most impressed by the vigour and enthusiasm with which the unit was preparing for its departure to Saudi Arabia and he lent me the excellent notes which he had used to brief the troops on the situation in the Middle East.

The question of how we were to keep the Secretary of State adequately informed seemed to me so important that I raised it there and then. Quickly we decided that we must meet his requirement, rather than fight it; but to do so would mean acquiring special communications equipment and setting up special briefing arrangements. Much of the information would be classified; moreover, it would have to be sent back without any delay. This meant that we would need highly efficient briefing arrangements, and a secure telephone system, so that messages could travel by voice or facsimile without fear of interception.

During our earlier discussion the Secretary of State had talked about being able to speak directly to the Brigade Commander. This I was most anxious to avoid, as it would have cut across my own command chain. Instead, we arranged that Tom King would communicate with me by means of routine weekly calls and that he would be able to telephone me at any other time, should he consider it necessary. I felt sure that the way to ease his concern was to build up confidence on both sides. Once he was receiving all the information he needed  and moreover was confident that he was getting it  he would have no need to interfere, because he would feel fully briefed and in control. Only if he were denied legitimate information, or caught short by the lack of it, would he worry that he had been kept in the dark.



Farming and butchery took a back seat. To Bridgets unbounded relief, thoughts of long-distance sailing trips disappeared over the horizon. Having been forced to mark time for the past two weeks, I was suddenly at full stretch in a whirl of briefings. Mark Chapman found it difficult to obtain up-to-date, reliable information about the situation in Riyadh. It seemed to him that the various levels of command were having trouble in switching from the inertia of peacetime to the high rate of activity needed in the run-up to major operations. Yet once he and I were launched on our new trajectory, we never stopped.

Next morning, together with Mike Wilkes, I flew by helicopter through fog, wind and rain to the Headquarters of RAF Strike Command in a leafy encampment on a hill outside High Wycombe. Since I was still sworn to secrecy about my new role, I wore civilian clothes in the hope that I would thus prevent staff officers drawing otherwise-inevitable conclusions. Our meeting was with Air Chief Marshal Sir Patrick Hine, who had already been appointed Joint Commander of Operation Granby, and so would be my immediate superior as long as the campaign lasted.*

I had known and respected Paddy Hine for many years: an extremely intelligent man, always very well turned out (and often reminding people of President Bush), he has the cardinal virtue of being prepared to listen to the views of others. He is thus an easy colleague to work with and I much looked forward to the prospect of coming under his command. He told me that Sandy Wilson, the air commander already in theatre, would be my deputy and asked me to say when I wanted to go out to Riyadh. As soon as possible, was my reply, once essential briefings had been completed, perhaps in five or six days time.

There followed a briefing on the situation. At that stage, as I say, our reaction to Saddam Husseins occupation of Kuwait was purely defensive: we had deployed Tornado and Jaguar squadrons, together with Nimrod maritime surveillance aircraft, to support the international Coalition in deterring him from further aggression, and in particular to stifle any ideas he might have of making a pre-emptive strike on Saudi Arabia.

At 2230 that evening, 29 September, I learnt that both the Queen and the Prime Minister had approved my appointment, so that at last it could be made public and I could openly start to make plans. Next morning I moved Mark Chapman to a desk in the Joint Headquarters at High Wycombe. A very keen but relaxed young officer from the Light Infantry (my own parent regiment was the Durham Light Infantry), Mark had worked for me for fifteen months and we had a good understanding of each others strengths and weaknesses. His tour was due to end, but I was determined that he should accompany me to the Middle East, partly because he was such a crucial member of my staff, and partly because I knew that Operation Granby would give him invaluable experience. This change of plan came as no small shock to him, especially as he had recently married Ruth, a specialist teacher. It was typical of the Army that the comfortable way of life which he had just established should be suddenly disrupted and that Ruth, like thousands of other Service wives, should find herself abandoned at short notice for an indefinite period.

The next couple of days were packed with further briefings: at the Ministry of Defence in London, Fleet Headquarters at Northwood, UK Land Forces Headquarters at Wilton, near Salisbury, and at several locations in the British Army of the Rhine, in northern Germany. Among the subjects covered were the Iraqis ability to wage chemical and biological warfare: we suspected that they had substantial stocks of chemical weapons and possibly some biological capability as well. Saddam Hussein had used poison gas extensively during his war against Iran and against his own Kurdish minority: it seemed likely that, if a suitable opportunity presented itself, he would use it against the Coalition forces, or against the civilian population of Saudi Arabia.

On the basis that a new commander needs to know as much as possible about his principal enemy, I sought information about Saddam, only to discover that at that stage we seemed to possess very little. It appeared that during the eight years of his war against Iran, we had concluded that he was not in a position to make trouble elsewhere: so long as he remained locked in a battle of attrition with his expansionist neighbour, he had no chance to pursue wider ambitions. Now, however, he demanded our closest attention. A detailed analysis of the Iran-Iraq conflict now yielded useful lessons and after consulting the British Embassy in Riyadh we put together a character sketch which brought out some of Saddams weaknesses. Clearly a robust individual, he was also completely ruthless  a brutal dictator who ruled through fear and treated human beings as expendable pawns in pursuit of his own ambition. Stories of how he invited people to meetings and then shot them with his own pistol as they drank tea at his table were doubtless exaggerated but hardly reassuring. If not clinically insane, he was at least irrational and therefore dangerously unpredictable. His military record made it obvious that, however much he might posture and dress up as a soldier, he was useless as strategist and tactician. His mistakes in the war with Iran were legion and now it seemed that he had made a major strategic error in invading the whole of Kuwait. Had he merely seized the oil field of Raudhatin and the island of Bubiyan to the north of the city, he might well have kept them: even if the world had made a great fuss, it would hardly have gone to war. But no, greed and bravado had caused him to seize the entire country, and there was no telling how wild his ambitions might become.

We already knew from aerial surveillance that his military airfields were extremely large and spread the length and breadth of Iraq, giving him the capacity to threaten all his neighbours  not only Saudi Arabia, but also Jordan, Syria and Turkey as well. We knew, for instance, that the airbase at Balad, north-east of Baghdad, was four times the size of Heathrow and in military terms incorporated massive redundancy; that is, it was infinitely larger and more expensive to maintain than its present level of use warranted, and aircraft would be able to go on using it even if it were extensively damaged.

One of my most fascinating briefings was at the Foreign Office, which had established a centre for the exchange of information about the hostages whom Saddam had seized and deployed around his air bases as human shields. The Foreign Office was widely accused of having done little or nothing to secure the release of these political prisoners; in fact, as I now discovered, strenuous efforts were being made on their behalf and an information service had been established so that families and relatives could telephone in for the latest news. It immediately occurred to me that Special Forces might be tasked to explore ways of rescuing the hostages and I passed the idea on to Paddy Hines staff.

On the evening of 3 October we had what I described in my diary as a rather tense family supper at my daughter Phillidas flat in London. Our three children were all there and I hoped that we would have a relaxed family evening. It did not turn out like that, partly because everyone was naturally anxious about the future, and partly because I was going down with what, in Saddam Husseins terminology, could only have been called the mother of all colds.

Since my earliest days in the Army I had maintained the practice of taking a run and a cold bath before breakfast, in the belief that physical fitness keeps one mentally alert; but now not even this Spartan regime could ward off the invasion of germs, and in the morning I felt so ill that I seriously considered postponing my departure for the Gulf. Yet the need to reach the theatre was so urgent that I forced myself to carry on with the next item on my schedule, a flying visit to the British Army of the Rhine.

My first appointment in Germany was with a doctor, for whose services I had radioed ahead. General Sir Peter Inge, Commander-in-Chief, BAOR, summoned one to his office and he gave me an examination there and then. Fortified by the antibiotics which he prescribed, I plunged into talks with the Commander-in-Chief and with Lieutenant General Sir Charles Guthrie, Commander of 1st (British) Corps. Both were old friends with whom I had worked at different stages of my career, and Guthrie and I had once served together.

Our meetings soon confirmed my suspicion that the effort of producing one fully operational armoured brigade had turned the whole system inside-out. Some of our armoured vehicles were old and plain worn out; others were run down and not properly maintained or else not used, due to the lack of spares, money and training. To bring 7th Armoured Brigade up to the strength which was needed to fight a desert campaign, we decided to take people and equipment away from other units in Germany; when 4th Armoured Brigade also moved out, those units remaining were left with barely enough men to guard their own installations, let alone to carry out any training. In effect, the whole of BAOR became seriously degraded in operational terms, for as long as the campaign in the Gulf lasted.

Nor was this all. Like any other commander landed with a major commitment, I was already looking round for ways of increasing the number of troops at my disposal. If we went to war in the desert with one armoured brigade, it would have to be attached to an American division and fight under an American divisional commander, which would severely limit its freedom of action. If, on the other hand, we had a British division, it would have far more scope to do itself justice. And yet, to raise a complete division from BAOR would leave defences in the British zone of Germany substantially depleted.

Every possible permutation had to be discussed in detail and the senior officers in Germany behaved superbly. It can never be much fun for a commander to emasculate his command for the benefit of someone else, yet to my undying admiration Peter Inge did just that without so much as a hint of complaint or a single unpleasant aside. I flew home much impressed with the spirit being shown by all ranks and with the character of Brigadier Patrick Cordingley, commander of 7th Armoured Brigade, who was about to depart for the Middle East, and whom I had met for the first time. A friendly and direct man, with a long, narrow face which twisted engagingly to one side when he smiled, Patrick immediately struck me as just the sort of leader we would need in the desert.

On 5 October, back in England, I was briefed by Joint Headquarters on our outline plan, which at that stage was extremely vague: defend Saudi Arabia against aggression. As further troops arrived in the theatre, more ambitious plans were put together; but at the outset we were deploying simply to protect Saudi Arabia, not to free Kuwait.

That evening I said goodbye to my staff at Aldershot. After working with them for two-and-a-half years, I would have liked to go round and thank each of them individually for all the help they had given me; but events had moved so fast that there was no time for such niceties, and the best I could do was to bid them a mass farewell outside the historic Victorian headquarters building. I addressed them from the steps beneath the pillared portico of the main entrance, flanked by two ancient cannons, scene of innumerable highly charged departures, among them that of Earl Haig, who went from there in 1914 to command the armies of the British Expeditionary Force at the start of the First World War.

About a hundred people gathered round in a semicircle and, because dusk was already falling, I failed to notice that the throng included Larry Signy, Defence Correspondent of the Aldershot News and a staunch friend of the Army. He had every right to be there and report the event as he had been officially invited; but my staff had failed to tell me that the Press would be present and I was less than cautious in my remarks. I confirmed that the cause of my premature departure was the tension in the Gulf and I suggested that people should watch their newspapers closely in the period leading up to Christmas. The message I intended to put across was that developments would be taking place by then, not that a war would have started. But that was how Larrys report was interpreted by Reuters. Later that evening, as Bridget and I were casually watching the nine oclock news, I was appalled to hear the announcer say, NEW GULF COMMANDER PREDICTS WAR BY CHRISTMAS.

I felt badly let down. If I had known that a reporter was present, I would never have mentioned the Gulf at all. This is going to cause embarrassment for days to come and could affect my overall position, I noted. Since I was brand new in my job, the last thing I wanted was to be seen posing as a great military adventurer on his way out to the Middle East to start a war, and at the first possible moment I wrote to the Joint Commander explaining what had happened. Later, however, I found that even if I had damaged my standing in the United Kingdom, I had positively enhanced it in the Gulf, where rulers such as Sheikh Isa of Bahrein were to congratulate me heartily on taking such a vigorous approach.

My last two days in England flew past in a flurry of final briefings and personal preparations. Our home in the west of England, let for the past few years, was back in our hands, but we were still living in the Generals house at Aldershot, so it was there that I did my packing. Limiting myself to bare essentials of clothing and personal equipment, I eschewed extras such as books, which I knew there would be no time to read, and took only a small radio which could receive the vital BBC World Service on short wave. I allowed myself only two small luxuries: a photograph of Bridget and the family, and a dagger-shaped paper knife given me by the Australian SAS.

I drew up tropical uniform and had it fitted by the military tailor in Aldershot. I also drew my own NBC kit and practised putting it on under operational timings. Out came old desert boots and medal ribbons and badges of rank for tropical kit which I had thought I would never need again. On two beds we laid out everything that I might need for an indefinite stay abroad. During one of his final telephone calls to Riyadh, Mark had been astonished to hear Sandy Wilsons Personal Staff Officer say casually, Oh, and dont forget to bring a dinner jacket. I was equally amazed by this advice. What were we going to Saudi Arabia for, to live it up or to fight a war? Nevertheless, because there seemed to be plenty of space, I put my dinner jacket in (and never during my six months in Riyadh did I wear it). During all these preparations Sergeant Larry Jones, my House Sergeant for the past three years and a pillar of unobtrusive efficiency, kept me firmly on the rails.

Then, on the evening of 6 October, my driver, Sergeant Alan Cain, took me to RAF Brize Norton in Oxfordshire. Alan had driven me around the south of England for nearly two years; he was trained in close-protection work and had become an indispensable member of my staff. A small, taciturn man, not given to unnecessary chatter, he not only knew my personal habits but also, on a professional level, was able to identify those moments when it became most necessary to maintain a high state of alert against possible terrorist attack or ambush. I had arranged that he would join me as my personal driver in Riyadh, but for the moment I said goodbye to him and he left to go on a weeks refresher course in close protection, run by the Royal Military Police.

The RAF TriStar was loaded with freight; at the front, however, were some comfortable seats. Ensconced in one of these, clearing papers and writing confidential reports, I found that the six-hour flight passed extraordinarily fast. After what seemed a very short time we started our descent and a few minutes later, at 0200 local time, I stepped out into the hot darkness of Riyadh. As I felt the dry, desert air on my face and smelt its familiar scents, a surge of memories came at me, and I rejoiced in the knowledge that another Arabian adventure had begun.

*The name baffled our American allies, who had never heard of the Marquess of Granby, the distinguished eighteenth-century commander who fought in the battle of Minden during the Seven Years War. The name was chosen from a list in the Ministry of Defence computer, awaiting the next major operation. To the Americans, the deployment was initially known as Operation Desert Shield. The name of the Naval Task Group, 321:1, was chosen in the same way.

*Whenever a major, tri-service operation breaks overseas, one of the four-star Commanders-in-Chief of the Army, Navy and Air Force, based in the United Kingdom, is appointed its Joint Commander. In this case Hine was chosen and a Joint Headquarters was set up at RAF Strike Command.


CHAPTER 2

WAR BEFORE CHRISTMAS

At the foot of the aircraft steps a small Saudi honour guard stood waiting, and there to greet me was Sandy Wilson. Considering that he had been working under great stress, I thought it extremely good of him to turn out in the early hours of the morning. We bundled into a Mercedes and drove off along a huge motorway which carried us over the desert as smoothly as a magic carpet, with never a pothole in its immaculate surface. My first glimpses of Riyadh at night showed me that Arabia had changed beyond belief, even since my last visit. As it happened, I had never been to the Saudi capital; but equally, in all my travels I had never seen an Arab city to rival this, with its immense dual carriageways and spectacular, futuristic buildings, their modern lines given an exotic, oriental look by arched doorways and windows and fretted screens.

Mark, following with the luggage in another car, was equally amazed. Our departure from England had been so rushed that he had had no time to bone up on the situation in Riyadh and he arrived in the dark in more senses than one. He expected that we would proceed to some fortified compound on the outskirts of the city and when his driver, in answer to a question, said that we were going to the Hyatt, he assumed that this was the Arab word for a fort. In fact we were heading not for the Hyatt Hotel but for the Sheraton, where a suite had been reserved for me.

The manager had stayed up half the night to welcome me. The suite was the last word in luxury, right down to a huge bowl of fruit set out on a table. Yet the place filled me with misgiving: for one thing, I had come out to fight a war, not to live in five-star comfort; for another, the building was hopelessly insecure, its corridors alive with strangers, any of whom could be a potential threat. As soon as the manager was out of earshot, I said to Mark, For Christs sake, lets get out of here as soon as we can. Start looking for somewhere else tomorrow. Late as it was, before going to bed I wrote a note to Bridget  the first of a series of letters which I sent her every day, as I always have while on operations.

Morning confirmed my distaste for hotel living, which has always struck me as a completely artificial form of existence. The Sheraton had the added disadvantage of harbouring a large number of exiled Kuwaitis, including members of the ruling family, to whom the Saudis had generously given refuge when they escaped from their homeland. Dozens of children, bored to distraction, raced round the hotel corridors screaming at all hours of the day and night and constantly dialled random numbers on the room telephones. I was to some extent protected by a tri-service team of bodyguards, one of whom was stationed permanently outside my door and could turn people away, but even so the noise was infuriating.

For me, the redeeming feature of the hotel was its small gym, in which I was able to clock up four or five kilometres on a running machine every morning. Running in the open was inadvisable, both because of the heat and because it would have made one very exposed. The gym was an excellent alternative and enabled me to work up the good daily sweat which I find indispensable to well-being. In an environment of that kind, when one is working at high pressure, it is tempting to give up physical exercise altogether; but I knew that to do so would diminish my mental alertness and so impair my efficiency.

Mark was much concerned about my safety  as indeed he was paid to be. Having known two Iraqi soldiers at Sandhurst and seen how competent they were, he felt certain that Saddam Hussein must have some special forces operating in Riyadh and that the British Commander would be a prime target for an assassination squad. He therefore made sure that I was well protected, both in the hotel and while on the move around the city. Inside, one of the bodyguards came with us when we visited the gym; then, before we went down to breakfast, one man preceded me along the corridor while another checked the dining room and had a table cleared. Outside, we tried to avoid establishing any pattern: by varying time and routes, we sought to present the most elusive target possible. I also took the precaution of removing my beret and draping a civilian jacket over the top of my uniform whenever I travelled by car. I always moved with two, sometimes three, unmarked, identical blue Mercedes so that if ever any other car tried to cut in on mine, we would have the means of heading it off, and I was always accompanied by at least two members of the bodyguard team, armed with sub-machine guns.

Whether or not these precautions were essential, I could never decide, for in spite of Marks apprehension the terrorist threat seemed slight. But my personal bodyguard Sergeant David Green and the rest of the close-protection team under Staff Sergeant Worzel Young of the Royal Military Police knew their business, and they had an extensive communications system which linked all the teams in the city, so that their headquarters in my compound always knew exactly where I was and what I was doing, and a reserve force could have been deployed at very short notice if trouble had developed. Much as I disliked always being hemmed in by security men, I knew that to have dispensed with guards altogether would have been excessively foolish  rather like going over the top in an infantry attack without a rifle. Furthermore, without such trappings of power, the British Forces Commander would have lost face in the eyes of the Arabs and other members of the Coalition. I knew from previous visits how much image and presence count for in Arabia: it was essential that I should exercise privileges which might seem superficial elsewhere, purely to demonstrate the importance which Britain placed on Operation Granby.

My abrupt arrival in Riyadh demanded an energetic effort of readjustment  to a climate which, in autumn, was still producing daytime temperatures of 40C; to a society in which the Matawa, or religious police, would confront in public anyone whom they considered to be transgressing the strict laws of Islam; and to a country from which alcohol was banned. The whole theatre is dry and I dont miss my booze at all, I reported home after a few days. Slightly to my own surprise, the second half of that statement was as true as the first and a week later I wrote, When nobody can drink and booze isnt available, its not difficult to live without it. Because the British servicemen in Saudi Arabia were allowed no alcohol, I decided that I too would not drink while I was in theatre. I have always made a habit of not drinking while on operations and now I had the added incentive of not wanting to enjoy a privilege which my men could not share. I therefore drank no alcohol during my six months in the Middle East  with considerable benefit to my health. (The Americans were even stricter than us in exercising prohibition: if any US serviceman was found with a bottle sent in from the States, he was fined $1000 on the spot).

As for work, it was hard to know how to start. I was in the extraordinary position of suddenly becoming the managing director of a business with several thousand employees but absolutely no structure or facilities. Troops were pouring into the airport at Jubail, on the coast, and their heavy equipment was beginning to arrive by sea at the port nearby, but the men had no accommodation or communications beyond what they brought with them. Everything had to be created from scratch.

Daylight on my first morning showed how fast the city of Riyadh had expanded outwards into the desert. Between many of the new buildings stretches of level sand still lay undeveloped, and vast dual carriageways carried streams of traffic in every direction. It took only a few minutes to see that the standard of driving was appalling and I was not surprised to learn that boys of fourteen are allowed to take the wheel without any form of test. With good reason one of the main intersections was known as Suicide Roundabout: no doubt there were rules about who was supposed to give way to whom, but it seemed that the only hope of survival was to give way to nobody and to apply the SASs motto, Who Dares Wins.

The headquarters which Sandy had established was on one floor of a modern office block, the rest of which was occupied by the US Marine Corps as their rear base. The building was guarded by Americans and could be approached by car only through a sequence of very tight road blocks. On our floor major adjustments were being made to accommodate staff and communications equipment  some walls were being knocked down, others built, all the cable ducting renewed  and the place was full of packing cases. My own office proved bigger and better than I had expected, with a good desk, a comfortable chair and a table large enough for conferences. The rooms main deficiency was that it had no map boards, but I put that right by commissioning carpenters to make some immediately. Soon it became clear that this first building could only be a temporary home. Within weeks  within days, almost  we were bursting out of it and had to look for more spacious accommodation.

Already, with Operation Granby still in its early stages, information was flowing strongly to us from two directions: out from the United Kingdom and in from our forward units in the east of Saudi Arabia. My headquarters was the interface where all this information had to be processed, acted upon or passed on as necessary, and somehow we had to create a structure which could handle it.

Its all incredibly artificial, complicated, political and a bit disconcerting, I wrote to Bridget on 7 October, my first full day in Riyadh:

Ive never seen a country so outwardly wealthy, with never a tatty car in sight, vast great motorways scything through everything, buildings constructed without regard to expense, marble floors and deep pile carpets even in the Ministry of Defence. The war which hangs around seems quite unreal, and its difficult to come to terms with it.

My own paramount need was to make personal contact with the senior commanders of the main Coalition forces  the Americans and the Saudis  and with the rulers of those states such as Bahrein, Dubai and Abu Dhabi who felt directly threatened by Saddam Husseins aggression. The essence of an international operation such as we were mounting is that the people in charge should know and trust each other, and in my first few weeks I devoted much time and effort to visiting leaders both military and civilian.

Sandy Wilson had already established an excellent working relationship with the British Ambassador to Saudi Arabia, Sir Alan Munro, who had lent him some rooms in the Embassy for use as offices. The two had been meeting several times a week: because Alan had worked in defence sales, he understood the Services very well and did everything in his power to help them. Ambassador is a super man and right on side, I told Bridget. Ive never had such cooperation as I receive. He is bright, cheerful and intelligent, and gives me all the information he possesses. I could also have said that he was short, dark, balding and incredibly energetic, with the stamina to work right through the night if need be and a cheerful, boyish enthusiasm for every task he undertook. Visits to the Embassy quickly became a pleasure, not least because Alan had a most efficient personal assistant called Lisa Jacobs whose attractions were such that my military aides were always very keen to accompany me when I went to see him.*

Another vital recruit found for me by Sandy was Commander Colin Ferbrache (cordially known among his colleagues as Hairbrush), who had come out to Riyadh as the Senior Naval Officer in the headquarters. To the Navys horror, Sandy had hijacked him as his Military Assistant and I lost no time in doing the same. A Channel Islander in his late thirties, with a strange slow accent  almost a drawl  and a laid-back manner which belied his great competence, Colin had the priceless gift of being able to get on with anybody: whether he was speaking to Prince Charles or to a REME mechanic, he was always exactly the same. The experience of commanding a ship made him a good man off whom to bounce ideas and I found it valuable to talk things through with him, as I always got a sensible and mature response. (Also, if I was talking nonsense, he did not hesitate to say so  but in a way that never gave offence.) Altogether he was extremely useful to have around and he became my personal right-hand man, running my outer office, managing meetings, making arrangements and liaising with the Embassy. He also travelled extensively with me
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