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DICTIONARY DEFINITION OF A DRUG LORD

A criminal who controls the distribution and sale of large quantities of illegal drugs.



REALITY BITES

This isn’t a glamorous story. It’s the gritty truth about my life as a drug lord and is filled with good and bad people, because heroes come from the most unlikely of places.

I fell into a situation by complete chance which then changed my life forever. So many of us no doubt wish we’d stopped, taken stock and got the hell out of there before taking the plunge. But this is no time for regrets.

You don’t have to be a drug lord or any type of criminal to relate to what you’re about to read here, because my story is crammed with life’s typical ups and downs. There is one inescapable and brutal truth, though. Narcotics are the toxic fuel that drives the underworld and alters personalities. Drugs poison users, turn dealers into killers and end up costing countless innocent (and not so innocent) people their lives.

That is the reality.



There’s no one thing that’s true. It’s all true. 
Ernest Hemingway, For Whom the Bell Tolls



AUTHOR’S NOTE – EYE ON THE WORLD

Everything you’re about to read is based on the truth. I’ve had to be doubly sure there was no way any of the participants in my story were identifiable, or else I would have been putting myself and many others directly in the line of fire – literally. My primary goal with this book has always been to reveal a no-holds-barred confession of my life as a drug lord while at the same time protecting the lives of the many involved.

I felt I needed to be upfront and admit that I’ve taken some liberties with history in order to disguise illegal stuff that happened throughout my life. No doubt some will use this as an excuse to question the accuracy of my story, but I’d much rather change a few pieces of the jigsaw than face the wrath of real criminals and the police. Ultimately, the ingredients of this book revolve around authentic events, but in order to protect the identity of those involved, names, dates, descriptions and places have had to be altered.

But I hope none of that detracts from the story you’re about to read. And I also hope it will serve as a lesson to anyone who thought the world I once inhabited was glamorous and rewarding, because it most certainly was not.

Anonymous, 2021



INTRODUCTION

I am a drug lord. That doesn’t make me the most evil person in the world, although some people might think so. But I’m not here to defend my corner. I am what I am.

More importantly, I found myself thrust into the under-world because everything in life is connected. For that reason, you’re going to read a fair chunk about my unusual childhood. That doesn’t mean tales of child abuse and other horrors, because this is no misery memoir. But my early life was so bizarre that it helped shape my life in all sorts of ways. I was brought up in a laid-back, hippy-like environment where you just went with the flow. The traditional elements of an upbringing were turned upside down from an early age, and that undoubtedly provided me with an inner calmness, which enabled me to cope with pretty much anything.

If you’re expecting a book that dissects the rights and wrongs of the underworld, then stick to more traditional true crime stories, because this one doesn’t preach or lecture. It’s a relatable story for people of all persuasions. My life has been multi-layered and filled with dramas and close shaves, but I’ve always managed to retain a sense of perspective, despite everything that’s been thrown at me.

There may even be some omissions that will irritate the real criminals among you. But it’s more important that this story works for everyone on all levels than to worry about the sensitivities of a few wannabe gangsters. I toned down some scenes because that old phrase “stranger than fiction” really did apply to certain aspects of my life as a drug lord. These extreme and bloody events – which many would have struggled to suspend disbelief long enough to accept – are the real and disturbing consequences of my actions.

I will warn you, I’m not a scholar. I had little formal education during my childhood, so what you see is what you read in my world. There may even be a few clunky lines that have slipped through the editing process. But the essential, omnipresent ingredient that ties my story together is the pace of my life as a drug lord. Chaos and immense danger drive this story to its bloody conclusion.

Ultimately, I’ve tried to provide an entertaining story that will hopefully get you turning pages at much the same pace as my own life evolved. Then, at least, you’ll get to the end. The bloody, chaotic end.

So, if you’re now ready . . . let’s begin.



PROLOGUE – THE STORM

Glistening waves as big as two-story houses swept towards me under the hazy moonlight, flickering in and out of the dark clouds drifting above me. Each of those waves scooped me up and threw me across the sea so ferociously that I felt dizzy from it all. It was like being on an aquatic roller coaster ride, except all I had was a flimsy, threadbare old lifejacket to keep me afloat. But despite that, each time I was pulled beneath the surface, it felt as if I might not come up again.

Then – with the swelling sea thundering and exploding all around me – I heard the unmistakable sound of wood splitting as the full, brutal force of the storm began to rip apart the boat I’d just been swept off. As the frothy, luminous grey crest of those waves dipped and weaved around me, I could just make out the bright yellow hull of the vessel as it twisted up into the air, almost like an orca whale, before crashing back into the sea. The storm was dragging me further and further away from the boat and the rest of the crew.

When another vast wave tossed me up towards the dark, patchy sky, I noticed a flickering searchlight hundreds of yards away. It disappeared again and I thought maybe I’d imagined it. Moments later, I could just make out the bow of another boat a long way off in the distance before it dipped behind yet another rolling wave. The glaring beam of its searchlight reappeared and panned eerily across the water’s surface. The other boat seemed to be edging towards me, but it was impossible to be sure because I was being dragged in all directions by the fury of the sea.

I shouted and waved the next time the other vessel came into view, knowing full well the chances of anyone noticing me were slim. Another huge wave crashed over the top of me, and I was dragged beneath the surface for a few moments until popping up again, thanks entirely to my life jacket.

As I bobbed around on the surface in the darkness, I looked again for the yellow boat I’d been travelling on. It was nowhere to be seen. Then, suddenly, the beam of the powerful searchlight almost blinded me. The noise of diesel engines got louder and I realized the other vessel was much closer now.

As it came fully into view, the boat leaned to one side before skimming over a huge wave, which sent its bow crashing down so deep into the water that its shiny twin propellers were exposed in the bluey moonlight. The hull smashed back into the water with a huge crack as the engines continued throbbing. 

The blinding beam of the searchlight returned and panned across me during a brief lull in the huge waves. As the boat’s engines powered it towards me, I noticed its green and white hull just as another vast wave hit the vessel, tossing it in the air and sending that spotlight shooting erratically up into the bleak sky, leaving me once again in almost total darkness. I had no idea if it would ever reach me.

Remembering how I came to be in those angry seas in the first place, I frantically looked around, hoping the others from my boat would suddenly surface alongside me. As the green and white boat continued its struggle through the relentless storm towards me, I slumped deeper into my life jacket, afraid to face the reality of what was happening all around.

The searchlight flickered across my face as the approaching boat criss-crossed the waves. That’s when the sound of those powerful engines took me back to where this story really begins, just a few miles from where the storm now raged.



ACT I

A STRANGE CHILDHOOD

1958–1975



CHAPTER ONE

TRANSLUCENT

The sound of diesel engines just above me was muffled by the warm sea water as I drifted through a school of jellyfish gliding past me like dancing ghosts. I must have been about 10 feet under the water and had no idea of whether anyone knew I’d just fallen in and couldn’t swim. Yet it felt strangely liberating, as the adults who’d featured in the first four years of my life were nowhere to be seen.

I remember floating randomly past more of those elegant, translucent Medusa jellyfish, who seemed to thrive on peace and tranquillity. Looking back on it now, I realize they must have been in some kind of zen-like state as they drifted past me. None of them stung me, but then why would they? I wasn’t bothering them and they weren’t bothering me.

I’d just fallen into the Mediterranean Sea from one of the old fishing boats that brought visitors to my parents’ favourite beach on the island of Ibiza. We’d been mooring up alongside the jetty after a typically choppy ride from the nearest town with my uncle, who was visiting from London. My mother and father had just moved to the island after he lost his job as a newspaper reporter in London. It was the summer of 1962 and Ibiza wasn’t very well known, just a sparsely populated island off the coast of mainland Spain. My mother and uncle had first discovered it more than 20 years earlier when they fought with the Republican’s International Brigades against the nationalist forces of Fascist leader General Francisco Franco during the Spanish Civil War between 1936 and 1939. 

I always looked forward to those boat journeys with the fishermen so much that I’d hardly be able to sleep the night before for the excitement and anticipation. To a shy and solitary 4-year-old more used to adults than other children, that trip represented a thrilling adventure to a secret place where I could then be as free as the Medusa and all the other creatures that lived in and around the beach.

On that particular morning, I’d over-confidently chosen to jump from the edge of the fishing boat onto the jetty before the crew had thrown a rope to secure the vessel. A wave had rocked the boat at that moment, and I went straight into the clear blue sea.

I remember looking up at the sky as I fell backwards into the water with a soft plop. I later discovered that my badly hungover parents hadn’t noticed I wasn’t on the boat anymore. My uncle had been sitting opposite them looking down at the Medusa jellyfish when he heard the splash, saw me sinking beneath the waves and jumped into the water after me.

I remember hearing the muffled gurgling sound of the bubbles he created above me and looking up and seeing nothing but the scuffed soles of his black leather shoes. No one wore shoes like that in Ibiza. It was either flip-flops or espadrilles made out of rope. I felt a hand clutching the back of my tee-shirt as my uncle began to pull me gradually up to the surface.

Two more pairs of hands appeared just beneath the surface of the sea from the edge of the fishing boat. They grabbed me roughly and hauled me up onto the wooden deck, where I was pushed onto my side and all the water I’d consumed gushed out of me.

Then someone yelled: “Where’s that guy gone?”

This was followed by my mother’s familiar voice: “El no puede nadar. El no puede nadar.” (He can’t swim. He can’t swim). 

It took everyone on board a few moments to realize she was talking about my uncle, who was still in the water, not me. 

As I was sitting up, four of the fishing boat crew dived into the sea. I remember squinting over the edge of the vessel into the water as their silhouettes swam through schools of yet more jellyfish gliding all around the vessel. Below them was the blurred image of my uncle drifting downwards into the deeper, dark blue water before disappearing under the hull.

A few moments passed as we all peered so frantically over the edge of the boat that it leaned precariously to one side. My mother looked shell-shocked, while my father seemed irritated and stared up at the sky as if he didn’t really care.

Suddenly, all four fishermen burst back onto the surface with broad smiles on their faces, clutching my uncle. They pushed him up into the arms of others on the deck. One of them straddled him and began thumping his chest until his eyes opened. My uncle looked across at me, smiled and then winked. 

A few minutes later, as we walked down the beach, my parents were arguing about whose fault it was that I’d almost drowned. When I tugged on my mother’s bright green tie-dye cotton dress to stop her shouting, she ignored me and continued bickering with my father. Not for the first or last time, they were in a world of their own.

After we finally reached their favourite, deserted spot in the far corner of the beach, my mother pulled a transparent brown plastic bottle out of her straw bag and gave it to me. As I obediently began slapping greasy coconut oil on her already bronzed and sinewy back, I looked up at the beach bar behind us where my uncle and another man were deep in conversation. My uncle had been visiting the island that weekend attending to “some important business”. It was only many years later I discovered what that actually meant.

* * *

That evening, my uncle came into my bedroom to read me a couple of night-time stories, which he always did in a very theatrical and entertaining voice. He usually renamed the main character after me in each book.

He sat down on the edge of my bed that night, about to start reading the first book, when he asked me to guess what he had in his clenched hand. I didn’t know what to say, so I tried to prise it open. But he kept it closed tightly until I gave up. Then his fingers slowly opened to reveal a tiny metal toy car, which I’d dropped in the sea when I’d fallen in earlier that morning. I was so happy he’d found it that I gave him a big hug. I remember feeling just about as secure as any child could feel at that moment.

But that feeling didn’t last long. I got up next morning and dashed into his bedroom, only to find his bed empty and that he’d gone. When I asked my mother whether he was coming back, she looked gloomily at me and complained that he hadn’t even said goodbye before leaving.

* * *

Not surprisingly, my parents became obsessed with me learning how to swim after that. Throughout my childhood, my mother constantly harked back to that day when I’d almost drowned. Later, I realized it gave her an excuse to put my uncle on a pedestal for having saved me despite not being able to swim himself.

He would go on to reappear occasionally through my early childhood, emerging eventually as a larger-than-life yet mystical figure. Back then, I didn’t see him often, which made his visits to Ibiza even more firmly imprinted in my mind.

But it wasn’t until many years later that I found out who he really was.

* * *

My father later told me that my mother began having nips of gin with her coffee most mornings around the time I nearly drowned because it helped kill the pain of what she called her “gammy leg”. I never understood why she called it a leg, because she didn’t have one at all, just a stump above where her knee would have been. I was too young back then to know how she’d come to lose her leg. It was just one of many things that happened to her before I turned up in this world.

My mother had originally arrived in London from central Europe after the end of the Second World War in 1945 and met my father, fell in love and married. But they were in their late thirties by the time I was born in 1958, which was quite old to have children back then.

During the early years of my childhood, I mistakenly blamed myself for my mother’s missing leg after becoming convinced she’d lost it giving birth to me when I overheard her telling one friend how difficult her pregnancy had been. She hadn’t been well treated in hospital in London when I was born, thanks to a combination of that already missing leg and her strange foreign accent, which some days sounded French and other days seemed like a combination of German and Spanish, depending on who she was talking to at the time.

After that, if anyone asked my mother how she lost her leg, the most she’d say was “La Guerra” (the war), although more often she simply ignored the question. Back in those days, women didn’t fight on the frontline in conflicts, so her response did provoke quite a few raised eyebrows.

My mother eventually applied for a prosthetic leg after one sympathetic doctor convinced her it might help ease her pain and make raising a child a lot easier. But the National Health specialist who had to sign off on it then announced that those injured in the Spanish Civil War were not being given priority for prosthetics because there were still thousands of British ex-service men and women and Blitz bombing victims from the First and Second World War who required a new limb.

Despite her missing leg, my mother still attracted admiring glances from men and women, which must have been hard on my father because he often seemed to be in her shadow. She was tall and statuesque and had dark red wavy hair that especially stood out on Ibiza where most people had dark hair. Her strong, angular face had a splattering of freckles, and she usually wore a little eye shadow. But it was her shoulders I remember most, as I spent so many hours smothering coconut oil on them in scorching heat.

There’s not much else to say about my life before I reached the age of four, because my memories rely on the unreliable word of the adults around me, who were often drunk at the time. What I do know is that just after my fourth birthday my parents had to sell their house in West London after my father was fired from his newspaper job for making up an interview with a well-known politician. I think he got a small pay-off but then went and lost it all in a casino. That’s when my mother decided we’d all be better off living in Ibiza, although most of the people they knew in London didn’t know where the island was at that time. I’m not entirely sure what we were living off, but we seemed to just get through.

They’d already had a villa there for five years. Back in those days, the island – about 12 miles wide and 21 miles long – had just one pot-holed main road running through the middle of it that was used by far more horses and carts than motor vehicles. Ibiza’s charm was that it felt as if it was stuck in a time warp back then.



CHAPTER TWO

PLAYA SECRETA

While there had been post-war rationing across Europe throughout the 1950s and into the early 1960s, on Ibiza you could buy a bottle of beer for ten pence and gin was less than a pound a bottle. Food was even cheaper, with fish being the staple diet, and there was a plentiful supply of rice, thanks to the carefully cultivated rice fields on the south of the island, which had helped the locals avoid starvation during the civil war. Rare shipments of meat occasionally turned up by cargo boats from the mainland and there were always a lot of wild rabbits and some goats to eat. But Ibiza’s staple diet tended to be fish and rice mainly.

The ramshackle villa where we lived was shaped like a small tower and had been built in the middle of a deserted plain a couple of miles from the nearest pueblo (village). It could only be reached via a rocky track using a horse and cart that was driven by a neighbouring farmer, who owned all the land around the villa. 

But it was the playa secreta (secret beach) where I’d almost drowned that had a far bigger impact on my childhood . . . and on the rest of my life.

It was owned and run by a New Zealander, who’d fought alongside my mother and uncle during the Spanish Civil War. During that war they’d all been locked up in a makeshift prison camp on Ibiza run by the nationalists’ feared paramilitary force, the Guardia Civil. The camp was located close to the deserted swamplands where all that rice was grown, just a few miles outside the capital, Ibiza Old Town.

The Guardia Civil were Franco’s most feared and hated paramilitary force. He specifically developed them from a police force first launched in the mid-1800s into his tool to strike terror into citizens during and after the civil war. Following his victory in 1939, Franco had assured Spain’s shell-shocked citizens that the Guardia Civil would revert to being a standard police force, but they continued to be his eyes and ears throughout his 40-year reign as leader of Spain.

Yet despite all this, a small group of those same foreigners Franco had loathed so much for daring to fight against his nationalist forces decided to settle on Ibiza and ignore the painful memories of one of the most bloody conflicts of the twentieth century.

In the late 1940s, my mother’s New Zealander friend paid the Guardia Civil a few hundred dollars for an abandoned village that they’d taken over during the war. It was near the prison camp where my mother and he had been held captive. The village had been used by guards between shifts in the camp, and prisoners would be dragged to its square where – right in front of the church – they’d be interrogated and sometimes executed if they did not co-operate with the fascist authorities. The Guardia Civil had deliberately blown up the road into the nearest town to stop anyone going into the village following the end of the civil war.

The New Zealander had originally purchased the village with the intention of demolishing it to erase all the painful memories. Then he noticed the deserted beach in front of it and opted to stay. He eventually decided to leave the village standing as a memorial to all his late comrades who’d died on the island and elsewhere in Spain throughout the bloody three-year conflict. The secret beach became a place where many of those civil war veterans could gather peacefully, swap war stories and get blind drunk without having to face the Franco supporters who ran the island following his victory.

Besides the New Zealander and his wife, there was a civil war vet nicknamed American Joe. He ran a small commune about two miles inland from the secret beach on the land owned by the New Zealander. I later learned American Joe had been a sniper during the civil war after earlier having been a US secret service bodyguard to President Franklin D. Roosevelt in the mid-1930s.

The secret beach itself was rarely crowded because it could only be reached by boat. The only other visitors tended to be adventurous European traveller types, many of whom seemed to be running away from something. Ibiza wasn’t a party island like it is today. The few foreigners living there at that time were mainly broke artists and writers residing in rundown villas and fincas similar to my parents’ home. Many of them seemed to drink at the New Zealander’s beach bar during the first 10 years of my life. The foreign residents like my parents might have looked more colourful and glamorous than the locals, but they actually had little money to show for it.

As the island became more popular, hole-in-the-wall bars hidden down Ibiza Old Town’s maze of narrow alleyways began to open, although many of the bar owners had to pay protection money to local criminals to avoid being put out of business.

The majority of locals at this time lived in small white stone houses, usually deep in the campo – countryside – where many had fled from the violence and turmoil inside Ibiza’s towns and villages during and after the civil war. Gradually, some of the new foreign residents began also setting up homes in the ancient quarter of Ibiza Old Town, rather than on isolated plots of land like my parents had done. Bars painted in psychedelic colours started popping up around the Old Town port. Clothes shops and stalls sold flowery shirts, tie-dye wraps, multi-coloured espadrilles and the tight-fitting loon pants that were the most classic hippy trademark of all back then.

Many of the foreign men on the island had grown their hair much longer than the macho Spanish males, who still considered long hair to be effeminate. Yet a lot of the hippy types arriving on Ibiza at that time were often old enough – like my parents – to have fought in the civil war and Second World War.

Throughout this period, many of the locals treated us as if we didn’t really exist. They rarely smiled in our direction, apart from the fishermen who crewed the boat that took us to the secret beach most mornings. Many loathed my mother and her International Brigades friends for daring to have stood up to Franco’s fascists, although the war had been over for more than 20 years. She’d fought alongside other foreigners in some of that conflict’s most bloody battles on mainland Spain.

This was the atmosphere in Ibiza in the early 1960s. It was a third-world land filled with contradictions, and those deep scars from the civil war continued to cause political and ideological divisions, as they did throughout the rest of spain. But it’s important to also point out that a lot of the anger wasn’t always caused by political differences. Quite a number of families used the civil war as an excuse to settle old scores between feuding locals.

Yet the ghosts of so many atrocities committed on Ibiza had done nothing to put off my mother, my uncle and the friends they’d fought alongside, including the New Zealander and American Joe. But maybe that’s not such a surprise when you consider what a strange yet entrancing place it was back then. Also, most people seemed to be drunk morning, noon and night, and my parents were no exception to that rule.

In fairness to my mother, she was exhausted for a lot of my childhood because she only had the use of a flimsy walking stick to enable her to get about. Her energy levels only soared when she had a drink in her hand. She liked to sing around the house, and that could mean anything from Ray Charles to Sarah Vaughan. Much of that music became the soundtrack to my early life on Ibiza.

I should have been jealous of other kids with brothers and sisters, but I wasn’t, because I absorbed everything around me, both good and bad, and that provided me with much more to think about than any friend could.

Just a few years before we moved to Ibiza full time in 1962, Franco had decided to try and improve the country’s struggling finances by encouraging mass tourism to all of Spain’s sunniest coastal areas, including the Balearic Islands of Ibiza, Mallorca and Menorca. Franco initially neglected Ibiza in favour of his favourite Balearic Island, Mallorca, which he designated to be the first one to be developed for the tourist invasion that he rightly predicted would save his nation’s economy.

Franco encouraged the rest of the world to believe that Spain was rapidly modernizing and had put its internal differences behind it. A secretive clean-up operation was launched to hide some of the most obvious evidence of his brutal dictatorship, so all prison camps were hastily flattened. However, it soon became clear to Franco and his tourism minister that most visitors to Spain only really cared that it was cheap and sunny.

* * *

The secret beach itself was 500 metres wide and bordered by high jagged-edged rocks on both sides. I was in bare feet the first time I climbed those rocks. When I got back to where my parents were sunbathing, my mother noticed a trail of my bloody footprints in the sand, as the rocks had cut the soles of my feet to ribbons. I remember her frantically hobbling around as she covered up the blood with handfuls of sand. It wasn’t until much later that I realized the random sight of blood in the sand had brought back so many painful memories for her.

The reminders and the contradictions of the civil war seemed omnipresent for my mother, even at the secret beach. High up behind it was a small hillside pine forest where locals would often go hunting for rabbits and wild boar. The noise of their gun blasts in fast succession echoing across the bay would terrify my mother so much that she’d often get my father to fetch her a sangria laced with gin from the beach bar to try and calm her nerves.

The New Zealander who owned the beach also ran that ramshackle bar which overlooked it. Most mornings the fishermen – whose boats brought us to the beach each morning – would sup on a beer and a cognac in the shade. Sometimes they drunkenly dropped peseta coins in the thick sand under their feet at the bar and didn’t bother to pick them up. I’d watch them from a nearby wall under the shade of a huge eucalyptus tree until they’d gone and then sneak in and scramble around on my hands and knees plucking coins out of the sand.

One time, I was digging through the sand with my bare hands when I noticed a pair of raggedly flip-flops and a shadow looming over me. It was the New Zealander, and he twisted his foot into the sand so that a couple more coins popped up, almost magically. On other occasions, he’d slap peseta coins down on the bar with the side featuring the crow-like head of General Franco on display. Then he’d smash each one with his fist so hard that it would fly off the bar and down into the sand on the floor.

* * *

When I was five my mother enrolled me in a local school. I already spoke pidgin Spanish, so could communicate with people, but the other kids ignored me because I wasn’t one of them. I was so self-sufficient by this stage that I brushed it all off and got on with living in my own little world. I faced a lot of bullying at that school because of my mother’s participation in the civil war and the fact that I was a foreigner. Often, I was thrown out of games of football on dusty pitches after the other kids called me a useless gringo.

But I didn’t really need school. I ended up learning more by reading British newspapers than I ever did in class, although they didn’t reach the island until at least five days after publication. My father would buy one most mornings as we walked through the village on the way to get the fishing boat to the secret beach. I’d then wait patiently for him to read it on the beach before sitting under the shade of a tree and catching up on world affairs.

We eventually got a dog my parents called Mister Chamberlain after the pacifist prime minister who took Britain into a world war with Hitler immediately after the civil war had ended. Mister Chamberlain was a podenco ibicenco, a breed unique to the island, with sharp, sphinx-type ears and the lean stance of a greyhound.

I learned more about trust from my dog than from any human beings as a child. Mister Chamberlain always came to me when I called. He loved me unconditionally and so I always returned my trust to him in bucketloads. But all that did was fool me into believing humans were the same, which was definitely not the case.

Sometimes when I was out wandering the hills with my dog, I’d come across old bullet casings. I never told my mother, but I was collecting them to sell in town to scrap metal dealers who toured the streets in a horse and cart looking for old pieces of metal. Mister Chamberlain dragged me all over Ibiza. We’d walk for hours and hours through fields and olive groves, across small mountain passes and along the edge of high cliffs that skirted much of the island.

My parents warned me that some areas were still strong-holds for many of Franco’s most ardent fascist supporters. My mother said they might not take kindly to a foreign boy wandering through their village, especially if they realized I was related to her.

One time three much older boys appeared on the outskirts of a village and began throwing rocks at myself and Mister Chamberlain. I eventually set him on them, and he bit one of them on his arm. The school’s head teacher visited my parents and demanded that Mister Chamberlain be put down because he was dangerous. I was heartbroken until my mother came up with a brilliant idea. We gave Mister Chamberlain to the New Zealander, who needed a guard dog at the beach because the bar had been broken into several times. My mother told the head teacher he’d been put down, and that was that.

It was on Ibiza, in the Old Town’s harbour, that I saw my first dead man. He had drowned and was floating in the water. I recognized him from the medals still pinned to his jacket as the same old soldier I’d seen drinking in the town’s bars. I remember looking down at his body knocking gently against a tied-up fishing boat when another elderly man stopped alongside me and explained that the old man had been in ‘la guerra’ (the war), that he was ‘malo’ (bad) and that he’d had it coming for more than 20 years. He told me the old man had seen so much death and destruction that he’d turned to drink to kill the pain. Then one day he fell into the harbour so drunk he couldn’t get out. When I asked the old man what side he’d fought for, he told me it didn’t matter.

* * *

One day, I was with Mister Chamberlain on the secret beach where he now resided when he galloped off up the rocks behind the beach bar, so I gave chase and eventually he led me to the abandoned village that the New Zealander had bought from the Guardia Civil, who’d taken it over during the civil war.

I heard the dog barking loudly and then spotted him in the distance running inside the village’s crumbling church, so I walked through the overgrown square and went after him to investigate. I noticed a side building attached to one end of the church with prison bars at one end.

As I peered through the bars, I could see wooden boxes stacked high up against the back wall of the cell. Some of them had the skull and crossbones sign stamped in red on the side of them indicating arms and explosives, but I was too young to know what that meant at the time.

I was about to leave when Mister Chamberlain began barking from inside the main church building. I walked in to find him sniffing in the corner behind some pews. When I got closer, I noticed smears of blood on the wall, which he was trying to lick. Above them were rusting handcuffs attached by chains to rings in the wall. I also saw a bunch of initials scratched into the wall and realized that people must have been chained up in this corner of the church. I suddenly felt very unsafe, so I walked out.

Mister Chamberlain then dragged me into a cobweb-infested bar next door that looked as if the inhabitants had left in a hurry. Half-full glasses of beer and cognac remained on the bar itself. Dusty bottles of wine were stacked on shelves behind it. In a corner were what looked like boxes of cigarettes and crates of spirits.

Then the dog started barking and began leaping up underneath a couple of huge rotten looking old legs of jamon hanging from the ceiling. Suddenly, though, he stopped jumping and turned and bounded off towards the entrance to the bar panting heavily. That was when I noticed a figure standing in the doorway, backlit with the
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