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Gloucestershire

Spring 2015 

pack me into your duffel bag
and drive me south again

I climbed the narrow staircase, pushed open the door and stepped over the threshold into my mother’s spare room. The cooped air was stuffy and still, but streaks of sunlight fell across the sloping floor, gilding the clutter: the piles of cardboard cartons, the wall shelves crammed with books, the leftover rolls of Christmas wrap.

I knelt, lifted the floral quilt and squinted at the dusted mounds under the bed. I lay flat on my stomach, my cheek pressed to the carpet, pushed aside a pair of shoes and a suitcase and strained to reach a large low plastic crate, pulling it towards me. As I raised the lid, pastel crayons, tubes of paint and piles of paper released a long-held sigh of chalk, oil and vanilla, and I closed my eyes, breathing the memory of my father’s attic studio that came with it. 

I took his old paints and placed them on the floor. I lifted out a box of sharpeners, charcoal stubs and putty erasers, an A3 sketch pad full of half-drawn pictures, and an oval basswood palette with a thumb-hole, caked with hardened daubs of acrylic. At the bottom of the crate was an artist’s folio, its brown ribbons untied. I picked it up and the sides fell apart, revealing pencil sketches, sheets of water-washed cartridge, unfinished landscapes with brushwork-blue skies, and a soft folder full of faded photographs, some black and white, some colour.

These were the old holiday snaps I was looking for: there was my mother with my brother and sister, there was me – over-tall and red-headed, a gap-toothed child in a fetching turquoise-towelling one-piece. And there was my father, in a field of sunflowers, seated at an easel, his back to the sun, or painting, bare-chested, at a camp table under a cherry tree.

We’d been living without him since 1998. My children remembered him only as a smiling face in a photograph, and I’d pared my memories back too, closing the sad door in my mind that allowed heart-stopping grief and loss to barge their way back in. 

When he was alive, I’d hung from his coat tails, content simply to soak up the air around him, energised by his ingenuity, brushed by his creative brilliance, but too scared at the inevitable march of his illness to live in anything but the moment. When he died, the earth had simply dropped away beneath me and left me standing on a precarious edge. I felt as if I’d been turned inside out, like an old jumper, all hidden threads and loose ends exposed. 

I could have done with his counsel and companionship these past few years as, bit by bit, I’d had to dismantle my family home in a drawn-out divorce that had left me ragged and insecure. I missed his cup-half-full humour, his dependable answers to all of life’s questions, his small brave acts of parenting, that never ceased.

Almost twenty years after his death, I’d found that sifting through old photographs was a simple way to revive his ready smile, allowing me to look back with joy, at last, as well as sadness. I’d started looking more closely at his paintings again, too: the same old watercolours in the same old oak frames that had hung on my walls for years, admiring his bestowal of light upon a landscape, his ability to capture the thump and shimmer of heat, to express the purity of stone, the complexity of earth.

And when I re-examined his large square canvases, trowelled with their oily slabs of pigment, I began to understand that the wild stories they told, in their burned, brown language, were his invitation to me to start again: to look at the world anew, to see it from a different angle and in a different frame.

I was about to close the folder when I noticed a large photograph, mounted on cream card and covered with a sheet of crackling yellowing cellophane. Curious, I picked it up, carefully lifted the protective film, examined the glossy image closely and read the passage of typed text underneath:

The Kew Mural

Following the devastation caused by the hurricanes which swept the south-eastern part of England in October 1987, Robert Games, then a student at the King’s School, Gloucester, went to the Royal Botanical Gardens at Kew in west London and helped clear the hundreds of broken and uprooted trees. His reward – a selection of wood











Appendix 1

THE HERALD OF FREE ENTERPRISE

March 1987

 

 

At 1905 hours on 6 March 1987, the Herald of Free Enterprise, a Townsend Thoresen roll-on roll-off ferry, left the port of Zeebrugge on its way to Dover carrying 459 passengers, 80 crew, 81 cars, 3 buses and 47 trucks. Among the passengers were army personnel returning home from German bases, families, holidaymakers and groups of friends. Many were day-trippers who had taken advantage of a promotion in the Sun newspaper for a cheap visit to the continent, collecting tokens and sending them off with a pound note to get their complimentary ferry tickets. They’d crossed the Channel in the morning, spent the day sightseeing, shopping and visiting the bars of Zeebrugge and, after boarding the ferry at six o’ clock, were congregating in the cafés, duty-free shops and viewing lounges for the four-and-a-half-hour journey home. The early evening sea was cold but calm, and a light breeze was blowing from the south-east.

The Herald had not been designed with the port of Zeebrugge in mind: the ramp, or ‘linkspan’, by which vehicles were loaded onto the upper car deck (and which for the berths at Calais was the correct height), could not be raised high enough at Zeebrugge. To compensate, the vessel’s bow ballast tanks needed to be filled with water or ‘trimmed’, lowering the ship deeper into the sea to allow the harbour ramps to operate correctly, and for vehicles to board. When the Herald sailed out of Zeebrugge harbour at 1905 hours on 6 March, not all that water had been pumped back out of the ballast tanks and the ship was still three feet down at the bow. 

There were huge pairs of doors at both ends, bow and stern, that closed like clam shells, flush to the ship’s hull, and the usual safe practice was to close both sets of doors before sailing, a procedure that took approximately four minutes. On the night of 6 March, however, although the stern doors had been shut, the crew member responsible for closing the bow doors had fallen asleep in his cabin and nobody else had thought to check or close them in his absence. If you had been on the ship that night, standing on the car deck looking out of the bow doors before sailing, you would have seen the sea at precisely the same level as the deck, water lapping at the doors’ edge. 

With her bow doors open and the ballast tanks full, making her sit lower in the water than usual, the Herald backed out of her berth at 1905 that night, five minutes behind schedule. The captain stepped outside the bridge momentarily to watch astern as the ferry moved away from her mooring, but as he had no way of checking the status of the bow doors from that position, and there were no lights on his control panel to show whether they had been shut or not, the ship was allowed to sail on, with rapid and tragic consequences.

The harbour tug towed the Herald from the inner harbour towards the Kennedy Quay at a speed of five knots; once the tow had been dropped, she quickened, passing the outer mole at 1924 when the captain increased the speed again from 14 to 18 knots. With this sharp change in speed and still in comparatively shallow waters, the height of the forward wave dragged the bow of the ship down and sea water began to pour through the gaping doors onto the car deck, slopping and swirling around the tyres of the vehicles parked inside. 

The stability of a ship like the Herald depends on a constant centre of gravity, but if there is an uncontrolled mass, like seawater, moving inside the vessel, the centre of gravity will inevitably shift with the ship’s every heave and roll. Within seconds of passing the outer mole, and with thousands of gallons of water now swilling across the lower deck, the ship began to list 30 degrees to port, righting herself briefly as the water sloshed to starboard, then listing again to port as the seawater rolled heavily back. With water flowing into the ship through the bow doors at a rate of 200 tons per minute, there was no longer any chance for her to recover and she tipped, fatally, to one side. Within ninety seconds she had turned 180 degrees to starboard and capsized portside in the freezing Belgian waters. She settled on a sandbank 0.7 nautical miles from the harbour entrance, facing back the way she’d come, half filled with water, her electrical systems immediately destroyed, her walkways, bars, cafeterias, kiosks, cabins and everyone within them plunged into horrifying darkness. 

As the ship settled on the sea bed, some lucky passengers managed to escape and some were rescued, thanks to the swift action of the Belgian Navy, but many more were trapped deep inside the groaning vessel, cold and terrified, treading water in the frigid darkness. The rescue effort was now a race against the tide, but eventually the rising sea made it impossible to continue and the last of those left alive inside the ship died of drowning and hypothermia in water that was barely above freezing.

Only sixty-one of the victims were recovered from the wreck on the night of the sinking, leaving many dead inside, but the operation to recover the remaining bodies could not take place for another month until the wreck had been made stable. A mammoth salvage was planned and a complex lifting operation, involving sheerlegs and pull barges, designed to lift the 7,950-ton Herald into a level position above the waterline. Once she was righted, Royal Navy divers recovered 123 bodies from the wreck, many of them remarkably well preserved by the thick slime of the sea bed. Divers eventually recovered the final bodies, and bulldozers cleared the silted car decks of their mangled payload. On 13 May the ship was towed to Vlissingen in Holland where, battered and corroded, she skulked out of sight for another three months while Townsend Thoresen decided what to do with her.

In Vlissingen, the Herald was declared a total loss and put up for sale; there were, unsurprisingly, few takers. She had been in service for only seven years, which in the life of a ship is no time at all. Despite her ordeal, she was still afloat, still structurally sound and eminently salvageable, but she was a liability: no member of the public would knowingly board her, and it would be hard to find seamen willing to sail in her. Townsend Thoresen sold her to the Jamaican shipping company Compania Naviera SA at the end of September 1987. They slapped a cursory layer of white over her signage, giving her a new name, Flushing Range. The distinctive TT logos on the crumpled blue funnels were also camouflaged and the plan to tow her to Taiwan for scrap swung into action. 

It’s rumoured that the Herald of Free Enterprise may never have been scrapped at all: even thirty years after the accident, stories still circulate, in maritime circles, that she was seen being towed from the Taiwanese breakers to a separate dock in Kaohsiung, where she was allegedly repaired, refurbished and refloated under a different name: that she still operates as a passenger ferry, somewhere in the world, today.


Appendix 2

ASYLUM SEEKERS

 

 

Fortunately for the Tamils and for all genuine asylum-seekers in the UK, their interests were to be represented in court by the immigration lawyer David Burgess, whose legal-aid firm Winstanley-Burgess specialised in asylum work at a time when immigration law was in its infancy. 

David Burgess’s tenacity, dedication and compassion for his embattled clients had already resulted in several trailblazing legal successes when the large group of Tamils had arrived. After they were threatened with immediate return to Sri Lanka, it was David Burgess who intervened on their behalf, using the only statutory option available through the courts at that time: a judicial review of the decision to send them all home. 

Court proceedings can be slow and cumbersome, judicial reviews more so than most, but in the UK, at the time, there were simply no other legal mechanisms for a rejected asylum-seeker to appeal against repatriation. A raft of legal and policy changes had been introduced in the months before the storm to limit the numbers arriving and seeking asylum in the UK and, having many applications to deal with, the government selected six of the Tamils as test cases. 

Although the violent civil war in Sri Lanka was still ongoing and although lawyers, Amnesty International, the British Refugee Council and the United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR) all urged the government not to send the Tamils back because of the instability, the known human-rights violations and the targeting of young male Tamils in particular, judgement was issued against them in the House of Lords in December 1987: it was asserted that the men would not face persecution in Sri Lanka just because they were Tamils. 

The men were sent back. Several were detained and tortured; one man reported that he was quickly arrested by government forces, accused of being a member of the rebel group, the Tamil Tigers, interrogated, stripped and beaten with iron bars and sand-filled PVC pipes, subjected to electric-shock treatment to his genitals, tied upside down and a fire lit with chillies underneath his head until he passed out.

David Burgess had no intention of abandoning these men: funding rarely stopped him doing what he thought legally and morally right. In an unprecedented move, he travelled to Sri Lanka, accompanied by his young assistant, solicitor Chris Randall, traced the men and collected evidence of their persecution, pro bono, to mount out-of-country asylum appeals on their behalf. After further hearings in the UK, the men were given leave to return, as refugees, while their cases were argued further. Known as Vilvarajah and Others v. The United Kingdom, the case reached the European Court of Human Rights in 1991, where judges recognised judicial review as an inadequate and inappropriate means of challenging refusal of entry. Although the case was lost, it would eventually lead to a dramatic change in the law that gives all rejected asylum-seekers the right to appeal without having to return to their home country first. 

By the time the case ended, conditions had once again worsened in Sri Lanka and many of the original cohort of Tamil refugees, including the men represented by David and Chris, remained in the UK, but what David called the government’s ‘street-fighting approach’ to refugee litigation continued. In an article for the New Law Journal in 1991, he criticised the government for actively engaging in ‘undermining refugee protection’ and described how the prevailing governmental attitude towards migrants and asylum-seekers had filtered down to front-line immigration officials at UK airports, whose treatment of new arrivals was often cruel and dismissive. ‘Government has yet to demonstrate any great concern that asylum-seekers have been rendered the target of abusive and inhuman behaviour,’63 he wrote. 

At sixty-three years old, David Burgess was pushed to his death under a Tube train at King’s Cross station by a client, a young Sri Lankan man. The shock and manner of his untimely loss is still felt keenly by his former colleague Chris Randall, and by many other people whose lives were changed by working with a man so uniquely talented and humane. Chris was asked by a legal publication to write a tribute to his former mentor and friend in which he movingly describes David’s legacy, his many legal achievements as well as the human qualities – the fearlessness, dedication, compassion and humility – that made him ‘the finest immigration solicitor of his generation’.


Appendix 3 

A TRIBUTE TO DAVID BURGESS

By Chris Randall

 

 

David Burgess, who was the finest immigration solicitor of his generation, and inspired two generations of younger immigration and human rights practitioners, myself included, has died suddenly. David, who was latterly also known and lived as Sonia Burgess, was a long-standing ILPA member who attended the founding meeting of the organisation in 1984. 

David was already very active in the newly developing field of immigration law when in 1985 I was recruited to Winstanley-Burgess, the legal-aid firm he had helped found a few years earlier. I was his trainee from 1985 to 1987, his employee from 1987 to 1990, and one of his partners from 1990 until we closed the firm in 2003. For me, as for many others, working with him was life-changing.

His legal achievements are extraordinary, but have been chronicled elsewhere; see in particular, the excellent obituary by Fiona Bawdon in the Guardian at http://www.guardian.co.uk/law/2010/nov/02/david-burgess-obituary. In short, though, he was centrally involved in many of the leading immigration cases of the 1980s and 1990s. He acted in the first two Refugee Convention cases to reach the House of Lords; in the subsequent application by Sivakumaran and others to the ECHR (which, although unsuccessful, precipitated the introduction of an in-country right of appeal for asylum-seekers); in the ground-breaking cases of Chahal, which, in establishing the inviolable nature of Article 3 ECHR protection, created a bastion that still protects migrants today; and of M, a successful attempt to bring contempt proceedings against a minister of the Crown. That list alone merits high praise; but it is not the whole story. 

Those who worked with David know that the same extraordinary level of dedication and care, which Nick Blake has described in respect of David’s work in the Chahal case, went into every case he did, whatever the profile of the client, and even if no big constitutional issue was at stake. The interests of the client (usually a migrant but often another kind of outsider) were always absolutely at the centre of his work. In many ways he was something of an outsider himself: his was a position of empathy with the client, not sympathy; he did not do ‘professional detachment’. He drove himself extremely hard, probably too hard, and those working with him, whether solicitors, barristers, caseworkers, interpreters or experts, were inspired to do the same. In spite of that personal cost, I have no doubt that many of us who worked with him over the years look back at those times and know that it was with him, or inspired by him, and certainly because of him, that our best work was done. Perhaps because of this client-centred approach, he reserved particular opprobrium for legal representatives who let their clients down with poor-quality work – sadly too large a group. 

It is also not surprising that David helped create at  Winstanley-Burgess a unique environment, for workers and clients alike. The office was fairly basic, but rarely closed; many of the support staff worked loyally there for over a decade. After his death, one staff member recalled David providing food for hungry clients; and a long-standing interpreter said how casual staff adopted the office as their unofficial workplace. Great commitment was demanded; but advisors were given responsibility early, and many blossomed. 

David also inspired great client loyalty; the messages from all quarters on his death bear witness to that. I well recall that two of the Tamils who returned to the UK with Mr Sivakumaran would come and see us every year for over a decade after their case was finished. Similarly, he was well known and respected for his work with people from the Tibetan, Sikh, Tamil, Philippine and Kurdish communities. He acted for many individuals from those communities – but his cases helped many more people. Not surprisingly a number of his clients were inspired themselves to become lawyers. He was also much respected by and consulted by a very wide range of organisations, working closely with the Medical Foundation, Refugee Arrivals Project, Refugee Legal Centre and Press for Change to name just a few. 

David showed a unique imagination in how he ran cases – in 1988, at his suggestion, he and I followed Mr Sivakumaran and his compatriots, following their defeat in the House of Lords, back to Sri Lanka to collect evidence to mount (pro bono) out-of-country asylum appeals for the men, something which had rarely been tried, yet which, by its success showed better than any academic article the ineffectiveness of judicial review as the standard remedy for refused port asylum applicants. The introduction of a proper appeal right for asylum-seekers has its genesis in this case. Later, working closely with voluntary and community organisations, he inspired similar ground-breaking work in Turkey, when, with the imposition of visas looming, British immigration officers were encouraging airlines not to allow would-be asylum-seekers to board planes to the UK, were preventing them from lodging claims when they arrived, and were summarily removing them. As a result of evidence gathered in Turkey, significant numbers were returned to be given access to the UK’s asylum procedures. 

It will come as no surprise that funding issues rarely prevented David from adopting a legal tactic that he thought was the right legal and moral way forward in a case, and that he did very significant amounts of pro bono work. However, his legal work was not restricted to immigration. He also undertook, or helped in, a number of important transgender cases, over the years, which reflected his deep and growing personal interest in those issues. As usual, his energy was unbounded.

Yet in spite all these achievements David was an extremely humble person – that indeed was the source of his deep respect for his clients. I don’t think he ever stood for elected office, and he rarely spoke in public, or wrote articles. He was the first to leave a social gathering, particularly of lawyers, if he attended at all. However, when he did publish something, or make a speech, he prepared minutely and for that reason was all the more effective. No one who was there will forget the mauling he inflicted on one particular head of the Legal Services Commission at the ILPA conference in 2003, speaking for all of us as he did it. One of his most public statements of his concerns about poor-quality legal representation was in a rare New Law Journal article in 1997 entitled ‘Legal representation can kill’ (http://www.allwomencount.net/EWC%20LAW/Asylum/LegalRepresentationCanKill.htm) where he wrote of a client that 

As an asylum seeker S was more failed than most. She was failed by the Home Office, by the Courts but above all by her representatives. In the field of asylum work it is a truth known to practitioners that legal representation can kill. 

Perhaps because of his humility, David struggled over the years with the role of a ‘radical lawyer’ and, indeed, with his role as a provider of publicly funded legal services through a small business. He was never a member of even the ‘alternative’ legal establishment. He, the most co-operative of workers, worried more and more about the competitiveness that can exist in our sector, even though few would have begrudged him the pick of the most exciting cases. I particularly recall, during the Pinochet extradition episode, his typically searching self-examination over what was motivating him to do particular pieces of work; in the end he withdrew from the case, offered his work to other parties, and to my mind was never again at ease with the role of a trail-blazing lawyer. It is also entirely consistent with his approach to life that he would be far harder on himself in these moments than anyone else would have been. 

Perhaps these growing concerns were a blessing in disguise for him, and perhaps they were what David needed to move on to concentrate on other important aspects of his life. He decided to leave Winstanley-Burgess in 2003; and in the end the remaining partners decided to close the firm, unable to see a future that did not involve even longer hours, or serried ranks of case-workers. After that I saw less of him, as he initially studied Tibetan at the University in Lhasa, in preparation for working there alongside his wife, a plan he was in the end forced to change. He had for many years had issues about his own gender identity, as many of his closer friends and his loving family knew. Perhaps because he was now freed from the restrictions of professional life, he started to live increasingly in the identity of Sonia, rather than David, Burgess, although when he returned to more low-profile professional work, latterly with the Medical Foundation and Luqmani Thomson, he continued to be known as David. Those of us who knew less about this part of his life were heartened at a moving vigil held for him at his church of St Martin-in-the-Fields to find that he was as loved, valued and respected as Sonia by his friends there, as he was as David by us, and that of course Sonia showed in her participation there her familiar humility and concern for others, many of whom had no idea of her illustrious legal background. Those who knew him best have said that he was happier living as Sonia, which will be a comfort for all of us as we come to terms with our loss. We can speculate as to whether he enjoyed the way that he compartmentalised elements of his life, or whether that was just the only defence he had against a world that does not cope well with individuality such as his. Either way, we immigration lawyers, along with many other communities and institutions, have lost a giant from amongst us, and have been deprived of the opportunity to tell David/Sonia that before she left us.

This tribute first appeared in the mailing of the Immigration Law Practitioners Association (ILPA) 2011
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THE EARL WILLIAM

 

 

The hundreds of yachts and small boats that moor at Chaguaramas on the north-west coast of Trinidad come to sail the gentle waters of the Gulf of Paria, a shallow inland sea that lies between this most southern Caribbean island and the eastern coast of Venezuela. 

To the north, the gulf is connected to the Caribbean through the Bocas del Dragón, or dragon’s mouths, blue-green sailways that separate five idyllic tropical offshore islands: Chacachacare, Monos, Gasparee, Huevos and Centipede. Lush vegetation drapes over steep cliffs that drop down to the water’s edge, while in secret island coves and on secluded beaches, motor boats launch from the private jetties of clapboard houses, immaculately painted in lemon yellow and palest pink – the second and third homes of the very rich. 

In 1498 when Columbus discovered Trinidad and the Venezuelan mainland, he named the Gulf the Golfo de la Ballena, for the whales that came to calve in its gentle waters, but once colonial whaling stations were established here in the eighteenth century, the whales didn’t stand a chance. Within sixty years the whole population been hunted, harpooned and hacked to extinction, their blubber sliced and boiled in vast sugar coppers to extract the precious oil. 

These days, there’s no sign of whales: the waters in the Gulf are plundered for shrimp and finfish instead, and countless rigs, both floating and fixed, drill day and night for oil and natural gas in Trinidad’s deep hydrocarbon basins. The islands and their surrounding waters are now the offshore pleasure grounds of yachtsmen, and the hundreds of Caribbean party boats that leave the harbour at midnight and return with their bleary-eyed passengers at dawn.

In September 2007, twenty years after hurricane winds had battered the English coastline in the Great Storm and thousands of miles away, Basil Joseph, Trinidadian sailor, entrepreneur and chairman of Chaguaramas’ most profitable party-boat business, Treasure Queen Tours, proudly unveiled his latest maritime venture: Ocean Pearl, a five-star luxury floating hotel, moored at Williams Bay, Chaguaramas. Liveried in the Trinidian national colours, with a large painted steelpan at the stern, the ship had undergone a $30 million refit and now boasted a vast conference hall, sixty-three luxury cabins, a fine-dining restaurant serving seafood and steaks, and several bars over its seven decks. 

‘We decided to try this venture,’ said the ebullient Captain Joseph, ‘because we realised there was a need for a place like this, where people could party and enjoy themselves in a safe environment, with a place to stay overnight if they were too tired to drive home afterward.’ He went on to stress that Ocean Pearl had been stripped of its engines and would not sail from port, declaring, with no hint of irony, ‘She is in permanent anchor here at Chaguaramas and is capable of withstanding hurricanes, as is.’ 

Captain Joseph would have known, of course, that Ocean Pearl had already had a very long life at sea. She hadn’t looked so good in years, certainly never as glamorous. Since launching for the first time from the Norwegian shipyards in 1964, she’d been sold and resold, renamed and repainted in a variety of different liveries; she’d worked the Irish Sea and the Mediterranean, sailed from southern Italy to Greece, been chartered around Malta, Jamaica and the Windward Islands, and laid up in Falmouth, Milford Haven, Bari and Trinidad. 

As Earl William, owned by British Rail and operated by Sealink, she’d sailed from Dover to Calais and from Southampton to Cherbourg and the Channel Islands. In 1987, in perhaps her most ignoble incarnation, she’d been commandeered by the British Home Office, converted to an immigrant detention centre hosting a hundred asylum-seekers in the English port of Harwich. She’d collided with a beacon in Jersey and a petrol tanker in Port of Spain, been repaired both times and put back to work. Since 2004, she’d been moored and abandoned in the Gulf of Paria, a yawning, rusting, malodorous hulk. 

What a million-dollar Caribbean contrast for the Earl  William to be reinvented as a static, five-star ‘floatel’ after so many years’ relentless hard work. 

At dawn on the morning of 2 April 2011, Ocean Pearl was under tow to the tugboat Icon 1, moving slowly north and east of her mooring in Chaguaramas Harbour to a new berth in Puerto Sucre, Venezuela. In choppy waters in the half-dark, first the tug and then the garishly painted dead ship struck the starboard bow of a static drill ship PetroSaudi Saturn, severing two of the eight mooring lines that kept the ship at her drilling site. 

Instantly and dangerously destabilised, PetroSaudi Saturn drifted rapidly, her 200-ton hydraulic hoisting gear roughly hauled up from the oil wellhead 480 feet below the ship and left lying across the surface of the water at an angle of 22.5 degrees. Fatally holed by the Saturn’s mooring wires, Ocean Pearl had sunk without trace by the time the sun came up. 

The oil well was abandoned, the newly refitted Ocean Pearl lost to the deep, and when PetroSaudi Saturn’s reparation was added, insurance costs for this one incident amounted to a record $100 million. 

Even in a year with an unprecedented series of natural disasters, including earthquakes in Japan and New Zealand, hurricanes in the US and floods in Thailand and Australia, the accident in the Caribbean still amounted to Lloyds’ second biggest payout of 2011.
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