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Chapter One

Autumn 2019



Larh was running behind Richard in Richmond Park in the fresh morning air. She preferred running behind him as she did not have to worry about talking, or looking happy. Their relationship was a lie, a comfortable, habit forming, ritualised lie. She had fallen into it after Sara had left, and she was stumbling around in a void she had never imagined possible. When the numbness wore off, she was with Richard and she didn’t particularly want to hurt him, so she hadn’t told him. It was hardly the only lie people were living with up on Richmond Hill.

He was a quiet, athletic lawyer, who lived in the same apartment block. They had met in the swimming pool one day when it was too wet for running. He was interested in what she did, got her to talk about the last few months, maybe talking helped.

After the run, Richard had to go to work, so Larh went back to her apartment to shower and look at her emails. Work had become a little fragmented, lots of requests for proposals, a few paid days here and there, nothing substantial. This gave her time to spend with her mother, who was coming to the end of her chemotherapy, but it was unsettling.

Among the emails that morning, the professor had forwarded something, a video he had been sent of an underwater diver in the wreck of a ship.

Larh, don’t want to give this to any of my students because they will spray it all over the socials. It is quite possibly fake, but if it is, they went to a lot of trouble and they did not make their point very clear.

Apparently the wreck was quite well known by local fishermen, then a recent storm rolled her over, or the sand underneath subsided or both, and for the first time they could get inside and film this. It is a Liverpool steamboat, probably sunk around 1895, on route from the Congo to Antwerp. All the things inside you can see here are now gone, subsequent divers have reported, possibly dispersed by the sea, although they do not think so. There are rumours of a navy vessel seen over the wreck at night. The wreck is off the southern end of Mounts Bay, the tip of Cornwall. Let me know what you think.

P

Larh played the short video. Visibility was poor, like diving in a brown grey soup. Through the rising bubbles of another diver, a powerful torch light shone on some figures on the wooden floor, within an iron hold. She could see the outline of rusty riveted plates in the background.

The diver drifted closer and the figures on the floor became clearer. One wore the remains of some kind of military uniform. The diver lifted up the skeletal head, and you could see an iron band around the neck, chained to the deck. The camera focussed on a label pinned to the remains of a naval uniform. “Captain Andrew Hamilton,” it said. 

Then the camera was knocked out of the diver’s hand, and it lay on the floor looking up. A large conger eel slid past, possibly the thing that had startled the diver. The camera was picked up, but the diver was eager to get out, and after a quick swing round the interior, during which it was possible to see two other figures chained up on the floor, the diver exited through a doorway and up some iron steps. At this point the video ended abruptly.

Larh rang the professor.

“Who sent you that video?”

“A lawyer called Soames. He has been contacted by Simon Hamilton, the foreign secretary. Someone sent the video to him.”

“He is related to this Captain Hamilton, then?”

“I would assume so. He is concerned about the potential bad publicity”

“Why?”

“The Congo was not a happy place at the time. The Heart of Darkness and all that. The British were not supposed to be involved, but of course they were as usual, shipping companies out of Liverpool worked the coast, financiers leant money, the Africa Squadron patrolled the coast. King Leopold II of Belgium personally owned the Congo, and was extracting rubber and ivory at huge cost to the inhabitants.”

“This is an odd setup though, chaining a captain up in the hold like they are transporting slaves.”

“It is odd. What was happening in the Congo was more about forcing the local people to extract cotton from wild trees, rather than removing slaves to another country, or running plantations. What is more odd is why the navy felt the need to clear it up so quickly and thoroughly. The divers have already been approached by the police for possible illegal removal of artefacts, and warned not to return to the wreck.”

“Yes, that is strange.”

“Leopold II was Queen Victoria’s cousin, he knew Bertie the queen’s son, they went to the same high class brothels in London.”

“So?”

“Soames wanted someone to investigate, I suggested you. He will contact you this morning. I suspect they will want a way to place a clear distance between Captain Hamilton and the Congo.”

“It looks like someone went to a lot of trouble to do the opposite.”

“There are lots of possible narratives. The ship went down quickly in a storm after its engine failed. It was impossible to get onto before it sank.”

“What do you mean, narratives?”

“About why he was chained up, was it a mutiny? Had he gone mad? Was it a joke? Was the whole thing faked by these recent divers, or faked previously by some other divers.”

“Some narratives will be more palatable than others.”

“If you are working for him, you will have to do what he wants with the results, you know that.”

“Yes.”

“Anyhow, there it is. I have a couple of students hovering around the subject that can help. One Nigerian, one black American, for what it is worth. I must go now and give a lecture on the slum clearances in St Giles, give my regards to your mother.”

“Of course.

Larh went back through the video some more times, stopping and printing out stills, which she put up on the cork board by the window. She had images of the three distinct figures, the captain, a woman in a dress and a smaller figure in trousers. An email arrived from Soames, summoning her to the Temple Bar at three. She found out what she could about Captain Hamilton, then rushed off down the hill to Richmond station.

 


Chapter Two 



Lionel Soames was a large man, fastidiously dressed in an expensive grey wool suit. He had short grey hair, and smooth, weak chin. He sat behind a large desk in a grand office, lined with leather bound legal case notes. The office windows looked out across the lawns to the river, one of the prime locations, presumably.

Soames looked her up and down.

“I hear you are the best at this kind of thing, Ms Thomas. You can smarten up, I suppose, if you need to appear in court. No offence meant. Tea or Coffee?”

“Black coffee please.”

Soames lifted his telephone and gave the order.

“You have seen the film no doubt, it is probably on You Tube by now.”

Larh nodded.

“Is it a fake?”

“Unlikely, in my opinion, at this point.” She replied.

“What does it mean, then?”

“If we assume it is not a fake, then he could have been chained up for a number of reasons.”

“Why did someone stick a label like that on one of the bodies, whoever it was?”

“We have a lot of checking to do. Was Captain Hamilton on the ship? What was the purpose of the voyage? If it was from the Congo to Antwerp, then why was there no other cargo, rubber or ivory? There are other people chained up, who are they, what sex, race and so on?”

“How on earth do you think we can find all those details out, after all this time? The skeletal evidence has been removed, as I understand it.”

“By the navy, which is extremely odd in itself.” Larh asked.

“Apparently. They are not saying anything very concrete about the matter.”

“Why not?”

“Politics. The current defence minister is not popular with them, he has gone on record to say we don’t really need much of a navy these days. There is a spending review this autumn. They are not minded to be helpful, shall we say.”

“Captain Hamiliton was still a naval officer at the time, it would be embarrassing for them if the navy was implicated in something bad.”

“Then there is the Royal connection.” Soames continued. “Some of the current Royals have symbolic naval posts. They will know something about this. They have influence.”

“Leopold II was Victoria’s cousin, he knew Bertie, perhaps Bertie knew Hamilton as well. Ran in the same circles.”

“The current Simon Hamilton has had a few run-ins with the queen in his time, over our relations in Africa. The Royal Family are always going on about the commonwealth, which is odd in these post-colonial days, but the queen sees it as her great legacy. It is a minefield, apparently, discussing it with her. No one dares. Also she knows everybody, because she has lasted so much longer than any of the politicians.”

The coffee arrived with some shortbread biscuits. Soames took one.

“The foreign secretary is a tricky post, but if you make a success of it, you can build an international reputation and look like a candidate for the next PM. Simon Hamilton is not the greatest diplomat, but he has more chance than his son.” 

He ate the biscuit carefully, one hand underneath to catch the crumbs. 

“Of course, Britain is hardly deciding anything ourselves anymore, but we have some influence behind the scenes and in odd corners. Simon Hamilton is worried about his name.”

“Looks like he has reason to be. He is not his relative though, times have changed. Many ordinary people in England owned slaves, or had investments linked to slavery.”

“The Congo is a little closer to home, time wise. And brave little Belgium bore the brunt of the first world war.”

Larh looked at him for a moment. He was testing her out.

“The French, the Germans, other people were using forced labour in Africa to extract rubber. Our ships transported it, we bought it. But estimates put the drop in population in the Congo Free State under Leopard II, as many million. That would make it one of the larger holocausts. Then, as you say, we went to war on Belgium’s side against another of her relatives.”

Soames made a small grunting noise.

“We can bat historical theories back and forth all day. If the Royals can survive Prince Andrew they can survive anything, but yes, I gather that they are not keen on some revisions planned to the history syllabus in the light of the recent protests about race. If some of their private wealth were to be found to come directly from Congo rubber, that would be embarrassing.”

“Leopold had more money than he knew what to do with, he bought up parts of the French Riviera.”

“Leopold was a very clever man, I was reading about him last night. He played one country off against another to trick them into giving the Congo to a private association, with him as chairman. He got loans, financed a private army largely of Africans, the Force Publique, which instituted the terror. It would not have been beyond him to make sure other leading European Royals were involved financially, so they would protect him if necessary. In the end he sold the Congo to his own government.”

“And Bertie was an idiot who needed money all the time.”

“The trouble with this kind of thing, in my experience, is that clearing Hamilton’s name may involve finding someone else to implicate.”

“Hamilton is the one chained up.”

“Simon suggested he may have been a whistleblower, some kind of heroic figure, that is why he was chained up. He knew too much. That is more than a touch optimistic, in my view.”

“Surely it would have been easier to get rid of him in Africa, than bring him back in chains?”

“Well, Ms Thomas, what we need you to do is to find out some more facts, discreetly of course, then we can advise Simon on what to do. If by clearing his relative’s name, he is effectively accusing others, we would discuss the advisability of such a course. These are not living figures, but any money could have been passed down, and the public might have a view about what should be done with it now, in a moral sense.”

“What kind of time frame are you thinking of?”

“What do you see as the next steps?”

“Some research into Captain Hamilton. Go down to Cornwall to interview the divers who took the footage. Maybe find out what the navy did with whatever they took off the wreck, and who told them about the wreck so promptly.”

“I told Simon we would need at least two or three weeks. He was sent the video, with no message, and there has been no follow up since. It is not clear if it is from an enemy or a friend, so to speak. These things have a habit of either fading away altogether, or speeding up rapidly.”

“A friend would have given their name, don’t you think? Safer to assume an enemy. Presumably in his position he has to tell someone if people are putting pressure on him. Is anything big coming up that this may relate to?”

“I asked him whether he thought the timing was relevant. There is the reduction of foreign aid bill, although it is not called that obviously. There is a conference coming up in Harare about the financial position of the African states who have defaulted on debts so often that no one will lend them any more money. If they become failed states, that may cost the world more in the long run. But it is up to the banks, and probably the Chinese. Hamilton does not see himself as a bit player, but you know.”

“I will send you my terms, and start work. Let me know if anything changes.”

“Of course.”

Larh walked down the cobbled lane to the river entrance to the Temple. Soames was a clever man who had people who could perfectly well do research for him, it was not clear why he needed her.

 


Chapter Three



An hour later Larh found two people arguing furiously outside the door to her flat, or at least one was arguing, a black American woman. The other was a large, young Nigerian man who was too busy shaking with laughter to respond to her anger.

Larh coughed and the American woman stopped talking and looked at her.

“Who are you?” Larh asked.

“The professor sent us to help you. I am Amil. I am a Phd student from Nigeria.”

“I am Jane Goodhaul, from Kansas. I am also doing a Phd on the West African slave trade.”

“Well, let me open my door and we can talk. Why have you both got bags?”

“He said we should stay with you, just for a few days.”

“Did he?”

She led them into the apartment.

“Nice place.” Amil said.

Larh made coffee and sandwiches and they sat around the dining table.

“I have just been to see Simon Hamilton’s lawyer, Mr Soames. He is my client. The way these things work is that anything we discover has to go back to him, good or bad.”

“No way.” Jane replied.

“This is my business. You help me on my terms or not at all. This is not political.”

“Everything is political.”

“That is the deal.”

“You would let them cover up an embarrassing secret, to protect your client.”

“That is how I get my work.”

“I bet only rich people can afford you, look at this place.”

“This place is my mother’s, but that is the deal. I mostly work for people with money. It is the same as a lawyer, you are either hired to defend or prosecute. If you are a journalist, you write with the political slant of your paper or TV channel.”

“That is some bullshit.”

“Look, the professor will have sent you because he thinks you can help me. Why don’t we see what facts start to emerge, then we can debate what we do with them.”

“Fine.” Jane responded.

“I have lived in Nigeria most of my life,” Amil said smiling, “and if that place is anything to go by there are always many tales to be told from one half-truth. And more rumours, and it is the rumours that set people off as much as anything. No one can pretend now that it is just the Europeans who know how to mess things up. We Nigerians can do that all by ourselves. Though the internet is changing things, smart phones, it is harder for the government to control the way information gets out.”

“Don’t you even mention Trump and all that bullshit.” Jane added.

“OK. Let’s focus for a moment. Here are the things we need to do.” 

She looked down at the papers Soames had given her. 

“There was a Captain Hamilton on a ship from the Congo, probably to Antwerp. This ship went down in 1895 off the Cornish coast, coming back. The ship was a steam powered boat, The Mayweather, owned by a Liverpool company Hatton and Cookson. We need to find out all about the ship and find out all about Captain Hamilton. Why was there no cargo? Who are the other figures?” Larh pointed at the stills on the cork board.

“I will go down tomorrow to see the divers who took the footage.”

“Where are the skeletons now?” Amil asked.

“We believe the navy has them somewhere. Probably Devonport or Portsmouth. They are keeping them secret for reasons of their own. The divers may know more.”

“I heard the Belgians destroyed a lot of records, when Leopold sold the Congo to the Belgian government.” Amil added.

“None of this is going to be easy.”

“This is a coverup, that’s what this is.” Jane said.

The two students got out their laptops and notebooks. Larh checked her emails, and found a reply from the girlfriend of the diver. She was happy to meet any time after she got off work in Penzance. Larh had decided to contact the diver’s girlfriend, because the diving club’s website had a memorial page for the diver himself. He had apparently died of a heart condition a few weeks after the footage was taken.

Larh replied to confirm she would come down the next day.

 


Chapter Four

 

The next morning Larh drove down to the far end of Cornwall, mostly through steady rain. She thought about what she had said to Jane Goodhaul. The professor must have known Jane was a political firebrand, and that all this had a good chance of blowing up in their faces. But she had felt the same herself, in Soames’s fancy office, that she was in danger of becoming part of a service industry which existed to allow rich people to make problems go away.

It was dark by the time she arrived at her lodgings in Penzance, a run down bed and breakfast a few streets from the quay. She texted the number the girlfriend had given her, and received back the name of a pub.

Larh walked through the grey, granite streets to the tiny pub, and sat at the brass topped bar and ordered a pint of cider. A woman with long grey hair came up to her, and touched her shoulder.

“Ms Thomas?”

“Yes.” Larh must have looked a little surprised, trying to guess the woman’s age.

“It went grey when I was a teenager.” She smiled. 

Larh brought her a drink.

“I was sorry to hear about Martin.”

“He was getting on a bit for what he was doing. Drinking too much and diving the next day. He got muddled and came up too early, then he panicked and went down again and drifted away from the RIB. They found him, but he had one heart attack that night, and another three days later that killed him. Could have happened anytime.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“I’m still angry at him, you know. People say he died doing what he loved, but he could have grown old with me, and now he won’t.”

Larh nodded and sipped her drink.

“Well, luckily for you, he recorded something for anyone who came asking about the wreck. He knew it was important.”

“Who did he send the footage to?”

“Nobody. He was too scared. I was surprised you even knew about it. Have you seen it?”

“Yes. Someone sent it to Simon Hamilton. He is a relative of Captain Hamilton.”

“Martin knew that, he knew a relative of Hamilton’s was Foreign Secretary. The navy boat came out the next night and took everything away. Other club divers have been down since it is now as clean as a whistle. The last dive Martin did, just before he died, was north east of the wreck to see if any debris had been moved there by the storm.”

“What storm?”

“The wreck is quite deep, 55 metres, the limit of what they can do. They went in at the low tide, but there was a short window as a storm was coming. One of the fishermen had told us the ship had rolled, they had seen it on their marine radar on its side, it was like the sand had been moved away from it or something, and the shape of a ship on its side was exposed. Then they dived, the navy had somehow heard we were diving and they went in the next night. The navy men dived at night, which is dangerous and unusual, then the storm came.”

“What did Martin think it meant, what he saw there?”

“He also said he thought he saw the lights of other divers as they left on the boat. It is not uncommon for news to get round about a wreck moving, other clubs along the coast, or even commercial divers trying their luck. You are not supposed to take anything without permission, but people do, there are always rumours of gold and silver and so on. You can see on the video he is really jittery and then a conger pushed past him and he jumped, they are pretty scary up close.”

“What did he think he saw then?”

“Three chained up skeletons in the hold, one in military uniform, the others in rags. Someone had gone to the trouble of pinning a name on the uniform. That was odd as well, it was like embroidery on cotton, the label, Martin told me. Paper wouldn’t survive in the water of course, but how did they know to do that?”

“How did he take the footage?”

“He has a special underwater camera with its own lights. They viewed the footage on the dive boat straight after the dive, on a laptop. One of the others must have taken a copy somehow or other. They discussed it and decided not to post it on the club website.”

“Why not? Surely it was a coup.”

“They wanted to go down again, so they decided not to publicise what they had found. See if they could be made official, register the wreck, then they could collect artefacts legally, hand them over to a museum. It was obvious the wreck was unstable, so they had to move fast, but they also wanted to beat anyone else.”

“You said there was a video of Martin talking about it.”

“I have sent it to you, don’t play it here, someone might recognise the voice. He came in here a lot. More than a lot.”

“The navy came the next night, just before the storm?”

“Yes.”

“And they took everything away?”

“They took the bodies, the uniforms. It is all in Devonport apparently. Locked up. Word came from on high.”

“Who told you that?”

“The club have divers who also work commercially for the navy. They could hardly keep it quiet, a night dive, naval vessel anchored in Mounts Bay. All the fishermen out of Newlyn saw them.”

“Has the shipwreck moved again?”

“I don’t think so. The club went down and they could get in again, it was just that nothing was there.”

“Is anything known about how the ship got wrecked?”

“It went down in a storm, engines failed and it was drifting, it hit a reef, got free but started sinking. 1895. The first iron ships were quite heavy, went down quickly, later they put in separate bulkheads so the whole thing wouldn’t fill with water, just a single compartment. Of course sometimes they skimped a bit, which is what got the Titanic. Martin knew the history of all the wrecks along this coast, and there were a lot of them.”

She finished her cider. 

“Sorry, I’ve got to go and get tea for my dad. I moved back in with him after Martin died. He’s poorly too. Thanks for the drink.”

Larh went back to her room and played the video. Martin was lying in a hospital bed, a middle aged man with a weather beaten face, grizzly white hair.

“My name is Martin Watts, of the Penzance Diving Club. On August 24th of this year we were diving on the wreck of The Mayweather, a Victorian steam boat that went down in 1895, in the south eastern part of Mounts Bay. We had been given information that the ship had moved in a recent storm and might be worth diving again. I am telling you this from Truro hospital, I suffered a heart attack after a recent diving accident, and I want to get a record of events down, in case I don’t make it.

“We found a way down the port side ladder and into the hold. There we found a number of skeletons apparently chained to the floor of the cargo deck. I filmed what we found at the time, but I want to give all the detail I can, in case it is important. One skeleton had military uniform on, and an embroidered cloth with the message. Captain Andrew Hamiliton, the other skeletons were dressed in rags, with no way of telling their race or gender, although they seemed to me to have stronger teeth, that is each tooth was more substantial. The rags were not identical, one was the remains of a full length dress, the other of a shirt and trousers, so my initial impression is that one was a short man and one a woman, possibly African in origin. I did not examine them properly, but the sculls seemed darker, or perhaps some skin was left on the skulls. 

“I am sorry I did not spend more time on this, but there were large eels moving about, and the boat was rocking with the current, so we were frightened it could turn over again and we would be trapped. We viewed the footage, but did not post it, because frankly it looked like we panicked when the conger turned up, which was embarrassing. We fully intended to return as soon as possible and do a proper job. My understanding from a club member who has visited me here, is that what we saw has now been taken away by the navy divers who came soon after us and dived at night. 

“I have asked my girlfriend to play this video to anyone who comes asking after what happened, if I can not tell them directly. It seems to me what we saw has some serious historical relevance, born out by the navy’s prompt action to cover it up, if nothing else. I do not know if some people had knowledge of what might be on The Mayweather, and so the news that she had moved prompted them to action. It was fairly common knowledge among the fishermen, because they were used to seeing the wreck on their radar, and it looked different. 

“To me, one thing which was odd was that there was no other cargo than these three skeletons, and there was no evidence of any other crew. I mean plates, cooking vessels, mugs, kit bags and so on, all the usual debris. It is possible, I suppose, that the ship was deliberately abandoned in the storm and the crew taken off by another vessel, leaving these three to their fate. Usually there is an extensive debris field. 

“I do not know the proper form of legal words to end this testimony with, but what I am saying is the truth, I have no reason to lie. I would say the same under oath in court.”

 


Chapter Five



Anna Klutenburg was admiring her boyfriend’s sleeping form on the hotel bed. Some men seemed to have decades in their thirties and forties, during which they barely looked any older. She glanced up at her own face in the mirror, a well known face because of her job, but hardly much of an asset otherwise, too pale, too severe. Not ageing particularly well, either. She did not relish looking like her mother.

John Hamilton was stirring, she passed him a coffee.

“What time is it?”

“I have to go back for the news at six.”

“Thanks.” He took the coffee. She got up and dressed. He did not watch her.

“Anna.” He said eventually. “Can I show you something? Definitely off the record, as they say.”

“What is it?”

“A video my father was sent. We have engaged a lawyer, and some kind of consultant to look into it.”

“Show me.”

“Really, really off the record. My dad would kill me.”

“Of course.”

He played her the underwater file on his phone.

“What is this supposed to be?”

“A diver filmed it in a wreck off the south coast of Cornwall. A ship went down in 1895. Captain Hamilton was dad’s great grandfather or something. Coming back from Africa.”

“That’s not good. Someone chaining him up like that. Making a bit of a point.”

“It’s a fake of course, I am sure.”

“That’s all right then. Shit, I forgot to pee. First rule of journalism that, by the way.” She went into the bathroom. “Second rule is that drivers know everything, if you are interested. Learn their names. Flirt with them.”

John had his serious face on.

“But if it is not fake, what angle do we take? You know people will google ‘Hamilton’ and this will come up.”

“It is not exactly hard evidence, John. That shaky video. What do they want, the people who sent it to you?”

“They haven’t said.”

“You are checking if it is genuine, that will take a few days. Perhaps they know you will do that.”

“There is a bigger issue here, Anna, and you are very good at this kind of thinking. I need a cause, a horse to ride, something to be known for. Boris had Brexit. And race is causing a very lively debate. I could be known for speaking out on that. A fresh, honest eye on our country’s history, good and bad.”

“A solid no. You are a posh white man, John, possibly with a dodgy family history. You can’t go to a public meeting in Lambeth or Bradford and tell poor people from other backgrounds how much you understand their lives.”

“Dad thinks he was chained up because he was a whistleblower, a good guy.”

“Your father always thinks he is right, which gives him confidence, if nothing else. I am hard put to think of one issue which he stuck to his guns on, morally. For you, I am really not sure I would start with something so contentious.”

“I was thinking my family history gave me a special understanding of the white man’s need to help Africa. You know they are reducing foreign aid.”

“The public don’t understand foreign aid, unless there is a famine or earthquake or something, and each one of those gets forgotten as soon as another comes along. African politics is a can of worms.”

“Yes, Anna, but I really need a cause. Something I am known for.”

“It will inevitably put you against your father at some point, given that our foreign policy is so toothless at the moment. That is if you were to suggest we actually do something.”

“But that could be in my favour as well, don’t you see, stepping out of my father’s shadow, showing I am an independent thinker.”

She looked at him, sitting up in bed. His soft body which had never seen a day of work in its life, his handsome face, earnest expression. Thirty five years of wood panelled school corridors, quadrangles, Oxford, the House of Parliament.

“I’ve got to go. Whatever you do, John, research it well. This country, like most of Europe, has heavily censored its own history. You may not think they have, but they have. And given how awful the history we do know about is, it will get really messy.”

“Surely we should expose that. Be honest.”

“And then what, give them the money back? Let the African’s redraw their own borders in the sand.”

“We bought them education, law, railways, telegraphs, medicine.”

“Kindly old us, spreading our version of civilisation around the world. Look, I accept that few countries have had a smooth ride after independence, especially in Africa, but that doesn’t mean the Empire was better. All I am saying is that it is a complicated mess, and you better really know what the hell you are doing, if you are going to get involved. Talk to your father, he knows how to stay out of messes.”

“He wants me to concentrate on steel or something like that, our manufacturing base.”

“That would sound safer, if we still had one.”

“It is mostly foreign owned now, when you look into it. I am not sure that is quite what Thatcher intended.”

“I really must be going, see you later.”

“Sure.”

“Don’t worry, everybody has dodgy relatives. It is just when you try to defend them that you get into big trouble.”
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