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AS IRREGULAR AS IT might seem, I should tell potential readers up front what this book is not. It is not going to read like a spy thriller for the simple reason that it is not one. It is a collection of tales told by an old man to his granddaughter in his twilight years, presented as a continuing series of interviews conducted by the girl. The notion that I would approach this project as a youngster’s effort to develop an oral history is complicated but I should try to explain it anyway, so that if the reader decides to invest time with the piece, it will be with some understanding of the raisons d'être.

Everything that might be historically factual in these stories has occurred during my lifetime. Yet, as current events in the respective periods, their time passed and they all but faded into history as soon as the lights went out and the cameras went away. Fortunately, the historical details have been examined, chronicled and discussed from almost every angle conceivable by faithful scholars, reporters, and Congressional record keepers who do such things. Often though, what is missing from these writings is a personal connection with those who lived the events, and as a consequence, the rest of us fail to resurrect any interest in the actual stories that make up the history.

In the course of my own life I’ve had family members and mentors who were immersed in what can be accurately described as dramatically important world events. One fought in the Pacific Islands during World War II as a Fighting Seabee sniper, protecting the engineers as they built airstrips to help defeat the Emperor of the Rising Sun: he got the job because he was a country boy who could shoot straight. Another man important to me fought in the Battle of the Bulge as a nineteen-year old machine gunner: he somehow lived through the war and went on to a remarkable career as a teacher and coach. A family member served in the White House as an attorney during (among other things) the Bay of Pigs and the Cuban Missile Crisis. And most intriguing to me, one man whom I felt close to was a nuclear submarine commander during the Cold War, charged with eavesdropping on the Soviets. On this list is my own grandfather, who as a youngster at the turn of the twentieth century, sailed around The Horn on a sailing ship—twice!  Yet I never thought to sit at his knee and ask him about his experiences while he was still living. The stories would almost certainly have been filled with adventure: you see, over the course of the next sixty years, he never again came within ten miles of the sea or a ship. 

To a man, excluding a tantalizing story here or there, none of them would volunteer tales about their experiences. Perhaps it was a generational trait; perhaps it was a matter of honor and loyalty. Maybe they just didn’t feel important enough in the big picture to glorify any of their own involvement. It’s also plausible that they just didn’t want to delve into memories that might still have been too personal and raw—or, maybe nobody asked! But these men were all strong characters, they were all important in one way or another and, lamentably, they are all gone now.  For the most part, so are their stories. 

We have left to us then, a thin legacy by those who could and would share their personal experiences in these times that helped shape the twentieth century—much of which has been dramatized in books and film. And it is a rich and moving legacy from which, through their personal storytelling, we have been able to understand the drama of what were the ‘current events’ for their time in history. Without the personal touch of those who shared their stories, it’s likely that most of these tidbits of history would have merely faded into background noise. 

Enter into this narrative a life-long friend of mine, a college history professor, who has often described to me his efforts at conducting oral interviews with family members and public figures. At its best, it is a tricky business fraught with imperfect and creative memories, family lore, interpretation, omissions, and—well the list goes on. But the result is that some part of history is brought alive again through the process. So, an oral history was my chosen medium or platform for this storytelling endeavor. 

Admittedly, the basis is derivative: there is a seemingly infinite supply of events and characters from the 1960s onwards, and these resources cut across civil wars, race and religious conflicts, the weapons trade, and narcotics smuggling—all squeezed into the Cold War period. And of course, the Cold War, of necessity, embodied intelligence agencies and their sundry operatives and related government misadventures. 

All of the intrigue and assorted factors from the Cold War have gifted us with some permanent scourges in modern day life. For example, a UN report estimates that in 2004 alone, there were $34.75 billion worth of conventional arms transfers worldwide, and $7 billion of it was in illicit arms smuggling. In 2010, global military arms expenditures were on the order of $1.6 trillion. Such numbers are up some 50-100 times over the 1960s era. What happened? Among other things, oil profits spurred a Middle East arms race as the region’s rulers and factions struggled internally to establish their own brands of nationalism. The Cold War also spawned the arming of civil wars in Middle East, African and Latin American countries (among other places) by the mega powers seeking to equip their ‘friends’, hoping to avoid involving their own kind in direct conflicts in the Third World. Many phenomena besides these proxy wars contributed peripherally to the arming of the world, but besides the profit motive itself, maybe none is as insidious as drug smuggling.

Narcotics sources shifted from Southeast Asia and the Middle East after World War II, to Mexico and South America as the Western World’s demand for illegal drugs like marijuana, heroin, and cocaine increased dramatically beyond what could be supplied from the traditional ‘Oriental’ sources in the 60’s and 70s. With this increased demand came an enormous and universally corrupting amount of wealth—first billions, then trillions of dollars worth. The need to protect that wealth and economic power from competitors and law enforcement required firepower, and such firepower commanded a premium price from those who could afford to pay it. The cartels could afford the price.

So, there you have the basic mélange of the project. Victor Parish is the composite character and storyteller, representing those whom I would have wanted to ask questions about the events he portrays, and Rebeca, the granddaughter asks the questions that I would have liked to ask. But the reader will no doubt struggle a bit with the notion that Victor could have been involved in all that he claimed to have lived through. In fact, his granddaughter Rebeca struggles with the same issue, so perhaps the best thing to do is just put your trust in her as she draws him out. The Cast of Characters is extensive too, so be sure to refer to it with the e-book tools to keep track of 25 years of storytelling.

When you turn the page from this Introduction, you will enter Rebeca’s files and her guided narrative. It was at least a semi-true story; Rebeca knew that much from her history studies. In fact, every one of his tales sounded true enough to her, but the premise that her Grandpa Vic could have been in the middle of all of this history seemed far-fetched on the surface. So was he a spy or a missionary, a soldier of fortune or merely a vagabond in the flow of history. At the very least, he was a magnificent fabulist. 

Follow Victor’s adventures as he spins the yarn to his granddaughter. The tales wend through civil wars, gunrunning, narcotics trafficking, terrorism and corruption. Read of his service to various intelligence agencies around the globe during the Cold War era, and imagine the nightmarish task it was to know whom to trust with your life. Travel from South Africa to Europe, to the Irish Troubles, and on to Cyprus, the South of France, Central America, and Mexico. Follow terrorists, nuclear spies, weapons traffickers, cartel bosses, and a few of the President’s men. Oh, there is a little romance too: Rebeca insisted.

For our granddaughters...don’t let Gravity drag you down!
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THIS WORK WAS A COLLABORATIVE effort between a girl and her grandfather, created from a series of interviews that she conducted over a nine-year period. Her initial purpose, starting when she was eleven years of age, was to fulfill a yearlong school writing project, where she was instructed to conduct an oral history interview with a member of her family.  She chose her extraordinary grandfather, Victor Parish, largely because of the family lore about his life—and, of course, his willingness to subject himself to the incessant, sometimes badgering questions of a precocious brat. His tales intrigued the girl, and she persuaded her instructors in succeeding school terms to allow continuation of the project throughout the remainder of her secondary education.

The experience forged a strong bond between grandfather and granddaughter, and the stories were compelling and formative as the girl managed to reveal the secrets of his life through the various yarns that Victor spun. The stories of his career as a clandestine operative for various intelligence agencies on several continents provided a continuous source of intrigue and romance that became ingrained in her being; even as she matured from adolescence to womanhood, the threads from his life ultimately led her to her own career in international corporate security operations.

The interviews are being published as an oral history book now, several months after Victor’s passing. It was originally intended that the project only be published as a school project report, but the granddaughter prevailed in her insistence that it be rewritten in book form. Now, five years later, “The Vicar and I-Interviews with a Spy” is the result.

Victor lived to be eighty-six, but the last six months were not happy for him. The doctor said he died of heart failure, but that cannot be true, as the man never had any failure of heart. More likely, he died of a broken heart, wounded by the loss of his beloved Julia after nearly sixty years together. Her passing was both untimely and unexpected, leaving him, some suspected, feeling abandoned once again.

For his part in this project, however, he undoubtedly would hope that you might enjoy reading about his adventures in places like South Africa, Northern Ireland, Paris, Vienna, Uganda, Beirut, Central America, and Mexico. Trace some history along with his pursuit of international terrorists, gunrunners, and drug smugglers, and in the end, toast his love for Julia and the children, friends and family.  And think of him somewhere casting a fly at a wild salmon along a river in Scotland—or any other place that strikes your imagination.

Rebeca Hoffmann-Ward, PhD

Senior Vice-President

Oceans Defense Systems

Nederlander-Hoffmann Shipping, Inc.

September 17, 2037
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Cast of Characters
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THE FAMILY

Victor Parish, aka Clive “Jay-R” Davies, aka Ian Masterson, aka     The Vicar of Guilbey Parish, a spy

Rebeca Hoffmann, Victor’s Granddaughter, the interviewer

Julia “Jewel” (Rodriguez) Parish, Victor’s wife

“Rod” Rodriguez, Julia’s father, hotel owner in Baja California

Sally Hessler, Julia’s mother, Hollywood actress

Clive Davies Sr., Victor/Jay-R’s father, South Africa Park  Ranger, British MI5 in SA

Maureen (Masterson) Davies, Jay-R’s mother, an IRA operative
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THE FRIENDS

Caitland Murphy, Paris/Ulster

Willem de Buys, Graaff-Reinet, South Africa

Delbert de Buys, Graaff-Reinet, South Africa

Terence Roark, American pilot/gunrunner, Latin  America/Mexico
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THE SPIES

Roxanne Sylva, aka Monet Rockwell, Mossad/freelance agent

Arne Petersson, Roxanne’s Norwegian lawyer/husband

Greg O’Reilly, aka Greg Boeck, British SAS/freelance agent

Nicholas Rosen, British MI6

Rear Admiral Dag Eberhardt, South African spying for Russia     (ex-wife was Stella Hanes)

Michael Harari, Mossad/Israeli Special envoy to Panama

General Volk, South African Intelligence
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THE ARMS DEALERS, GUN Runners and Drug Runners

Ibrahim Nur, former Mossad/Syrian double agent

Adnan Khashoggi, Saudi businessman/Iran-Contra

Cyrus Hashemi, Iranian arms dealer/Iran-Contra

Hakim al-Nassar, former Syrian/Israeli double agent

Vaughn Rawlins, South African businessman

Manuel Noriega, Panamanian strong man

Alvy Kern, Israeli freelancer/Noriega’s associate 

Barry Seal, American pilot/CIA asset/freelance smuggler

William Reaves, American pilot, CIA/freelance smuggler

Ernesto Carrasco, Cartel pilot/CIA pilot

Benny Vargas, crack cocaine smuggler for CIA
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THE DRUG KINGPINS

Juan Matta-Ballesteros, Honduran Narco boss, CIA asset,   owner SETCO airlines

Angel Felix Gallardo, Guadalajara Cartel boss

Ernesto Fonseca Carrillo, Guadalajara Cartel boss

Rafael Caro Quintero, Guadalajara Cartel boss

Pedro Díaz Parada, Oaxaca Cartel boss
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THE AMERICAN AGENTS

Bill Barrett, La Paz DEA

Pearl (de la Rosa) Barrett, La Paz DEA

Col Del Ray Stuart, La Paz DEA

Marguerite (Perez) Stuart, La Paz DEA

Paco Perez, La Paz DEA

Matt Penrose, La Paz DEA

Agent Desmond, Guadalajara DEA

Agent Castillo, Central America DEA

Agent Douglass, Honduras CIA

Robert Owen, NSC/Iran-Contra

Col. Oliver North, NSC/Iran-Contra  

John Hill, Costa Rica ranch owner, CIA/NSC asset

Nicole Araya, CIA agent Mexico/Latin America

Agent Ramirez, CIA Central America

Max Gomez, Cuban expat/CIA asset/Arms Supermarket boss
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MEXICAN AGENTS

Miguel Nazar Haro, head of Guadalajara DFS/CIA & Cartel   asset 

Captain Rayo “King” Fuentes, DGINS commander in Oaxaca
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HISTORICAL FIGURES 

Ali Hassan Salameh, Palestinian Terrorist, aka The Red Prince

Carlos the Jackal, Terrorist for Palestinians

Adnan Khashoggi, Saudi businessman/Iran-Contra

Cyrus Hashemi, Iranian arms dealer/Iran-Contra

Michael Harari, Mossad/Israeli Special envoy to Panama 

Manuel Noriega, Panamanian strong man

Omar Torrijos, Panamanian President, died in plane crash  

Jimmy Carter, 39th President of the U.S. 

Ronald Reagan, 40th President of the U.S.

George H.W. Bush, 41st President, 43rd Vice President, CIA head

Dan Quayle, 44th V.P. (Bush), Congressman, Senator

Robert Owen, NSC/Iran-Contra

Col. Oliver North, NSC/Iran-Contra 

Caspar Weinberger, Secretary of Defense (Reagan)

Gen. Richard Secord, USAF, ret. Iran-Contra

Robert McFarlane, NSC Director (Reagan)

John Poindexter, NSC Director-replaced McFarlane

William Casey, CIA Director (Reagan), succeeded Bush

Olaf Palme, Sweden Prime Minister, assassinated (unsolved)

Daniel Ortega, Nicaragua’s Sandinista President 

Edén Pastora, Sandinista turned Contra 

Anastasio Somoza, corrupt Nicaraguan dictator before Ortega

Barry Seal, American pilot/CIA asset/freelance

Eugene Hasenfus, CIA pilot captured by Sandinistas- Iran/Contra

Adolfo Calero, Nicaraguan businessman, Contra leader 

Enrique Camarena, Guadalajara DEA, murdered by cartel

Alfredo Zavala, Mexican Government pilot, murdered by cartel

Miguel Nazar Haro, head of Guadalajara DFS, CIA & Cartel   asset

Juan Matta-Ballesteros, Honduran Narco boss, CIA friend,   owner SETCO airlines, convicted in Camarena murder along with:

	Angel Felix Gallardo, Gudalajara Cartel boss

	Ernesto Fonseca Carrillo, Guadalajara Cartel boss

	Rafael Caro Quintero, Guadalajara Cartel boss


Pedro Díaz Parada, Oaxaca Cartel boss
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DEAREST FRIENDS BILL and Pearl, 

I hope this letter finds you both in good health. As you know, my granddaughter Rebeca has a certain guile that she’s cultivated since she learned to speak, and most likely, even before. At age eleven her questioning of me took a decided turn, from simple, charming queries to more of an interrogation. She took to interviewing me about my life in a very incisive way, one that left me little room for comfort at times; “Darlin’,” I’d say, “you’re a little too young for me to give you a complete answer to your question. Maybe when you’re older, ask me again if you want.” And she did. In some cases, I’d have to give her my stock answer to a given question two or three times over the years, until she was either satisfied or just decided to make up her own story to fill in the blanks.

She turned nineteen last month and traveled to my Watervaal Ranch in South Africa, accompanied by her mother of course, to tell me that she was getting married. I guess her visit really had two purposes, since the journey from Amsterdam is no trivial matter. She could have just Skyped me and sent the wedding invitation by mail as a follow up; but she didn’t. Therefore, I have to assume that the gift she presented to me was the main reason for her visit. It was a microchip or card (or whatever they’re called these days), a DVD (where did she find one of those in 2031?) and a printed transcript of her nine years of interviews with me. Well, maybe ‘transcript’ isn’t the right word. To me it seems like an autobiography of, yours truly, Victor Parish. 

She told me it was an oral history piece, not an autobiography, and that in some places it would sound like an autobiography because she was quoting from the recordings she made on her smart phone. At nearly eighty years of age, I’m wondering who ever thought to give a handheld computer to a little girl, especially one who had the ability to weaponize its audio and video recording capabilities to bedevil old people. 

She called her writings ‘Once a Spy’ at first, but how or where she figured all this stuff out should trouble me. As for the spy thing, well few people are alive that would care, but still, I don’t remember telling her these things. It’s a more polished work than one might expect from a teenager, but Rebeca wasn’t ever typical I guess. As you know, she’s the daughter of a Dutch shipping magnate; her parents raised her on three continents, almost continuously accompanied by at least one bodyguard, and she’s fluent in seven languages and four distinct dialects. All of this has given her somewhat more brass than most of the young men that have courted her. I did convince her that the title of her work might sound more intriguing if she added “The Vicar” at the top, but she didn’t cave in on that very easily. Finally, she agreed to change the title if I’d at least admit that I’d been a spy: she drives a hard bargain.

I’ve been sitting on my veranda here in Camdeboo pondering what I’ve read of her treatise thus far. I read slowly these days and have to rest my eyes, so my progress is slow, but I’m wondering how she managed to fill in the gaps I’ve left her with over the past nine years of interviews. It has far more detail than I expected, and contains some violence and intimacies that I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have shared. Perhaps she got the information from her Grandma Jewel, our dear Julia. Maybe she’s had a séance with her great grandfather Rodriguez, or squeezed information directly from him when he still paced the white sands of Mexico’s Baja peninsula; after all, she did spend many holidays there with that garrulous old man during her adolescence. 

I suppose she could have applied her detective skills to interviewing the people in my life, and my thoughts turned to you as possible culprits in her espionage. But that would have taken considerably more effort than it was worth (in my opinion). I’ll let you decide that part for yourself while I try to finish reading it before her wedding in six months; I should be able to. Hopefully you can read it before her wedding too and let me know what you think, because she’ll be asking me if I liked it. I hope to see you then, all the gods willing.

With My Truest Regards,

Victor
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Watervaal
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I
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REBECA HOFFMANN SPEAKING here, interviewing Victor Parish:

“Grandpa Vic, where were you born?”

“Here in Watervaal, you know that don’t you?”

“Yes; no, I mean where exactly?”

“I was born in this house, in my parent’s bedroom. It’s the guest room now. My father added several rooms over the years to give us more space as a family, added the sleeping porch and this veranda too.”

“Why not in a hospital? I know there’s one in Graaff-Reinet.”

“It was 1951 and things were pretty primitive out here in this part of South Africa then. Pop sent one of the de Buys men to fetch a midwife when Mum went into labor. Actually, she had planned on going to Johannesburg for my birth, but I came a month early.”

“What happened after that?  What kind of things did you have as a baby?”

“I can’t say that I remember... I was pretty young in the beginning.”

Rebeca giggles, “Oh Grandpa. Don’t be silly. You know what I mean. Didn’t anybody tell you what you were like?”

“No, actually the conversation for me growing up was all about what we were going to do tomorrow or the next day. Very little was said about what had already passed, unless of course I was being scolded for something. But that was usually pretty immediate after the fact, and we moved on. You have to understand that my parents didn’t spend a lot of time together after I was born, and I’m not sure how much time they actually spent together before I came along.  

“Your great granddad Clive was a hunter, a Ranger, and a bushman. He preferred the bush to town society; your great grandmum Maureen was just the opposite.  She liked the towns, especially the cities in Great Britain...Ireland in particular. She hated Africa. She called it the ‘Dark Continent’ much to Pop’s dismay.”

“You mentioned great granddad’s name, ‘Clive’.  Weren’t you named after him?  How come you call yourself Victor, Grandpa?”

“Well, yes, I was born ‘Clive Davies the Third’, and so was not even a ‘Junior’, although Pop called me ‘Jay-R’ or just ‘Jay’ sometimes.  My Grandpa Clive fought in the last Boer War right here in the Graaff-Reinet district, alongside the old de Buys men. They ended up on the right side of it and that’s how the ranch came into the Davies family. Each generation of Davies has grown up with a generation of Afrikaaner friends, the de Buys.  You know Wil and Del? They’re life long...”

“Grandpa, you aren’t answering my question about your name.”

“Right.  Well, that’s complicated. Let me just say at this point that my first name change was my Mother’s doing.”

“First name change?”

“Yeah, I had a couple of names before I became ‘Victor’. But let me get to them in the right order of things if we’re going to have this story make any sense. Okay?”

“Okay. So go back to your childhood story Grandpa. I’ll try to be patient.”

“Well, I grew up with the de Buys boys, the twins. You know, they were over six feet tall when we were ten years old?  Now, they’re nearly seven feet. They’re descendants of Coenraad de Buys; he was one of the original Trekkers that settled this area of the East Cape. Legends say that he was a rough character, himself at least seven feet tall. He fought everybody: the tribes, the Dutch, the English, German squatters, and the Jews. At one time he was a fugitive and there was a price on his head, but he married a tribal queen and lived in the bush for many years until the trouble died down. In fact, if legend is correct, he married two different Black queens, and his descendants can be recognized all over the Transvaal.

“So, I got off topic again, didn’t I? Anyway, having the de Buys as friends had a lot of advantages when I was a kid. Nobody bullied us, that’s for sure. Together we were fearless—we could go anywhere in the bush together, even when we were ten; and we most certainly preferred being in the wilderness to sitting in school. The problem with school was that most of the Afrikaaner kids and their parents were separatists, and really supported Apartheid in South Africa. The Davies and de Buys didn’t favor Apartheid, so we were social outcasts amongst most of the White kids. We hadn’t cared much about that until we became teenagers, and then the girls weren’t allowed by their parents to hang out with us. I guess it stunted our social development a bit.

“Our fathers were Rangers in the 1950s and ‘60s. Big game hunting, safaris, and the bush meat trade had already thinned the plains of most of the game, and the government increased efforts to set aside game preserves and parks. But poaching was a serious problem-—elephants and rhinos for the tusks and horns, lions for skins and heads. Equally problematic I suppose, was the native’s inclination to kill marauding animals that threatened their villages and crops. Anyway, this is a long story to say that the government needed experienced hunters and trackers to be Rangers to protect the parks, and so that’s what our fathers did. They worked all over the Karoo: Camdeboo, Addo, even up to Kruger when we were older. And we went with them at every opportunity... school holiday, vacations-—any excuse. You know about these parks and preserves now because we’ve taken you to see the elephants and rhinos and cheetahs and antelope all over the ‘Roo.  I know your parents have taken you up to Kruger too; but all the parks were rougher in those days.

“Anyway, that’s where the problems between my parents got worse; and the worse it got, the more Pop wanted to go back out to the bush, and the more he went out, the more Mom wanted to go back to Ireland. So it was a spiral I guess. She made things a lot worse when she just left for Ireland, and I stayed here in the ‘Roo with Pop. She said she was going to visit her family, but more than that, she was really going to establish a new home there, then return and take me away from Africa. Of course, Pop didn’t know that, so he really didn’t object to her leaving. But after she’d gone, some solicitor came to the ranch to ask about the petition to change the name of a young ‘Clive Davies’ to ‘Ian Masterson’, ‘Masterson’ being her family’s name. This man had missed an appointment to see Mom by a week, and now the fool brought the wrath of holy hell down on our family without knowing it.

“Pop said, ‘No son of mine is going to carry around a damn Irish Catholic name, not here, not anywhere!’ Of course Mom had come to the same point about the English, and knew I’d be better off with an Irish name when she got me back to Northern Ireland. What she didn’t know was that she wasn’t going to get me to any part of Ireland for a good many years.”

––––––––
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II

––––––––
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IT’S REBECA AGAIN:

“Grandpa, how did you get along without your mother? That seems terrible for a little boy.”

“Well, I wasn’t that little... I was ten, almost as old as you are now. It was difficult at first, though. Pop hired a woman as a live-in to take care of the household, and he paid her extra to tutor me in school. She made me write letters to Mum, which actually helped me to learn more about the family history and Mum’s feelings than I ever would have in the turmoil of our regular family situation. Pop tried to compensate by being my pal for a while. He took me flying, and let me fly the old Tiger Moth biplane we had when I was eleven. Mr. de Buys crashed that plane when we boys were thirteen or fourteen-—almost killed him. He was out of work for several years and ended up having to sell his farmland to my Pop with the agreement he could purchase it back some day. He never recovered financially so the de Buys’ ranch became part of Watervaal. Wil and Del became more or less permanent residents after their old man passed; even today their families still live here and take care of the preserve.

“But I got off track again. Pop bought another plane, then another one after that. Flying became the preferred method of travel whenever we had to leave the district. The train out here has always been erratic, and the narrow gage track is rickety and bumpy. The roads were even worse back then. So, if you wanted to be anything except a stay-home farmer or merchant, you either had to fly, or risk kidney damage on the roads or abandonment by the trains in the middle of the ‘Roo. So all of this lifestyle was fun for me for a couple of years. School was going better, probably because of my tutor. Did I mention that she was twenty-three and pretty? That seemed to have some effect on me as I reached puberty... oh you don’t know about that yet. Never mind!”

“Grandpa, honestly, don’t be Jurassic. Everybody knows what that means.”

“Okay, but I’m not sure that your mother is going to approve of this if she ever hears about it.  Where was I?” 

“Puberty, pretty tutor...”

“Right. School was going better. We boys got to spend more time with the Ranger patrols too. We all had learned to shoot when we were about five, but only twenty-two caliber rifles then. Now we were shooting some bigger calibers, learning to use spotting scopes and riflescopes, binoculars. Occasionally we’d have to hunt for a rogue animal in one of the parks; the Black Trackers were wizards and taught us an amazing amount of their skills. It was clear that they respected and trusted Pop and Mr. de Buys, and the fathers certainly entrusted their kids with these tribesmen. We played with their boys too; we wrestled, learned how to use bows and spears, and how to track and trap small game to live off the land.”

“What was one of your most exciting adventures Grandpa?”

“Oh, that one’s easy. The de Buys boys and I were in Kruger with our dads during school holiday; we were probably twelve, no—thirteen. It was one of the last long trips to the bush with my Dad, and the last one for Mr. de Buys before his crash. On this particular day two of the Trackers were making the rounds near the Mozambique border. They found a suspicious looking camp they thought could be a poacher’s base, and on further inspection found the remains of a headless body and some other bones. Everybody got kind of spooked because the Trackers thought it was the body of a park employee that had disappeared a week earlier, and of course the worry was that poachers had killed him and left the headless body as a warning to the Rangers and Trackers. There was a big investigation and lots of excitement, and of course we were right in the middle of it. Well, they found the missing employee within a day or so—he’d gone off to see his girlfriend in a village near the park. So he was in big trouble, but not dead, at least so long as her husband didn’t catch him. 

Rebeca is heard giggling on the recording.

“The main problem with the investigation was that the Trackers were superstitious and afraid of poachers, so they all abandoned the search—this was before the missing Ranger returned to camp. We thought it was hilarious because these men were brave enough to stand up to a charging lion with only a spear, but they were mortally afraid of headless ghosts. So the twins and I went looking around the area and decided to use the skills the Trackers had taught us. In about half a day we found an abandoned poachers’ camp with a loaded big game rifle and a lot of provisions and some animal meat that poachers use for bait. Using our new tracking skills, we followed a path that proved that a big lion had killed the poacher and dragged him off into the bush for a feast; the track also lead us to a cave where we found the head. We were never sure how the head ended up in the cave, but at least it was one less poacher.

“Things in my life started to change after this trip, and by the time I was fifteen, I had gotten pretty far off track as a person. During the past few years I’ve tried to understand how it came about, and realized that it started when Pop ended up working for the British government in MI5. Basically, he became a spy as well as a Ranger. I won’t bother you with the details, but...”

“No Grandpa, I want to know about this. I’d always heard that he was a spy, but I didn’t believe it.”

“Aaah; okay, well here goes. After World War II the British Empire was pretty beaten up, especially England herself. The old colonies had become more independent but were in disarray. Millions of people were dead, infrastructure and industries destroyed, peoples displaced in India, China, Africa, North America, Oceana... you name it.  Then there was a new Queen, young Elizabeth. The colonial Empire morphed into the Commonwealth rather quickly under her, as England’s Parliament struggled at home with rationing, opportunists, communists, and general class unrest. The former colonies needed to fend for themselves and really pushed for autonomy more and more. However, one resource the home office could provide to help the Commonwealth countries was their military intelligence community, which included MI5 and MI6.

“Now MI5 had gained notoriety during the Irish Rebellion and Irish Civil War after World War I, and remained an important force within the British Isles for domestic intelligence operations. On the other hand, MI6 was supposed to be operative only in foreign countries. Technically, since the Commonwealth countries were still part of the Royal’s realm, MI5 could operate within the Commonwealth countries too, much to the irritation of MI6. Most, but not all, of the colonies needed or wanted this help for a couple of decades after the Second World War. South Africa was perhaps the least receptive of having MI5 help from the very beginning, but allowed the relationship nonetheless. 

“The main instigating force behind MI5’s presence here in South Africa was the activity of the African National Committee, or ANC, and the Pan-African Congress, PAC. The PAC was formed as a non-violent counterpart to the newly militant ANC—now the ANC had been around since the early twentieth century—just a few years after the last of the Boer Wars. Its mission statement was to reach equality and fairness for people of color in South Africa. Of course, the White people in power didn’t exactly embrace the idea of letting Blacks have power and the progress was minimal on that front. So, in the time following the second World War, the leaders of the ANC became quite a bit more militant and blew up some people and places that got them put on an international terrorism list. This violence, combined with the spread of communism on the African Continent—especially in South Africa’s neighboring countries—united South Africa and England in their mutual need of domestic intelligence. Without the intel, it was considered an impossible task to control both the civil unrest with the Blacks and the spread of communism-—two things that seemed to go hand-in-glove in Africa in the middle of the twentieth century.  I’m simplifying this... does it make sense so far though?”

“Yes Grandpa, I’m not a child. But I’m not after all of the historical details either.”

“Okay, well, I’m not a history teacher, so I’m glossing over a lot to get to why Pop signed up to work for the Brits. And I’m still not entirely sure why, but in any case he probably didn’t realize what the drill would be. He was never a big fan of the King’s Empire, and I don’t remember anything that would lead me to believe that he changed his opinion when Elizabeth came along. I’m guessing that he’d seen enough of war and chaos, and was afraid that outside influences would destroy his country. I know that he and some locals used to track Nazi spies when they would come through the district during the war, just to harass them; and he always suspected that some of the German Jews that had immigrated to our East Cape area were really spies. Up through the second war I think the people in the Commonwealth were more worried about Zionist terrorism ramping up over the Palestine issue than they were about any other threat; there was great fear that the Zionist bombings in London would spread to other places. In South Africa, though, I think that the fear was that the ANC would learn lessons from the Zionists or the Irish, and start planting bombs around the cities—which they eventually did, by the way. This stuff worried Pop.

“These specific fears became acute in 1960 with the Great Massacre. It terrified the White South Africans because they feared the backlash if the masses of Blacks embraced the ANC and began acting out the new violent manifesto.”

“What was the Great Massacre Grandpa? I don’t know about it.”

“Oh, right. The Great Massacre refers to the Sharpesville Massacre; there was a peaceful demonstration organized by the PAC in front of the police station in Sharpesville, but it got out of hand. About ten to twenty thousand demonstrators showed up to protest the ‘Pass System’, which was sort of an internal passport system that all Blacks and coloreds had to carry: no Black male over the age of sixteen was allowed outside his district or tribal area in public without the passport, and no one could stay in a town they didn’t belong in for longer than seventy-two hours. It was all aimed at enforcing segregation by keeping Blacks out of the White parts of town. 

“So, back to the demonstration in Sharpesville: after a few hours of protesting and shouting, some rocks were tossed; then some of the police started firing away into the crowd. The police killed about seventy or so, and wounded another two hundred, including a bunch of kids. The ANC and PAC were immediately outlawed in the country, which of course drove them underground, and certainly directed their course of action for the next twenty-five years.

“Pop’s decision to become an MI5 operative created a bit of a personal problem for him. He was not in favor of Apartheid, but he was no fan of violence and terrorism as a way to resolve the issue either. The Brits claimed that they needed MI5 to ferret out the communists who were instigating the violence; however, nobody really believed that. Rather it was widely known that MI5’s main thrust in South Africa in the early ‘60s was to counter the ANC and its movement. So my Pop, he couldn’t align with the anti-black brutality that he knew would ensue. I think he joined up with MI5 thinking he could make an actual difference in the streets-—like a good cop in a bad neighborhood. But he was wrong, primarily because he didn’t know what he was getting into. There’s the difference between a cop and an intelligence operative: nobody should know if you’re in the intelligence game, but if you’re a cop in South Africa, everybody knows it. 

“So, the way they used Pop was in the border regions of the Kruger, along the Mozambique border; they just combined his job as a Ranger with a job as an intelligence operative. He did make a difference, though. He stopped weapons from being smuggled into the country on many occasions and aided in the capture of a lot of foreigners trying to come in and disrupt our country.”

“Did he ever shoot anybody Grandpa?”

“I think so, because he never wanted to talk about it.

“Anyway, this was a long-winded way to tell you about his becoming an agent. It wasn’t glamorous...he wasn’t a spy like 007. The main effect that this second job of his had on me was that it suddenly limited where I could go with him. More often than not, I had to stay home, and since I didn’t know about his involvement with MI5, I couldn’t understand why he didn’t want to be with me anymore. He could only tell me the reason many years later, after I’d left home. I think he was a sad man in those years, and for that, I regret what I did...  I ran away from home.”
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IT’S REBECA AGAIN.

“Grandpa, when did you leave home?”

“I left right after high school. Pop knew I was planning a holiday in Europe after graduation, but I don’t think he had any idea that he wouldn’t see me for another six years when he left for Kruger that day. But I had a plan. I wanted to see Paris; I wanted to drink Löwenbräu in Munich at the Hofbräuhaus. I wanted to see Lake Geneva, and I wanted to spend time in Amsterdam. Above all, I wanted to see my mother in Ireland.”

“Had you been to Ireland before?”

“Funny you should ask. I’ve answered that question about both Ireland and South Africa, and managed to lie about it either way. The truthful answer is yes, just one time. I was six, and thought it was green and wet and beautiful. I held that vision of emerald green in my mind from then on.”

“Well how did you lie then; why?”

“I always seemed to be embarrassed by my roots. I had the feeling that the world looked down on us because of Apartheid, so I sometimes claimed that I was only sent to Africa from Ireland during the school holidays to visit. But the civil wars in Ireland were just as bad in my mind, so around people in South Africa, I’d just say I’d never been to Ireland and never would go. It created some awkward times, but I got pretty good at telling the stories. And I guess it caused some confusion amongst people in my life later on because of the name change business, which turned out to be an advantage on occasion. But at the time I left home, South Africa was still a mess. The government had withdrawn us from the Commonwealth in ’61 I think, the United Nations had already voted to sanction the country because of Apartheid, and most of the world imposed economic sanctions on us. The government cracked down even harder on demonstrations, and the underground movements were resulting in more and more violence.”

“So, I don’t want to seem impatient, but how did you get to Ireland?”

“Well, I didn’t go straight there. I took our train from Graaff-Reinet to Johannesburg and then flew to Paris. So, you know our school term ends in December, right? Well, it wasn’t springtime in Paris when I arrived: a foot of snow was on the ground already and the next storm was due before Christmas. I got a room in a youth hostel where, in those days, you could stay a long time for next to nothing. Which was good because if I wanted to see all of the sights on my list, I couldn’t spend much money in any one place. But the hostel was cold, and I certainly didn’t have the right kind of clothes for a European winter. So, I went to a second hand shop that one of the other people at the hostel told me about and got some cheap clothes and blankets. I was lucky to get to this shop when I did because I got some pretty good stuff and didn’t have to look like a ragamuffin walking around the city. 

“I walked a lot too... museums, galleries, cafés, the Eiffel Tower, Notre Dame Cathedral. That was how I stayed warm...walking and going into warm buildings. I didn’t know any language useful for living in Paris, but people were nice enough once they found out I wasn’t an American, and spoke English in their own way, which I could understand just a little better than French. I was told that Paris was warmer that winter than any of the other cities that I was interested in, but if I wanted to get warm, I’d have to go down to Spain or Italy. It wasn’t in my budget, so I started reading books people left at the hostel. I found a favorite, warm café where I started hanging out after I was tired of the museum scene. I met Cait there, in that café.”

“Cait? Who is Cait Grandpa?”

“Cait. Ha ha, my, aren’t you protective of your Grandma Jewel? Caitland. She was slightly Irish, with bronze hair, green eyes, a few freckles, flashing smile and a great laugh. She was the first girl I’d been around that wasn’t mired in South African politics and family grudges.”

“Were you lovers, Grandpa?”

“Uuuh, Darlin’ that’s quite personal and besides you’re only eleven. You shouldn’t be thinking about such things.”

“I’m twelve now, Grandpa. And I’ll take that as a ‘yes’.”

“Are you going to be a lawyer when you grow up? For now, let’s just say that we were close. So, we met in this café, where we kept bumping into each other, started sharing books and discussing what we’d read—in fact I was suddenly motivated to read books for the first time in my life.

“By February it had become a lot colder, but we’d grown a lot closer. When she found out where I was staying she said she was living in a woman’s apartment that had a spare room, and suggested I come look at it. So I did, and after that I couldn’t get out of the hostel fast enough. This ‘apartment’ was three stories on the Seine, and the room she let me have had a view of the River, and she asked even less than I was paying at the hostel.”

“Who was ‘She’ grandpa?”

“My goodness, you are inquisitive. I was getting to that. Cait introduced her to me as ‘Monet’ when I first came to look at the room. Later I would learn that she was a photographer—photojournalist actually, and that her last name was Rockwell. She was about fifteen years older than I, and probably twelve or so older than Cait. Apparently, her employer was paying for the apartment, and she just enjoyed the company of younger people so she let out the rooms.”

“So, you fell in love with an older woman Grandpa?”

“What kind of books have you been reading, Girl?  Let’s just say it was a Parisian thing to do.

“The apartment was a great arrangement for me, because it was heated, there was always food around, and these two women knew where to go for meals and entertainment; Monet was a jazz lover, and Paris was overflowing with the best jazz musicians in the world in those days. It was wonderfully cosmopolitan compared to Apartheid Africa and the bush. Within a few weeks my entire cultural outlook had been expanded into another universe. But there was one thing that I found quite interesting about these women on another level: it was their connections to where I was from and where I was going. Monet had been to Graaff-Reinet and seemed to know a lot about South Africa, while Cait had actually lived in Northern Ireland outside of Belfast.

“Monet was gone a lot because of her work. She kept the top floor of the apartment for her private rooms and office, but she was gone most days and many evenings on assignments. Sometimes, Cait would go along with a camera to assist her, but I was never invited. When they were both gone I would just stay in and read if the weather was bad, which was usually the case until mid spring. When it finally did begin to warm up, I started to get antsy and began thinking about visiting other cities. So I asked Cait and Monet what they thought about my plans.  To my surprise, Monet said that she had assignments lining up that would take her to most of these places over the next several months, and that if I could be patient, she’d love to have Cait and me accompany her. 

“We spent the next several months hopping on various trains to visit Zurich, Geneva, Luxembourg, Vienna, Munich, Amsterdam, Brussels... all at the expense of her employer. She was very interested in the banking industry in Europe, but she’d send us out sightseeing or to take photographs of various landmarks. In Munich, they were getting ready for the Olympics, so she was writing a piece about that, interviewing local officials about security and tourism, and we went there three times I think. 

“I did get to spend some time in the Hofbräuhaus... several evenings in fact. I met a few American college baseball players, and we drank beer together three nights in a row. Later in the summer we went to watch one of their games in Rotterdam. These were the first Americans I’d ever met that were my own age... they seemed to be a carefree lot except for their worries about getting drafted for the Vietnam War. Little did we know that the American politicians were holding secret peace talks with the North Vietnamese in Paris right under our noses.

“We never left Paris for more than four or five days at a time on these trips. It seemed that the more often we traveled the more that Monet needed Cait to help her with assignments when we returned from a trip. One day when they were both gone, I went searching the apartment for a particular book that Monet had mentioned that she wanted me to read. It was Ernest Hemingway’s ‘A Moveable Feast’, a collection of memoirs and notes from his younger days in Paris during the 1920s. For the first time during my residency in the apartment, I ventured to the third floor to see if it might be in her office. Well, I didn’t find the book, but I did stumble across a fake book-—hollow on the inside, and filled with an Israeli passport and a South African passport and some other documents. Of course, this got my curiosity going, and so I had to take a look at the passports. They were both in the name of ‘Roxanne Silva’.”

“Roxanne Silva? I remember that name: isn’t that the lady with the plaque in the museum in Graaff-Reinet, Grandpa?”

“Oh my, you do pay attention to your surroundings don’t you? Yes. That’s the very person.”

“She was a spy wasn’t she?”

“Yep. For Israel. She was a Mossad agent.”

“Well what did you do?”

“Nothing.  I didn’t even know what Mossad was then, and of course I knew nothing about Roxanne Silva back then... no one did. Although I did suspect she was some kind of spy, what could I do? Nothing except to try keeping my wits about me. This discovery actually happened late spring or early summer as I recall, so I lived with this bit of ill-gained knowledge for quite a while before jumping over to Ireland. And it wasn’t the last time I took a peek in her office.”
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REBECA HERE AGAIN: it’s been two months since my last interview session with my Grandfather. He’s visiting us in the Netherlands right now during my school holiday, and we plan on popping over to Ireland for a few days to see where he used to live.

“Grandpa, how did you finally get to Ireland?”

“Hmmm. It wasn’t easy. I’d been writing to my mother and she wasn’t very encouraging about me coming over. She kept referring to ‘The Troubles’ in Ireland, and it sounded like she was busy, or it wasn’t safe... anyway, they were mixed messages. Monet had been advising me to send letters with ‘Clive Davies’ on the return even though Mom was sending them to ‘Ian Masterson’ in Paris. She assured me that it would make it easier for me to get into England and Northern Ireland when I got processed through MI5’s London Processing Center if I had these letters. I never quite followed her logic, but I guess I should have paid more attention in school...”

“Wait Grandpa! How did Monet, uh Roxanne know about the two names? Did you tell her and Cait the story? And wasn’t your passport issued as ‘Clive Davies’?”

“Girl, I can’t sneak much past you, can I? Hold your horses a bit and I’ll get to it. No, never mind, this is as good a time as any, because I found out not too long before I left Paris anyway. My mother and Roxanne Silva were friends way back in their Graaff-Reinet days. In fact, Mom didn’t have many other friends besides Roxanne, and they managed to stay in contact with each other after they both left the ‘Roo. So, from my letters, Mom knew I was staying in a hostel in Paris, and knew the name of the café I frequented. It had been a simple thing for Roxanne to send Cait to the café to check up on me.”

“So the whole thing was a setup?”

“Looks that way, doesn’t it. Except that Cait and I did fall in love. But it was more complicated than that.”

“I think Monet was in love with Cait too, Grandpa.”

“Darlin’, I’m going to have a chat with your mother about what you’ve been reading.”

“Don’t be Jurassic, Grandpa. Just tell the story. I won’t always be twelve, but this story will always be.”

“Okay, I’ll cry over your innocence lost some other day. Yes, I think you’re right. But it was never revealed and I was too naïve to think like that sixty years ago. Anyway, Monet... I’m going to keep calling her that because it was several years before she revealed her real identity to me... somehow came up with a passport for me in the name of Ian Masterson. I found out later that Mossad counterfeited British passports for their operatives on a regular basis, which caused a big problem when it was discovered, but that didn’t happen for decades. Where was I? Oh. Mom had gotten my name changed to ‘Ian Masterson’ when she returned to Ireland...by some means legal or otherwise. So now I had two passports in two names from different countries. Not exactly what is meant by ‘dual citizenship’, but there you have it. There weren’t any computers to track people moving through Europe in those days, so as long as there was a visa stamp on the passport, a traveler was deemed to be legitimate at any border entry. That also meant that I could fly directly into any airport in Great Britain as a citizen, and avoid MI5 processing.”

“ Wasn’t South Africa part of the Commonwealth? You shouldn’t have to go through all of that...”

“I swear you are a lawyer. I thought the same thing, but like I said, I should’ve paid more attention in school. South Africa left the Commonwealth and became a Republic, and the anti-Apartheid sentiment against us in London was very great. So, there were other complicating issues, like a couple of different immigration acts in Britain designed to limit immigration into the Isles, and some uncertainty whether I could prove that Maureen Masterson was my mother, or that Clive Davies and Ian Masterson were the same person. So, Monet’s passport solution just simplified matters.

“Her solution also let me cross the English Channel on a hovercraft ferry and avoid immigration and customs for foreigners once we landed in the Isles. The hovercraft was a great adventure, by the way. Then from the ferry dock I ended up taking some long train rides to get to Northern Ireland. I went from London to Edinburgh in Scotland, and then part way down to Glasgow by train; after that it was a long bus ride to Glasgow and a ferry across to Belfast. It was long, and sometimes crowded, but I did get to see a lot of the countryside. And it was cheap. I was apprehensive about the ‘Troubles’ Mom had written about, but I saw no sign of any trouble when I first got to Belfast and so put it out of my mind.”
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REBECA HERE: WE FLEW from Paris to Belfast today, and are staying in a cottage near the city. We’re in a primarily Catholic section of the district near where my Grandfather first lived when he arrived in 1969.

“Grandpa, does any of this land look familiar? Was it the same fifty years ago?”

“Oh, I suppose. It’s all pretty flat and green, mostly farmland once you get away from the housing districts...I think they were called ‘estates’ or something fancy sounding. We lived near this cottage; Stony Falls was the closest village. I thought all of it was marvelous at first, but I wasn’t expecting the roadblocks, check stations, barbed wire and such—or the military. The Brit Army seemed to be everywhere inside and around the city, but even that was due to get worse over the next three years. I thought I’d left all of that behind in South Africa. The difference here was that all the people were white; back home, white people never got stopped at a check station. So, here, if you were trying to go from a Catholic district to a Protestant district, you were stopped for papers. It got worse after a while, because nobody could tell what side somebody was on. And at night, you just didn’t go outside in some areas.”

“I’m not sure I understand what was going on here in those days, Grandpa. What was the problem?”

“Neither did I, Darlin’. I wasn’t even aware of the difference between The Irish Republic and Northern Ireland until Monet and Cait explained it to me in Paris before I left. I’ll try to summarize the situation: The Irish Republic was separate from the British Empire after 1922. Northern Ireland remained part of the Commonwealth, like a colony on the Island of Ireland, sharing a border with the Republic.  So Northern Ireland was burdened with many volatile issues, but perhaps the driving political motivation by the Irish faction was to have a united Ireland separate from Britain. However, the majority of the residents in Northern Ireland were Protestants—most descended from Scottish immigrants, so not necessarily Irish, and most favored staying part of Great Britain; the Republic, though, was almost entirely Catholic. One thing that helped trigger the Troubles was the enforced separation of the Protestants and Catholics by militias that had taken over much of the place. Historically, the Catholics have been discriminated against for three centuries in Britain, but laws passed in the ‘60s before I arrived made the discrimination illegal; of course the laws didn’t put an end to discrimination in Belfast any better than any other place on the world.

“The portion of the population of Northern Ireland that considered themselves Irish, regardless of religion, wanted to be free of English rule. They were usually discontented and most of them were Catholic. Their intended solution to become part of the Irish Republic ran counter to the Crown; the Crown loyalists that wanted to stay part of Great Britain were the majority and most of them were also Protestants.

“Then we have the factions within each of these groups that had their own agendas, and there were militias like the IRA and others armed by each of the factions. Add in the local police and the British military, and then light a spark to see what blows up first.

“It seems to me that the long and continued Protestant discrimination against the Catholics even after the new laws were enacted actually ignited the violence—well the IRA did on account of it I suppose. I’ve heard that it was called a ‘sectarian war’, not a religious war, or that it was a dispute over territory. But to an average person, the difference might be semantic when the tribes represent distinct religious groups and are intent on killing each other to get what they want.

“Now, where I lived out here in the countryside, the split between Catholics and Protestants was about equal and they’d been coexisting for many generations. When the Troubles began, my understanding was that this district was happy to see the British troops at first, regardless of what side of the road their church stood. Mom was one of those at first. But the problem for regular citizens is that they need to be able to move about, go into the towns and villages and cities, regardless of where they go to church. As the Troubles got worse, the military started clamping down on movement, and they cracked down the hardest on the Catholics. The reasons for that
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