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INTERNATIONAL   NEWS & EVENTS

Dave settled back in the UK
F

ive years pupilage at Llanwern steelworks, as a Maintenance Technician.  Four years university, mechanical engineering with a maintenance bias.  One year’s training as a Graduate in Development, with Marconi.  Organised by the university so that I experienced the ‘clean’ side of engineering, working on maintenance aspects of missiles and torpedoes.

Then, the start of my life.  To date 30 years experience solely in maintenance, mostly oil and gas, onshore and offshore, in a few countries.

My adventures started the month my ten years of formal training finished.  I went to South Africa for 12 years.  The last 5 years being with Sasol 3, maintenance manager Gasification and later maintenance manager Synthol.

Young, foot loose, fancy free, earning money at last, reckless and in search of adventure, I spent time in the South African army.  Rifleman 76845999, issued with an R4 assault rifle, 7.65 calibre, it was the FN, made in South Africa under licence from Fabrique Nationale of Belgium.

With all the ammunition I could steal I had a great time.  Then I was a strapping youth, pumping iron, marathons, squash; 5’ 11”, 220 pounds of sheer stupidity.

People asked,

“Why help such an oppressive regime?”

The official answer was,

“I have a great standard of life, darned if I will cut others in.”

Unofficially it was for adventure, to experience new things.

People asked,

“Did your conscience not bother you?”

Come on now.  I am British, it is in the blood, breeding and culture.  We will oppress anyone!  Preferably the French if we have the chance, but failing that, we are not adverse to oppressing any nationality.  We are quite good at it, centuries of experience.

Although, we rather like the Germans, in our own little way and would not like to oppress them.  Apart from the fact the bastards fight back hard and mean.  Until last century we had something going with the Krauts – we took it in turns to kick the French from one side of Europe to the next.  Heck, our royal family are Krauts

There has been no love lost with the French for 9 centuries.  We just do not seem to get along with them for some reason, nor them with us.  Goodness knows how it started. 

Maybe it was for sport?  Circa 1100 or something, the king must have said to his noble,

“What-ho lads, bit of deer hunting what?

“It be breeding season your kingship, t’aint allowed, your orders!”

“Oh!  Wild boar hunting then?”

“They all be over in next county, sire!”

“Have we got a Froggy?”

“Narey a one left of consequence your majesty.”

“Well!  What say we sack the nearest monastery and rape the monks?”

And it was heard a multitude of,

“YEAH, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, hoooo hoooo hoooo, yeah baby.

Then away the lads went to fetch their weapons and men, singing joyfully as they trooped off,

“Hi ho, hi ho, its off to sack we go, we give them hit and take no s**t, hi ho hi ho, hi ho, hi ho.”

You think Disney wrote this?  No, it is an old English ballad.

Maybe it was out of boredom?  Circa 1100 or something, the king must have said to his noble,

“Well lads, all monasteries be sacked, Catholics, Jews and witches burned.  What shall we do now for a laugh?”  

And it was heard a multitude of,

“ER, er, er, er, er, hoooo hoooo hoooo, er baby.

“Er, scuse me your mightiness, just a little thought, sort of idea to kick around, something for the lads to think on, not overly serious, but, er, but, tell me if you don’t like the idea, but, er, how about going to France, sort of kick butt, merely a suggestion!”

“YESSSSS”

And it was heard a multitude of,

“YEAH, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, hoooo hoooo hoooo, yeah baby.

Then away the lads went to fetch their weapons and men, singing joyfully as they trooped off.  Back home they fasten chastity belts to their loved ones, then out the sheep pen to the castle.  There to passionately shake hands goodbye with their wife.

“Cuthbert, where do you think you are GOING?”

“Er, France, Matilda, me dear.”

“Off with the boys again eh?  Leaving me here in this draughty place while you have a good time.”

“King’s business, so there!”

“That Henry, up to no good again I wager.  Speaking to his mother only yesterday.  All that time pillaging France last year and not one letter did he write her!”

“er.”

“Don’t talk, while I’m interrupting.  And the present he brought her back, the present, a poxy fluffy dog.  Poodle he called it.  Expensive he said.  She said it did not taste at all nice.”

“er”

“Quiet.  And she even marinaded it!  Tough she said.”

“er”

“I suppose you and your worthless cronies are going looting, sacking and pillaging?  Raping too, no doubt.  Don’t look at me like that, I KNOW your crowd of reprobates.”

“er”

“Well, don’t drink the water, you know what they say and count your change, you know what they say!  AND, if you must bring a wench back, then this time make sure she shaves, face as well as the armpits!  Have you got clean underpants in case you end up in hospital?  Not ripped are they, not going to embarrass the family AGAIN are you?”  If you are going for more than 4 months you will need 2 pairs of underpants.  Change them first day of spring.  You listening to me?”

“er”

“Good”

Then the happy band of brethren, turning down many a volunteer, trooped to the ships, dancing as they went, gleefully singing,

“Hi ho, hi ho, its off to France we go, we’ll kick some butt and give them shut, hi ho hi ho, hi ho, hi ho.”

From these small, clumsy beginnings our art of oppression grew.  Why did we oppress?  For two very good reasons:-

1)  They were where we wanted to be.

2)  They had what we wanted.

If anyone can come up with a third, or different reasons, I would like to know.

We had examples to follow:

The ancient Roman emperors would pitch up and say,

“You are our serfs, you work for us, you pay taxes, or else.”

Genghis Khan pitched up and let his sword do the talking.

We developed our own style.  In new countries we would pitch up and approach the nearest native,

“Morning, nice day eh?”

“Yes round eyed white man, nice day.”

“Always like this, is it?”

“Except in the rainy season.”

“Oh, what’s it like then?”

“Wet.”

“Nice land you have here-abouts, would not mind living here.”

“er yes.”

“You have gold, silver, copper here too, I hear?”

“er yes.”

“Lots of it and other stuff I hear”

“er yes.”

“Oh I say!  What a wonderful ewe, yours?”

“er yes.”

“Ah well, nice talking to you, now move along my good fellow.”

“But this is my land.”

“Was dear man, was.”

“Where shall I go?”

“Over the hills and far away, very far away.  Take your family with you and the village and every village here abouts and the town folk and the city dwellers.”

“We shall fight.”

“My dear fellow, do not be so tiresome.  Now, please get along.  Quickly now there’s a good chap.  Leave that little ewe, you will travel faster.”

Then in would march the British Tommy, all the time a singing,

“Hi ho, hi ho, its off to …….. er, Sergeant, where are we?”

“Don’t rightly know lad.”

“Ask the office sarge.”

“The officer be a busy shearing that there little sheep.”

“Er sarge, that baint be shearing, that be sha . ”

“Quiet, you scum, eyes front, quick march, hup, hup hup hup.

“Hi ho, hi ho, its off to wherever we go, we’ll kick the w*gs and shoot the frogs, hi ho, hi ho, hi ho, hi ho, hi ho.”

I left South Africa in 1985 to take up a position in Jordan, as country manager for British Telecom.  I was in charge of the operation and maintenance of military installations.  I was a civilian, in civilian clothes, yet saluted and addressed as major, or colonel, depending upon the person.  I was once dragged into the mess and told to sit with the colonels, the guys with red on their shoulders, at the top table.  The top table was on an elevated platform, above the lesser beings.

If you have ever seen and smelt the cookhouse at a Jordanian army facility, you will understand why I had to be dragged in.

Between South Africa and Jordan, I worked for Occidental Petroleum, on Flotta, in Orkney.

Orkney, sixty-seven sparsely populated islands lying off the north coast of Scotland.  Originally Norwegian, snatched by James III of Scotland, because its rents had been pledged as security against a dowry that was not paid. 

It oozes history, the prehistoric village at Skara Brae the standing Stones of Stenness, the Ring of Brogar, the chambered tomb at Maes Howe, the mound at Mine Howe, a Norse settlement on the tidal Brough of Birsay, the circular church at Orphir, the Earl’s Palace at Birsay, the Earl’s and Bishop’s Palaces in Kirkwall, Skaill House near Skara Brae and the magnificent St Magnus Cathedral.

In the middle of Orkney, in the shelter of the surrounding islands, is Scapa Flow.  A natural harbour, 20km east to west, 15km north to south, the name comes from the Old Norse, Skalpeid-floi, or "Bay of the Long Isthmus".  A whaling and fishing centre, it became the main European base for the Hudson's Bay Company in 1670.  It is probably most known for two military incidents.  In 1919 the German High Seas Fleet was in Scapa Flow after the German surrender.  The German commander, Admiral von Reuter, believed war was about to resume.  He scuttled 74 German battleships and other warships at anchor in Scapa Flow.  Much later, October 1939, the German submarine U-47 made its way past sunken blockships into Scapa Flow, torpedoed HMS Royal Oak and escaped.

In the mouth of Scapa Flow, between Hoy and South Ronaldsay, is the 2,000 acre island of Flotta.  It is thought that its name came from the Old Norse for "flat”, for its highest spot is 190 feet.  Flotta has spectacular views, including much of the southern half of the archipelago.  It is said to be the only place from where one can see both Stromness and Kirkwall at the same time.

From my sister-in-law’s, in London, I took a bus to the tube station, then the tube to Heathrow.  At Heathrow I collected my plane tickets and flew to Aberdeen, then to Kirkwall.  At Kirkwall I was meet by a taxi and driven across the island to Houton.  At Houton the company ferry took me to Flotta.  I was met at the jetty and taken to the accommodation block, known as the Flotta Hilton.

The Hilton was for contract staff; professionals such as myself in one wing and hands-on workers in less salubrious accommodation in another wing.  The permanent staff came over on the morning ferry and left on the evening ferry, weather permitting as it mostly did.  The ferries were small, robust, fully covered and weather sealed, bus type seats were below deck.  It was, I recall, a twenty five minute trip across the Scapa.

I had a nice room, spacious, clean, new looking, ensuite, cupboards, wardrobes, shelves.  The curtains were thick, between them and the window was a black, pull down blind, for in mid summer it was possible to read a newspaper outside from circa 02:00 to past 22:00. 

For a while I was the only resident in the senior wing, my room half way along the corridor.  One side of the corridor were the rooms, the other side a windowed wall with a pleasant view over the Scapa, to the islands.

Out of my room, turn left, along the corridor, right into the dining room.  Wonderful breakfasts, good lunches, spectacular dinners.  The breakfast was many juices, many cereals, egg cooked any way, bacon, sausage, black pudding, beans, tomatoes, mushrooms, bread, toast, cakes, wonderful.  Lunch was for all, a choice of two or three starters, two or three main courses and two or three deserts, around the dining room were baskets of fruit and ice cream machines, good.  The dinners, oh the dinners, once the permanent staff had departed at 16:30 and us residents had shaved, showered and prepared for the next day.  A whole dining room for a handful of us.  A choice of three or four starters that included crab, lobster, salmon and the equivalent of decadence thereof.  The main course, always at least three choices, always well made and plentiful; looking and smelling glorious.  Desert, I once counted sixteen kinds, including the ever present ice cream and the ever present shortcake biscuits, spectacular.  After cheese and biscuits and grapes we leave to go to our rooms, to attend to our business.  Ten minutes later we congregate in the bar, across the concourse from the dining room.

Mornings I breakfast and walk the kilometre to the office, for the 08:30 start.  I could see the ferries coming across Scapa, personnel transport waiting at the jetty.  I arrive at my office, change clothes and put on safety shoes.  In the mess room the company provided bottles of juice, tea, coffee, sugar, biscuits, chocolates, hamburgers, hotdogs, pasties, pies, microwaves, oven and hobs.

Flotta was a feast of food, scenery and, as I was to find, fun.

Flotta, a beautiful place to be, calm, tranquil, restful.  The sea painfully sharp on the feet in its coldness, causing a delicious ache up to the ankles if one stayed in long enough.  From the Hilton walk up a non too gentle, but not steep hill, past grazing Aberdeen Angus with their cute fringes.  A mile, not much more, to the council estate.  Fifteen, maybe less, maybe more, small, neat, compact, single storey dwellings, laid out as three sides of a square.  Clean, quiet dwellings that do not jar the landscape.  These are for Orkadians who work on Flotta.

There were tracks along some of the coast, tracks across some of the land, tracks into peat fields.  A few houses were scattered over the island, on a clear day one could see ones neighbour.  To wander the island was to wander in serenity.  No matter what time of day, no matter if sun or gloom.  Not one view was the same twice.  One felt one was comfortably very alone, one could see to eternity and smell heaven.  The low sun dazzling from behind an island, so that the island is but an imagined shadow, a dark shape somewhere there.  The same island, in the gloom when a low sun is behind the watcher, is but a darkness of few details, undistinguished shapes and merging shades, subtly changing as one stares.  The same island under a high sun, features sharp, shade and shadow defined, the sun reflecting off sea or polished rock, a tonic for the eyes.  All this to see with the accompaniment of a wind, a gentle wind whispering and purring, a boisterous wind pushing and pulling, pausing and starting, noisy.  Above the wind the inharmonious, yet pleasing, chorus of the sea birds as they swooped, glided, flapped and squabbled.

More to come later, should you request.  But see following two pages anyway.

QUIZ

Test your grasp of the realities of life; are you mentally prepared for this new millennium?   Take the test, below.  Those who answer mostly  ‘a’ , continue to go in peace.

For those of you who answer mostly  ‘b’ , then yes, society has not changed since man left the trees.

1. A government body announces that it is an equal opportunity company.  Do you think:

a. Good, no more giving all jobs to unqualified, uneducated, single parent, illegal immigrants with physical disabilities and sexual transmitted diseases.

b. Testicles!

2. Thousands of refugees in the UK, plus their dependants.  You see these people on television, they look too young, too old, too stupid and too naughty to be a political threat.  Politicians tell us they are all deserving cases who must be given our money for food and shelter.  Do you think:

a. Poor people, too scared to return to their own country because they shall be locked up.

b. Testicles!

3. In the UK there is a shortage of hospital beds, medical staff are stretched, citizens die on trolleys in corridors.  A politician returns from a foreign country cradling a sick, foreign child, who goes straight into hospital, with all possible facilities.  Do you think:

a. How sweet, I do not mind if my children die of neglect if it will make politicians look good.

b. Testicles!

4. A person tried and convicted of premeditated murder for lust or gain, languishes in prison for many a year.  Celebrities and politicians get together to release such murderer.  Do you think:

a. It must be just, they know all about his life in great detail, they have collected a fortune for him.  I am sure they know all about his victims and have collected much more money for them.

b. Testicles!

5. Celebrities and politicians tell us people commit crime because they are misunderstood, had a bad childhood, are lonely, etc.  Do you think:

a. Oh silly me, I thought it was because such people are naughty.

b. Testicles!

6. A villain breaks into the home of a citizen, such citizen defends himself, his family and his property.  During the affray the confused, scared citizen somehow kills the villain.  The citizen is arrested, charged with murder, losses his savings, job and home in the process and is vilified by politicians and celebrities.  Do you think:

a. I suppose he deserved it, should have just given the intruder his money and hope he did not rape his daughter.

b. Testicles!

7. Salman Rushdie wrote a book in which he made a statement that was taken vindictively.  In the UK celebrities, politicians and others publicly denounced him and called for his death.  In the UK we have a law that says inciting harm against a person is a criminal act.  No one has been charged or cautioned for threatening Rushdie, even although they are all well known.  Do you think:

a. I suppose he deserved it, all those people must be right.

b. Testicles!

8. A rich person can afford lawyers so gets away with a crime, for which others would go to prison.  Do you think:

a. The lawyers know if he is guilty, or not.  If he was guilty his lawyers would have pleaded such, then done their duty to get him the best deal.

b. Testicles!

WEATHER
There is a continuous depression over the whole of the UK caused by the actions of politicians.  This air of gloom and despondency shall continue.

Pollution of the environment and decimation of wildlife continues unchecked and unabated.

NATIONAL NEWS 

Politicians of all parties, local and national government, continue to do what they want, regardless of the sense and long term impact of their actions and regardless of the wishes of the majority.

This outrageous behaviour shall continue because the people have had it for so long that they are now completely browbeaten and cowed and do nothing except sigh and allow themselves to be fobbed off and messed on.

KIDDIES CORNER

Children, the thing to do this quarter is to destroy, steal and lie as much as you can.  If mum or dad shout at you or restrain you, go to social services.  The kind people there will tell you what to say and write your statement for the police.  They will then arrange for you to be kept away from your family for a long, long time. You will grow up unencumbered by qualifications, a trade, self respect and mental judgement.

Dhwarkni@aol.com 
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