Diary Entry 2

I hope today, Saturday will see more activity. Friday, being the rest day, gave me a chance
to catch up on sleep, though I was going on all cylinders to begin with. New Zealand does
not have a good image, as far as TV is concerned. First, the Black Caps went down – and
seem to be going the same way, now – and the Highlanders didn’t quite make it. I hope
these were not omens for the work of New Zealand consultants. They even cut my power
off in the middle of the night! If you have woken in a pitch dark and silent room, you will
appreciate how disorienting this is. When some lights came on, I groped to the telephone
and called the guards. I think they forgot someone was in the building.
Over breakfast, yesterday, I met again the IMF representative I first met in 2009. What
stunned me was that he is reviewing the SOE Act, again! He hadn’t been given my reports,
which I had done for the Bank to pass onto the IMF. At least, I can rectify that, now.
Had another lovely talk with Leith, though the quality of the transmission leaves something to
be desired. Fortunately, it was in a break between the periodic circuits of military
helicopters. These are low and noisy and, as I have said on Facebook, are more of a pest
than the Kohimarama Tui’s!
I am left to my own devices – the team leader has three projects on the go and is happy for
me to manage the Strategic Grain Reserve on my own. Which is what I am doing. It seems
I have a new staff member to manage meetings for me.
I am told that my passport should be released “in a couple of days”. Which should solve
Steph’s White Christmas issue.
Then they presented me with a flask of schnapps, and I sent half of it down my throat at once, and felt
the fiery warmth running back along my limbs. I poured a little into my palm and rubbed it on my face
and neck – a trick Mackenzie taught me in Afghanistan; nothing like it for the cold, if you can spare
the liquor.
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Well, if all my meetings come to fruition, it will be a busy few days. The Minister was
dropped from the Tokyo contingent and is still in town. Otherwise, I would have had to
extend my stay to attend the Saturday group meeting.
And I can thank the news, last night, for now knowing why there were so many helicopters in
the area. Hilary Clinton had made a short visit to Kabul and President Kazai. The US
Embassy is a very short distance from here. Of which, I am now advised that the weekly
bazaar is definitely closed.

There is another question travellers ask each other and my answer is “yes”. Having
answered “no” on previous trips, I believe I can thank Friday night’s chicken (ex the
refrigerator, too!) for the experience. Fortunately, I have a supply of medication which
should sort this out.
For Leith, there is a skinny version of Pokes hanging around the immediate compound. I
have hunted it away, more than once.
From an iPhone photo on FB this morning, I think I should refer the latest and above quote
to all Aucklanders. Leith said that John Rymer Place was white, this morning. Not a novelty
to Jo and Steve, of course.

Where my passport is vacationing. I think.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
Well, it’s a case of making haste slowly. I have just been asked to delay my departure as
the Minister of Agriculture is out in the provinces. But getting information for the project is
frustrating as my “minder” has been slow off the mark in arranging meetings. As Leith said,
better to get as much done here, than have to come back. I agree, though I do need to deal
to the Samoans.
I watched the tennis until late. I thought Andy Murray was going to pull it off but no. The
Mighty Roger came through! So exciting at times I didn’t look. My Sierra Leone mealtime
colleague and I were sort of barracking against each other – he supported the Scot.
Of TV, readers of previous ventures will know of my fascination for local TV. I have
mentioned the Highlanders. Odd to hear the Blues commentary, last night. I saw my first
naked bodies on local TV ever, this morning. Contrast this with other channels which have
women’s cleavage blurred! Much Indian TV and I am able to indulge my Bollywood taste.
One of the more entertaining is a channel showing only hordes of worshipers walking around
the Hajarul Aswad Obviously using a fixed camera. Probably a traffic camera.

Many workmen annoyingly in the vicinity today. Panting and scraping. A few guards wander
among them. I would dearly like to handle one of the latters AK 47s but it might be so
misconstrued as to make the TV One News! But I found a military helmet in one of the
cupboards and a photo of my wearing it is tempting.

