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Chapter 5

We were all spellbound as David Mainwearing finished his tale.
From what he had said and the way he had said it, you could tell
he was a journalist. Our thoughts were interrupted by the loud-
speaker announcing Dinsdale Grant was taking a twenty-minute
afternoon break.

‘What time is it?’ I asked
‘Three o’clock!’ David replied.
I couldn’t believe it. He had kept us captivated for over three

hours; we had missed lunch and were now well into the after-
noon. It was time for further refreshments from our lovely Diane.

‘You’ve been here a long time,’ she chirped.
‘Yes,’ I replied, trying to imagine how sophisticated she would

be with the name of Tracy instead of Diane. ‘We are only staying
to keep you coming over.’

‘What can I get you this time then?’ she said, pushing out her
somewhat large chest with pride, particularly in the direction of
Henry.

‘Same again, please.’ With that she went bouncing off, with
something more in her step than before.

‘What happened after that?’ I asked, turning my attention
once again to David.

‘Not a lot. Maitland appealed and was granted bail on a recon
of five million dollars, which was soon paid. However, his pass-
port was taken and his movements closely monitored. He applied
to retain the car, but at his hearing, which was only six weeks
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ago, his appeal was partially refused. He was to serve his sentence
in what you term an open prison and, as you can see, you now
own the car.’

‘What happened to Amelia?’ Francesca asked.
‘She was devastated. She wanted to attend the trial, but at

least he had the decency not to allow her there. Ironically, our
wives are still friendly, but I thought it best to keep out of the
way, at least for a little while . . .’ David paused while Diane gave
us our refreshments. ‘When he comes out, I think he’s going to
want to buy the car back. He loved that Rolls.’

‘Tough!’ Henry said firmly.
‘Did they ever find the other drugs? Or do you think they

found all that there was?’ I asked.
‘Oh there were more drugs all right, much, much more. We

know it and I think the DEA know it, and that’s why Wiseman
tried that stunt in court, but they were never found. When the
DEA had everyone in for questioning, there was apparently a
climate of fear and no one really gave them anything. In fact,
Sweeney now believes Maitland deliberately got caught with the
drugs, so that he could clear the air and wipe his slate clean, but
things backfired when the judge became ill. I just wish we could
have found them. Without a doubt he would have got ten to
twenty for that crime.’

We spent the next half an hour or so socializing, exchanging
names and addresses and telephone numbers, and promising to
keep in touch. After a few more reminiscences about II PY, David
took his leave, with me promising to contact him the moment
the car arrived back home.

We returned to the office just as the sale was ending. Henry
had taken an interest in a couple of Ferraris. Personally, I think it
was purely to impress Carole, but it didn’t, especially as he
thankfully dropped out of the bidding just after it started.

We were to be given authorization to take the car as and when
confirmation was received that the monies had been paid into
Grant & Bulldozer’s account, which was to be 9.00 a.m. local time
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the following day. This gave us some time to contact Andante,
the local shipping agent in Bradford, Yorkshire. It was a firm I’d
used several times before, so we knew we could rely on them to
bring the car home in good order.

I eventually got through to Andante and spoke directly to the
boss, Jazz Murphy, who confirmed that he could arrange the
shipment on the MV Cormorant, which was currently in the New
York docks. The ship had been to Fiji, then made a special trip to
New York. We could travel on the boat, which was like manna
from heaven; it saved me flying back in misery and I could travel
with the car.

The plan was for Francesca and me to travel back to the UK by
boat along with the Rolls while Henry returned, as arranged, by
Virgin Airways. Then he and Philip, our oldest son, would come
and pick us up at Liverpool docks with the trailer.

As we left Grant & Bulldozer’s, Henry spotted Morales again.
This time he was talking to a group of men at the entrance and
as we passed I caught his eye and nodded. He gave me a scowl
that would have turned Lot’s wife.

‘He’s a bad loser!’ I remarked as we got into the taxi.
‘That’s because they don’t lose very often!’ the taxi driver

commented.
‘Who doesn’t?’ I asked.
‘That type, the bad guys. Don’t do business with them.’
‘I won’t!’ A shiver ran down my back. Francesca could feel my

discomfort and gripped my hand tightly.
‘The sooner we are out of this place the better,’ she said.
Henry continued to look casually out of the window and

noticed that Morales had signalled to another car, which began to
follow us. ‘I think we’re being followed.’

‘You certainly are,’ the driver inteerrupted with barely con-
cealed excitement. ‘It’s only an old Chevy. Do you want me to
try and lose him?’

‘Umm, nohhh,’ I said, shrugging my shoulders. ‘What’s the
point? We’re only going back to the hotel.’
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‘What do they want?’ asked the taxi driver, a little crestfallen.
‘I’ve bought a wonderful car which belonged to their boss and

I think he may want it back.’
The taxi pulled in at the Waldorf, with the old grey Chevy

stopping some distance away, its occupants watching our every
move as we got out. I paid the driver and he departed, saying, ‘Be
careful with them!’

I went into the hotel. Henry had taken the Chevy’s number
for reference, but the driver and his passengers were too far away
for us to be able to identify them. The moment we arrived at
reception, we notified the hotel, who in turn notified the police.
It wasn’t long before the police arrived, questioned the occupants
of the Chevy and moved them on. Round one to us, I thought.

Both Francesca and I were somewhat concerned at these
developments. It had now become obvious that John Maitland
did not want to part with II PY and we were beginning to think
that he would do anything to get it back. It was with this in mind
that I decided to phone Jazz Murphy, the boss at Andante, to ask
if a. he could pick the car up at 9 a.m. the next day and take it to
the port and onto the boat quickly, and b., if he could get us on
the boat as soon as possible, even if it meant paying extra.

Have you ever tried to phone the UK from the States? If you
have, you will know what I mean. Jazz had gone, it was now
eight o’clock back home and it was only by luck that someone
was left in the office, who kindly gave me his home phone
number. I explained fully our dilemma and he agreed to see what
he could do and would ring me back as soon as possible. Now it
was just a question of waiting for Jazz to call.

None of us could eat a thing. It was simply a question of pacing
around and going over the same things, time and time again, for
the next two hours.

At last Jazz phoned. ‘It’s going to cost you. Pickfords are going
to collect the car. It will be containerized at the auction house
and taken to the docks before eleven o’clock your time. My only
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problem is I cannot get in touch until tomorrow morning, late on,
to confirm when you can board. The boat sails on the 18th, so
you would board on the 17th anyway.’

‘No, Jazz. I want us to board before then, if possible, it’s very
important,’ I said almost pleading.

‘Look, you know I’ll do my best. I’ll ring you as soon as I can,
but as I said it will be late on.’

‘OK thanks for what you have done, I do appreciate it. Oh by
the way, could you confirm when the car is actually on board
and leave a message with the hotel?’

‘As I said, it will cost you. Ring you tomorrow. Bye!’ Jazz put
the phone down.

The three of us ate in the hotel restaurant, not wanting to risk
going out. None of us would admit it, but we were a bit scared.
Strangers in a foreign land and all that.

We had initially arranged to fly home on the evening of the
16th, but Henry wanted to stay until we were safely on the boat.
We compromised. He would fly home first thing on the 17th. So
the following day, it was a question of waiting until Jazz phoned
and then the remainder of the day we would spend sightseeing.
Just before lunch local time, Jazz phoned and confirmed we could
board after 10 a.m. tomorrow. All we would need to take with us
was our passports.

After all the excitement, we decided to take a walk in Central
Park. It really is a beautiful place and reminded me of Hyde Park,
Regent’s Park and St James’s in London. It was a lovely afternoon.
The first buds of spring were pushing through, and there were
the inevitable joggers wending their way along the paths and
office workers taking their lunch. Just like in the movies.

We made our way to one of the many restaurants which
border the park. The sight of all that food had made us feel
hungry. We entered, sat down and I ate one of the biggest and
best rump steaks I have ever eaten. I really don’t know how the
Americans can prepare, cook and serve a meal like this, in the
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centre of a city, for less than half the price we would pay back
home.

We all needed to walk off the meal, especially me, as I felt at
least a stone overweight, so we did the typical tourist route
through the city – Broadway, Madison Avenue, Times Square . . .
you get the picture. It did the trick and helped the lunch down.
The only thing that spoiled the experience was that all of us kept
looking over our shoulders, just in case.

The following morning, we had to be at JFK for ten o’clock for
Henry’s flight. Virgin Flight Desk. Within a couple of hours he
was away, although he was feeling very concerned about our
welfare. We did our best to reassure him; we would be on the
boat within an hour of him leaving.

We returned to the Waldorf to pay the bill, check out and go
to the docks. On the receptionist’s desk I saw a copy of the day’s
New York Times. Grant & Bulldozer’s had been attacked. Dinsdale
had been injured and was in hospital and his offices had been
robbed of all their records, including the computers. They had
tried to set fire to the place, but had failed due to the prompt
action of the New York fire brigade and a rather expensive
sprinkler system. Both Francesca and I immediately felt that this
had something to do with II PY. Perhaps they were trying to find
out who had bought it and where it was going. The only person
who would know was Dinsdale Grant.

I had had a sneaking suspicion that the ‘Old Grey Chevy’ was
around when we went to the airport, but I hadn’t liked to say for
obvious reasons. So when we checked out of the hotel, after
paying the account, we ordered a cab and asked the driver to
drive around until he knew we weren’t being followed. It only
took a few minutes for the driver to confirm that was the case.
We then gave him the instructions to go to the docks.

‘Have you got problems?’ he asked.
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‘You might say . . .’ I mumbled. I didn’t want to talk about the
affair, but New York cabbies seem to have the happy knack of
making their passengers talk. I briefly told him about our situ-
ation, which made him ask, ‘Where are you going?’

‘That doesn’t matter. Just take us to the docks,’ I replied and
spent the rest of the journey lost in thought, with Francesca
holding on to me.

We arrived at the port, checked in at the offices, passed
through Customs and walked across the quay to the boat.

The Cormorant was basically a cargo vessel. The top deck had
two large cranes which were obviously used for the loading and
unloading of containers. The bridge, the crew’s quarters, together
with the passengers’ cabins and restaurant, were situated at the
rear of the ship in a large block, which seemed to tower over
everything, particularly when you happen to be looking up from
the ground.

Had I known I would have to walk up a gangway at the side of
the boat to enter it, I might have changed my mind and travelled
Virgin. It never looks very high when you see these situations in
pictures or at the cinema, but when you have to face it in real life
and you suffer a little from vertigo, it can seem a lot more daunting.
As I gingerly climbed the narrow steps, I felt the gangway moving
beneath my feet. I was absolutely terrified. It took all of Francesca’s
skills of persuasion, and some of the crew cheering, or should that
be jeering?, to help me conquer the last half.

At the top, I was thankful to be met by the purser, Bill
Edwards, a New Zealander, ex-Royal New Zealand Navy, a big
tough bloke. He was possibly in his late forties, of medium height,
but built like a ‘brick shithouse’. He had another striking feature,
a thick shock of black hair, not a sign of grey. Not surprisingly,
everyone referred to him as ‘Blackie’.

‘You’ll be pleased to know, your car came on board early this
morning. It’s in that container over there,’ he said in a distinc-
tive Australasian accent, pointing to a large rusty, old-looking
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container situated on the deck itself. ‘Don’t worry, it’ll be OK,’ he
added, seeing the look of concern on my face. ‘That is, unless it’s
rough, then it might just slip off!’ He was still laughing to himself
as he took us to our cabin.

We entered the Cormorant’s aft section where the bridge, crew
and passenger facilities were. We took the lift to the third floor
and walked along a short corridor to Cabin No. 6, which was at
the end. He opened the door for us and allowed us to enter. It
was magnificent, so clean, so well appointed, spacious and with a
lovely comfortable bed.

‘Wow, I didn’t expect this!’ Francesca said in amazement. ‘It’s
almost the same as the Waldorf.’

‘Better!’ Blackie replied, as he began to show us where every-
thing was and how it worked.

It’s usual when you arrive on board a ship to spend the first
hour or so exploring for yourself and that’s just what we did. We
walked every little nook and cranny, possibly because there was
nothing much to do and the fact that the last few days had been
so full of activity and excitement that there was a sense of anti-
climax. That was, until we ventured out on to the cargo deck to
watch the activity.

I was being somewhat daring and began looking over the port
side of the boat, at almost the point where we had come up the
stairs.

‘Isn’t that the car that’s been following us?’ Francesca suddenly
asked, pointing out the Old Grey Chevy, as it pulled up at the
side of the ship.

There was no mistake. I recognized the driver as he got out
and was joined by two others at the rear of the car. They talked
for several minutes, before the driver reached into the boot and
brought out a large holdall, which he gave to one of the men.
Another last-minute conversation and the man gave a casual
wave and began walking up the steps. All this time we were
standing back, hoping that they would not see us and thankfully
none of them looked up.
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‘What’s so important about this bloody car?’ I cursed. ‘We
know it was Maitland’s pride and joy but this is unbelievable!’

‘He probably resents having it taken from him by the DEA,’
Francesca replied.

‘You’re probably right, but he’s going to a lot of trouble to try
and buy it back.’

We walked down to the entrance, just as the man arrived at
the top of the steps.

He was a thin wiry individual and looked Vietnamese. He had
the same sort of complexion and the dark hair to match. He was
not very tall, so I thought I would be able to manage him if there
was any trouble. He showed no sign of recognition, neither of me
nor Francesca, even when he asked if I could tell him where the
crew office was. There was no need, however, as Blackie arrived
and took him to the crew’s quarters.

‘He doesn’t know who we are,’ I said thankfully.
‘Either that, or he’s a bloody good actor,’ Francesca retorted.

‘No, but I think you’re right; there would have been some
glimmer, some sign?’

‘We should keep an eye on the container, all the same. It’s
obvious he’s been sent to keep tabs on the car, to see where it’s
going.’

We decided to tell Blackie about the situation, but understand-
ably he was more concerned about getting the ship away on time
the next day.

‘Don’t worry!’ he said somewhat condescendingly. ‘I’ll keep
my eyes open for you,’ he continued as he walked over to check
on some other problem which had just arisen.

‘He’s some bloody use!’ I whispered angrily to Francesca.

At last we were setting sail. The ship slipped its New York har-
bour berth at 3 p.m., bang on time. As we slowly drifted into the
main channel, it was a beautiful sunny afternoon. There was a
magic about the movement, the slow rhythmic beat of the
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engines, as the Cormorant gently passed other boats tied up to
their berths.

Everyone on board, passengers and crew alike, came out to see
New York disappearing into the distance. The skyscrapers of
Manhattan were becoming little bumps on the horizon, before
finally vanishing and leaving us with nothing but a calm grey–
green Atlantic Ocean. Apart from the odd ship passing in the day
or night, this was all we were going to see for the next six days.

The first night at sea was very pleasant. Captain Edward James,
a dyed-in-the-wool merchant seaman and his officers introduced
themselves to all twelve passengers on board. Each night each of
the higher-ranking crew took it in turns to dine with a table of
passengers. It was our turn, on this occasion, to have the captain
and an engineering officer, William (Bill) Beddowes, sitting at our
table.

Captain James was an interesting character, though somewhat
smaller than one would imagine a captain to be. He had been a
ship’s captain for over twenty years and, of course, had sailed all
over the world. Bill Beddowes, however, was a young officer and,
or so we were told, a genius with diesel engines and anything
electrical.

The captain told us that the ship was one of the few built on
the Tyne. It one of the best he had commanded and would
weather the worst of the seas. This was said as a precursor to
warning us that we would be running into rough weather the
following day. That proved to be an understatement. As it turned
out, we had almost twenty hours of the most mountainous seas I
had ever seen.

The ship had no stabilizers as such, or at least not compared with
those on cruise liners, so you were totally in the hands of the
captain, who would endeavour to take the smoothest course. Not
surprisingly, we were not allowed out on deck, so we were left to
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our own devices, watching videos and attempting to eat or drink
in the restaurant. Needless to say it was very difficult to eat
anything, and if you did, it was difficult to keep it down.

Blackie’s constant jibes about the safety of the car, although
perhaps meant in fun, made me extremely concerned about it.
The mountainous waves had, on the many occasions we had
been watching, completely washed over the decks. I was filled
with anxiety, not only because of the possibility of the container
being swamped by the water entering, but because of the damage
the car might be sustaining from being rocked about.

On the third day the tempest subsided and some form of
normality returned. It was now possible to eat and at least walk
in the fresh air. We had enjoyed our first dinner, this time in the
company of Blackie, the purser, and the senior engineer, Jim
Percival. Following dinner, as it was such a lovely evening, we
decided to walk round the ship and inspect the container. We felt
somewhat rude as the other table guests were remaining to chat
to the officers, but after being cooped up all day, we were
desperate for some air before ‘turning in’.

It was getting dark, but naturally our first port of call was
the container, to make sure it was still there, or not damaged in
any way. To our utter amazement, the door was slightly open
and we could hear some thing or someone inside. I whispered
to Francesca to go and get an officer, whilst I kept watch, prom-
ising at the same time I wouldn’t do anything on my own. Very
quickly, she returned with Blackie, which gave me the courage
to shout into the container. ‘What the hell do think you’re
doing?’

My shout stopped whatever was going on, as all went deathly
quiet. We waited, but nothing happened. Blackie took control
and walked over to the container door and shouted. ‘Come out,
yer bastard, before I come in and get ya.’

Again we waited, in absolute silence, for him or her to come
out. But somehow I knew it would be our Vietnamese friend. We
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heard a movement in the container and it was obvious that the
person was on his way out. Blackie stood back a little behind the
container door.

A shadowy figure came out, armed with a knife. It was as I
suspected, the Vietnamese. He came out cautiously, not seeing
the others, only me. He pointed his knife at me, waving it about
in an aggressive manner with a sneer on his face which matched
his determination. He looked an evil man.

I backed off, absolutely terrified, with him following me,
menacingly, still pointing and waving the blade in the direction
of my chest. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion
but I knew if I took my eye off him for one second, I could be
attacked.

I could see he was nervous, as he began looking quickly all
around him. He could now see Blackie and Francesca, together
with the other members of the crew who had heard Francesca’s
pleas and were now running towards him. I backed off further
still, in case he panicked and went for me. It was a tense situation
for a few moments as we simply stared at each other.

Blackie now took control of the situation in his inimitable way.
‘Put the fucking knife down, before I break yer fucking arm,’ he
yelled as he walked cautiously toward him.

The Vietnamese was effectively surrounded, and when the
realization dawned on him that he had nowhere to go, the poor
sod began visibly shaking, his fear so intense, you could actually
see the sweat pouring off him. He looked straight at me, staring
with eyes that now seemed hollow. Was I that terrifying?

The massive frame of Blackie was now only within a couple of
yards of him, but even this did not create the fear that he saw in
me. He now seemed hypnotized by his fear, so Blackie leaned
forward to take the knife, which brought him back to reality. It
was enough. With one last terrified stare in my direction he
turned round, ran to the side of the boat and jumped over.

‘Oh God, no!’ Francesca screamed.
‘Man overboard! Man overboard!’ Blackie shouted.
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I looked round to see who else was with us and saw a tall thin
man walking back to the passengers’ quarters.

Suddenly the ship’s alarm sounded and the engines stopped,
but as with all ships at sea it’s impossible to stop dead. The way
carried us on at least a quarter of a mile before the captain
ordered the ship to turn around to look for him.

‘Poor bastard!’ Blackie said dolefully. ‘He’ll be dead in twenty
minutes if we don’t, if he isn’t already.’

Everyone, passengers and crew alike, was leaning over the
rails in an effort to see him. The ship’s searchlights were directed
into the sea and followed every shout and every possible sighting,
but light and waves play funny tricks, with the result there were
several false dawns.

Some of the passengers were somewhat excited with all the
activity, not knowing the reason behind it. The crew, however,
were glum; after all, he was one of them, even if he was a
scoundrel. Everything was to no avail and after an hour the
engines were restarted and once again we were on our way.

The crew were in a sombre mood as we all made our way
back into the accommodation. Only the passengers were chatter-
ing as they passed on the gossip, as bit by bit the real story filtered
out.

‘It wasn’t me he was scared of. It was that tall man. I’m sure
he was at the auction,’ I commented, turning to Francesca.

‘Darling, it’s your imagination getting the better of you. But
tell Blackie all the same.’

A little later the captain asked us to join him in his cabin,
along with Blackie. It was a sumptuous room with a beautiful
large table as the centrepiece and chairs to match. There was
polished wood everywhere, including the captain’s desk in the
corner, complete with computer. Tasteful curtains covered the
brightly polished brass portholes.

Captain Edwards stretched out his hand to welcome us in. ‘Mr
and Mrs Conway, thank you for coming, I do appreciate it. Please
sit down,’ he said, directing us to the chairs round the table.
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The formalities over, Captain Edwards began outlining the
reason for the meeting. ‘This is a very tragic situation. To lose a
man at sea is not only very sad, but also very difficult from the
maritime law point of view. I have naturally to make a full report,
which has to include the possible reasons why the man jumped
overboard and what we did to search for him. I am personally
responsible for every member of my crew.

‘Firstly, do you know this man?’ he asked looking directly at
me.

‘No,’ I replied. ‘But I do know the people who gave him a lift
to the boat. To be precise, I have seen the driver of the car before;
he’s been following us since we bought the Rolls-Royce that’s in
the container, a couple of days ago. I think they were employed
by a man called Morales. He gave me his card. He’s a lawyer.’

I told him the circumstances of how we had met at the Drug
Enforcement Agency’s auction at Grant & Bulldozer’s, about
Morales’ offer to buy the car, and finally the story told to us by
David Mainwearing. They were almost as enthralled as we had
been and remained totally silent until I had finished.

‘It’s probably nothing, but I think the tall dark-haired man has
something to do with it. I can’t be one hundred per cent sure, but
I think he was at the auction.’

‘I can’t take any action against him unless you can give me
further evidence, but what I will do is keep an eye on him and
on the woman he’s with.’ Captain Edwards turned to Blackie.
‘How did this man become a member of the crew?’

‘That’s down to me, I’m afraid,’ Blackie replied. ‘Diaz went AWOL
and we were already two short. I had to replace him quickly.’

‘That’s not what I asked,’ Edwards said impatiently. ‘I want to
know how this man came to be aboard. Who recommended him
to you in the first place and when?’ He paused. ‘We’ll deal with
this matter later; it doesn’t concern the Conways.’

He turned to us again. ‘Why didn’t you mention you had seen
him come aboard?’

Blackie interjected. ‘They did! They mentioned it to me as
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he came on board. I now realize I should have given it a greater
priority, but I thought the car would be safe at sea. The Conways
assured me they had not seen him before, and when he passed
them he definitely showed no signs of knowing them.’

‘Blackie, I want your full report by tomorrow, detailing: one,
how he came to be on board; two, who were his referees; three,
who knew what was in the container; four, what you are going
to do to secure it and prevent a reoccurrence; and lastly, what
damage was done to the cargo, if any, and what he was doing.
Then I want you personally to make sure the container is sealed.
From now on, you will take personal responsibility for its secur-
ity.’ Then, turning to me, he said, ‘I want you to go with Blackie,
check the car as early as possible in daylight to see what he has
done from your point of view, if anything. I think we will leave it
there tonight. Mr Conway, Mrs Conway, if you do think of
anything you have left out or forgotten, please let me know as
soon as possible.’

He stood up, held his hand out yet again and wished us
goodnight.

The following morning, at breakfast, Blackie joined us and sug-
gested we inspect the car as soon as possible because he wanted
to seal the container doors quickly.

‘I’ve already checked last night and again this morning to see
whether or not there are explosives in it or under it and it’s clear,’
Blackie said reassuringly.

That brought it home to us: how dangerous the situation could
have been. From what Mainwearing had told us, though, I didn’t
believe Maitland would do anything to damage the car.

Blackie continued. ‘I’d like you to have a good look because
you’ll know what to look for.’

‘What for instance?’ I asked.
‘I don’t know. I don’t know Rolls-Royce cars. You may just see

something.’
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‘Of course I’ll look, but to be fair I have only seen this car once
and then only for a few minutes.’

We finished breakfast, in a fashion less leisurely than I would
have liked, and went with Blackie to the container. We were met
by several of the other passengers and crew, all anxious to see
what all the fuss was about. Blackie opened the container. There
she was, II PY in her full glory. She had been backed in and was
firmly strapped down. She looked out of place, a lioness trapped,
but still proud and defiant. She looked magnificent, impressing
not only the passengers but also Blackie.

‘She’s a beauty!’ he said. ‘But not worth the life of a man.’
I just stopped and admired her for what seemed liked minutes,

and yet I’m sure it was only seconds before Blackie told me to
hurry up. I went in. My search took about half an hour. I checked
every detail that I could think of, but I really had not the
experience to look properly. However, I reported to Blackie that I
couldn’t see anything untoward and left it at that.

By this time several of the passengers were becoming a little
impatient and asked if they could have a quick look at her. But
Blackie refused and said, almost repeating himself, ‘This car has
already cost the life of one man. I don’t want to see it happen to
another.’


