
 

 

wheelchair, obviously in a hurry. I don't know if I cried before I hit the floor or 

afterwards. However, it felt as if both of my legs had exploded. I'm pleased to say the 

person pushing the wheelchair realized he was moving too fast and instantly apologized. 

So it was my wrist, head, head again, and now my shins. When I opened my eyes, Jimmy 

O'Sullivan, one of my delivery men, was there. Also the professor and a host of others, 

all wanting to know why this well dressed man was sprawled out on the floor! I can say 

with authority that I have never been apologized to more frequently, in such a short 

period of time, than in that hospital visit. 

 

Jimmy asked if I had had a heart attack. Looking up, I calmly replied, "Not yet, but 

perhaps soon." I was helped to my feet and the fellow from the x-ray department 

appeared. He then told of the fiasco that took place downstairs. Professor Heald spoke of 

the disaster that had taken place with the scalpel, and the orderly spoke of his urgency 

with the wheelchair. I have never seen a professional staff so frozen in their places. 

Jimmy tried to make light of it and said it was a good thing that I was in a hospital. I 

could only stare at him and say, "Oh, quite right, James. Now if it isn't too difficult, 

would you kindly take me elsewhere. It doesn't matter where. My office, my home, 

anywhere. But please take me away."  

 

When the day started, it was a beautiful, sunshine-filled day. Now it was pouring rain. I 

discovered that I had left my umbrella inside. But no way was I ever going to go back 

inside Guy's Hospital again. I haven't to this day. 

 

Beirut ... 1977 

  

As the proud owner of Western Medical, now with three factories and distributors 

throughout Europe, the Far East and Middle East, I usually traveled from my home in 

London 10 out of 30 days a month. My journeys would take me to different places to 

stimulate sales and meet with clients. On the day of this story, I was in Beirut, which is 

often called "Little Paris," its namesake being my favorite city. This happened to be a 

good last day of the month for me, because I had concluded my business early and had a 
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comfortable amount of time to myself. I could simply walk along the beach road, passing 

by the many lovely hotels and restaurants. Although there was some civil unrest in 

Lebanon, it rarely came into this charming city.  

 

My adventure began at midday. It was sunny, but not too warm and frankly I was feeling 

quite good about life itself. That was about to change. As I crossed the street intending to 

go to one of the cafés for a glass of wine, a car with three men pulled alongside me. "Nice 

to see you back here," one of the passengers said. I simply smiled and replied that the 

pleasure was mine. Suddenly the two passenger side doors opened and two young men 

got out. They were now not smiling. "Get in, Nigel." I backed away and said my name 

was not Nigel and that I had no intention of joining them. A short mustachioed fellow 

pointed downwards and that was when I saw he was holding a pistol. I tried to say 

something but the men became very agitated and grabbed my jacket. Within seconds I 

was in the back seat and we were speeding away. I was in good shape and still sparred 

twice a week at my gym on Wigmore Street, in London's West End. But common sense 

was the better part of valor and I just tried to make light of whatever it was that they 

wanted. 

  

I was surprised that we were not taking some little drive but in fact were heading up a 

craggy mountain. During our trip, the men spoke on occasion to each other, but not a 

word in English. When I tired to say something, all I received were dirty looks. Almost 

two hours after we started I saw a sign in English that said "Baalbek." I was familiar with 

the name as a place which had a marvelous theater in the round, where concerts were 

frequently held.  

  

When we reached a very rocky hill, I was told to get out. The men followed and I was 

ordered with a wave of the pistol to start climbing. One of the men drove off and the 

other two started climbing alongside me. No grass or trees, just dirt and endless stones 

and rocks. Halfway up one of them slipped and I automatically grabbed him, perhaps 

preventing him from being injured seriously. We stopped to catch our breath, and the 

men smiled for the first time at me. When we completed the climb we were in a very 
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large clearing sprinkled with some rather pleasant small houses. I then saw some women 

and a few children. I was totally confused.  

  

I was taken to wash up and then a boy about 10 years old, in his best English, told me to 

rest up and we would eat shortly. Any thoughts of my being killed were gone, as they 

would have done that earlier. My only assumption was that I was being kidnapped for 

money. I assumed they never bound me simply because where was I going to run to? 

Why they had decided to take me up the mountain, I never could figure out.  

 

For three days I lived with my kidnappers, being treated adequately, which I later learned 

was because I prevented the one from falling. When I asked the boy why I was being held 

a prisoner, he looked perplexed and said, "The money." I thought that there were 

certainly better targets for a kidnapping than me, and just could not figure it out. The boy 

then said the big boss was coming tomorrow and I better have the money. So at least this 

ordeal was finally going to come to a conclusion shortly. One way or another. 

  

The next day the boy called me to stand by him for his interpretation. I heard the sound of 

cars and was very surprised to see a perfectly clear road behind one of the houses. Two 

very dusty but new cars pulled up to us. The three men who had originally grabbed me 

were in one and four others were in the other car. From the back seat a very sinister 

looking, heavyset man emerged: long hair, big stomach, a pistol in his belt, with very 

deep-set eyes. He glared at me and looked angrier by the second. There were harsh words 

between him and the first three men. He then came right to my face and said in excellent 

English, "Sorry, but my men have made a mistake. I had advanced hashish to a fellow 

named Nigel and he was supposed to come back and pay me. He never has. They will 

take you back to Beirut." I gave him a look and said, "That's not good enough. My 

clothes are ruined and I missed my flight back to England. I think you should pay these 

costs." Immediately after I said it, I realized how idiotic that must have sounded. Then, 

for the first time, he smiled and said that I was right! The mistake was theirs. He went to 

his car and removed a briefcase, opened it and handed me ten one hundred dollar bills. As 

I had already proved that I was bordering on insanity, I held my hand out for more! He 
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gave me five more and said that he felt that was quite enough. I then smiled and said I 

agreed. I had actually made a profit!  

  

Before they took me back, we sat and had a meal with a drink called Arak that almost 

burned a hole in my stomach. When they offered me hashish I could only laugh and 

decline with thanks.  

  

On the flight home I smiled all the way. I had not been physically harmed and had had a 

fascinating experience. Plus, previously I was holding a Coach Class ticket. Now I was 

able to buy one in First Class! 

 

SOUTH AFRICA … 1979 

 

I was in my office in London when I welcomed John Theron from Cape Town, South 

Africa. We had an appointment and he was spot on time. He was a young man in his late 

30's, large, about 6'5", and approaching 300 pounds. Nevertheless, he moved sleekly, not 

as a huge person. He had a big face with a marvelous smile. My first impression was that 

he was comfortable to be around. 

 

We spent hours together, learning about each other, as well as heightening his knowledge 

of my medical equipment. When I picked up the dinner bill, I knew I would rather dress 

him than feed him. He did place an impressive first order for equipment before he left, 

and we agreed on many subjects that included much of South Africa. He was an educated 

lawyer and not without funds or contacts. My knowledge of his region of the world was 

limited. I appreciated hearing firsthand as much as I could of it. To my surprise he 

quickly became one of my finest and largest clients.  

 

About a year later he invited me to visit the first medical exhibition ever held there. 

England and South Africa are great allies, thus no problems in that regard. I would fly 

there and he insisted I stay at his home with his wife and children. He had a large house 

above the bay, in a wonderful location. I flew South African Airways, to help get a feel of 
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