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			A Merchant Banker

			When I decided to write this book, it struck me that since I chose “The City of London” as my special subject at the NHH, the Commercial and Business University in Bergen, and applied for a job at Hambros Bank, I had been captivated by merchant banking as a dream of adventures embracing the whole world. They represented creative businesses, advice to kings and governments, trade and infrastructures like railways. The initiators were merchant bankers with the experience built up over generations of bankers from families who had the right personal connections, courage and professionalism.

			As a young and newly educated Norwegian banker, I arrived in the City in 1953 when the banking activities had to face up to a new situation after the second World War and the transition to the Cold War. Six years of war had led to enormous losses and destructions and had changed the old world. Against this background, I was fortu­nate in being young and a foreigner at a time which cried out for new thinking and the will to try to understand the new problems and the new opportunities facing the banking world.

			Myriads of old government controls, regulations, rationing and restrictions required during the war went on for years afterwards, not least because of lack of money to afford the restructuring, rebuild­ing and new thinking so desperately needed. As well as much of the industries, also the City of London had to be rebuilt and the monetary systems restructured. Also internally in banks, new ideas and new people were essential to revive old business connections, develop new relationships, and not least to find the capital to meet the new demands.

			For a young Norwegian it was both inspiring and frustrating to learn as an insider how an old bank with long traditions had to struggle with essential changes to survive. I was very fortunate in having experienced bankers around me and, above all, a professional and experienced management team in a bank owned by a strong and large-minded Hambro family. It was a period of fast learning, not least how to deal with people at all levels in the City. I saw it as an advantage to be a “blue eyed Norwegian”, used to talking to people without being inhibited by their rank or position, and I had to learn when and to whom to say “Sir”. I was not really concerned about my accent, although I realised how many of the staff and management in Hambros had been educated at Eton, Oxford and Cambridge with a distinct and clipped style of speaking. I learnt to respect and often admire the age-old class system, but felt free to be myself and trust my own judgment.

			When in this book I have collected impressions and experiences, I have chosen to write about people with whom I developed a special relationship. At the same time there are personal and business situa­tions that I have avoided mentioning, in some instances because of the very strict observance of bankers’ confidentiality which is as essential as that of a doctor’s.

			My enthusiasm for challenges probably began when at the age of eight I read “Farthest North” by Fridtjof Nansen, Norway’s most famous polar explorer and a leading scientist. Polar exploration became my lifelong and fascinating hobby, resulting in an extensive library.

			My father, a politician and historian, often said to me, “Think hard before you say no to a challenge.” I was fortunate enough to look for and accept different kinds of exciting and demanding challenges when I joined Hambros Bank as a student trainee in July 1953, an old merchant bank which was led by a family who gave me the kind of support and encouragement that I could only have dreamt about.

			The demands, excitement and opportunities in the classic merchant bank appealed to me and continue to do so to this day. It is my hope in this book that the lessons of this kind of merchant banking will be learnt and carried on with enthusiasm and professionalism. The key to any successful activity is the will and ability to create and accept change. But I cannot avoid being surprised and deeply concerned about the many basic rules, practices, behaviour and valuable traditions which since the financial “Big Bang” in the USA in 1985 and the UK in 1986 that have been ignored and forgotten. I am, there­fore, starting this book with a short overview of what happened since the “free for all” was allowed in the financial service industries since 1985–86.

			From my perspective, covering the period from July 1953 to our present day world, there are two main trends emerging during these more than sixty years with no major wars: globalisation and the rapid growth of new technologies. This combination eventually led to an explosive growth in banking and in the range of banking activities, making many banks “too big” and “too complex to control”.

			Against this background I shall try to give a brief description of my experiences from an international banking career. I shall also try to sum up, with some pointers to the future. The key questions are, What is the role and purpose of a bank? What is the potential for a new breed of merchant banks? How will the shipping industry be financed in the future?

			Considering its long and colourful history, I remain a firm believer in the future of the City of London as the leading and innovative international financial centre in a rapidly changing world.

			




Overview. The banking 
revolution and the impact on shipping

			“Too big to fail. Too complex to control”

			“The Big Bang” in the US in 1985 and in the UK in 1986 opened the floodgates to a “free for all” competition in the world’s financial markets and led to a mushrooming of financial sevices that after fifty years had been released from the strict legal restrictions introduced during the crisis in the 1930ies, supervised and controlled by the central banks.

			What started in the UK as an initiative to settle an outstanding antitrust action against The London Stock Exchange, triggered the event which was appropriately named the BIG BANG in September 1986 and was closely associated with Margaret Thatcher. It was to become regarded as nearly as significant in her legacy as her even more important transformation of industrial relations in the UK. To her it was a logical move in releasing the country from the suffo­cating government ownership and controls and to encourage private ownership of homes and businesses. The result was deregulations nearly as comprehensive as her total abolition in 1979 of exchange controls had been. It opened the doors to foreign houses and new­comers to compete on level terms with the old establishment in the City of London. The result was a revolution of the financial services industries that wiped out or side-lined much of the close-knit personal network of people for whom ethics and trust – “my word is my bond” – had been sacred. A wave of mergers and sale and purchase of old-established firms followed, and teams of experts were also bought and sold. The old tradition of staying in the same firm until retirement no longer applied, as loyalty to your employer lost its appeal. “It is not what you know but whom you know” was the essence of success in the City, but became overshadowed by uncontrolled personal greed and ambition.

			Fund management, especially hedge funds, became a huge and popular industry attracting investments from the general public, including millions of retail customers who saw better returns than keeping their money in savings accounts in the banks. Hedge funds flourished on charging high fees and adopting a pattern, which only now is coming under serious threat, of 2 percent fee on the funds invested plus 20 percent success fee on the profits achieved. Perhaps the biggest impact was the extremely rapid expansion of speculative instruments named derivatives that for years did not show up in the usual bank reports, balance sheets or statistics. The “real economy” in money terms became hidden in smog. “Derivative” is a term used for financial products that have a value deriving from an underlying variable asset. Derivatives became the normal way of insuring against risks attached to real assets such as interest rates, foreign exchange rates and even credit risks.

			Derivatives also became a huge speculative industry in itself.

			Global banks were able to grow exponentially through adopting or creating new technologies to accommodate a widening range of financial instruments. There was a lightening warning in 1998 when a few top people, including two Nobel Prize winners, built up huge positions in their long term Capital Management Hedge Fund in the USA. They believed their model was “fool-proof” because they had allowed for ample “elbow room” in potential market swings in the select areas they speculated in. They could therefore “safely” bet astronomical sums on minute margins to produce huge profits. They went spectacularly wrong when the Russian rouble collapsed in the autumn of 1998. The Federal Reserve Bank and some leading US investment banks saved the day and prevented the potential panic by quietly absorbing the enormous loss positions.

			Banks world-wide were taking on huge financial commitments which in some cases totalled up to 100 times their own capital and reserves. An astonishingly large percentage of the commitments was not “real” money but paper commitments in the form of derivatives or speculative bets which were for a long time “a blind spot”, ignored or disregarded by many banks and, worse, by many central banks. Several banks also built up portfolios of shares and speculative investments for their own account, so-called proprietary investments.

			Central banks and governments were unable to stop this madness, which with hindsight inevitably had to lead to a bust-up. In the UK the central bank was from 1979 no longer supervising the banks, in retrospect possibly the biggest mistake the UK government could make, as the new Financial Services Authority (FSA) proved unable to “grasp the nettle” and rise to the new and admittedly undefined and complex responsibilities.

			Most customers and speculators believed that all bank deposits were protected, ignoring the fact that the government guaranteed limit at the time in the UK was £75,000 per person. The first size­able bank to lose the trust of their deposit customers was Northern Trust in the UK. To prevent any panic the Bank of England had to step in, despite the fact that they had no obligation to do so. Northern Trust and many other banks became heavily dependent on borrowing in the “wholesale” or interbank market instead of relying on the time-honoured more stable retail and ordinary customer deposits.

			But the scare was enough to send a wake-up call throughout the whole world, and fear and suspicion spread like wildfire. Soon big banks came into the spotlight, and central banks, especially the Federal Reserve Bank in the US, had to move to prevent panic reac­tions. On the 15th of September 2008 they decided, however, not to save Lehman Brothers, which was one of the leading global banks in derivatives and other “artificial instruments” of money commitments. The Lehman collapse started the biggest financial crisis since the devastating debacle in the 1930ies.

			Most governments, led by the United States’ and several European, had to spend or guarantee taxpayers’ money to save their country from a depression. The central banks and governments largely suc­ceeded in stopping the panic, and economic growth showed promising signs of a continued but slow recovery. “Quantitative easing” became the key to maintain liquidity and confidence in the markets. It meant simply printing money by issuing and selling treasury bills with a very low rate of interest, for years 1 percent p.a. or even less. The result was a low-interest market in the USA, followed by most central banks world-wide. The big question was and is, for how long can this continue and at what price? Many countries in Europe are still in 2019 struggling with keeping important private and public banks alive by pumping in funds through quantitative easing or guarantees from central banks to hide or carry huge portfolios of bad loans.

			Common sense, integrity and trust were wiped out by a technological revolution that engulfed the world and lured many global banks into becoming large casinos involving trillions of dollars – many times larger than the output or gross national product of the United States and leading industrial economies.

			Why did the bankers forget the golden rule – “What is our money doing and who is looking after it while it is out of our care?” Why did the governments and central banks not step in earlier and create effec­tive controls and regulations? What is the real impact of the “weed revolution” – the un-controlled growth of artificial instruments like derivatives? The US was first to get their banking system back on its feet, but even there amazing scandals do occur, eleven years after the Lehmann explosion. Acclaimed as the biggest and “safest” bank in the world, Wells Fargo Bank in San Francisco stunned everybody when they had to disclose in the autumn of 2016 that millions of accounts had been created out of thin air, i.e. new accounts with personal names and addresses of existing customers, without advising or involving the “real customers”. The trick was to blow up the number of accounts in order to enrich staff and management who were rewarded on “performance”, i.e. by bringing in large numbers of “new” clients.

			At the same time Deutsche Bank, reckoned as the largest and safest bank in Germany, was faced with a claim by US authorities of originally US$14 billion for selling sub-prime bonds to the unsuspecting public world-wide. Deutsche Bank had set aside about US$5.5 billion to meet such claims, and late in 2016 reached a compromise deal with the US authorities by accepting a “fine” of US$7 billion. More cases involving fines are under way. As early as 1995 a clever dealer, Nick Leeson of Baring Brothers, gambled or speculated in foreign exchange positions until the loss nearly equalled the total capital of the bank. Barings went bankrupt as it was not saved by the Bank of England. (See chapter 13.) Many banks were either nationalised, including large banks in Sweden and Norway, or saved by the governments (the tax payers) injecting huge new share capital in banks like Royal Bank of Scotland and Lloyd’s Bank in the UK.

			Most analysts believed that the main test for the Central Banks and governments was to avoid any form of panic leading to chaos and risk of a 1930ies style of depression. This may explain why there have been so few individuals in leading managerial positions who have been punished or sent to prison. It is incredible how the people at the top of banks needing support have instead been rewarded with high pay and earned under long-term employment contracts.

			The banks are struggling with a comprehensive technological revolution in making communication into a digital form that can be processed by a computer. Is, for example, the smartphone opening a new future for money and banking? Do we really need cash? Sweden’s central bank is debating whether to become the first central bank to issue a digital currency in response to an increasing move away from cash. What will banking look like in the future? Cyber­netics is defined as the science of communications and automatic control systems in both machines and living things. High-speed automatic trading has led to “spoofing” which is interfering in ways which make controls useless. “Hacking” is defined as using a computer to gain unauthorised access to data. It is threatening to destroy or penetrate existing computer systems everywhere, especially in banks and governments, including military defence establishments.

			Companies and individual persons are also under attack. The world is fighting a mind-boggling danger.

			Simultaneously the banks are worrying about the impact of deci­sions by The Basle Committee on Banking Supervision. The committee has been trying for years to agree on a “standardised approach for credit risk” and impose rules, for the use by banks, of internal models for assessing credit risks. The decisions have to be affirmed by the governors of the Bank for International Settlements in Zurich, the global institution owned by central banks. It has, however, been severely hampered by disagreements between the US, Europe and Japan as to whether the G20 banks should be able to use their own internal risk models to determine how much of their own capital they should set aside for various types of lending or securities. There is general agreement on the main point, that the days of “the sky is the limit” have gone long ago, and most central banks have set strict rules for the banks’ own or “protected” capital being at least 8 or 10 percent of the bank’s total commitments. Some major banks are setting even higher capital percentage targets – up to 15 % – to ensure the continued confidence of their customers and to avoid more interference by the authorities. The Bank of England and other central banks are carrying out “stress tests” on the major banks, to try to establish how many losses they can absorb in a worst-case scenario.

			What is happening to shipping 
finance during this banking revolution?

			Bank lenders to the shipping industry are now paying the price for their indiscipline during the boom years and there will eventually be tens of billions of write-offs.

			The timing of the new and growing shipping crisis is extremely unfortunate because the banks are struggling with far too many problems, ranging from very low interest rates to the backlog of bad loans, far too large overheads including excessive pay to management and key operators, and huge penalties for selling “dud” securities, indemnities and guarantees as well as loans like the sub-prime house loans to an unsuspecting public.

			The number of banks genuinely open for new business and for shipping loans in particular is quite limited. Unusually, therefore, the shipping industry is now facing a rationing of capital, including a retrenchment of assistance with credits from the shipbuilding industry and their governments. Additionally, the non-traditional capital which was attracted to the shipping industry since 2008 is facing heavy losses and looking for exit routes.

			The most positive thing that can be said about shipping finance is that we may – I sincerely hope it is not only a dream – avoid a repeat of the excess shipbuilding activity assisted by government guarantees and loans which stretched the big shipping crisis of the 1970ies into the 1990ies.

		


		
			Chapter 1

			Growing up in Norway

			Five years under German 
occupation ending 7th May 1945

			My father was a politician and historian, and secretary in the Norwegian Conservative Party. He was a popular political speaker, helped by having a photographic memory that enabled him to quote ad verbatim whatever he thought worthwhile after the first reading – and he was a fast and voracious reader with a good library. In 1937 my parents with two sons, me at 7, my brother at 2, and a baby daughter moved from Oslo to an empty farm, Kaade Gaard, at Lista where my father would get time and peace to write a book, whilst continuing to work as secretary and to travel extensively in Norway giving party-­political speeches, especially during election campaigns.

			Our home was one of the southernmost houses on Lista, a bleak, flat peninsula jutting out into the North Sea west of Lindesnes, lying 2000 kilometers as the crow flies from North Cape. We rented the farm from a shipowner in the shipping and fishery town of Farsund. The small primary school where my education started was next to the landmark Lista lighthouse, there were two teachers and two classes, one covering the first to fourth year, the other the fifth to seventh of the obligatory primary education. The walk to school took us twenty minutes on a narrow farm track, striving against the nearly constant and at times often very strong winds from the North-West. I soon learnt to use a small wheelbarrow filled with my schoolbag and some stones in order to avoid being blown into the ditch.

			Our house was the only brick-house in an area where most farms consisted of a barn and a low, white wooden house with a large tiled roof hanging over small first-floor bedrooms. The house was also the only one protected by a line of evergreen spruce to the west and south. The barn was red and big, and my father bought two dozen Sussex hens that produced masses of small, brown eggs. Our first cock was called Chamberlain, later joined by Churchill, and my wheel­barrow also proved useful as protection from their attacks, especially Chamberlain until he died and order was restored.

			Lista is not good for farming because it the area is too flat and windy, but the farmers managed to survive, partly because most of them and/or their children spent some years in America and remitted or brought home their savings. Part of Brooklyn in New York had a lively community of “Listlenders”. As a boy I marvelled at pictures of wonderful American objects, including vases with exotic glazed fruit and small models of American cars.

			My father spoke fluent German, having visited Berlin several times. He followed the events in Germany with growing concern. As an historian with first-hand knowledge of politics he used his speaking-­engagements around Norway before the war to emphasize the need to build up Norway’s military defence. His warnings about the threat of war were sometimes so unpopular that he was shouted down at large public meetings and was even pelted with eggs and tomatoes. The day Germany effected its forced Anschluss with Austria in October 1938, I was sitting on his lap listening to Hitler’s radio speech in Vienna, and my father said, “This you will remember as long as you live!” I was already keeping a diary that included maps of the Spanish Civil War and notes like the telling event when my parents sent our rucksacks and blankets to support the Finns who were fighting the mighty Russia. 
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			Stone beach near the author’s childhood home at Lista on the southern tip of Norway. – Although it was dangerous and strictly off limits, due to frequent shootings between attacking British airplanes and local German flak, I used to stroll by the sea, wondering about the world out there.

			Christmas 1938 marks the start of a lifelong hobby of mine: polar exploration. My grandmother gave me a leather bound two-volume edition of Fridtjof Nansen’s “Farthest North”. In January 1941 when the weather was too harsh to walk to school, I wrote a long school essay, “An Entertaining Book”, about Nansen for which I received good marks from my father.

			For health reasons – I suffered from bronchitis – I stayed with my grandmother in a valley near Gjøvik in mid-Norway from September 1939 to April 1940, where I had to learn a very different dialect and to face up to a tougher and much larger school. I was regarded as a southern “sissy” and had to stand up to a class full of tough boys who also “taught” me ski-jumping. I learnt to stand my ground to bullies, not telling anyone, including my grandmother and aunt.

			My father was travelling on a speaking tour when, in April 1940 my mother came to bring me home to Lista. On the 7th April she heard the news on the radio that the ship “Rio de Janeiro” full of German soldiers had gone aground outside Flekkefjord, close to Lista. She packed our bags and we returned by train via Oslo to Kristiansand where we arrived early in the morning of 9th April 1940, the day Germany attacked Norway. I remember leaving the train to the sound of exploding bombs and shouting to my mother “Look at that!” It was a German bomber. We left on a bus going via Mandal to Farsund, and on the way out of town we heard a huge explosion. Later we were told that it was a direct hit by German bombs that blew up the big nickel works owned by Falconbridge of Canada.

			After some two months’ heavy resistance, especially in the North, the Norwegian forces surrendered on the 7th of June. King Haakon and key members of the cabinet and the parliament – including the president of the Storting, C.J. Hambro – managed to escape to England after a long and risky journey by train and car to the large fishing town of Ålesund on the West coast. There HMS “Glasgow” and HMS “Devonshire” together with 13 Norwegian naval vessels waited to take them and six hundred other Norwegians to safety in Scotland. They managed to bring with them some heavy cases with documents and, importantly, the Bank of Norway’s gold reserves.

			My father had himself arrived in Ålesund at the time when my mother and I arrived at our farm at Lista. My younger brother and sister were hiding under the kitchen sink and our scared young nanny was curled up in a large chair in the lounge. From the bedroom window I watched German bomber formations flying past so low that I could see the faces of the pilots. Their target was Sola, the main airport near Stavanger.

			Naturally my memories from this extraordinary home-coming remain very strong and clear. When my mother tried to get money from our account in the savings bank in Vanse, a small village, she was told on the telephone that my parents’ bank account had been blocked by the new Government appointed by the Germans. Quisling’s hour had come.

			With no money and no knowledge of my father’s whereabouts, there was only one thing to do. I was the proud owner of a bicycle and a small rucksack which had not been given to the Finns. I filled it with peat to protect the eggs I collected from the hen-house in the barn. The purpose was also to hide them from German soldiers, who within days had occupied the farm next to us. They stopped me, asking for “Eier”, and opened my rucksack, but the peat did the trick. Next stop on my mission was our local grocer after a ride of some ten minutes. Politely I ordered butter, bread, sugar and other necessities from a list written by my mother, and when the shopkeeper added up the bill I said, “How many eggs do you need to pay for the goods?” This was the first time I was involved in bartering, and as success breeds success I quickly learnt how to make the best of it. In retrospect it was probably a useful start on a learning curve for a future merchant banker. Being friendly and polite and well known to our neighbours, I brought home the essentials, such as milk, meat and flour. We had a vegetable garden, and a potato cellar, but the winter was not over. I enjoyed being a member of a club of some eight boys aged 9 to 12, but when I asked my mother for 45 øre to buy a club badge, she sat down and wept. “I have no money left.” I made a solemn promise for myself that for the rest of my life I would never again get into a situation where I did not have any cash.

			Weeks passed with no news about my father, and we prepared the vegetable beds. My grandmother sent us some money through the post office. At the end of May we had a telephone from a hospital in Lillehammer telling mother that my father was in a hospital ward, having suffered a concussion after a car accident travelling south from Ålesund. One morning in June I woke up and saw my father’s thin face smiling to me.

			We were surrounded by Germans who were setting up anti-aircraft batteries to protect their bombers against daily sorties by Spitfires. Lista was just within reach of Spitfires based in Scotland. I watched many a dogfight from my bedroom window, and after the attacks I rushed out with other members of our club to find shrapnel and very useful parachute cloth and lines. During air attacks my father sent us children into hiding, and at night we had to sleep under the dining room furniture as we had no cellar. The risk of shrapnel and machine gun fire was very real. 
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			My father, Realph Norland, was Secretary in the Conservative Party and chief editor of the daily Tønsbergs Blad.

			My father had read books about gardening, and sheltered behind our trees he grew a multitude of vegetables. He bought a couple of sheep whom he named Dorothea and Theodora, and a pig called Pontoppidan, and we settled down as a small farming family. My father continued working on his book. I went to school, played with my friends and continued my regular bartering rounds. The air attacks by Spitfires intensified, so we had to be evacuated inland for a few weeks to a place near Farsund.

			By the spring of 1941 the situation became so dangerous that my father decided to move from Lista. My grandmother had again sent some money, and my father managed to hire a small fishing boat for our furniture and belongings. In June 1941 we left the house and set out by train for my grandmother’s house near Gjøvik. During the summer we received a letter telling us that our home had been destroyed by machine gun fire from Spitfires two weeks after we had moved.

			My father had found a house we could rent near a beach on the Oslo-fjord, some five miles outside Tønsberg, the oldest town in Norway, known for its shipping and whaling industries. The house was surrounded by trees and small summer cottages. Unlike many of our neighbours we were never “visited” by German soldiers who used to make sudden surprise visits to ransack farms and houses looking for radios, weapons and suspicious material, even tearing up all books they found. My father had hidden special papers in metal boxes in our new vegetable garden. He also grew tobacco, Burnley, as he was a life-long smoker, and the parachute lines from Lista were ideal for hanging the leaves to dry in a shed.

			He kept busy writing his book, for which he continued to receive some money in advance from political friends. He was also asked to write and distribute to carefully selected “subscribers” a news sheet containing special information mainly based on radio broadcasts from London, “The Voice of London”. The Germans had confiscated all private radios, but some receivers had been hidden away by the “home front”, the secret underground movement. My father never told anybody that a listening-post had been dug out in the woods belonging to a friendly farmer.

			Potatoes filled a gap under the turf covering a trap-door to a damp dug-out cellar room with a ladder. My father wrote the “illegal” newspaper on his Underwood typewriter with copies that could be duplicated on a printer hidden under the pigsty on another farm nearby. I was, of course, never told about the potato cellar or the pigsty printer.

			I earned my pocket money by looking after our chicken and rabbits and by distributing the “illegal” newspaper under strict orders to hand the paper to individuals whom I had memorised from a list which my father burnt. In no circumstances must anybody else see me delivering the paper. I learnt some important lessons – to keep a secret and never to talk out of turn to anybody or to behave suspiciously. I had the bunch of papers in the side-bag fixed to my bicycle and usually had a 4-litre container with me on the handle-bar in order to buy or be given milk. If the person I wanted was not at home, I would chat, play with other children or dogs and cats, or ask for permission to collect some fallen-down fruit and do anything else that came to mind.

			I went to a small, local school every other day and completed my primary education in 1944. Twice a week I had to cycle to another school further away for obligatory German lessons. In August 1944 I joined the main Secondary School in Tønsberg. Our home stood close to the beach and was quite unhealthy to live in during the winter, sometimes with water flooding in the cellar. My brother and I were often ill with colds and bronchitis, and both of us had to learn to study and write homework under our own steam due to long absences from school. This installed a useful discipline in us at a young age, since these years with no radio or cinema made us avid readers. I absorbed the classics in my father’s library – Norwegian authors, the great Russians such as Dostojevski, Chekov and the marvellous “War and Peace” by Tolstoy, as well as my favourites “Ivanhoe” and “The Three Musketeers”. My mother and I became mental travellers and played games of finding and remembering geographical names around the globe.

			Every evening my father read aloud from books for the family with C.S. Forester’s “Captain Hornblower” being especially popular. First he read a fairy tale from H.C. Andersen for the benefit of my young sister. My war-time diaries contain a detailed précis of the three Hornblower volumes as well as a list of classmates who were away ill, and details of what we had to eat, including the marvellous Swedish soup sent from Sweden as gifts to be served to children in Norwegian schools. Hanging on my satchel was a pint-sized tin and a large spoon for the soup and a helping of cod-liver oil. There was little money and I remember selling my father’s fishing rod and equipment in Tønsberg.

			There were some 300,000 German soldiers in Norway during the occupation, and the regular German army, the Wehrmacht, was most of the time well behaved, having been indoctrinated with the tale that Germany had saved Norway from being occupied by England and that we Norwegians also were “arians”. The dreaded SS was something else altogether, and Quisling’s Norwegian nazi-followers were forever snooping and reporting “home-front activities” to the Germans.

			Occupation ends 7th of May 1945

			When the war ended 7th May 1945 my father immediately took over the job as editor of the main conservative paper in Tønsberg, “Tønsbergs Blad”. He cycled to work, and wrote leading articles, especially about the need to remember that Norway was once again a free democracy and therefore had to act according to the Norwegian Constitution and laws. It was hard for many Norwegians who had suffered during the war or had lost family members killed or transported to German prisons, to abstain from retaliation against the Quislings or Nazi supporters.

			His leading articles upset many in the “home front”. A few days after the war ended, four home front “soldiers” forced their way into the editor’s office where my father was sitting behind his desk. They pointed their rifles at him and demanded that he should print a with­drawal of the warnings he had written. My father got up from his chair and with a stern and loud voice said “Get out, immediately. And I shall report this incident on the front page in tomorrow’s paper!” I remember my mother was concerned about our safety afterwards, but nothing serious happened apart from some shouting outside our house and comments in socialist newspapers.

			A cousin of mine in the resistance movement discovered in May 1945 that my father and many of his friends to whom I had delivered the “illegal” newspaper were on a list of names due to be arrested.

			Education in Norway between 1945 and 1950

			As an editor, my father received many of the new books published about the war and its after-effects. I absorbed many of these books, mostly Swedish and later Norwegian translations, including biographies of Eisenhower and de Gaulle and I still have strong impressions from Koestlers “Darkness at Noon” and Kravchenko’s “I chose freedom”.

			The impact of the war and the occupation and reading about the devastations and bitter fights in Europe made me decide to support initiatives being organised to ensure that there would never again be a major war within Europe. This burning desire has remained with me ever since and is the reason why I have always believed in and actively worked for a European Union, a conviction I shall describe later.

			After matriculation in June 1948 I had hoped to study medicine, but my exam results were not good enough. University studies were and are free in Norway, but the competition for entry was fierce, especially because the demand for places included young people coming back after having been abroad during the war. Many of them had served in the allied forces or on merchant ships, and quite a few had survived the German prison camps.

			I decided to join a Secondary Commercial one-year class for students who had passed the main Secondary examinations. I found the subjects not only interesting but well suited to my abilities. My favourite subject was mathematics and the commercial applications of account­ing and book-keeping. I graduated with distinction and discarded my thoughts about studying medicine, I now wanted to go to the Norwegian School of Economics and Business Administration (NHH) in Bergen, which at that time was Norway’s only university specialising in economics and commercial subjects. Competition for entry was tough, only 50 new students were admitted each year for the three-year university studies. I was recommended first to get some practice in a suitable job for one year, and as I had been disqualified for the compulsory national service due to short-sightedness and a history of bronchitis, I applied for a job in a local bank.

			Tønsbergs Sparebank and the whaling industry

			Tønsbergs Sparebank, the leading savings bank in Tønsberg, accepted me as a trainee for one year from August 1949 at the princely salary of 300 kroner per month. My banking career started there and then. As the bank had only some thirty employees, I had ample opportunities to learn the practical side of retail banking. I had to deal with people at all levels of society, which I found both easy and natural because of my experiences during the war. Norway has no aristocracy and only a handful of private schools.

			As the newcomer I did many kinds of jobs, but the main one was initially to serve at the client counters. Each morning 24 ledgers were placed on tall desks, and neat handwriting was essential.

			I assisted old ladies visiting the vaults to check that their cash was still in their bank boxes – a natural wish after the banking collapses in the 1930ies and, of course, essential during the wartime. The biggest lesson for me was that every job in a bank is important and requires diligence and accuracy. “If a job is worth doing, it is worth doing well.” Tønsbergs Sparebank also granted loans to small industries and for the fitting out of whaling ships and supplies to the whaling industry, including companies like the Salvesen Group in Leith in Scotland and Hector Whaling in London. Both companies had offices in Tønsberg.

			Svend Foyn (1809–1894), “the Father of modern whaling”, was a famous shipowner and whaler. He became the richest man in Tønsberg when he succeeded, after years of trials, in developing the famous harpoon gun which revolutionized the killing of whales, first in Northern waters and later in the Antarctic.

			The whaling factory ships were built and financed abroad, but a majority of the whale chaser ships were built in the small county of Vestfold, with Tønsberg and Sandefjord being the principal whaling towns. A cluster of local yards and smaller industries repaired and equipped the fleets for the long whaling season in the Antarctic. The fleets sailed in September and returned the following April. Most of the officers, gunners and crews came from Vestfold.

			The whaling maritime industries, with many subcontractors and supply companies, were by far the largest and most important businesses in Vestfold. At the peak in 1950–51 Sandefjord had 6 and Tønsberg 2 whaling factory ships, and one was owned in Melsom in Larvik. The only factory ship from outside Vestfold was “Suderøy”, owned by Knut Knutsen OAS in Haugesund. Framnes Shipyard in Sandefjord built in total 63 whale boats (chasers) since 1902 and maintained or repaired most of them before every season.

			The Kaldnes Shipyard in Tønsberg built 82 whale boats, and together with some smaller shiyards outside Tønsberg they maintained and repaired the boats as well as servicing the two fleets belonging to Salvesen in Leith and Hector Whaling in London. I had the privilege of spending some time onboard their brand new factory ship “Balaena” when she came to Husøy, close to our home, in 1948.

			In his book “The History of Modern Whaling” the author Joh. Tønnesen tries to estimate the value of whaling between 1904 and 1968, and indicates a net contribution to Norway per annum of 95 million kroner. It is a remarkable fact that most of the whaling companies understood in time that they had to find new activities as the whale population became decimated. Many of them became leading shipping companies, with crude oil tankers being the most popular investment. The last Norwegian whaling factory ship to operate in the Antarctic was sold to Japan in 1971.

			Learning about banking

			I served many whalers, and I remember one great “gunner” whose pay cheque was over NOK 300,000. When he asked me what he should do with that great sum of money, I quite correctly referred him to our experienced chief cashier. The customer later came back to me and gave me 300 kroner “to buy a nice bouquet of flowers to each of the ladies in the bank”. I also had some contacts in whaling companies and related industries. I do have a “chip on the shoulder”, being the only boy from my primary school near Tønsberg who has not spent at least one season as a whaler in the Antarctic. I did, however, in 1950 apply for and accepted a job from September on a whaling factory-­ship, “Kosmos III”, belonging to the large Jahre-companies in Sandefjord. The well-paid whaling job would have fitted neatly in with my application to the NHH, the Commercial University in Bergen, where I hoped to be able to start in 1951. I was greatly surprised when in late July I was told that I had a place there from 1st September 1950 – and became the youngest student admitted after the war. Regrettably my dreams of whaling and seeing new countries and the Antarctic faded and I moved into digs in Bergen with a family in a flat near the university, where I stayed for three years. Bergen is not only a big city – in my eyes at least – but also a dream of culture and nature, sur­rounded by seven mountains, a city utterly different to Oslo and Tønsberg because of its environment and history. The city faces west to the Atlantic Ocean with a thriving shipping and trading business. It was more natural to travel by ship to Scotland and England from Bergen than to Oslo, although a railway to the capital was completed in 1909.

			On the first September day at the university, the dean, Mr. Ingvar Wedervang, an impressive, elderly professor, addressed the students, 150 in total, including two girls, in the big lecture hall. The students came from all over Norway, with a wonderful mixture of dialects, and the dean asked, “Anybody from Fredrikstad?” Nobody answered. “Anybody from Tønsberg?” and I had to raise my arm. “Well, you have the second worst dialect in Norway and have to curb your local slang.” I blessed my father who had always insisted that I should speak the official riksmål (without local dialect or slang) at home during the time I went to school in many different parts of Norway. (Norway has two official languages, one called riksmål and the other “new Norwegian” or “landsmål”, prevalent in the many dialects in large parts of Norway outside the bigger towns.) I passed this first test easily, and I was fortunate with most of my tutors and professors.

			I applied for and was granted a loan of 2500 kroner per year from the State Loan Institute for Students. My plan was to work, possibly in Tønsbergs Sparebank during all the holidays. The war years had not exactly spoilt me, so I had no money problems and always kept a reserve in my bank account.

			The three university years were among the happiest in my life, free as a bird and enjoying everything. My father had advised me to think hard before I said no to a challenge, and that advice I have followed to this day. Perhaps misjudged at times, but it has always widened my horizon and experience.

			In Tønsberg I had become a reasonably able tennis player, but rainy Bergen stopped my further progress. Instead I enjoyed walking and skiing in the mountains and spending time, perhaps too much, with other students at a lovely country cabin belonging to the NHH some distance from town with good skiing during the winter. I met my future wife, Gerd Andenæs, at a students’ ball three weeks after my arrival in Bergen. She was just as fond of mountain walks and dreaming about seeing the world as I was. Our wedding was in the Bergen Cathedral in July 1955. 
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			NHH, the Norwegian Commercial University in Bergen – the old building (1904–1963).

			In my second year I volunteered for the position as treasurer of the Students union, comprising the NHH and the much larger general University of Bergen. The committee was the most radical/socialist group of people I had ever dealt with. My upbringing at home had been dominated by intellectual talk and conservative politics. My main task was to handle the finances of the union. I quickly estab­lished myself as a strong disciplinarian. I started by making myself unpopular amongst the easy going and spendthrift committee members and their friends when at the evening meal after my election I walked round the table collecting money to cover the cost of the meal and drinks. Fortunately, the attitude of the others turned into respect as the union gradually paid back old debts and built up a solid position. Worse, some members criticized my interference with their own political ambitions, such as my veto against inviting a group of communist students from Moscow to a big social event. Oslo and Trondheim had agreed, and the refusal from Bergen caught the newspapers’ attention.

			In 1952 I was interviewed on behalf of Statistisk Sentralbyrå, the Norwegian public office of statistics, to take part in a survey to assist in establishing an official Cost of Living Index. Respondents were to be selected in Bergen and elsewhere, based on a random choice. Many students applied for the task, and I was among the six who were selected to interview 20 individuals or families each of us. A large, detailed questionnaire had to be filled in, and the test was to ensure, if pos­sible, that the difference between total annual income and the sum of expenditure and savings was within about 5 percent. We had a letter signed by the managing director of the statistics bureau confirming that the information was confidential and would not be used in any way for other purposes, as for instance the Inland Revenue. It was an interesting exercise in meeting people from all walks of life and making them feel confident enough to trust the interviewer and the rather penetrating and personal questions. I succeeded in complet­ing all my 20 interviews and got the time spent down for each family to under two hours. It helped, of course, that living conditions were relatively simple and basic during the first ten or so years after the war. Persuasion was, however, needed, and in one case where a postman and his family had spent far more money than he earned, he finally disclosed that about ten percent of his earn­ings were undeclared tips from the richest business area in town.

			The bureau paid me a neat fee which I spent on some new clothes, and it also was a rather touching and welcome bonus that during the visits to the families I was served some nice sandwiches or cakes and coffee.

			At one of the final exams at the university I had 6 hours to write an exam paper evaluating the social services and national insurance in Norway, most of which had been introduced by the Labour government after the war. I realised then that I had been taking a number of curriculum subjects too lightly, but fortunately I had been a regular reader of leading newspapers in our reading room. To my surprise I got top marks for my paper. My professor stopped me on the stairs after the results had been declared and said, “Your terminology was different to the syllabus; did you read any of the recommended books or attend any of the relevant lectures?” The answer was no. To me that clinched my faith in university education.

			I spent all my holidays working in Tønsbergs Sparebank. At Christmas I added up all the deposit accounts for the year end on the only accounting machine available in the bank, a huge Burroughs. In the summer I stepped in for people on holidays, rapidly increasing my knowledge of banking. On one occasion I served as the head book-keeper and after closing at three o’clock, at the request of the managing director, I changed into the black silk jacket of our auditor, who was ill, and with a red pen ticked off the work I and others had done during the day.

			Nobody said anything to the Central Banking Inspector in Oslo.

			As my special subject at the university I had chosen the City of London. With the help of the managing director in Tønsbergs Sparebank I applied in 1952 for a job at Hambros Bank in London from the summer of 1953 – to start to realise my dream of seeing the world after the long years of isolation in my own small country. My exam results were good, but not outstanding. At the request of my father, C.J. Hambro, the chairman of the Conservative party, a distant cousin of the Hambro dynasty in London, wrote to the bank’s chairman Olaf Hambro.

			“Oslo, January 12th 1952.

			Stortinget.

			Personal.

			Mr. Olaf Hambro,

			London.

			Dear Olaf.

			I take the liberty to recommend to you for work in your bank Mr. Otto Realf Norland of Tønsberg. He is a very gifted and most capable young man of the highest integrity and should have a great career in Norway. Both his father and his uncle, Mr. Andreas Norland, have been very prominent workers in the conservative party, and the young man who is very warmly recommended by all those connected with him, is also a conservative, although, he is not active in any organisation. I have no doubt that he is one of those young men who will give great satisfaction whereever he is doing his work.

			I take the opportunity of sending to you and Jocelyn my very best wishes for the new year, which I hope may give me an opportunity of meeting you personally either in Norway or in England.

			Yours most sincerely,

			C. J. Hambro.”

			I received a copy of the answer from Olaf’s son Jocelyn Hambro, a managing director, that they would employ me as a student trainee, provided I could start work early in July 1953.
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