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Some aspects of shipbroking won’t work on the web. By Mike Robson of Shippingbabes.com

PHOTO flirting.jpg

Caption Don’t think this will work on the web 

One of the benefits of the Shipbroking lifestyle is that there is a certain amount of entertaining to be done, clients who need a little "ice cream" now and then, visitors from far away places, meetings to go to, seminars to attend and throughout all of this, somebody else is footing the bill.
During these interludes, the Coarse Shipbroker has the opportunity to flex a little "money-muscle" and entertain in places he would otherwise not be in a position to patronise and where he can cast his largesse to those less fortunate. These are usually to ladies too poor to be able to afford clothes and who sometimes do not even have a place to sleep. 

Whilst this area of entertainment is a little alien to me, I have heard that like other shipbroking practices, there are some real masters of "The Game". 
Some years ago, the operator for whom I was gunslinging had a particularly close relationship with two prominent Greek ship owners, their London representative and his preferred broker (who also happened to be my mentor in numerous areas of the coarse shipbroking life). 
Many vessels had been fixed over the years for considerable periods and at the time of this anecdote, another was being negotiated; a 110,000-deadweight bulker for a three-year period, which was to be used to service an enormous iron ore, contract with an equally enormous client. 
The action took place in the infamous Trader Vic’s in the basement of The Plaza Hotel in New York. In attendance were the two, very similar looking Greek Shipowners, their London representative, his preferred broker, the chartering manager and marketing director from the charterers and the charterer’s preferred broker, who was footing the bill . . . 
The amassed company were approaching the end of their fifth drinking concoction when the deal was struck, the vessel was fixed for three years outright, no subs, and with that out of the way the serious camaraderie and bonding could commence. 

Some minor episodes were reported, including the owner’s representative sleeping, one of the owners immersing the charterer’s director in his drink. However the coup de grace came when the charterer’s broker passed a bank of telephones on his way to expel the superfluous elements of his drinks. At the bank of phones was a lady. Conversation began. 
As it happened, the lady was at that time unemployed. Being something of a philanthropist, the shipbroker suggested that if she knew any "party pieces" to entertain his guests, he would gladly pay her something better than minimum wage. 

A wadge of cash changed hands and the lady joined the group, whom by this time were two thirds of the way down their second bottle of Napoleon. According to the charterer’s broker, the lady lost a contact lens and went under the table to retrieve it. The nightspot did have particularly long tablecloths so unfortunately, she was lost under the table for some time. 

It was at this point that several of the participants suffered sudden shivers, or at least that is how it appeared from above the table; being curious over this phenomenon and wishing to help find the lost lens, one of the Greek owners slid as gracefully as possible under the table where he suffered a completely unexplained loss of his trousers and had to remain there for a considerable amount of time. 

The rest of the evening is clouded in the mists of time, however, not so the next day.

The participants tried to recap the terms of the fixture which was difficult, but eventually accomplished; it was at this point that the full description of the vessel was inserted and the recap was sent to the charterers in the time honoured manner. 

Upon receipt of the recap, the charterers observed what they believed to be a typographical error. "Distance: waterline to top of highest fixed point – 141 feet." This could not possibly have been correct since the trade for which the vessel was intended required passing under a bridge, the height of which was 138 feet. 

Much discussion ensued, the outcome of which was the presentation to the owners of a brand new hacksaw. The vessel never traded in her intended employment during the entire three years. 
The reader will observe that all the participants were professional enough to get the business done before the introduction of feminine guile – this is a key to success, so long as you measure the ship before you fix it for three years.

SUBHEAD

Entertaining a client
Sometimes the Coarse Shipbroker finds that in "entertaining a client", rather more money than he recalled at the time has been expended. A colleague of mine once signed a credit card slip, which he tendered to the chartering manager in his expense report as "Drinks with . . . . . (one person)". 

The chartering manager was very swift and noticed that the "drinks" cost something in excess of $1,600. A query to the broker as to whether any form of intercourse had been involved received a resounding and indignant reply in the negative. You see, if you deny anything vehemently enough, it never happened! 
I fell foul of something similar myself some years ago. After an excellent London shipbroker’s Christmas party a group of us went for a leisurely dinner at a prominent SW1 eatery. Very nice, very civilized, very sensible, nary a female in sight and whilst the bill, including port, came to something over five hundred pounds, nobody had done anything they would blush about the following day. 

While waiting for a taxi, a Norwegian Coarse Shipbroker of considerable reputation suggested "one for the road". Whilst I had already joined the "band of hope," I was not especially tired and went along for the ride. 
Those of you familiar with The Stork Club in London will at this point guffaw with gusto. I had never heard of it at the time and it was the suggestion of my companion who clearly owned at least some portion of the establishment. 

We went in (twenty quid a pop). Went to the bar, where there were 300 men in 12 square feet through which small oriental ladies threaded themselves at knacker-height. I had a coke, my companion had gin and tonic, costing about ten pounds each. 

The bar was so uncomfortable that two oriental ladies suggested that we might be more comfortable at one of the tables and that they would, in return, allow us to buy them champagne and a shrimp dinner whilst watching the floor show. 

The brain-light was slowly illuminating at this point but my companion was apparently in Nirvana and so I sipped my warm coke and made polite conversation with "Jade" who came from Hong Kong via Essex. 
As the evening progressed (it was now around 4 a.m.) it transpired that the ladies had never seen a flat in Covent Garden (where I was fortunate enough to live at the time) and my companion graciously offered to show them it despite never having seen it himself. 

I backed away from this somewhat; sobriety has many virtues, one of which is recognizing the difference between "doing rather well" and a hooker. So Jade returned to the oriental enclave of Essex and the Norwegian and I resolved to settle the bill and retire to my place for a nightcap.
The invoice arrived and my companion grabbed it but. . . . .Quelle horreur! He had left his wallet in his other suit. That evening cost me eight hundred pounds. It took me six months to slip that through the system in dribs and drabs. 

SUBHEAD

Brief encounters
As we are all aware, Coarse Shipbroking requires participants to engage in a great deal of social interaction. Like any similarly addictive commodity, if there is nobody around to entertain, then the shipbroker is compelled to practice his art in the company of his peers. This is akin to exercising or training and is as much a duty as an obsession. 
With no client to temper the quality of the proceedings, this kind of practice can get a little out of hand and take turns that could cause embarrassment and even legal action or financial ruin.
I recall an occasion where a colleague and I had worked late and felt that we deserved a reviving beverage as a transition between working a mile a minute and being comatose. We repaired to a local hostelry and as we entered espied a broker friend at the bar in the company of an extremely attractive lady. The lady was smoothing wrinkles out of his shirt in a very careful manner using both hands to slowly massage them out of the fabric of his shirt. 
Loyalty only goes so far. The competitive nature of shipbrokers often means that ones friends are the most likely to be found "hitting" upon ones love interest when one has been unavoidably detained or popped out. 

We approached the bar and he saw us, jumped about two feet off his stool and started to splutter "H-H-Hi lads . . . . .This is er er er my er er er interior decorator!"
