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FOREWCORD

The fall of the Berlin wall and the end of the Cold War narked the

beginning of a period which has seen an wunprecedented crisis
systematically unfold within the intelligence services of Britain and
many other countries. These events - which M6 and the CA
comprehensively failed to predict - destroyed much of the raison d “tre
of both M6 and M5, its domestic counterpart. Organisations which had
been created and forned primarily in response to the perceived and
actual threats fromthe Soviet bloc could not easily adapt to the new
ci rcunstances. \What use now for hundreds of Soviet specialists, of
peopl e who had built up a conprehensive expertise on every tw st and
turn in the Kremin? O for those who had spent years building files on
subversives and fellow travellers? New conditions require new
solutions. But as the world changes and enters a much less certain
future, no longer dominated by the two great power blocs, Britain's
security services have notably failed to discover a new role for
t hensel ves.
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Despite nmoving into new territories, such as anti-proliferation and
conmbating crime, whether it be noney |aundering or drug snuggling, the
evi dence is that these activities are seen within the security services
as being rather distasteful, like a once well-to-do lady taking in
washi ng. But the world has inpinged. The old order no |onger exists.
Secrecy can no | onger be regarded as an absolute in an era of human
rights and freedom of information. It is hardly, therefore, surprising
that M5, M6 and their |ess well-known sister agencies have all cone
under increasing scrutiny in the last three or four years. As a
journalist, it is hard to think of a tinme when so nuch has appeared in
print about the security services.

Those seeking reform in Witehall have, until recently, trodden a
lonely path. The security community has anply denonstrated its
continuing grip on the levers of power. The British governnent, no
matter of which political hue, has single-nindedly pursued fornmer
intelligence officials, journalists and their publications in what has
becone a vain attenpt to stop information reaching the public donain.
Ri chard Tominson is not the only person to have been hounded and
harassed by the security services and Special Branch. David Shayler and
Anni e Machon, 'Martin Ingrans', Liam C arke, N gel Wlde, Martin
Bright, Tony GCeraghty, Ed Ml oney, Julie-Ann Davies and Janes Steen
have all been subject to injunctions, police raids and threats of
i mprisonment. This is not a conprehensive list. In court hearings which
led to the Sunday Times winning the right to publish extracts fromthis
book once it was in the public domain, | found nyself in the
unconfortabl e position of being accused in a witness statenent witten
by an anonynous senior member of M 6. This person produced no evidence
other than to say his information came from 'secret sources'. The
Master of the Rolls, Lord Phillips, rejected these allegations,
referring to them disparagingly as 'specul ative possibilities'.

It is clear that Britain's laws are out-of-date. Mst denocracies
around the world have adopted internationally accepted standards of
freedom of expression and freedom of access to information. In Britain
the |l evel of public accountability of the security services is zero. As
Ri chard Tom inson spells out in this book, referring to the head of
M6, 'No one can tell the Boss what to do.' The Parliamentary
Intelligence and Security Conmittee, accountable only to the Prine
M nister, offers the barest of fig leaves to cover this |ack of
scrutiny. Conpare this to the United States, where several years ago |
sat and listened to a potential director of the CIA be exanmined in
public by senators. The use of such procedures has not, as far as |
know, weakened denvocracy.

Ri chard Tom i nson has been criticised for the suggestion that he nmay
reveal state secrets. There are several points to nake in response.
First, M6 has had six years to conduct the npbst thorough security
audit on everything once connected with his work. It is unlikely that
they will have left any | oose ends. Second, the real objection by M6
to this book is not what secrets he may have accidentally |eaked. His
account of his time since leaving M6 is infinitely nore damaging to
the service than any possible secrets the book may reveal to a hostile
intelligence service. While it may be interesting to read about the
| atest giznmo devel oped by @s real-life equivalent, or derring-do in
di stant |ands, far nore can be gl eaned about the internal state of
affairs within M6 by the fact that for five years it has been unable
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to settle what was effectively a personnel issue. Its vindictive
pursuit of a former high-flyer throughout the courts of the world - at
a cost of mllions of pounds to the taxpayer - reveals an organisation

whi ch has not got its priorities right.

Despite his experiences, Richard Tominson has renained renmarkably
human. He has shown great resilience, despite nunmerous arrests, renoval
of his personal property and off-the-record briefings by his fornmer
enmpl oyers to gullible journalists who have printed extravagant stories
about him w thout bothering to check the facts.

Significantly, this book reveals that M6 regularly sends its officers
into the field under journalistic cover, a practice which is banned in
many countries, including the United States. The unheal thy rel ationship
between M6 and journalists is only one of many issues raised by The
Bi g Breach.

Now that the book is out, it cannot be right for M6 to continue its
campai gn agai nst Richard Tomlinson. Far better it should put in place
the reforns which will ensure such a debacl enever takes place again. No
nodern denocracy can allow a secret organi sati on spendi ng hundreds of
mllions of pounds every year to exist free from oversight and
oblivious to its public responsibilities.

Ni ck Fiel ding
Sunday Ti mes
February 2001

PROL OGUE

| n order to protect their identities, the names of all serving M6

of ficers have been changed except those of the Chiefs, who have been
publicly declared by M6 thenselves. The names of other private
i ndi vidual s have been changed, except where they have been widely
reported in the press or have specifically given perm ssion for their
real nanes to be used. Details of the M6 operations described have
al so been altered.

1. TARCGETI NG
AUGUST 1976
NORTHERN ENGLAND

There was just enough natural light filtering through the skylight to

work. It was quiet, except for the gentle cooing of pigeons and the
occasional flit of swallows |leaving their nests in the rafters to hunt
insects in the evening air. Leaning over the heavily scarred oak
wor kbench, | carefully ground the granul ated weed-killer into a fine
white powder with a nortar and pestle inprovised from an old gl ass
ashtray and a six-inch bolt. A brief visit to the town library had
provided the correct stochastic ratio for the explosive reaction
bet ween sodi um hyper-chlorate and sucrose. Wth a rusty set of kitchen
scales | wei ghed out the correct amount of sugar and ground that down
too. The old one-inch copper pipe was already prepared, one end crinped
up using a vice, and a pencil-sized hole drilled into its nidpoint and
covered with a strip of masking tape. Al that remained was to mx the
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two white powders, tip a few grammes into the pipe and tanp it down
with a wooden dowel. When the tube was full, | gingerly crinped down
the other end - too much violence could cause the mxture to detonate
prematurely. Laying out a couple of feet of two-inch masking tape

sticky side wuppernost, | <carefully sprinkled out a line of the
remai ning white powder along its length, then rolled it up like a |long
cigarette. If thin and |oosely packed, the fuse would burn slowy
enough to let me reach cover. Rolling up the leg of ny jeans, | taped
the device to ny shin with a couple of strips of nmasking tape,
conceal ed the fuse in nmy sock and slipped out of the barn.

Dusk was falling on the village. Mst of the popul ation were indoors
eating their evening neal and the road through the settlenment was enpty
except for a few old cars parked at the side. There had been no rain
for many nonths and the grass verges were parched white. | hurried past
the small post office, carefully scanning the second-fl oor wi ndows. The
net curtains didn't twitch, suggesting that the grunpy postmaster
hadn't spotted ne.

The handful of m ddl e-aged drinkers in the corner bar, probably farners
judgi ng by their ruddy conpl exi ons and outdoor clothing, didn't |ook up

fromtheir drinks as | passed the wi ndow. Slipping round the side |
hurried down the short hill to the red sandstone bridge across the
river. A man was walking his dog towards ne, but they paid no
attention. G ancing over the parapet to check the river, | saw the
normally swift, deep waters were slowed to a trickle between a series
of pools, still except for the occasional trout rising for a fly.

Checking once nore to ensure no one was watching, | slipped over the

parapet and dropped out of sight. There were three arches to the
bri dge, supported on two snall buttressed islands. Under the first arch
there was a broad | edge, heavily scoured by the floods which cane every
winter. | clanbered over the barbed wire fence built to prevent sheep
fromthe neighbouring field strayi ng underneath and dropped to ny hands
and knees to squeeze up to the stonework. | waited for a few m nutes,
listening - it wasn't too late to abort. Distant wood pigeons cooed
gently and a nearby herd of sheep bleated sporadically. A car passed
over head, but that was the only sound of human activity.

Pulling up ny trouser leg, | unstrapped the inprovised expl osive device
and scraped at the river gravel under the arch with a piece of
dri ftwood, creating a hole |large enough to bury the pipe-bonb agai nst
the foundati ons. A quick tug renoved the tape masking the hole in the
tube and | inserted the fuse. A last check around confirmed that no one
was wat chi ng.

Wth one flick, the Zippo's flane ignited the touchpaper. | watched for
a monent, ensuring it was fizzling soundly, and scanpered. There was
just enough tine to reach the cover of a fallen elmtrunk before the
device blew with a resoundi ng bang that was nmuch | ouder than expected.
A famly of ducks quacked away from the cover of sone reeds on the
muddy bank and the cooing of the wood pigeons abruptly halted.

G ngerly, just as the echo rolled back from the fellsides of the
valley, | enmerged from my cover to inspect the damage. The dust was
still settling, but the bridge was standing. | smled with excitenent.
It was easily my best bang of the summer - jolly good fun for a 13-
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year-old. | set off for hone at the double, hoping the grunpy
postmaster wouldn't collar me as | passed his house.

Fat her was from a Lancashire farmng famly and net ny nother while
studying agriculture at Newcastle University. In 1962 they emigrated to
New Zeal and with their son, Matthew, who was then less than a year old.
Fat her got a job with the New Zeal and M nistry of Agriculture as a farm
adviser in Hamilton, North Island. | was born in 1963 shortly after
their arrival; then in 1964 came Jonathan, my younger brother. New
Zeal and was an idyllic place to bring up a young family - good climate,
peaceful, plenty of space - and Father wanted to stay, but ny nother
wanted us to be educated in Engl and.

On our return in 1968 ny father found work as an agricul tural adviser
in what was then called the county of Cumberland. My parents started
house hunting in the area and discovered an old coachhouse that they
both liked in a village a few mles north of Penrith. The house was not
very large and was in a ranshackle condition, but it had a big garden
contai ni ng some spaci ous outbuildings. My nother liked the |arge garden
that woul d give her three young sons plenty of roomto play. My father
was keen on DIY and building, and saw plenty of scope for inprovenent.
They scraped together the noney they had and nortgaged thenselves to
the hilt to buy it and we noved in shortly after ny fifth birthday. My
not her started work as a biology teacher in a conprehensive school in
the market town of Penrith.

At first ny brothers and | attended l|ocal primry schools, but ny
parents wanted a better education for us than that provided by the
secondary schools in the area. Mtthew, being the eldest, sat the
entrance exans for nearby private schools and won a scholarship to
Barnard Castle, an independent boarding school near Durham in north-
east England. He started there in 1972 and | followed the year after,
also with a scholarship, then Jonathan two years later. Despite free
tuition, it was still a considerable financial sacrifice for ny parents
to pay the school fees every year. It nust have been quite an enotiona
sacrifice for themtoo, because we all hated the pl ace.

Barnard Castle school was very sport-oriented, particularly towards
rugby. | scraped into the school rugby and swiming teans a few tines
as a junior, but lost interest in later years. The disciplined regine
of boardi ng school was unpleasant. Life was dictated by bells - bells
for | essons, nmeals, prep, bedtine, |lights-out and chapel. There were a
few good times there, but nmy strongest nenories are of being cold
hungry and slightly bored. The daily chapel services - tw ce on Sundays
- were especially tedious.

The holi days made school bearable, particularly the I ong sumer break.
The River Eden ran through the village and many hours were spent with
the | ocal boys on the bridge, carving our initials into the parapet and
pul l'i ng wheelies on our bikes. In the sunmer we spent |ong afternoons
in the river, swinming and shooting the rapids on old inner tubes.
Everything nechanical interested me and nmany happy hours were spent
tinkering in ny father's workshop in the big barn next to our house,
fiddling with his tools and getting filthy dirty. Wth ny father, |
built a go-kart frombits of scrap-netal and an old Briggs & Stratton
bail - el evator engine rescued from a nearby farnmyard, and used it to
tear up nmy nother's lawn. The go-kart was joined by an old Lanbretta
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scooter, also imediately pulled to bits and rebuilt. There wasn't
enough room in the garden to get it beyond third gear, so when ny
parents were out one day, | took it out on to the village road to see
how fast it would go. | nearly crashed it into the grunpy postmaster's
car and had to endure years of grudges from him

Returning to boarding school at the end of the holidays was grim
Unlike my brothers, who both left after O levels to study at the | oca

conmpr ehensive school, | stuck it out for A-levels. The school didn't
much cater for my interests and | was often in trouble for seeking
stimulation from wunapproved activities. W had a cheerfully

irresponsible A-level chem stry teacher, M Chadw ck, who one organic
chem stry | esson denonstrated the stupefying effect of ether by gassing
one of nmy classmates, Villiers, leaving him passed out on the floor of
the | aboratories. Chadw ck turned a blind eye while we stole bottles of
the chenmical fromthe |abs afterwards and got high sniffing it in the
school grounds. He al so taught us how to make expl osives, whose effects
he gl eefully denonstrated by bl owi ng up bonmbs behi nd the biol ogy | abs.
Villiers and | stole the ingredients to make our own bonbs in the sixth
form kitchens. Once we made nercury fulmnate, an unstabl e explosive
whi ch involved reacting deadly poi sonous nercury and cyani de. W boil ed
themup in an old saucepan which, to our delight, the school jock used
afterwards to make hinsel f scranbl ed eggs. | bunped into him many years
later in London, so it presunably didn't do him permanent harm

Though school was not always fun, | worked hard and won a schol arship
to study engineering at Canbridge University. The gap year was spent
working in South Africa for De Beers in a job arranged by ny father's
brother, a research scientist at the dianond nmining and manufacturing
firm The bright blue skies, open spaces of the high veldt, good food
and wine were a refreshing contrast to Barnard Castle. One of the
prerequi sites to study engineering at Canbridge was to | earn workshop
skills, so the first few nonths at De Beers were spent learning to
lathe, m 1l and weld. Then the firm gave ne a fun project.

Di anonds are created in nature by the intense pressure and tenperature
deep in the earth's crust metanorphosing raw carbon into di anonds. De
Beers theorised that dianmonds could be created artificially by the
i ntense but instantaneous tenperatures and pressures created in an
expl osi on, and they asked me to investigate. Several happy nonths were
spent designing and making increasingly large bonbs of plastic
expl osi ve, packed around a core of ground carbon. Wth the help of
demplition experts fromthe South African Defence Force, we detonated
them on ranges just outside Johannesburg, naking sone huge expl osi ons.
It was possible that we managed to nake a few dianonds, but we never
managed to find themin the huge craters left by the bonbs.

It was a wench to leave that job in the sumrer of 1981, but | was
| ooki ng forward to starting at Canbridge.
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2. CULTI VATI ON

FRI DAY, 8 JUNE 1984
GONVI LLE & CAIUS COLLEGE, CAMBRI DGE

A swelteri ng May week was drawing to a close and the rounds of drunken

garden parties that undergraduates organised to celebrate the end of
final exans were wi nding dowmm. My engineering tutor had just told ne at
the Caius College garden party that the faculty had awarded ne first
cl ass honours in my aeronautical engineering final exanms. Too nuch
Pi nms and the evening sun slanting into Gonville court were meking nme
drowsy as | returned to my roons.

“Tom i nson?' an unfam liar voice called frombehind. ~You' re Tonlinson,
aren't you?' | turned round to see Dr Christopher Pilchard, a tutor in
I aw, | eaning out of the open wi ndow of his ground-floor study. His face
was fam liar, but having never met himit was surprising that he knew
nmy name. He was notorious in the coll ege because of his ginger wig, the
result of a bicycle accident nmany years earlier which had caused all
his hair to fall out. Slightly tipsy, it was difficult to resist
casually examning his hairline for signs of it as he spoke.
“Tom i nson, have you thought about what you're going to do wth
yoursel f after you | eave?'

“Yes, sir,' | replied cautiously, wondering why he should be
i nterested.

“I"'mjoining the navy, the fleet air arm'

Pilchard snorted dismissively, as if he didn't approve of the mlitary.
“Listen, Tominson, if you ever change your nind, but would like to try
your hand at another form of government service, then let ne know.'
Wth that he ducked back into his study, taking care not to catch his
wig on the lip of the wi ndow sash.

Continuing on to ny roons, it felt flattering to have been approached.
For it had been a discreet invitation to join the British Secret
Intelligence Service, nore comonly referred to by its old wartine
nane, M®6. Every Oxford and Canbridge college and |eading British
university has a “talent spotter' |ike Pilchard, a don synpathetic to
M 6 who | ooks out for suitable recruits. The majority of M6 recruits
come this way fromthe two npst prestigious universities in Britain,
though it is not fool proof - Philby, Maclean and Burgess were all
recruited into M6 the same way.

Pilchard's approach was flattering but, clinmbing the creaky wooden
stairs to nmy digs at the top of D staircase, | decided not to pursue
the offer - for the nonent at |east. Having read a few John Le Carr,
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novel s, | reckoned the job seened stuffy and desk-bound. Nor did I
identify nmuch wth the other undergraduates whom Pilchard had
approached - conservative, establishment arts students who spent nost
of their days lolling around drunk in the college bar. For them
getting a tap on the shoulder fromPilchard was a rite of passage, a
sign that they had made their mark on college life. If that was the
sort of person M6 wanted then it wasn't the right career for ne.

Inspired by the books | had read in ny spare tine at Canbridge, |
wanted a career that offered travel and adventure: W] fred Thesiger,
the desert explorer who crossed the Arabian “enpty quarter' when only
in his early 20s; Sir Francis Chichester, who single-handedly
ci rcumavi gated the world by sail and al nost by light aircraft; Antoine
de St Exup,ry, the French pioneer aviator whose seni aut obi ographica

novel Vol de Nuit, set in pre-war Argentina, | had so greatly enjoyed

Captain OCates, a former nmenber of the college, who selflessly
sacrificed hinmself on Scott's 1914 Antarctic expedition and whose fl ag
was di splayed in the college dining-hall, rem nding us of his exploits
every evening. It seened to me that the best way to | ead an adventurous
life like these role-nodels, and in a structured and secure career, was
to join the arned services, and the navy appealed to ne the nost.

Pil chard' s suggestion, however, was intriguing. Lying back on ny narrow
bed in the garret room the evening light slanting in through the open
wi ndow, | wondered what had marked me out anongst the other
under graduates. On matriculating in the university in 1981, | had been
determned to do nore than just study. My uncle in South Africa had
been a nenber of the Canbridge University Air Squadron, a flying club
sponsored by the Royal Air Force, and he enthused me to join up. The
opportunity to learn to fly at the exacting standards of the RAF and
even get paid a small stipend was an opportunity too good to m ss. The
Air Squadron became the focal point of my extracurricular and socia

activities at the wuniversity. W learned to fly in the Bulldog, a
robust dual -seat training aircraft. My instructor, Flight Lieutenant
Stan Wtchall, then one of the oldest still-active officers in the RAF,
had been a young Hurricane pilot in the Battle of Britain. Twice a week
| bunked out of engineering lectures and cycled up to Marshall's
airfield, seven kilonetres from the centre of Canbridge, for flying
| essons.

Scuba-di ving was another activity which enthused me, inspired by the
films of Jacques Cousteau. After | had qualified with the university
cl ub, Easter holidays were spent in Cornwall diving on the wecks and
reefs of the nurky, cold Channel waters, then getting drunk in the
eveni ngs on the strong local brews of the old fishing and snuggling
villages. It was nothing |like the paradises portrayed in Cousteau's
films, but was still exhilarating.

The summer holidays of 1982 were spent travelling around Europe on a
rail-pass that allowed unlimted travel for a flat fee. My budget was
tiny, so nights were spent sleeping on trains and the days si ght seeing.
Thousands of mles of slumber got ne as far afield as Mrocco and
Turkey. The experience gave nme the travel bug, enthusing nme to go
further afield.

The next year a vacation job in a |ocal bakery yielded enough savings
for a trip to the Far East. Two nonths were spent backpacki ng around
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Thai |l and and Mal aysia on a shoestring budget. My return flight was with
Aeroflot, the cheapest ticket available, and a brief refuelling stop
was schedul ed in Moscow. But it was the day after a Russian Air Force
Mg 17 had shot down Korean Air Lines Flight 007 over the Sakhalin
peninsula, killing all 269 persons aboard the Boeing 747. In reprisal,
the Western powers had banned all Aeroflot flights fromtheir airways
shortly after ny plane arrived at Moscow s Sherenetyevo airport. Along
with the other 200 passengers, | was stranded in Myscow for two days,
waiting for a British Airways jet to arrive from London to pick us up
Aerofl ot put us up in a cheap hotel near the airport, but refused to
unl oad our hold luggage, leaving us with just hand-luggage and the
clothes we'd been wearing on leaving sweltering Bangkok. But
i nappropriate attire wasn't going to spoil my unexpected opportunity to
see Moscow. Wth an equally inappropriately dressed Australian whoml'd
met on the plane, | tranped around in the freezing autumal rain and
fog in T-shirts and flip-flops, to the benusement of the dour
Muscovi t es.

It had been a busy three years as an undergraduate, and perhaps ny
i ndustry and travel was one of the reasons for Pilchard's invitation.

Several years later | learned that M6 was lacking in officers with
sufficient technical expertise to understand the increasingly
scientific nature of its work and Pilchard, like the other university

tal ent-spotters, had been briefed to | ook out for science graduates -
whi ch was probably anot her reason he approached ne. H s invitati on was
interesting, but | put it to the back of my mnd as there were nore
pressing projects. In a fortnight's time, with five friends, | would be
flying to the Philippines for a wuniversity-sponsored research
expedition to investigate the effects of pollution on the fragile cora
reefs of the Philippine archipelago. It was to be a real Cousteau
experience, diving in crystal-clear tropical waters.

Three nmonths later, back fromthe Far East, | made the long trip from
Cunmbria to the naval town of Portsnouth to take the AIB (Admiralty
Interview Board), the entry test for a naval career. After sailing

t hrough the exams and practical tests, | assumed the nedical exam held
the next day, would be straightforward. | was w ong. Exam nation of mny
nmedi cal records reveal ed that | had experienced a mld case of asthma

when aged seven, and that was enough to fail ne. A Surgeon Lieutenant
Commander expl ai ned that the expense of training a naval pilot was too
great to risk himredeveloping later in Ilife a childhood illness that
m ght jeopardise his operational effectiveness. My aspirations to join
the navy were dashed and it was shattering news.

Mboching around London a few days after the AIB, a poster in a
Kensi ngt on under ground station showing a girl wading up to her waist in
a tropical swanmp caught my eye. It was an adverti sement for recruits to
join Operation Raleigh, a youth adventure expedition, and it |ooked
just the sort of challenge to get over the disappointnent of ny
rejection. | sent off an application form was accepted and a few
nonths later was on my way to the Caribbean to join the expedition's
square-rigged sailing brig, the Zebu, to learn the intricacies of
crewi ng a square-rigger.

Back in the UK three nonths later, | still could not get enthusiastic
about any particular career and so decided to go back to university.
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applied for and won a Kennedy Menorial scholarship to study at the
Massachusetts Institute of Technology in the USA - a fantastic prize,
especially since the schol arship included transatlantic passage to New
York on the QE2. | started at MT in Septenber 1985, but was in for a
shock. Whereas life as an undergraduate at Canbridge had been carefree
and easygoing, life as a graduate student at MT was a |lot of hard
work. But sticking at the task was rewarded with a masters degree in
the autumm of 1986. Shortly before the graduation cerenony, the Rotary
Foundation wote to me infornming me that they had awarded nme a further
prize for a year of study in any country of my choice. My only problem
was deciding where to go. Inspired by Argentine friends at MT and
their descriptions of Peronism radicalism hyper-inflation, mlitary
coups and the Malvinas question, | decided to use the prize to
experience their country first hand. A few nmonths later in January
1987, a Swissair flight took me to Buenos Aires International Airport.

Gipping my bag hard between nmnmy knees | braced nyself for the
inevitable inpact. For the third tinme, the taxi-driver swerved the
battered Renault 12, its worn tyres protesting, around the back of the
bel ching Mercedes bus into the tiniest of gaps in the outer [ ane of the
autopi sta. The journey fromthe airport to downtown Buenos Aires was
provi ng an unconfortable baptism As we passed a huge blue-and-white
bi Il board bearing the slogan “~LAS MALVI NAS SON ARGENTI NAS' t he beetl e-
browed driver, who had been glaring at me in the rearview mirror for
several kilonetres, took a long draw on his cigarette and flicked it
out of the wi ndow into the darkness. “De donde es, usted?" he asked,
suspi ci ously.

For a nmoment it occurred to me to lie. It was only a few years after
the Fal kl ands war and | was not sure how a British visitor would be

recei ved. But curious to see his reaction, | cautiously answered, " Soy
Britannico.' He glanced in his mirror again, as if he hadn't heard.
"Britannico ... Inglaterra,' | said, this time a bit |ouder.

He fixed me with his glare again and | wondered if ny answer mght have
been undiplomatic. ~Senora Thatcher,' he replied, his dark eyes
fl ashing under his eyebrow, "~She is good woman. | w sh she cone here -
make better.' He gesticulated with a sweeping notion of his hand, and
broke into a gold-toothed smle.

That was typical of the reaction of many Argentines during the com ng
year. The bitter nenories of the Fal klands war were fresh in their
m nds, but their antipathy was tenpered by the | ong-standing cultural
and commercial links with Britain.

That evening, after finding a room in a nodest hotel, | met up for
di nner with Schuyl er, an American student of the same age who had al so
won a Rotary prize. He had mmjored in Latin Anmerican studies at
St anford and was amusi ng and | ai d-back. The next day we rented a fl at
together in central Buenos Aires.

The main objective of the Rotary prize was to get to know a different
culture through travel and friendships, but we were al so expected to
follow a course of study. Schuyler and | enrolled in a postgraduate
political science course, held in evening classes at the University of
Buenos Aires. Qur fellow students - senior mlitary officers, left-wng
journalists, aspiring politicians and a Peronista Catholic priest -
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were a mcrocosm of the powers in Argentine society. Denobcracy, under
Raul Alfonsijn's Radical party, was still in fragile infancy after years
of tyranni cal rule by the discredited nilitary junta. As
representatives of the inperialist "“Yanquis' and “Britannicos', the
ot her students spared us no quarter in the spirited and occasionally
fierce classroom debates. Schuyler was soon enbroiled in politica
activity, attending rallies, denmonstrations and student neetings. Wen
Al fonsijn's government nearly fell to a mlitary coup on Easter Sunday,
1987, we went together to the Casa Rosada to see the passionate
Argentine crowds rallying to support denocracy.

But nost days, | left Schuyler to his own activities. | wanted to start
flying again and one of the Air Force officers in nmy class put ne in
touch with an instructor, Rodolfo Sieger, who operated out of San
Fernando airfield, a couple of hours by "Colectivo' bus from centra

Buenos Aires. A German inmigrant, Sieger fought in the Luftwaffe during
the Second World War, flying Messerschmtt Me109s in the Battle of
Britain. After the war, his own fanmly wiped out in the Dresden
fireball, he emigrated to Argentina, beconming a civilian pilot, and
retired as a senior pilot in Aerolineas Argentinas. Needing to
suppl ement hi s pension, he bought a 1930s vintage Lusconbe Silvaire, a
sort of aerial Citroen 2CV, and set up as a flying instructor. It was
not the safest nmachine in which to take the Argentine pilot's |licence
exam but it was cheap to hire and it was appealing to |l earn froma nan
who nmay have been one of Flight Lieutenant Wtchall's aeria

adver sari es.

Over the next few weeks, preparing for nmy practical tests and theory
exanms, | learned of another aspect of Rodolfo's business. At the tine
there were very heavy duties on consuner electronics in Argentina,
whereas in Paraguay, only a few hundred kilonmetres away, there were
none. There were therefore incentives to smuggle in such goods, though
the Argentine custons service naturally did their best to conbat this
trade. Once a week, Rodolfo flew over the River Plate to a grass
airstrip in Paraguay and | oaded up the Lusconbe with video recorders
and televisions. The underpowered aircraft barely staggered into the
air and Rodolfo flew back in the dark of night, skinmng the waves to
avoi d detection by Argentine naval radar.

One day we flew out to Mendoza, in the foothills of the Andes. Rodol fo
had tracked down a nuch-needed and rare spare part for the old
aeropl ane just over the border in Chile and asked ne to collect it. The
tiny Lusconbe was not powerful enough to fly over the Andes, so this
st age of the journey would have to be done by bus.

On arrival at the isolated border crossing, nestling in the shadow of
Aconcagua, it dawned on ne that | had a problem M New Zeal and
passport was best for travelling in and out of Argentina as, unlike the
British passport, it required no visa. In Chile, however, the British
passport was nore conveni ent because, unlike New Zeal anders, Brits
needed no visa. Rushing to pack for the trip, | had grabbed just ny
British passport.

The two surly Argentine border police who boarded the bus at the
checkpoint mnight not overlook it, however. Realising that my New
Zeal and passport with its Argentine entry stanps was in ny bedside
| ocker in Buenos Aires, there was no option but to bluff my way over
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the border. | clained that ny New Zeal and passport had been stol en and
| was going to Santiago, the only New Zeal and enbassy in the southern
cone, to get a replacenment. The elder of the two guards believed ny
story, but the younger got suspicious and ordered nme off the bus to
search ne. He soon found nmy unstanped British passport in ny rucksack
and arrested me on suspicion of having entered the country illegally.

They took nme back to Mendoza police station, strip-searched nme and
dunmped nme in a dirty cell furnished with a danp mattress and a bucket.
After a couple of boring hours they escorted me to an office where two
scow ing officers sat behind a steel desk. To ny bafflenment, they were
suspicious that | was a spy and interrogated me. Details of ny
activities, ny address, my friends were earnestly noted in little black
books. After an hour, their questions seened absurd. “~Wat is the nane
of your dog?' one asked.

“Jesse,' | replied, barely containing ny exasperation
They held me overnight in the dirty cell and in the norning a col one

fromthe Argentine air force cane out from Buenos Aires to interrogate
me again. “What is the nanme of your dog?' he asked nenacingly.

I told the other bloke that last night," | replied innocently,
wondering why our |akeland terrier puppy was such a threat to Argentine
Skyhawks. It |ater dawned on nme that he was testing ny cover. If |
really was an i nnocent exchange student, it would be easy to renmenber
i nconsequential details like ny dog's nanme. But if | was a spy under
cover, spontaneously and correctly answering trivial questions from one
day to the next would be harder. The |esson was useful when | did

becone a spy.

They released ne later that day, though not without first making ne
play an inpronptu gane of rugby. They reasoned that any genuine New
Zeal ander woul d be an excellent wi ng-forward, and my protests to the
contrary fell on deaf ears. Mendoza is one of the nmain rugby-playing
provi nces of Argentina and sonme of their players were very good. They
made nme suffer and on returning to Buenos Aires the follow ng day, ny
ri ght eye was badly bl ackened. "So you net sone of ny Gestapo friends,'
Rodol fo | aughed. | wasn't sure whet her he was joking.

A few weeks later, a Swiss diplomat friend invited me to a barbecue at
the Swi ss enmbassy. Britain and Argentina still had not reestablished
di plomatic links after the Falklands war, so British interests were
| ooked after by a few British diplomats working inside the Sw ss
embassy. My Swiss friend introduced me to one of them a tall, gangly
fellow a few years older than nyself, who was a second secretary. He
was fascinated to hear about my flying and asked eagerly about the
range and |oad-carrying ability of the Lusconmbe. He seened a bit
di sappoi nted when he learned that it struggled to carry nore than a
tel evision and a video recorder.

After joining M6 | discovered that the gangly fellow, Mark Freeman,
was fromthe service. In Buenos Aires he was runni ng what becanme quite
a coup for M6 against the Argentine navy.

Having failed to predict the invasion of the Fal klands Islands in Apri
1982, the reputation of M6 in Witehall nosedived. M6 set out to

page- 12 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

avoid repeating the sane m stake and threw resources at the region,
doubling the size of its station in Buenos Aires, building a chain of
listening posts in the Chilean Andes to give early warning of Argentine
aircraft novements and openi ng a new one-man station in Uruguay. Soon a
steady streamof intelligence was conmng fromthese efforts.

One piece of intelligence was of particular interest to the DS
(Defence Intelligence Staff) in Witehall. The Argentines were
devel oping a new and top secret naval mne, made of plastic, rendering
it difficult to detect using conventional nm nesweeping techniques. It
contained electronics which enabled it to distinguish the noise-
signatures of British and Argentine ships. The DIS regarded the new
m ne as a dangerous threat and wanted details of its specification. M6
| earned of a French weapons technician who was working on the project
in the Rio Gall egos naval base. They successfully recruited him giving
hi mt he codenane FORFEIT.

Smuggling the mine out of the Rio Gallegos base was not too difficult
as FORFEIT had top-level security clearance and was trusted by the
Argentine security guards. He | oaded one of the nines into the boot of
his car and drove it out of the base, claining that he was taking it to
anot her naval base in Commpdore Rivadavia for sea trials. The hard bit
of the operation was smuggling the mne out of Argentina.

Options for getting the mne to the UK were constrained by the need to
ensure that the operation was deniable, so M6 dared not use a
submarine to sneak into one of the bays of Argentina's |ong,
unpopul ated coastline. M6 considered recruiting a pilot to fly the
m ne across the River Plate to Uruguay in a light aircraft, and that
was why Freeman had been disappointed to | earn of the Lusconbe's feeble
capacity. In the end, an M6 officer working under cover as a Dani sh
chem cal engineer rendezvoused with FORFEIT at a |ockup garage in
Buenos Aires, transferred the mne to the boot of his hire car and
drove it to the Uruguay border. Prior reconnaissance reveal ed that the
border police rarely searched vehicles but, just in case, the
busi nessman had a cover story that the strange barrel -shaped pi ece of
plastic in the boot of his car was nothing nore sinister than a piece
of chemi cal engineering equipnent. In the event the cover story was not
needed and he drove it without incident to Mntevideo. Fromthere it
was cl andestinely | oaded on to a navy ship which was repl eni shing after
a Fal kl ands tour, and shipped to the UK

Boarding a Swissair flight back to London in Decenber 1987 at the end
of an interesting year, | picked up a copy of La Nacion, Argentina's
| eadi ng newspaper. Down on page five there was an article about a |ight
aircraft which had crashed while making a night landing at a snall

grass airfield just outside Buenos Aires, killing the pilot. Police
were investigating the weckage anbng rumours that the plane was being
used for smuggling. The pilot was unnamed but | knew it nust be
Rodol f o.

Back in London, without noney, | needed a job, preferably one that
satisfied my sense of adventure and desire to work overseas. | wote to
Pilchard asking if the offer he had made in 1984 was still open. He

didn't reply directly, but a couple of weeks later a letter arrived on
FCO (Forei gn and Conmmonwealth O fice) crested paper signed by a M MA
Halliday inviting me to an interview at 3 Carlton Gardens, London SW.
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Sitting on the low |l eather sofa in the reception hall of the el egant
John Nash-desi gned house overlooking St James's Park in central London,
I was curious and intrigued rather than nervous. The meter ticking next
to my battered old BMN parked a bl ock away was nmore worrying than the
i mpending interview | checked ny watch and hoped it would not |ast
long. Recent editions of The Econonmi st and Financial Times were
scattered in front of me on the |ow glass-topped table, and | picked
one up to pass the tine.

| heard soft footsteps descending the stairs fromthe mezzani ne fl oor

above and shortly a tall, pretty girl stepped out on to the marble
fl oor, her high-heels clacking as she approached. | put down The
Economi st and stood. "M Tom inson?' she asked, smling. | nodded. "M
Halliday will see you now |'m Kathleen, by the way.' W shook hands

and she escorted nme up the stairs to the nezzanine floor where she
showed me into one of the offices.

A small and slightly built man in a w de-lapelled brown suit with a
string vest glimering through an acrylic shirt awaited behind a desk.
We exchanged greetings and shook hands. He urged ne to sit down on a
low arncthair and sat down opposite ne, a low table between us. He
smled. Do you know what you are doi ng here?' he asked.

"Haven't a clue," | replied cautiously.

"Well first, can | ask you to read and sign this? He handed ne a
printed sheet of paper and a biro. It was an excerpt fromthe 1989 CSA
(Official Secrets Act), headed "TOP SECRET'. He went over to the w ndow
and gazed over St Janes's Park while | read it. | signed it vigorously
to signify that | was finished, and he returned with another file. ~Now
read this,' he ordered, handing ne the green ring-binder.

Halliday returned to the wi ndow, leaving nme to read the 30 or so
pl astic-w apped pages. They explained that M6 was Britain's overseas
intelligence-gathering organisation, adninistered by the FCO, and that
its objective was to gather intelligence fromsecret hunan sources on
political, mlitary, econonic and comercial policies of rival foreign
powers. A couple of paragraphs explained the selection procedure -
al rost identical to the FCO entry procedure, with one extra round of
interviews. The positive vetting procedure - an inquisition into a
candi date's private life - was described, then it outlined in general
terns an M6 career. Six nmonths of training, a first overseas posting
after a couple of years behind a desk in London, then alternate three-
year home and overseas postings until conmpulsory retirement at 55. At
the back was the payscale - not generous conpared to salaries in the
private sector, but still adequate.

| closed the file and put it down on the |ow table. Halliday got up
fromhis desk and rejoined me. “Wat do you think? he asked eagerly,
as though | had just finished inspecting a second-hand car he was
trying to sell.

“I'd like to know nmore,' | replied cautiously.

Hal | i day asked the usual interview questions w th one unusual request.
"One of the jobs we often have to do in M6 is mmke a succinct
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character appraisal of a contact of the service - a pen portrait if you
like. Could you descri be sonmebody succinctly who you have cone across
in your life?" he asked. | thought for a nmoment, then described
Rodol fo. A colourful character, it was not difficult. Halliday nade it
clear that he was seeking a long-term commitnent to the service, in
return for which there was a hi gh degree of job security.

“That sounds fine,'" | replied. “I'm looking for just that sort of
thing.'" The interview ended with Halliday assuring me that he would
wite to me soon. There were only a few mnutes |left on the parking
nmeter.

Two weeks later a letter arrived inviting me for a second interview It
was flattering, but my priority was to get overseas quickly and the
prospect of having to put in two or three years behind a desk in London
first did not appeal. | screwed the letter into a ball and threw it
away.

Though keen to go travelling, nmy debts obliged me to earn some nobney.
Most of my friends fromuniversity were settled into steady careers in
London in banking or managenment consultancy. Their lifestyle held no
appeal , but pragmatically it offered the best way to save some noney.
It was the start of the Thatcher boom years and it was easy to get a
highly paid job. Booz Allen & Ham |lton, a managenent consultancy in
Mayfair, enployed me on a salary three tines that on offer at M6. But
despite the wel come fat pay cheques, it was clear after a couple of
weeks that it wasn't the career for nme. Not replying to Halliday's

letter was a mistake, and also rude. Witing back, | explained that
havi ng taken another job it would be wise to stick it out for a year,
but would like to keep in touch. Halliday sent nme a polite and

under standing reply by return post.

Finding little stimulation in the sedentary consulting job, | needed a
nore challenging activity to occupy nme. Wwen | saw an advert in a
newspaper to join the Territorial Arny, Britain's reserve army corps,
it seemed an ideal avenue in which to channel ny spare energy. As it
only required attendance at weekends and for two weeks' annual canp per
year, joining up would not oblige ne to leave the job that paid ny
bills. Flicking through the glossy recruitment brochure that arrived in
the post a few days after my enquiry, | glanced at descriptions of the
various reserve units, but the choice was clear: the Special Air
Service volunteer reginent. Wen | rang the recruitment nunber, a
gritty Scottish voice grow ed the instruction to report to the Duke of
York's barracks on King's Road in central London the follow ng Saturday
wi th running shoes and tracksuit for a basic fitness test.

That first test was relatively easy for a fit young nman - just five
m | es around the barracks running track in under 40 minutes. But that
was just the start of the denmanding selection process. The PT
instructor who led the test said that we would need to attend every
second weekend for the next year to undertake a series of daunting
tests of endurance and stamina, plus a two-week intensive selection

canp.

The followi ng weekend just over a hundred other hopeful recruits turned
up at the Duke of York's for the first stage of the selection process.
Mbst were former regular arnmy soldiers, or had experience in other
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parts of the Territorial Army. Some were condescending towards the few
recruits, like nyself, who had no previous mlitary experience. ~You
won't get past the first weekend,' scoffed one shaven-headed forner
marine. We were briefly interviewed to assess our previous mlitary
experience and suitability for the course. Those wth crimnina

convictions and the weirdoes who turned up equipped with black

bal aclavas or arned wth knives were shown the gate. The
quartermaster's store issued us with basic arny clothing and equi prrent
which we would have to use for the selection course - canouflage

trousers, a pair of boots, a couple of hairy woollen shirts, a woolly
pul | over, webbing, water cans, sleeping bag, a waterproof poncho, a
bergen to put it all in and, nost inportantly, a conpass. W were given
another running test - this time eight mles in one hour in our new
boots. About 20 per cent imediately dropped out and were told to
return their newy issued kit.

Soon passing selection became my only goal. My work at Booz Allen &

Hami | ton was uni nportant - just sonething that had to be done between
TA weekends to pay the rent. Every second weekend for the next five
nont hs, along with the other surviving candidates, | reported to the

Duke of York's at 1930 on Friday evening after a boring but tiring day
in the office. W were issued rations and our kit was checked by the DS
(Directing Staff) to ensure that we were using only the origina

equi pnment issued to us. Anybody who tried to nake the sel ecti on process
easi er by purchasing better-quality boots or goretex waterproofs was
i mediately “binned', the term nology for ejection fromthe course. At
about 2130, we crammed into the back of a |eaking canvas-roofed four-
ton lorry and drove down the King's Road, past its thronging pubs, out
of London and down the M4 notorway towards Wl es.

W would arrive in the early hours of the norning at a renote forest
| ocation sonmewhere in the bl eak Brecon Beacon npuntains, often already
soaked if it was raining. Using our standard arny issue sl eeping bag
and poncho to make a bivouac, we slept for a few hours in a copse or by
a nmosquito-infested reservoir. Reveille would be at 0600 and the DS
gave us an hour to eat a breakfast of dehydrated porridge, canned neat
and boiled sweets, make a mug of tea, then pack away all our kit into
our bergens. At 0700, the DS gave us a grid reference, usually a
hilltop six or seven kilonetres away. We set off at the double en
masse, navigating to the control-point with our waterproofed ordnance-
survey map and precious conpass. The field rapidly strung out as the
fittest and best navigators got to the front. On arrival at the
checkpoi nt, another nenber of the DS, enviably curled up in his tent
with a hot brew on, called out a new grid reference another ten
kil onetres or so away across difficult terrain. On arrival there, we
woul d be given another grid reference, then another, and so on, never
really knowi ng where or when the march woul d end.

At around 1800 the fastest runners reached the final checkpoint where
we cooked sonme of the rations that we had been carrying all day and got
some rest. The other runners would straggle in over the next few hours.
The really sl ow candi dates, or those who could not conplete the course
t hrough exhaustion or injury, were binned. At about 2100 the DS woul d
brief us on the night march, done in pairs, as the risk of navigating
through the craggy mountain ranges in darkness was too great -
candi dates had occasionally died of exposure or made navigational
errors and wal ked off cliffs. We normally finished this shorter march
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at about 0400, caught about two hours' sleep before reveille and
br eakfasted, then there followed an hour or so of hard PT, known as
“beasting'. A “warnmup' run of about four kilometres in our boots, with
badly blistered and cut feet fromthe previous marches, half-killed us
and and then a gruelling routine of press-ups and sit-ups finished us
of f. At about 1100, the torment was over and we collapsed into the
lorry for the five-hour drive back to London.

Every weekend, the ratchet was tightened a bit nore and the field of
remai ni ng candi dates got snaller. The nmarches increased in | ength and
difficulty of navigation and we had increasingly heavy |oads to carry
in our bergens. | was secretly pleased to see the marine who had
sneered at me drop out of one of the harder marches, mpani ng about
badly blistered feet.

The final and nost dreaded sel ecti on weekend was the infanobus "|ong
drag'. W had navigated all over the Brecon Beacons and knew themtoo
well, so long drag was held in unfanmiliar territory in the Peak
District of northern England. The goal was to cover a total of 65
kil onetres cross-country in under 20 hours, carrying full webbing, a
501b bergen containing all our gear and rations, and an old FN rifle
fromwhich the sling had been renmoved. At the end of that test only 19
of the 125 who started the course remained of which I, proudly, was
one.

Al though the long drag endurance test was a mjor hurdle, there was
still a long way to go before those of us who remained would be
“badged' with SAS berets bearing the famous “~Who Dares Wns' notto and
accepted into the reginment. Every second weekend for the next six
nonths was taken with “continuation' training, learning the basic
mlitary skills required of an SAS soldier. W were still wunder
scrutiny, however, and any recruit who was deermed by the DS not to have
the right attitude or aptitude was binned. Having had no previous
experience of the army, even the nost basic infantry skills were newto
me: field survival, escape and evasion, |ong-range reconnaissance
patrol techni ques, dog evasion, abseiling from helicopters, foreign
weapon famliarisation. The final two week selection took place at
Sennybridge camp in Wales where these skills were put to the test in a
| ong and arduous field exercise.

At the end of the exercise we were “captured by the eneny - role-
pl ayed by paratroopers - blindfol ded, roughed up a bit, then taken in
the back of a cattle truck to an old disused farmin the Welsh hills.
There, still blindfolded, we were stripped and forced into “stress'
positions - either hands spread against a wall, feet kicked back a
nmetre or so and spread wi de apart, or else squatting on the floor with
back arched and fingers on our heads. After a few ninutes either
position became unconfortable, and after 20 m nutes cranps and muscle
spasns set in. The disconfort was relieved every few hours when we were

taken to be “interrogated' by officers from the Joint Services
Interrogation Wng. W were only allowed to give away the “big four'
permitted by the Geneva Convention - nane, rank, date of birth and
servi ce number - and the interrogators used every ploy they knew to
trick us into giving away nore. Anybody who gave away the snall est
extra detail, even nerely admtting that they were thirsty, was

i medi ately binned. After 20 minutes of that we were |ead back to the
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cattle pen and put into a different stress position. Those who endured
were finally rel eased after 20 hours.

Final Iy, because we would shortly learn to parachute, we had to pass P-
company, a brutal fitness test taken by the Parachute Reginent as a
test of suitability for parachute training. It required explosive
strength and power rather than the stam na of SAS selection and | was
sorry to see that after going so far a couple of guys failed this |ast
hurdl e. The handful of us who remained were “badged in a sinple
cerenony by the CO (Commanding O ficer), a colonel in 22 SAS, and
accepted into the reginment. It was a proud nonent for ne, but it needed
to be kept in perspective. Qur selection process was a stroll in the
park conpared to the far more arduous and drawn out selection of the
regul ar arnmy's 22 SAS regiment, and our standards of soldiering were
much | ower. We were awarded an identical beret, but that was about the
only thing that was equal between the two regiments.

Bet ween TA weekends, ny first priority was to get fit enough to pass
SAS sel ection. Mist nmornings | arrived at Booz Allen & Hamilton after
running twice around Hyde Park, then clock-watched until the evening
when | could escape to the nearby Lansdowne sports club for a coupl e of
kilometres of swinming. My lifestyle priorities were very different
from nmy colleagues', who dedicated their spare time to eating and
drinking, and | felt little sense of identity with them exacerbated by
the sense of achievenent in getting badged. Every norning at ny desk
wondered what notivated them in their daily struggle to clinmb the
corporate | adder. Ernst Goldstein was particularly inscrutable. He only
had a few nore years to wait to receive a fortune that was held in a
trust fund until his 30th birthday and although he earned a hefty
salary as a nmmanagenment consultant, he lived as if he had already
inherited big noney, borrowing heavily to support a |lavish and
extravagant |ifestyle. He spent hours on the phone, nostly chatting to
friends organising expensive parties and occasionally to clients whom
he ol eagi nously addressed as “Sir'. Whenever his trinmphone rang, his
hand shot out like a striking cobra, reaching the receiver before the
first “tring' had finished, and he answered " CGol dstein speaking' wth
irritating eagerness. Wile the whole office was working | ate one night
on a "vitally inportant' project, | sneaked over to his cubicle while
he was absent and gl ued down his trinphone receiver with a couple of
bl obs of superglue. \When he returned a few mnutes later with the
managi ng director and started enthusiastically discussing a cashfl ow
spreadsheet, | rang himon the internal line. As usual, his hand shot
out like a frog's tongue for the receiver, but this time it came back
with the phone attached, clattering into the side of his head. Wrse,
because the cradle had not been tripped, the tel ephone would not stop
ri ngi ng. Gol dstein went berserk, waving the still-ringing phone around
as if he were trying to shake a nad dog off his arm At last, with a
mani ¢ desperate yank, he ripped the receiver away - only it cane away
with the top half of the tel ephone, spilling wires and bells on to the
desk. The office was in uproar by now, but Goldstein was oblivious. He
put the receiver to his ear and, oleaginous as ever, replied,
" Col dstei n speaking.' The managi ng director stal ked off, trying not to
| ose his dignity by bursting into | aughter.

Shortly afterwards, | resigned. The witing was on the wall even before
the trinphone incident. The managing director realised that | was not
interested in the job and started playing games to mmke life
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unpl easant. One evening he arranged a neeting with me at 0730 the
followi ng day, forcing me to get into the office unusually early. Then
he rang in to tell ne that his train had been “delayed'. It was a
relief to get out of the oppressive conpany, and besides it gave ne
nore time for courses with the Territorial Arny.

W were obliged to learn to parachute, and | signed up for the next
avail abl e basic course at RAF Brize Norton. Two weeks and twel ve junps
later, the RAF awarded me ny coveted SAS parachute wings. | also got
nyself on a signals course, learning how to operate the encrypted
PRC319 radios and high-speed nmorse, and conpleted a basic Gernman
course.

| had also just passed nmy motorcycle test and bought a battered old
800cc BMW trail bike. Inspired by Thesiger's adventures, | wanted to
experience the vast enptiness of the deserts for nyself. | got a
M chelin map of the Sahara from Stanfords map shop, strapped a few
jerry cans to the side of the bike, packed up sone canping gear and set
off on a freezing April morning for Africa.

The trip went snmoothly until the end of the tarmac road at Tamanr asset,
about hal fway down Al geria. The soft sand exposed the inadequacies of
the heavily | aden notorbike, my inappropriate tyres and |ack of off-
road motorcycling experience. | covered only five mles on the first
day, continuously bogged down in the soft sand or heaving the heavy
bi ke upright after crashing. After one severe fall the forks bent
backwards so far that the front wheel rubbed on the engine casings.
There was no option but to dismantle them and turn the stanchions
through 180 degrees in order to get going again. The wheel no |onger
foul ed the engi ne but the bi ke was even harder to handle. Luckily the
next norning another big crash straightened the forks out so that the
bi ke handl ed properly again.

Just south of the dusty and derelict Al gerian village of In-Qiezzam |
reached the Niger border, nmarked by a dil api dated wooden hut flying a
faded N ger flag and housing a small army detachment. A handful of
saffron-robed Tuareg desert traders waited outside, their canels
snorting in a patch of shade provided by a sun-bleached awning. The
Ni ger border guards, supervised by a hefty-1ooking captain dressed in
khaki and sporting a set of sunshades, were poking through the Tuaregs

bundl es. On the other side of the hut three i mmcul ate BMN notorcycl es
beari ng German nunber plates were neatly parked. Their owners were
canmped out al ongside, |ounging under a flysheet with a few books and
magazi nes, cooking a meal. They | ooked bored, as if they had been there
for some tinme, and were not nuch interested when | rode over to greet

them “~How | ong have you been here?' | asked.
"Three days,' answered a tall, crewcut Aryan type, dressed in
expensi ve-| ooki ng nmot ocross gear. ~That bastard,' he nodded at the fat
Captain, “vill not let us through,' he spat.

| tried to lighten his mood with some small talk. “Good trip down?' |
asked cheerfully.

The German | ooked at me, then my bike, exanm ning its damage. “Jah,' he
paused for enphasis. ~We have not fallen off once.' | left themto get
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back to their magazines and went over to introduce nyself to the fat
capt ai n.

G aring at me through his dark glasses as | approached, he bristled
with aninmosity. The Germans nmust have had a few slanging matches with
hi m and perhaps he expected trouble fromne. "~Attendez-I|..,' he snapped

indicating nme to go back and wait with the other notorcyclists.

| didn't protest, but in nmy bad French asked how long |I should prepare

to wait. His anger abated as he realised that | was not seeking a
confrontation. Approaching a bit closer, | noticed that he wore French
army parachute wings on the breast pocket of his shirt. ~Ah, vous “tes
parachutiste,' | said, affecting a tone of respect.

Hi s anger subsided like a spoilt child presented with a lolly. He drew
hi nsel f to attention, puffed out his chest and proudly announced, | am
the nost experienced parachutist in the Niger arny,' and told me the
al arm ng stories of his eight junps.

The sinmple piece of childish flattery was enough. After half an hour,
the captain stanped ny passport and waved ne through. Riding away
sout hwards, in the one wing-mrror that remained intact, | could see
the Gernmans renonstrating angrily with the captain that he had let ne
t hrough before them

Stopping a few days later in Agades, the first town on the southern

side of the Sahara, | was drinking a beer at a small outdoor bar when
anot her notorcyclist approached. His front wheel was buckled and the
forks badly twi sted, so the bike lolloped l|ike an old horse. He

di smounted painfully, dropped the bike on the ground rather than
putting it on its sidestand, came into the bar and ordered a |arge
beer. He turned out to be an orange-packer from Mallorca call ed Pedro
and over our beers we |aughed at our various crashes. He spoke no
French, so the next day | translated while the local blacksmth
strai ghtened out his bike, then we rode together down to Lom, the nain
port and capital of Togo. There ny trip was over and | put ny battered
bi ke on a Sabena cargo plane back to Europe, but Pedro continued his
tour of West Africa. A few years later | visited himin Mllorca, and
he told nme what happened next. Wilst waiting on his bike at sone
traffic-lights in the |amess town of Libreville in Sierra Leone, two
men had pulled him down and robbed him Gratuitously, one had also
bitten himhard on the cheek, |eaving not only a vicious scar but also
infecting himwith the H V virus.

| arrived back fromthe Sahara just in tine to go on a NATO or gani sed
LRRP (Long Range Reconnai ssance Patrol) exercise in Belgium Al NATO
countries were invited to send their LRRP troops to the exercise: there
were American Rangers, German Fernsp,htruppen, Dani sh Jaeger troops, a
reconnai ssance troop fromthe French Foreign Legion, Spanish specia

forces bizarrely carrying unbrellas as part of their field kit, Geek
special forces with bright green canmouflage cream applied like a
clown's mask, unhappy-1ooking Dutch conscript special forces

Portuguese, Canadians and Turks. W were there as the British
representatives. lan, a former Royal Tank Regi ment sergeant was our PC
(Patrol Commander). Mac, a scouser, was |ead scout and Jock, with a
barely conprehensi bl e Scottish highland accent was the fourth menber of
our patrol. lan appointed nme signaller, meaning | would have to carry
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the PRC319 VHF radio, DVHD (Digital Message Handling Device), code
books and OTPs (One Time Pads), an SA80 5.68mmrifle, SUSAT tel escopic
day-si ght, image-intensifying night-sight and all my personal surviva
kit. Wth a static-line parachute on ny back, a reserve parachute on ny
chest and all this equi pment bundled up and hanging off the front of
the parachute harness, it was nearly inpossible to walk to the Transal
transport aircraft for the flight to the DZ (Drop Zone).

As dawn was breaking, we were parachuted in our patrols into the flat
farm and of northern Belgium The Belgian army were out in force with
helicopters, ground troops and search dogs acting as the “enemy' to
track us down. We had to get off the DZ and into cover fast to avoid
capture. We got ourselves into a snall copse by a pond and | set up the
radio while the others munted stags (look-out) and got a brew on.
Wthin mnutes the DVHD had received a string of 40 nunbers. After
decyphering it with the OTPs and decoding it with the code-book, we had
the order to set up an OP (Observation Post) on a road about ten
kil onetres from our existing location, in order to report on " eneny'
traffic movenments. To avoid detection, we had to nake the distance
straight away in the few hours that remai ned before daybreak.

That woul d be the pattern for the next four days. A long wal k at night,
sonmetinmes as far as 40 kilonmetres, then a lay-up during the day in an
OP where we signalled back to the UK command centre our observations of
traffic movements of the Belgian arny. Between shifts on stag or
manni ng the radi o, we grabbed a few hours' sl eep.

By the end of the first week, we were all filthy dirty and di shevell ed.
Camoufl age cream and nmud was ground into our beards, our fingernails
were clogged and our clothing was stinking and soaked with the
ceasel ess rain. W had also run out of food. Gven tinme, finding food
and water would not be much of a problem - there were turnips and
potatoes in the fields, water in ditches and ponds. But the DS were
piling the pressure on us and we had no time to foray.

The exercise was drawing to a close but the hardest part was still to
come. That night we were supposed to make an RV with a " partisan'
friendly agent on the other side of the heavily guarded Al bert canal.
Al the bridges would certainly be guarded and there would be foot
patrols along the towpaths. W'd heard endl ess shooting during the
ni ght as the Dutch and German patrols, who had started the exercise the
day before us, ran into trouble. All we had eaten for the past two days
was a few boiled sweets and biscuits that we had got from one of the
buried caches, whose |ocations had been signalled through to us. Qur
maps showed a pond in the midst of our copse but it was dried up to
nothing more than a foul snelling, nosquito-filled swanp, neaning we
al so had no safe water.

"We need sone food, badly,' announced lan, to grunts of approval from
the others. ~Tomlinson, you speak French, don't you?' he said. ~Cet
your civvies on and see if you can get us sone food.' At the bottom of
ny bergen there were some training shoes for use on river crossings,
i ghtwei ght dark grey Tenson trousers which could double as tactica
trousers and a blue Helly Hansen thermal shirt. While | changed into
them Jock got some of the foul-snelling swanp water on the boil,
pi cki ng out the the nosquito larvae, so that | could have a wash and a
shave. An hour or so later, | alnost |ooked |ike part of the human race
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again. Wth a handful of Belgian francs in ny pocket, | set out for the
nearest vill age.

It was early lunchtine when | got to Zittart. As | strolled into a bar,
trying ny best to appear casual, one old fellow cradling a glass of
Stella Artois glanced up at nme and a couple of crew cut youths sporting
downy noustaches were playing pool. At the side of the bar was a snall
fast-food counter, displaying backlit photographs of chips and
hanmburgers. | ordered eight portions of hanmburgers and chips for the
patrol and, while they were frying, got nyself a glass of Stella. On an
empty stomach my head was soon hunming and | found nmyself chatting to
the barman. “~\Where are you fron?' he asked, noting nmy bad French. The
presence of the exercise in the region had been announced in the | ocal
press, and any civilian who hel ped capture a soldier was given a
reward, so sone imaginative lying was required. “~Sweden,' | replied. It
was the first non- NATO country that came into ny head. | padded out the
story, inventing answers to his questions on the hoof. ~Yeah, nmy nane
is Rickard. I'm an engineer at the SAAB factory in Gothenburg. I'm
driving dowmn to Paris with a few friends for a holiday. The car's
br oken down just outside the village, radiator's boiled over.'

The cover story flowed easily and the two |lads finished their game of
pool and came over to neet the foreigner. "What's life |like in Sweden
then?' asked one. Do you get well paid?

| replied with invented figures, and he seemed i npressed. "~Do you have
to do mlitary service?' asked the other.

“Yeah, two years,' | replied, knowi ng from Swedish friends in London
that it was the correct answer. ~\Wat about you?' | asked.

"We have to do two years “~"mili'' here,' sniffed the younger of the
two. "We've only got six nmonths till we get out. What a waste of tine
it is. There is some stupid NATO exercise on around here at the
monment .’

“Yeah, |'ve seen a few convoys and helicopters,' | interjected, trying
to sound casual .

The elder joined in. “W spent the whole of |ast night trudging up and
down the Al bert canal, down by Strelen, firing blanks at stupid Gernan
soldiers trying to swimacross. W' re supposed to be down there again
toni ght but our Lieutenant fell over and cracked a rib last night. The
tosser thinks we are going to carry on wthout him tonight.' They
| aughed sarcastically.

| left 20 minutes later with a bag of hanburgers for my "~ Swedish
friends' and five litres of water for the “car radiator'. After | told
lan what |'d heard in the bar, we swam the canal uneventfully at
Strelen that night and were one of three patrols to make it to the
final RV without capture. At the end of the exercise all the patrols
were graded on their performance and we were in the top ten, only
behi nd the four Danish Jaeger patrols, a Portuguese patrol and a few
Ameri can Ranger patrols. Considering we were only part-tiners and the
rest were all the full-time elite of their professional arnies, it was
not a bad performance.

page- 22 - 1O purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

A coupl e of weeks |ater, back at ny parents' hone, | wote again to "M
Halliday' to reapply to join M6. The Territorial Arny was a |lot of
fun, but it was no career and at 27 | was too old to join the regul ar
army. M6 offered the satisfaction of public service, plus it was a
structured and secure career with plenty of variety, good pay and
perks, and it promsed an intriguing lifestyle. The little incident
extracting intelligence fromthe Bel gi an soldiers had been satisfying
and if that was a taste of what M6 would be like, it would be the
right career for me. A couple of days after witing to Halliday, he
wrote back inviting ne for another interviewin Carlton Gardens.

As | rang the doorbell for the second time, | wondered if Halliday
woul d remenber ny face. As before, Kathleen showed me up to his office
on the nezzanine floor. Halliday had changed a | ot since our neeting,

gai ni ng about six inches in height, losing his beard and acquiring a
better wardrobe. "Please, take a seat.' He ushered me into the same | ow
chair as at the first interview. “| expect you have already guessed,'
he said, “"that | am not the sanme Halliday you nmet on your |ast visit

here. Halliday is an alias we use in the recruitment process.'
"Oh yes, | knew that, of course,' | blustered.

Hal li day smiled sagely, seeing through my feeble bluff. The rest of the
interview was nuch as before - the sane OSA flyer to sign, the sane
pl asti-w apped folder to read. The new Halliday though, asked nore
searching questions than the first. "Often in M6,' he said, “~we mnust
use charm guile and our wits to persuade sonebody to do sonethi ng they
may not want to do, or to get themto tell us information which perhaps
they should not. Are there any exanples from your own life where you
have had to do that?" | thought for a nmonment then told him about
flattering the Niger arny captain into letting me cross the border
during my Sahara trip and about my “undercover' intelligence gathering
from the Belgian soldiers in the bar. Halliday seemed to |ike both
those stories.

Halliday wote to ne a few weeks later, inviting me to attend a further
round of tests and interviews in Witehall. M6 is part of the civil
service, so to join the “Intelligence Branch' candi dates have to first
pass exactly the same exans which fast-stream candi dates for other
parts of the civil service nust take, whether they are joining the FCO
Treasury or Departnment of Trade and Industry. M6 candidates sit the
exanms separately from other candi dates, however, because even at this
early stage of the selection process their identities are regarded as
secret.

Fi ve other candidates sat with me in the waiting-roombefore the first
exam One was the son of a serving M6 officer, one a Metropolitan
Police SB (Special Branch) officer, another in the DI'S, one a merchant
banker and the | ast worked for a political consultancy in Oxford. The
mul ti-choice tests were |ike something out of a 1960s "~ know your own
@ book - lots of weird shapes fromwhich we had to choose the odd one
out, or dom noes in which we had to guess the next in the series. There
was a sinple test of numeracy, then a |ongish but straightforward
witten paper in which we had to conpose a couple of essays. In the
afternoon we had to discuss a couple of current affairs topics
individually with one of the serving M6 officers who were supervi sing
the tests. Finally, there was a group discussion exercise. W were

page- 23- 10 purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

asked to plan what advice we would give to a notional high-tech British
conmpany whi ch had caught a couple of Chinese exchange engi neers spyi ng.
The policeman was | oud and outspoken, adamantly maintaining that the
Chi nese spies should be arrested i mediately. He dism ssed as utterly
wet the political consultant's pleas for lenient treatnment to safeguard
Angl o- Chi nese rel ationships. The discussion exercise broke down in
acrinony, despite the diplomatic intervention of the merchant banker.

Havi ng no benchmark, | had no idea if | had done well or badly so after
the exams were over a few of us went for a drink to the Admiral Nelson
pub across the road and di scussed the day's events. The bespectacled
and m | d-mannered political consultant told ne that he would not pursue
hi s application, whether or not he passed the test, if they accepted
applicants |like the aggressive policeman.

The final stage of the selection process, a |lengthy interview before a
panel of serving M6 officers, took place a few days later in Carlton
Gardens. The interview got underway |ate because one of the three had
got a puncture on his bike, but eventually they lined up behind the
table with “Halliday' observing from behind. They grilled me wth
detail ed questions on current affairs, nmy reasons for joining M6, ny
l ong-term anbi ti ons and whether | was genuinely conmitted to a lifelong
career. \Wien | didn't know an answer, | admitted my ignorance rather
than bluff. | left Carlton Gardens an hour later convinced that they
would fail me.

I was delighted to receive a letter to the contrary a few weeks | ater.
Subj ect to a successful background security check, | had a job in MG&6.

The security vetting procedure was the last hurdle. Mny government
enpl oyees are “positively vetted', which nmeans that perfunctory checks
are made that an individual does not have a crimnal record, extrene
political views, drug or alcohol dependence or financial problens.
Candi dates for M6 nust undergo nore stringent exam nation |eading, if
successful, to an EPV (Enhanced Positive Vetted) certificate. It is a
| abour -i ntensive process and M6 has a staff of about a dozen officers
in the vetting departnent. First, my nane was checked with M®6's
dat abase, showing up ny brief neeting with Freenman in Buenos Aires
which he had recorded. The search of MJ5's databases and police SB
records drew a blank. My creditworthiness was also investigated. My

noderate debts were acceptable, as | had not been long out of
university, but any records of defaulting on |oan repaynents or very
substanti al debts would have disqualified me. Still on a green |ight
after this first round, | was invited to an interviewwith the vetting
of ficer assigned to my case. He was an avuncular former head of the
East European controllerate in M6 and delved into ny personal life. He

wanted to know about my political views, any contact with extrem st
organi sations of the left or right, friendships with foreign nationals,
any problens with alcohol and contact with drugs. M6 has | oosened up
consi derably in recent years. Not so | ong ago, former menbership of an
organi sation such as the Canpaign for Nuclear Disarmanment would have
excluded a candidate, but s acceptable nowadays, and casual
experinmentation with drugs is ignored. The vetting officer did not take
ny answers at face value, though. He asked me to nominate eight

referees who knew ne well, covering all periods of nmy life since
school days. These referees were all interviewed by him to check the
veracity of ny statements. Honesty pays - if it is discovered that a
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candi date has tried to hide sone mi sdeneanour, he or she is unlikely to
be awarded an EPV. There were no skeletons in ny cupboard and two
nonths later a photocopied letter in a plain envelope arrived
announcing the award of an EPV certificate and confirmng the job
of fer. There were no clues about what ny new career would invol ve. The
FCO crested notepaper sinply stated to “arrive pronmptly at Century
House, 100 Westminster Bridge Road, at 10 a.m on Mnday, 2 Septenber
1991. You shoul d bring your passport'.

3. RECRUI TMENT

MONDAY, 2 SEPTEMBER 1991
CENTURY HOUSE, LAMBETH, LONDON

Nervous and excited at the prospect of nmy first day in M6, | had not

sl ept well the previous night and drank too much coffee in an attenpt
to conpensate. My palnms were sweating slightly from anticipation as
well as the caffeine as | wal ked the couple of mles fromny tenporary
| odgi ngs in south London to Century House, situated in the run-down
borough of Lanmbeth in South London. The 20-storey concrete office
bl ock, grubby fromtraffic and pigeons, but discreet and anonynous, did
not | ook like a glanorous place to work and was a world away fromthe
swanky Mayfair offices of Booz Allen & Hanmilton. dancing up at the
mrrored windows, | tried to imagi ne what might go on behind them Wat
deci sions were taken, what argunents were nade, what secrets were
hi dden from those of us on the outside? It was exciting to think of
soon being pernmitted inside.

There was little overt security around the building. A couple of CCTV
cameras peered at passers-by, anti-bonmb net curtains blanked the

wi ndows on the first few floors, but there was little else to
di sti ngui sh Century House from any other mid-rent London office bl ock.
Staff were filing into the building, sone with unbrellas and newspapers

tucked under their arms, others nore casually with their hands in their
pockets or a sports bag slung over their shoul der.

| pushed open the first heavy gl ass door, paused to wipe ny feet on the
mats in the porch, then pushed open the second heavy door to enter a
gl oony | obby. The mushroom brown walls and grey lino floor rem nded ne
of the dingy Aeroflot hotel that | stayed in during ny brief stopover
in Mdscow. Directly opposite the entrance was a reception Kkiosk,
glassed in up to the ceiling, with a small counter opening towards the
door. Two security guards sat behind it, manning ol d-fashi oned Bakelite
tel ephones. Either side of the kiosk were a couple of lifts, around
which the incomng staff congregated, inpatiently jabbing the call
buttons. A large plastic plant with dustcovered |eaves stood in the
corner, mldly alleviating the gl oom

A blue-suited security guard stepped forward fromthe reception desk.
Rot und and avuncul ar, he had a friendly bearing. "Pass, please, sir,"'
he asked briskly. | hesitated and he detected my indecision. "~You nust
be on the IONEC, are you, sir?" he asked.
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"I ONEC? What's that?' | asked

The guard's snile broadened. "That's the name of the course you're
about to spend the next six nmonths on, the Intelligence Oficer's New
Entry Course,' he replied patiently. “What's your nanme?'

"Tom inson,' | replied. "That's T-O ..."'

“Yes, yes,' he cut ne off, as if ticking me on a nenorised list. "~Have
you brought your passport?' | handed it over to him one of the old-
fashi oned blue hard-covered passports, battered and dog-eared. He
flicked it open, checking my nane and photograph, then handed it back.
"Welcone to the service, sir.' He pointed to the waiting-roomto the
right, containing a |low table scattered with newspapers.

Two ot her suited young nmen waited, talking politely and quietly to each
other. | presumed that they were al so new candi dates, and they eyed ne
up in a friendly, curious way. The youngest stepped forward
confidently, grinning. "Hi, my nanme's Markham Andrew Markham'

Mar kham i ntroduced ne to the other, who was famliar. Terry Forton was
the political consultant who had taken the civil service entrance exans
with me. | thought you would get in,' Terry said, grinning. "~ Renenber
t hat ex-special branch guy who wanted to arrest everybody?' he asked.
"He was a fascist bastard. Thankfully he's not here,' he | aughed.

"We're the first course for years without any wonmen on it, apparently,’
chirped Markham breaking into our conversation. “There's nine of us in

total. One of them was at Oxford with nme, got a double first in
Physics, but | couldn't believe it when | heard he was joining this
outfit.' They didn't |ike each other, | guessed. "~Two are ex-arny

of ficers, one of them was in the Scots Guards,' he added, inpressed
that one of them should be from such a respected and smart regi ment.

The next student to arrive |ooked |ike he was the ex-Scots Guard. He
st epped confidently towards us with a rigidly straight back, inmmcul ate
Brylcreemed hair, pinstriped suit, expensive shirt and highly polished
Oxford shoes, and introduced hinmself as lan Castle. He was foll owed a
few minutes | ater by another young man, wearing the sort of flashy suit
and brassy tie favoured by the noney traders in the city, which Castle
exam ned disdainfully. Markham reluctantly shook hands with him
grunting an acknowl edgenent as he introduced hinself as Chris Bart. The
ot her newcomers drifted in over the next ten minutes and we chatted
with am able small tal k.

The wall cl ock above the guard's desk showed five past ten, later than
the hour that we had been asked to present ourselves. Markham
impatiently checked his watch. "There's still one nore to arrive,' he
cl ucked, “What sort of person turns up late for his first day in M6?
he tutted.

At that nmonment a tall, stooped fair-haired figure shuffled in, glancing
shiftily towards us. The guard grabbed him by the arm ~Nane, please,
sir?" he asked.

“Spencer,' replied the newcomer suspiciously.
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“Can | see your passport?' the guard asked.

Spencer | ooked surprised and hesitant. “Why? This is still England,
isn't it?

The guard sceptically raised an eyebrow. | would like to check your
ID, sir.'

Spencer shifted unconfortably. “Well, I've kind of forgotten it,' he

replied sheepishly. Spencer was eventually allowed to join us sonme ten
m nutes later, once the guard had carefully checked his biographica
detail s agai nst the records.

Two others joined us shortly afterwards, as if they had been observing
from the wings. Their confident bearing suggested that they were in
charge. "Welcome to | ONEC 89, the 89th Intelligence Oficers New Entry
Course since the Second World War,' announced the elder of the two.
Jonat han Ball, a chain-snmoking veteran fromthe cold war, would be the
principal teacher on the six-nmonth course, known in M6 parlance by the
designation TD7. In his late 40s, a heavy drinker judging by his florid
features, his rounded, chubby face and peculiar tottering wal k rem nded
me of an oversized toddler. The second of the two introduced himself
with a slight Iisp as Nick Long. In his md-30s, dressed in a smart
suit, heavily padded at the shoulders, with a handkerchief lushly
arranged in the breast pocket, Long was Ball's eager assistant,
desi gnated TD8. Ball announced that we were to be welcomed into the
service by the Chief, in his office suite on the 18th floor, and
ushered us towards the lift.

It took forever to arrive and when it did there were too many of us to
fit in. Long volunteered to take the stairs while the rest of us
crushed in. The 18th floor of Century House was as |ugubrious as the
| obby. The walls appeared not to have been been painted for years and
the grubby Iinoleum was worn through in parts. As we filed down the
corridor to the conference rooman old man dressed in a crunpled blue
suit like the security guard, collar and tie askew, lurked in one of
the small offices. Stealthily he ducked behind a desk, as though he was
embarrassed to be seen by us. Presunmably one of the porters, who had
perhaps just delivered the biscuits and tea which were laid out on the
large fornmica table in the centre of the room Long arrived, a bit
flush from the run up the stairs, just as we were taking our seats
around the table.

Before we were all settled, Bart spied the plate of biscuits in the
m ddl e of the table and hel ped hinself to a couple of custard creans.
Castle glared at him "~Anyone |ike a biscuit? asked Long quickly. Bart
munched on, oblivious to Long's diplonmacy. Forton smrked.

As we sipped |ukewarmtea fromthe civil service crockery, Ball told us
about the Chief's background. "Colin MColl has put in the | egwork on
the ground, working at the coal face as an operational officer. He is
not just a Whitehall mandarin, |ike some of the previous Chiefs,' Bal

sniffed. "He holds a | ot of respect fromall of us.' MColl, the son of
a Shropshire GP, was appointed Chief in April 1989. He joined the
service in 1950 and spent his first two postings in Laos and Vi et nam
where he gained a reputation as a keen amateur dramati st and mnusician.
He spent the nid-'60s in Warsaw, where he forged a reputation as a far-
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sighted and conpetent officer, and his |last overseas posting was to
Geneva in 1973 as head of station. Long told a story about how, when he
was in Laos, MColl broke the ice with the visiting Royal famly with
an inpromptu display on his flute. Ball added, "We're not normally a
particularly formal service, but we should al ways show due respect to
the Chief. When he wal ks in, we should all stand.'

We had finished the tea and biscuits and were starting to relax
chatting anobngst ourselves, when the dishevelled old man who was
lurking in the corridor returned. Nobody paid him any attention,
presum ng that he had cone to clear the table. Long coughed discreetly
and Castle sprang to his feet, his back rigid as if on a parade ground,
as he realised quicker than nost that the scruffy old man in the
crunpl ed blue suit was not a porter but Sir Colin MColl. The rest of
us scranbled to our feet and there was a clatter as Bart's chair fel
over backwards behind him

“Please,' the Chief murnured, indicating to us to sit down with a small
hand nmovement. MCol | | ooked us over, blinking |ike an oM struck by a
light, but it was evident that a razor intellect gleanmed behind his
st eady gaze. "“Congratulations to you all on being selected for this
service. You are about to take the first step on what | hope will be
for you all a long and rewarding career.' His voice had a sonorous
authority to it, as though he could be a solid church baritone. "W are
still one of the leading intelligence services in the world and we play
a mpjor role in mintaining Britain's position at the forefront of the
i nternational community. You can be assured that, despite all the
changes that are happening in the world today - the crunmbling of the
iron curtain, the increasing closeness of Britain to our European
partners, the problens in the Mddle East - M6 has a bright, certain
and exciting future.' It struck ne as odd that MColl should underline
the security of the future of M6. It had never occurred to ne that it
could be to the contrary; perhaps MColl knew things we didn't. "~ The
Governnment's comitment to M6 is such that we will shortly be noving
to splendid new headquarters, a nodern purpose-built building to
replace this ageing but fondly regarded edifice. It will become, unlike
Century House, a conspicuous part of the London skyline. | see it as a
symbol of the move of M6 from a shadowy, secret organisation into a
body nore accountable to the public and to Parlianment.' MColl went on
to outline new legislation, at that very noment being prepared for
debate in Parlianment, which would formally acknow edge the existence of
M 6. “You will therefore see w de-rangi ng changes in the adm nistration
and running of this service during your career here.' | didn't suspect
at the tinme those changes woul d have such dramatic consequences for me
just four years later.

McCol | el aborated his vision of howthe priorities of the service would
change. "The cold war is now over and the former Soviet Union is
crumbling into chaotic republics. That by no means, however, should
suggest that we drop our guard for a nonent. Russia remains, and wll
remain, a potent mlitary threat.' MColl blinked as he paused to |et
the words sink in. “Though their mlitary intentions may no | onger be
belligerent, their capability remains. The wunpredictability and
instability of the new reginme could make them all the nore dangerous.
M6 will, for many years to come, have an inportant role in warning
this country of danger signs on their long road to denocracy.' MCol

sounded convi nci ng and authoritative as he drove hone the inportance of
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our future careers. “OQur greatest allies wll continue to be our
American cousins,' he continued. “The rel ationship between M6 and the
ClA is central to the special relationship between our countries. W

endanger that relationship at our peril." MColl explained the
mechanics of how the relationship was nmintained and the |evel of
cooperati on between the two services. "~The Anmericans have fabul ous

technical resources which we cannot match. To tap into that, we need to
be a valued partner to them by playing on our strengths of guile and
native cunning to gather first-rate human intelligence.' MColl beaned
and | reflected on what a fascinating life this unassum ng nan nust
have had. "There are a number of areas in which the requirenents put
upon us for intelligence gathering are rapidly increasing. W have | ong
had interests in the Mddle East, but to the usual concerns about
political instability and state sponsored terrorismwe now nust add a
third threat, that of the pariah nations acquiring nuclear, chem ca
and biol ogical weapons. There is a real danger that, as the forner
Sovi et Union coll apses, technol ogy, personnel and materials relating to
t hese weapons of mmss destruction may | eak out and fall into the hands
of countries such as Iran and Iraq. The consequences woul d be deadly
and we nust strive to prevent this happening.' MColl paused again
briefly, as he let his words sink in. "There will al so be an increasing
emphasis on comercial espionage. W are under pressure from the
Treasury to justify our budget, and comrerci al espionage is one way of
maki ng a direct contribution to the nation's bal ance of paynents.'

McCol | pursed his hands and | eaned back in his chair, signalling that
the speech was over. Ball stood up to take his turn. "~Thank you, sir,
for that fascinating and revealing speech. | am sure that the students
must be burning to ask questions.' He turned to us, expectantly, his
eyes appeal i ng that nobody just asked for nore biscuits.

Forton fidgeted awkwardly. Spencer stared sheepishly at the ceiling. It
was the garrul ous and pushy Markham who, predictably, spoke up first.
"Sir, as Britain aligns itself more closely with Europe, will this
weaken the special relationship between M6 and the ClA?

"No," MColl replied firmy. “Our relationship with the Anericans will
al ways be nore inportant than that wth the various European
intelligence services.'

Castle, displaying the sharp mind with which we were to becone nore
fam liar, shrewdly detected that there was nore to that answer. " Does
that nean, sir, that we spy on other European countries?

McCol | bal ked, briefly floored, before deciding to answer honestly.
“Yes, we do. There are always inportant requirements for intelligence
on the economic intentions of our European partners, particularly
regarding their negotiating positions on the Miastricht treaty.'

Forton pushed his spectacles back up the bridge of his nose and, with a
trace of a nervous stamer, posed a daring one. “Sir, why do we have an
intelligence service at all?' The other students glanced nervously at
Forton as he continued with his audacious question. ~There are
countries nore inportant on the world stage, with nuch nore powerful
econom es, who have only small or non-existent external intelligence
gathering operations. Japan or GCermany for exanple. Could the npney
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Britain spends on M6 not be spent better elsewhere, on healthcare or
educati on?'

A flicker of a smle crossed MColl's lips. "~Ah, young nan, Yyou
overl ook the fact that we are still on the United Nations Security
Counci I, unlike Germany and Japan. Britain has international

responsibilities much greater than its econom c wealth m ght suggest.'
McCol | beaned at us avuncul arly, thanked us for our attention, w shed
us well for our future careers and we stood as he got up and left.

Ball and Long glowed with relief. W had acquitted ourselves well
before the Chief - nobody had asked him a dumb question. The progress
of an I ONEC was cl osely foll owed by senior officers, and its success or
ot herwi se was reflected on the subsequent careers of the DS. Ball and

Long knew they had a good class. Ball resuned. “You will all have
plenty of time to get to know us and each other over the next six
nont hs, and you will no doubt form a bond which will |ast throughout

your careers,' he smled as he shifted his weight fromfoot to foot.
"But to break the ice, get the ball rolling, so to speak, we'd like you
to go round the table, just giving your name and saying a few words
about what you did before joining.' He surveyed us and | hoped that he
woul d not pick ne out first. “Let's start with you, Terry,' he finally
said, pointing to Forton.

Forton, 24 years old, was the nost thoughtful student on the course. He
came from a liberal, academic family and was deeply interested in
politics. He read Politics, Philosophy and Economics at Oxford
University and woul d probably have got a first if he had spent |ess
time in the college bar. After graduation, he worked for a couple of
years for Oxford Analytica, a political consultancy, before applying to
join the FCO. During the application process one of the FCO recruiters
suggested that he consider joining M6 instead. Forton accepted the
invitation very nuch against the wishes of his father, a vehenent
opponent of secrecy in government.

Andrew Mar kham was the youngest on the course at 23 years old. He
studi ed French and Spanish at Oxford. An energetic undergraduate, he
had been involved in amateur dramatics and had also been a bit of a
star on the sports field.

Andy Hare, 34, graduated from Durham University, joined the army and
served as an intelligence officer. He l|ooked famliar to nme as he

spoke. "I finished my arnmy career seconded as the Adjutant to one of
the Territorial Arny Special Air Service regiments where the young man
opposite me ...' - he nodded at ne - ... was one of ny troopers.' |

remenbered hi m now, giving ne a dressing-down on the Brecon Beacons one
drizzly winter night for talking on parade. He explai ned how an arny
of ficer at Sandhurst had put himin touch with the service. M6 has a
permanent arny “talent spotter' based at Sandhurst Royal Mlitary
Col | ege, codenamed ASSUMPTI ON. Another talent spotter, also based at
Sandhurst and known by the codenanme PACKET, |ooks at the college's
foreign cadets and provides M6 with tips as to which mght be suitable
informers. Fanpusly, in the 1960s the then PACKET tried to recruit a
young Li byan cadet called Mohammar Gadaffi.

James Barking, 26, read law at Oxford and received a second-cl ass
degree. He was articled to a city lawfirmfor a few years but didn't
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find the work stinulating. A casual remark at a drinks evening from
anot her guest, aretired M6 officer, led to his recruitnent.

Bart was next to speak. He had only just graduated from Oxford with a
first-class physics degree and had not nuch other experience, but spoke
at length about hinself. Like ne, he had been recruited as part of
M6's drive to attract nore officers with scientific and technical
degrees to work in weapons counter-proliferation.

Martin Richards was the eldest on the course, in his nmid-40s. He was
talent-spotted while an undergraduate at Oxford but declined to join
the service i medi ately. Instead, he joined Shell Gl and spent nost of
his career working in the Mddl e East. Like many other Shell enployees,
he remained in contact with M6, and 22 years after his first approach
he took up the offer to start a second career. Because of his age he
woul d not have the same opportunities as us, and had been earmarked to
beconme a specialist officer concentrating on the Mddle East oi

i ndustry.

Castle was next. Speaking concisely in an upper class accent, he
descri bed his education at Eton, then Magdal en College, Oxford. Twenty-
eight and recently married, Castle had worked in the city for a few
years where he was a successful nerchant banker and took a hefty pay
cut to join M6. He later made no secret of his intention to only in
the service for only a few years because he regarded the salary as
i nadequate stay. Based on his mnilitaristic bearing and spotless
pinstripe suit, it seemed he nust be the former Scots Guard. Since
Castle made no nmention of a mlitary career | assumed he was too nodest
to mention it.

We turned expectantly to Spencer, the next student in line. He was
staring dreanmily out of the w ndow, paying little attention to the
proceedings. ~Sorry, where were we?' he laughed, only mldly
embarrassed to be caught napping. He stood up and began telling us his
background. ~Yeah, | flunked around at St Andrews University, Scotl and,
couldn't make my m nd up what subject to read and took a long tine to
graduate. When | left, still wasn't sure what to do, so | sort of
drifted into the arny, hoping it would sort me out. It didn't really,
so | ended up here.' We | aughed at his sel f-deprecation.

Hare coul dn't inmagi ne Spencer serving in the arny. ~Wich regi ment were
you in?'" he asked, sceptically.

"Oh, | was in the Scots Guards for a few years,' Spencer replied.
Spencer was actually a fairly adventurous sort despite his nuddled
dream ness. He was an acconplished clinmber and nountai neer and had
worked for a while in Afghanistan with a nmine-clearing charity called
the Hal o Trust, clearing Russian mnefields. He was recruited by an M6
of ficer then serving in Kabul who had contacts with the Hal o Trust.

The DS spoke briefly about themselves. Ball had been posted to both
Czechosl ovakia and East Germany in the 1970s but becane disillusioned
with the service in the early 1980s and left to spend ten years in
Control Risks, a private security conpany. That career ground to a
halt, so he rejoined M6 in the nid-'80s. At the time, redundancy or
di smissal from M6 was unheard of and it was not difficult or unusual
to rejoin M6 after a lengthy gap in another career. Long expl ai ned how
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he joined the service directly from Oxford, had been posted to Uruguay
shortly after the outbreak of the Fal kl ands war, then went to New York
to work in the British mssion to the United Nations.

Looki ng around the table, | realised the new recruits were all from
simlar backgrounds. Al were white, nale, conventional and niddle
class. Al of us were university graduates, nmostly from Oxford or
Canbridge. It was pretty nuch the background of all M6 officers. The
service's recruitnment figures refute its clains to be an equa

opportunity enployer: only about 10 per cent of the officers were
femal e, there were no black officers whatsoever, only one of m xed
Asi an parentage, and there were no disabled officers, even though there
were plenty of suitable opportunities. These issues gave nme no concern
at the tinme, though. | was deeply enthusiastic about ny new career and
could hardly wait to get started on the training.

4. | NDOCTRI NATI ON

MONDAY, 9 DECEMBER 1991
PORTSMOUTH, ENGLAND

-rhe ni ne of us, cramed into the Bedford m ni bus, were silent and tense

as we drove through the darkness and driving rain towards the centre of
Portsmouth. It was 8.30 p.m and the streets were alnost enpty. Only a
few straggl ers, huddl ed under unbrellas, were scurrying to the pubs.
Ball drove, with Long silently al ongside. One by one, they dropped us
off in dark side streets or deserted parking lots to nerge into the
night. Castle went first, striding confidently towards his target,
dressed in his suit with a Barbour jacket to protect hinself against
the el ements. Spencer followed, sheepishly scuttling into the darkness
under a Burberry unbrella. My turn was next and Markham w shed ne | uck
as | slipped out of the back door of the mnibus and orientated nyself
towards my target.

The | ONEC was designed to train a recruit to a level of proficiency to
step into a junior desk job in M®6. Approximately half of the course
was spent in the classroom learning the admnistration of the service,
the theory of how to cultivate, recruit, handle and debrief agents,
listening to case histories and receiving presentations from the
different sections of the service. The reminder was spent in
exercises, and we were on PERFECT STRANGER, the first of nany
increasingly conplicated tests that were to form the backbone of the
course.

Qur brief was sinple but a little nerve-racking for novice spies. W
were each assigned a pub in downtown Portsmouth in which we had to
approach a menber of the public and, using whatever cunning ruse we
could invent, extract their nane, address, date of birth, occupation
and passport number. We were given an alias, but had to use our
initiative to invent the rest of our fictional personality.

Bal | expl ained that the purpose of the exercise was three-fold. First,
it was a gentle introduction to using and maintaining an alias identity
in a live situation, an essential skill for an intelligence officer

Second, it would test our initiative and cunning in devising a credible
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pl an to achi eve the objective. Third, it would illustrate the workings
and i mense size of M6's central conmputer index, or CCl. This is a
manmot h conput eri sed dat abank contai ni ng records of everybody with whom
any menber of M6 has come into contact operationally since the start
of record-keeping in 1945. The biographical details of our random
victine were to be fed into this conputer to see what, if anything,
woul d be unearthed. The size of the database was such, Ball explained,
that it was rare for an IONEC not to chance upon at |east one
individual with a nention in the CCl on a randomtraw of the pubs of
Por t snout h,

Pushi ng open the heavy nock-Victorian door of ny designated pub, the
Hole In The Wall on Geat Southsea Street, | felt apprehensive.
Al though a sinple exercise, it was our first test and | wanted to get
off to a good start. We'd been given an o8.50 advance to buy oursel ves
and targets a couple of drinks, so | nmade for the bar intending to nake
the most of it. Scanning the roomfor potential targets | was al arnmed

to find the pub enpty. Ordering a pint of Guinness, | disnissed the
barman as a potential prey. Add, fat and surly, there was little chance
of getting himto talk. | sat down in a red-velveted al cove with a view

of the entrance and waited for better prospects.

Time slipped by with the Guinness. | was starting on nmy second pint
before the first customers, a smooching couple, straggled in. They
woul d not wel come the approach of a stranger. Then a rowdy bunch of
youths marched in to play pool. It would be difficult to mx with them
and single one out for inquisition. A glance at my watch showed only 20
m nut es before the m nibus would return to pick me up. The exercise was
getting awkward.

At last ny luck changed as two girls wandered in. | watched as they
bought drinks and settled into an alcove. In their 20s, they were
casual ly dressed, one pretty, the other less so and a bit overwei ght.
Probably flatmtes out for a quiet drink. | had to act quickly - not
only because time was running out, but also because the pool players
had noticed the girls and were eggi ng each other on to make a nove.

Swearing | would never do this again, | picked up ny Guinness, wal ked
over and asked if | could join them To ny relief they agreed. "You're
not from round here, are you?' the fat one asked as soon as | was
seat ed.

“What makes you think that?' | asked.

“Your accent. You're from up north,' she volunteered. “\Wat are you
doi ng here?'

Her curiosity was encouragi ng and an opportunity to inplenent ny plan.
“I'"m a yacht skipper and |I'm delivering a Contessa down from Scot! and
to Cherbourg.' The girls listened with interest to ny brazen |ying.
"But ny mate just got ill and went hone. |'ve called in to Portsmouth
to find a new hand and restock."

We chatted about the boat, the voyage, my apocryphal crewran, how | had
got into the job. | fabricated everything on the spot, drawing on ny
limted sailing experience. Just like talking to the soldiers in the
bar in Belgium it was alarmng that the art of deception cane so
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easily and surprising how gullible strangers could be. They told ne
they were nurses and had only recently noved to Portsnouth.
Encour agi ngly, they had done sone sailing and were keen to conti nue now
that they were living on the coast.

“Do you know anybody who m ght be interested in hel ping this weekend?'
| asked. The girls glanced at each other, checki ng whether the other
was thinking the same. "~ Perhaps yourselves? | pressed hone.

“Sure,' the pretty one replied hesitantly, then turned to her flatnate
as if to speak for her. "Sure, we're free this weekend.'

It was easy once they were baited. In order to get in touch with them

again, | asked for their names, addresses and tel ephone nunbers, which
they neatly printed in nmy notebook. On the false pretext that | needed
to clear themwi th Custonms in advance of our departure, | asked if they

had their passport numbers handy. That too was no problem the pretty
one got up and phoned honme to another flatmate and asked her to read
the nunmbers. Wth only a few mnutes to go, all the details required by
Ball and Long were in ny notebook. Wth nmy mission acconplished, | bade
the unfortunate pair goodbye, prom sing that | would soon be in touch.

| climbed into the minibus a few minutes later. It was bursting with
animted chatter. The others, sone a bit tipsy, were elatedly
descri bing how they conned i nnocent pub-goers into providing persona
details. Markham had affected a silly French accent and pretending to
be a student from Paris, claimed that his nother, who worked in the
French passport agency, had told himthat all British passport nunbers
ended with the nunbers "666'. The incredulous victim rubbished the
boast, so Markham bet him five pounds that it was true. The target
hurried home to collect his passport, chuffed to be making sonme easy
noney out of a stupid Frenchman. Markham noted down the nunber, equally
chuf f ed.

Castle, reflective of his background in the city, posed as a marketing
consultant and distributed to each drinker a questionnaire that he had
prepared in advance. The form enquired about the clients' drinking
habits, purportedly on behalf of a major brew ng conmpany, and at the

bottom were spaces to fill in nane, address and passport nunber. Castle
si pped orange juice on his own for an hour, pleased that he could
pocket the cash advance, and then collected the conpleted

qguest i onnaires.

Hare found an old man drinking on his own, wearing the wartime maroon
beret of the Parachute Reginment. The lonely veteran was happy to talk
to somebody interested in his army career, and he readily vol unteered
hi s arny nunber, as good as a passport nunber for the CCl

“Is everyone accounted for?' called Ball fromthe driving seat, turning
to check the rabble behind him Long read out the roll call, wth
difficulty against the chatter. Bart, nmuch the worse for drink, replied
with a loud belch. Al were present except Spencer. W waited a few
nore mnutes before Ball decided that we would have to | ook for him and
drove round to Spencer's watering hole, the Coach & Horses on the
London Road, a notably boisterous pub. Spencer was not waiting outside

so Long went to ook for him The M6 trainee was found, very nuch the
worse for drink, in the mdst of a lively party. He had not devised a
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pl an, and unsure what to do with hinself, had started playing the fruit
machine. On the third pull, acconpanied by the clanging of bells, the
machi ne di sgorged its contents. A crowd gathered round to witness this
good fortune and the easy-goi ng Spencer bought everybody a round. They
returned the conplinent, one thing lead to another and a party ensued.
Spencer becane hopel essly drunk and forgot about the boring task of
extracting personal details - until Long turned up to drag himback to
the m ni bus.

All were in high spirits that night as we returned to our training
base. A strong sense of camaraderi e was al ready devel opi ng anongst us,
a feeling of being up against a common foe. For a nmonment, sitting
quietly at the back of the bus, | pondered the norality of nmy actions.
The girls mght spend the whole week | ooking forward to a sailing trip
that woul d never happen. Was it right to dupe nenbers of the public so
casual ly? As we drove through the portcullis entry to the "Fort', M6's
di screet training establishment in Portsnouth and our nmain base for the
| ONEC, | dism ssed such concerns. W were lying for Britain and that
was sufficient justification. Unwittingly, | took the first step down
the long path of indoctrination towards becom ng an M6 officer.

The | argest and best kept of the four coastal forts built by Henry VIII
in 1545 to defend the strategically inmportant naval harbour of
Portsmout h agai nst the French Navy, Fort Monckton, as it is marked on
Ordnance Survey maps, is a dramatic and atnospheric training base for
M 6. Situated on the bl eak and wi ndswept southern tip of the Gosport
peninsula, it is approached by a short, winding track across the tee of
the first hole of the Gosport and Stokes Bay golf course. Oficially
knowmn as "No.1 Mlitary Training Establishment', the Fort was a
training base for the Royal Engi neer Reginent of the army until 1956.
When the Royal Engi neers no |onger needed it, M6 discreetly took it
over. The takeover was so discreet, in fact, that the Mnistry of
Def ence supply branch continued to pay for its upkeep, unaware that it
no | onger belonged to them

The only access through the thick grey stone walls is across a
drawbri dge over an enpty npat, through a guarded gatehouse into the
central courtyard. Directly above the gatehouse is a luxury suite of
roons, reserved for the Chief on his frequent visits. Set around the
courtyard are three main blocks, east wing, nmain wing and west wing.
Each wing is self-contained and has its own conplex of bedroom
acconmpdation, kitchens, dining-roonms and bars. Spread anpbngst the
wi ngs are the other training facilities needed to prepare trainees for
a career in the secret service - a gymasium an indoor pistol range,
phot ographi ¢ studi os, technical workshops, |aboratories and |ecture
roons. There is even a small nmuseum containi ng menentoes fromthe SOE
(Special Operations Executive) of the Second World War and obsol ete
Cold WAr spying equipnent. At the extremity of east wing is a
hel i copter | anding pad and an outdoor pistol and sub-machi ne gun range.
Recreation is not forgotten and there is an outdoor tennis court and
croquet pitch to the west, as well as an indoor squash court just
beyond the outer wall.

Main wing, directly opposite the entrance, was our hone for the | ONEC
We di sgorged ourselves fromthe mni bus and headed into the in-house
bar for another drink. Al cohol plays a proninent part in M6 life and
Ball| and Long encouraged us to drink every night. The nmain w ng bar,
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decorated with military enbl ems and souvenirs from Second Wrld War SOE
operations, soon becane the focus for relaxation during the | ONEC

That evening Ball and Young entered the results of our work into the
CCl conmputer. Three individuals turned up with records. Hare's old
par at rooper turned out to be a Walter Mtty with no mlitary service,
one of Castle's finds had a long crimnal record and the pretty girl
that | had interviewed turned out to be the younger sister of an M5
secretary.

Oficially, the drab, nondescript yellowbrick building just opposite
the police station on Borough Hi gh Street in Southwark, London, was a
governnment stationery store. In reality, until recently it housed
another M6 training school. During the | ONEC we spent alternate weeks
at "Boro' and at the Fort. Training at Boro was oriented towards the
adm ni strative and theoretical aspects of the work and it was here that
Ball and Long initiated us into the service's history, purpose and
nodus oper andi .

M6's roots were in the Bureau of Secret Service, founded partly in
response to the Boer War which took Britain by surprise, and partly in
response to an increasingly belligerent Germany. On Tuesday, 30 March
1909, a sub-committee of the Conmittee of Inperial Defence net in a
closed session in Witehall. Colonel Janmes Ednonds was the first
speaker. He was head of M3, the forerunner of today's M5, whose job
was to uncover foreign spies in Britain with his staff of tw and
budget of o200 per year. Ednonds had anbitious plans and wanted to
extend his service to spy abroad, primarily in Russia and Gernany. But
Lord Esher, the chairman of the conmittee, disbelieved Ednonds's tales
of German spying successes in England and insisted that Ednonds prepare
a detailed list of cases to back his arguments.

Rat her than back down, Ednonds resorted to a tactic which was used
successfully by many of his successors in M6 - he fabricated evidence
to support his case. He provided Esher with a fictional |ist of spies
drawn from a contenporary best-selling novel, Spies of the Kaiser by
W IlliamLe Queux. When Esher asked for corroboration of his evidence,
Ednonds cl ai med that such revel ati ons woul d conproni se the security of
his informants - an excuse that was copied many tines by his successors
to extricate thensel ves fromawkward inquisitions by government. It was
enough for Ednonds to win his argunent and with it the budget to expand
MXb to formthe Secret Service Bureau. In 1911, the Oficial Secrets
Act gave Ednonds sweeping and draconian powers to inprison anybody
suspected of helping the “eneny', which at the tine was Germany. That
same primtive act is still on the statute books in Britain and even
today there are people serving lengthy jail sentences under its
auspi ces. Through both world wars, the Secret Service Bureau survived
and thrived, eventually being naned M6 in 1948.

In the conpany of Anmerica's CIA and Russia's newy revanped
intelligence service, M6 has one of the few genuinely gl obal
intelligence networks, but with a staff of approximately 2,300 it is
the smallest of the three by a long way. About 350 of the staff are
intelligence branch or "IB officers, the fast stream which we were
being trained to join. About 800 are general service or "G5S officers,
who nostly do technical and adm nistrative work. The remai nder of the
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staff are secretaries, clerks, guards, cooks, drivers, cleaners and
mechani cs.

About half of the IB and nost of the support staff are based in London.
Their main task is to support those in the field, plan operations,
liaise with foreign intelligence services and distribute intelligence
to decision-makers in Wiitehall. M6's intelligence “product' is known
as CX, an anachronismfromthe earliest days of M6 when the Chief, "C
in popular fiction, was Mansfield Cunm ngs. Then the service was so
secret that intelligence reports were not distributed outside M6 and
so were marked "~ Cunmings Exclusively', abbreviated to CX. Intelligence
is worthless if it is not passed on to decision-makers, and nowadays CX
reports are dissem nated far nore widely to “custoners'. The FCO and
the MOD are the npbst inportant, but any government departnment can
receive CX if the material is relevant to them Even sone |large British
conmpani es, such as British Aerospace, BP and British Airways, have M6
l'iaison officers who receive relevant CX

IB officers working in British enbassies overseas under cover as
di pl omats gather the majority of CX. These officers normally work in a
smal |, discreet cell within the enbassy, known as the “station'. The
station has its own highly secure comunications with Head Office and
only M6 staff are allowed access to its rooms. These roons are
frequently swept for listening devices and in many stations there is a
speci al ~safe-speech' room where inportant neetings are hel d.

There are about 50 stations around the world. The size of the station
reflects the inportance of the host country to Britain's interests.
Those in the spy capitals of the world - Geneva, Mdscow, Vienna, New
York and Hong Kong - may contain up to five IB, three or four GS and
perhaps half a dozen secretaries. Most stations in Western Europe are
two- or three-man stations, while third world stations usually consi st
of only one officer and a secretary. However there are exceptions.
Jakarta, for exanple, has a three-man station because Indonesia is a
good custoner for Britain's weapons industry, and Lagos is a three-nan

station by virtue of British interests inits oil industry. The head of
station, usually a senior officer in his 40s working under cover as an
FCO Counsellor, is normally “declared' to the secret service of the

host country, and much of his work is in liaison. The other officers
are nostly “undeclared' and may spend part of their tine spying agai nst
the host country.

Certain stations exist primarily to spy against the host country -
Mbscow and Beijing, for exanple. Others do not spy against the host at
all. Austria has no secrets of interest to Britain, but M6 maintains a
| arge Vienna station to spy on the Iranian and Russian communities, the
arms trade and the International Atonic Energy Agency which is based in
the outskirts of the city. Likewise, the New York station exists
entirely to run agents in the United Nations.

The stations are adm nistered and serviced from Head Office in London.
Each has its own "Production' or P officer who determines the
station's strategy and targets, oversees and plans operations, and
adm ni sters the budget. "Requirenents' or "R officers distribute the
intelligence production to customers. These P and R officers are
organi sed in pyramdal structures into “controllerates', which have
either a regional or functional focus.
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VWhen | joined, there were seven controllerates, the |largest and nost
power ful being the East European and Western Europe controllerates. The
M ddl e East and Far East controllerates were assum ng nore prom nence,
while the African and Wstern Hem sphere (Latin Anerica and the
Cari bbean) controllerates were shrinking. The G obal controllerate was
responsi ble for issues such as weapons counter-proliferation, |arge-
scal e drugs trafficking and international noney |aundering.

The controllerates forned the "teeth' of the service, grouped in the
Directorate of Requirements and Production. Alongside this directorate
were two further large and unwieldy directorates responsible for
admi nistering the service and providing technical back up. Four
directors form the “Board" and control the overall strategy and
adm ni stration of the directorates, and they are presided over by the
Chi ef .

One of our first lectures at Boro, given by Ball, was on maintaining
our “cover' as menbers of the diplomatic service. W were permitted to
tell inmrediate fami |y about our true occupation after obtaining witten

perm ssion from personnel departnent, but we were forbidden to tel
casual acquaintances that we worked for M6. Ball explained that to
them we were to claim that we worked for the FCO in King Charles
Street, Whitehall. To defend this cover, we needed to know how to
behave and talk intelligently about the Iife and career of a genuine
di pl omat .

Bal | assigned each of us to a cover departnent in the FCO Over the
next few days, we went along to Wiitehall, met our °colleagues',
| earned about their work and nenorised details about the room where
t hey worked, bus and underground routes from our homes into \Witehal
and the nanes of the best |ocal pubs.

One evening, after a further lecture on cover, Ball invited us to his
house for a party. “It's ny wife's birthday,' he said, "and | am so
pl eased with how this course is gelling together that 1'd like her to
have the opportunity to nmeet you all.' In M6 socialisation anmongst

of ficers and their spouses is not unusual, and particularly so on the
IONEC, so Ball's invitation did not strike us as odd. "My wife is
inviting a few of her friends around too, and since none of them are
conscious as to M6, it will be an opportunity for you to defend your
cover in a social situation,' Ball added.

On the evening of the party, we trooped round to Ball's confortable
I slington house, clutching birthday cards and flowers for his wife. A
| ong and bi bul ous evening ensued. His wife's friends were an eclectic,
lively and interesting bunch. | spent nmuch of the evening chatting to a
commercial diver, who had now set up a marine engineering business.
Hare discovered a fellow former arny intelligence officer. Markham who
was fond of good wine, found a kindred spirit in one guest who was a
wi ne nmerchant. It was flattering to find that all the guests were so
interested in our careers as diplomats. Armed with Ball's |essons,
however, it was easy to fend off their questions and maintain cover.

One guest was an attractive blonde and Spencer, his courage fortified
by a few cans of Younger's |ager, was soon in ani mated conversation
with her. She was a lingerie sal eswonan and nodel and was delighting
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Spencer with descriptions of sonme of her range of goods. They were soon
swappi ng tel ephone nunbers, pronmising to nmeet up.

The followi ng norning we assenbled at Boro as usual at 10 a.m, sone of
us nursing hangovers. The chatter was all about the previous evening.
The former arnmy officer didn't inpress Hare. "He was talking bullshit.
No way was he in the green sline.' Markham too spoke sceptically about
the ignorance that the alleged wine nmerchant had di spl ayed. But gl ow ng
wi th pride, Spencer related his conversation with the bl onde and beaned
when he reveal ed his success in snagging a dinner date with her.

A few mnutes after ten, Ball shuffled to the front of the class and
wi shed us good norning. He didn't |ook as cheerful as normal and the

cl assroom fell silent. | hope you had a good tine |last night,' Ball
said, shifting awkwardly, as if he had something to hide. Spencer
| ooked snug. “But | have an apol ogy to make,' he paused for a nonent.

“The guests at the party last night were not really friends of ny wife,
but were M5 officers. The purpose of the exercise was to ensure that
you had all learnt your |essons about cover.' There was a stony silence
as it sunk in that we had been so easily duped. It was exhilarating to
con unsuspecting menmbers of the public in PERFECT STRANGER, but we
didn't like having the tables turned.

Hare was nost annoyed at being fooled. “In ny experience from the
army,' he spoke out indignhantly "if you con students they quickly |ose
faith in the DS.'

Only Forton found sonething to lighten the nood. Wth a chuckle, he
gleefully pointed to Spencer. “Feeling alright, Alex?" he asked
nocki ngly. “Still going on that date?' Poor Spencer was staring at the
fl oor, ashen-faced.

Thereafter, whenever friends or relatives asked us about work, it was
easy to fend off their curiosity. At first it was exhilarating to "lie
in the interests of national security', but it brought changes in mny
relationships with friends. Carl Jung's statement that the " naintenance
of secrets acts like a psychic poison, which alienates their possessor
fromthe community' rang true.

The bread and butter of the work of an intelligence officer is
targeting, cultivating, recruiting, then running informers who are
prepared to give or sell secrets about their country to M6. During the
first weeks of the | ONEC we practised these skills in a series of small
exerci ses. Experienced officers would come down from Century House to
role-play the agent, pretending to be Brazilian Generals, Russian
scientists, lranian revol utionaries, or whatever the exercise required.
W would play the case officer and practise the art of getting
al ongside them cultivating them recruiting them and extracting
intelligence. W then wote up a contact report recording the
ci rcunmst ances of the neeting and i ssued a nock CX report containing the
intelligence. Afterwards the rol e-player debriefed us and Ball and Long
graded us on how well we had perforned. Some of the exercises were done
in public, so to a casual eavesdropper the conversations must have
appeared odd, particularly as the nore col ourful role-players would
af fect the accents and dress of their role.
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One such was PERFECT PASSENGER, whi ch was intended to take the | essons
learnt in PERFECT STRANGER a step further and test our ability to
cultivate a target. Oten M6 use the confines of public transport -
especially aeroplanes - to cultivate a target, because he or she cannot
escape. In this exercise we were told that M6 had intelligence that a
South African diplomat, who was vulnerable because of financial
probl ens, was returning fromPortsmouth to London one Friday evening by
train. Qur assignment was to take the sane train, find himanongst the
ot her passengers, engage himin conversation and cultivate himso that
he would agree to have a drink on arrival at Waterloo station. Ball
showed us a surveillance shot of our target, but our only other
information was that he had radical pro-apartheid views and that he
al ways carried The Econom st, which would help us identify himin the
crowded train.

I was lucky and found nmy target alone in a conpartnment. The " South
African diplomt' was easy-going and affable, and | arranged a foll ow
up drink at Waterl oo without problem For Barking the exercise was |ess
straightforward. He found his target w thout nrnuch difficulty and
engaged him in conversation. Talk soon turned to apartheid politics
when Bar ki ng, posing as a politics student, "discovered that the role-
pl ayer was a South African dipl omat. Barking decided that the best way
to persuade the target to come for a drink was to appear anenable and
politically like-m nded so he pretended to be a racist apartheid
apol ogi st. Soon the two were enthusiastically discussing the merits of
racially segregated education, the unacceptability of m xed marriages
and the inpossibility of allow ng non-whites to vote. Concentrating on
the assignnent and enjoying the synpathetic response his extrem st
views were eliciting fromthe play-acting South African, Barking paid
little attenti on when two other nen sporting beards and tweed jackets
entered the conpartnment, and didn't notice that his conversation
agitated them Eventually the two men, left-wing politics lecturers at
Portsmouth Pol ytechnic, could no |onger stomach Barking's racist
bluster and they furiously joined in the argunent. Unfortunately,
Bar ki ng, mindful of the “party' a few weeks earlier, presuned that they
were M5 rol e-players sent to see how he woul d handl e the situati on and
grade his performance. He refused to back down and the exercise
degenerated from a quiet attenpt to gain the supposed diplomat's
confidence into a four-way shouting match that ended only when the
train arrived at Waterl oo.

W had a busy schedule down at the Fort the followi ng fortnight
learning the “tradecraft' of spying. Tradecraft is the term used to
describe the practical skills that enable a spy to nmeet or comunicate
with an agent w thout arousing the suspicion of the counter-
intelligence opposition. It covers such skills as surveillance,
antisurveill ance, counter-surveillance, brush contacts and | oading and
clearing dead letter boxes. Al require guile, cunning, a degree of
acting ability, but most of all, careful planning and preparation.

An intelligence officer cannot go to a clandestine nmeeting with an
informer without first ensuring that he is not being followed by
counter-surveillance; but he must not meke it obvious that he is
| ooki ng out for watchers. Nervous gl ances over the shoul der or frequent
stops to tie shoelaces would clearly signal to the surveillance that
the target was up to mschief. The skill in anti-surveillance is
therefore to appear an innocent diplomat, yet still identify any
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followers. This involves walking or driving, under the guise of an
i nnocuous cover activity such as a shopping trip, a planned route which
contains “surveillance traps'. For exanple, the escalators in nany
departnment stores are arranged in a sw tchback cascade, so fromthe
second escalator it is often possible to check the first without
appearing suspicious. A full anti-surveillance route may have dozens of
such surveillance traps and may take nany hours to conplete. At every
one of the surveillance traps the officer must make a nmental note of
everybody who is behind. Most of themw Il be innocent shoppers, but
amongst them may be surveillance operatives. Ball taught us that in
order to firmy identify surveillance, we nust note the sane face at
| east three tinmes.

Surveillance teams try to make thenselves difficult to positively
identify, in part by using nondescript “grey nen' as watchers - not too
tall, not too short, unremarkable clothes - so that there is nothing
that draws attention to them in a crowd. The nore sophisticated
surveillance teams |ike the Russians use tricks like reversible
cl othing and disguise, naking repeat sightings difficult. In Mscow,
strict rules about anti-surveillance drills are followed and “dry-
cl eani ng' may mean spending a whol e day “shopping’ with wife and kids
in tow ~Mscow rules' are also used in lran and in South Africa
because their counter-intelligence services are skilful. In contrast,
in npbst South Anmerican countries, anti-surveillance is easy as the
wat chers seem to have learnt their trade from Starsky and Hutch and
sport | eather jackets, |arge noustaches and dark gl asses.

Sometinmes the only neans to conmunicate with an agent may be by “brush
contact' or a “dead letter box'. A brush contact is a fleeting nmeeting
with the agent, transferring information or instructions in the
process. It relies on careful co-ordination ensuring that both parties
arrive at the same place at the sanme time so that it is possible to
carry out a brush contact even when under surveillance. The followers
cannot get too close, otherw se they make thensel ves too obvious. This
gi ves an opportunity to brush an agent in “~dead ground', for exanple a
dogleg in a corridor or passage. W were taught to watch the agent
approach the dead ground from an observation post, say a table in a
caf,. Having previously timed to the second how long it woul d take him
to reach the dead ground and knowi ng how | ong our own trip would be, it
was in theory possible to neet at the correct point, unobserved by
surveillance. In reality, brush contacts are difficult to pull off
reliably and we practised them assi duously.

Mbst of the exercises took place in Portsmputh and we took turns
pl aying the roles of officer or agent. The “officer' found a suitable
brush-contact site and then, back at the Fort, wote instructions for
the “agent' on its location. We were usually under surveillance from
teans from M5, the Portsnouth SB, Custons and Excise, or the arny
Intelligence Corps, so we would have to “dry-clean' before attenpting
the brush - sonetinmes identifying the surveill ance, sonetimes not. On
one exercise, it was Spencer's turn to play the agent and | carefully
pl anned a brush contact with him on the back stairs com ng down from

the public library in Portsnobuth town hall. | spotted surveillance on
ny way to the library, but calculating that they would not foll ow nme
cl osely enough on the deserted stairs to see the brush contact, | did
not abort. However, instead of the wusual film canister or brown

envel ope, Spencer handed me an extravagant ice-cream conplete with
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chocol ate fl ake, just before | emerged fromthe stairs into the street
bel ow, on a cold Decenmber's day. The surveillance team noted ny bizarre
acquisition and reported it to the DS

Every evening after a day of lectures or foot-slogging around
Portsmout h practising our anti-surveillance skills, we listened to a
lecture from a guest speaker, usually a menmber of the service, who
woul d describe a real-life operation in which they had taken part so
that we could see how our new skills could be applied. One evening,
Bal | announced that we had a special guest who should be treated with
the utnost respect. O eg Cordievsky, the so-called “jewel in the crown'
of M6's Russian defectors, told us the story of his defection to
Britain, as he does to every IONEC, providing a dramatic account of
tradecraft in action.

CGordi evsky first made contact with M6 in 1974 while working as a KGB
of ficer in Copenhagen under cover as the press attach, in the Russian
embassy. He was cultivated over a series of badm nton games and was
eventually recruited by Colin Figures, who | ater becane Chief. For the
next 11 years GCordievsky provided M6 with a treasure trove of
information from the heart of the KGB. CGordievsky was run with such
secrecy that only a handful of officers knew of his existence and,
rather than risk w dening the indoctrination circle, many non-
i ndoctrinated officers were allowed to pursue futile operations which
were known from Gordi evsky to be conprom sed. But despite the care
taken to keep his existence secret, it was inevitable that Gordievsky
woul d eventually fall under suspicion from his masters in Mscow.
During a period of home | eave, he was arrested and interrogated. He was
eventually released, but was suspended from work and his passport
confiscated while the K& conducted further enquiries. He managed to
get word of his plight to the station in Mdscow, where a m d-career
of ficer, the Honourable Raynmond Horner, was the nunber two. Every
station has on its standing orders at |east one plan for exfiltration
of defectors in such enmergencies. The exfiltration plan in Myscow was
to smuggl e the agent over the Russian border into neutral Finland. A
route from Moscow had al ready been reconnoitred, and Horner had a Saab
90 as his official car, which in 1985 was the only car with a large
enough boot to confortably hold a grown man. This upnarket foreign car
had caused some resentnment anobngst Horner's FCO col | eagues, as they
were forced to drive inferior British nodels and assumed that the
Honour abl e Horner had been exenpted fromthis rule because he held a
title. Every evening Gordievsky took a stroll in Gorky Park, followed
closely by his round-the-clock surveillance team Horner identified a
patch of dead ground where Gordi evsky woul d be nmonentarily out of sight
of his followers, meaning the pickup had to be made with split second
preci sion, and spent the day driving around Mscow ostensibly on
“errands', in reality doing thorough anti-surveillance. Wth nmlitary
preci sion, he arrived at the designated spot at exactly the same tine
as Cordievsky, who |eaped into the Saab's capaci ous boot, under the
soon-to-be-di sjointed noses of his surveillance. Horner drove out of
Mbscow and started the long and nerve-jangling ride to the Finnish
border. Horner could not be sure that his car was not bugged, so dared
not conmunicate with his hidden passenger. Even when over the border,
it was too risky to speak out, though he nust have been stifling a
shout of jubilation. To let his passenger know he was safe, he played
CGor di evsky's favourite piece of nmusic over the car stereo. To this day,
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CGordi evsky is referred to in M6 by the code nane OVATIQ\, a reference
to this piece of music.

Anot her comon tradecraft technique we |earned was the “dead letter
box' or DLB. This technique involves clandestinely hiding a nmessage
where it can | ater be picked up by the other party. Usually the nessage
is put in a small container such as a filmcanister and the hidi ng spot
is chosen so that it can be posted or cleared even when under
surveillance. DLB sites are nuch easier to find than brush contact
sites - and we were expected to find one in less than an hour in an
unfam [iar environnent - behind a | oose brick in a wall, in an old tree
stunp, tucked into a crevice of a promi nent rock. The di sadvantage of
DLBs is that they are occasionally discovered accidentally by the
public - usually by small children - who may informthe | ocal police

It is thus risky clearing a DLB, as the opposition may be lying in
wait .

| got my revenge on Spencer a few days later on a DLB exercise. In
W nchester Cathedral there is a small statue of St Jude next to the
fourth pew fromthe back on the west wall. Sitting in the pew, on the
pretence of praying or nmeditating, it is possible for one to grope
round the back of the legs of the statue w thout being observed. |
chose it as a DLB site, but instead of a filmcanister | left a |oaded
nouse-trap for him Poor Hare fared even worse. Against Ball's advice,
Barki ng | oaded a DLB for himin the toilet cistern of the gents in the
M Pickwi ck pub in Portsnouth. The cistern was set high on the wall and
Hare had to clinb up on the toilet seat to reach it. Unfortunately, the
gentl eman in the next door cubicle took exception to Hare's activities
and, in a rage, called the police. Hare was interviewed and, unable to
explain the truth, he was forced to admt to cottaging and was
fortunate to be let off with only a caution.

The requirement for these ol d-fashioned tradecraft skills is not as
great for the nodern spy as in the days of the Cold War. These days,
el ectroni cs and conputers have sinplified agent communi cations and it
is often easier to comunicate with encrypted e-mail. Traditional
tradecraft was enphasised on our course partly because Ball was an
ent husi ast and deeply inured with the techniques, but partly because
the discipline and nerve required to plan and execute such operations
was greater than sinply clicking the “send button on a conputer
instilling better tradecraft discipline. Practising these ol d-fashi oned
techni ques was al so better for norale and team bonding than sitting in
front of a conmputer screen, and we thoroughly enjoyed the exercises.
One exception, however, was Martin Richards, the el dest student on the
course. A quiet, academic nman, he found the exercises rather silly. One
afternoon, he failed to return to the Fort and eventually rang the DS
to say that he could go on no longer. He was forced to resign fromM®6
and they resettled himwith Shell G, his old conpany.

Secret Witing (SW, the grown-ups' term for school boys' “invisible
ink', still plays a role in spying, but nodern techniques are nore
sophi sticated than the |enon-juice-in-a-fountain-pen famliar from
Boys' Omn magazine. There is a three-man joint M5/ M6 section known as
TS/ SWwhich is responsible for research and training in the | atest SW
techni ques. TS/ SWhas several different SWtechniques, but the nethod
we were taught on the I ONEC and which is used ubiquitously by M6
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oficers in the field is the mraculously sinple “offset’ nethod. Like
many great inventions, it was discovered by accident.

The problemwith early invisible inks was that the witer could not see
what he had just witten. A visible ink which faded shortly after it
dried was devel oped but that was not perfect because the indentation
made by the pen could be detected and the possession of the peculiar
ink itself could be conprom sing.

The solution came one day in the md-1980s, when a TS/ SWtechnician was
devel opi ng a conventional SW nessage sent by an agent in Russia. The
secret message had been witten on the back of an envelope with an
i nnocuous “cover' letter inside and posted from Mscow. As the
techni ci an swabbed the back of the envel ope with developing fluid, as
expected the secret nessage began to emerge. But to his surprise, other
witing - in a different hand and mirror-witten - also started to
devel op. Close inspection of the witing showed that it was an address
in Kiev. But who was the addressee and how had it appeared over the top
of the message?

There was only one |ogical explanation for the nysterious witing. Wen
the agent posted his letter, the back of the envel ope nmust have fallen
to rest in the postbox on top of another envel ope. That envel ope mnust
have been addressed with an ink which possessed the property of
transferring an invisible chemcal to paper in contact with it. The
technician realised that the Kiev address nust have been witten with a
commercially available pen. If that pen could be identified, it would
be a superbly el egant, sinple and deniable SWinplenent. M6 nounted a
systemati c worl dwi de search for the magic pen and every M6 station was
asked to send a secretary to the local stationery store to buy every
make avail able. TS/ SWwere soon at work testing them Each was used to
wite a few characters, a piece of paper was pressed over the top, then
swabbed with devel oper. It took many weeks to identify the magic pen -
the Pentel rollerball. The “offset' techni que has the dual advantages
that the agent or officer can see what he is witing before taking the
of fset copy and because the pen is comrercially available it is
deni abl e and unconpromising. Ofset is now used routinely by M6®6
officers in the field for witing up intelligence notes after
debriefing agents. It is also issued to a few highly trusted agents,
but is considered too secret to be shared even with |iaison services
such as the ClA

Many other technical neans are used for clandestine comunication
bet ween agents, officers and Head O fice. Devel opnent and issue of
these systens was the responsibility of the section known as TOS/ AC
(Technical and Operations Support, Agent Comms). One norning they
brought along their |atest gadgets to denpnstrate to us.

The essential feature of these gadgets is that they are non-
conpr om si ng, t hat is, t hey are i denti cal or virtually
i ndi stinguishable from commercially available equipnent. PETTLE
recorders were particularly ingenious. Any normal audio cassette has
two tracks running parallel to each other, one for each “side' of the
cassette. PETTLE recorders exploited the unused part of the nmagnetic
tape which lies between the two strips. TOS/ AC denonstrated an ordi nary
personal stereo which played and recorded on both sides of the tape
like a standard nmachine. But turning it upside down tripped a
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m croswitch so that pressing the “stop' and “record' buttons together
made the machine record over the central track. Pressing “stop' and
“play' together played back the recording. They also denonstrated
nodi fied | aptop conputers. The renovabl e floppy discs used in ordinary
computers have a hidden space which is just big enough to hide a sinple
word processing system and file retrieval system Typing in a sinple
command at the DOS pronpt started up the special word processor system
allowing notes to be secretly recorded. Exiting the software, the
computer reverted to normal node, leaving the secret files invisible
even to an acconplished computer specialist.

We al so | earned how to use SRAC (Short Range Agent Communi cation). This
systemis only issued to | ong-established and highly trusted agents in
countries such as Russia and South Africa. The agent writes a nmessage
on a | aptop conputer, then downloads it into the SRAC transnmitter, a
small box the size of a cigarette packet. The receiver is usually
nmounted in the British enmbassy and continually sends out a | ow power
i nterrogation signal. Wen the agent is close enough, in his car or on
foot, his transmitter is triggered and transmts the nessage in a high-
speed burst of VHF. The transmitter is disguised as an i nnocuous obj ect
and for many years "Garfield Cat' stuffed aninmals were popular as their
sucker feet allowed the agent to stick the transmitter on the side
wi ndow of his car, giving an extra clear signal as he drove past the
embassy.

Phot ography is another inportant skill for an intelligence officer
whether to snap a surveillance shot of a target or to photograph secret
docunents. We were taught photography by an instructor from the
service's technical support division, TOS/PH He showed us how to take
| ong-range snaps of targets using huge tel ephoto | enses and how to take
clear close-ups of docunents. M6 wuses comercially available
phot ogr aphi ¢ equi pment where possi bl e because anything specially made
could be conprom sing. W did, however, practise with gadgets such as
nm dget cameras and specially made col | apsi bl e docunent - copyi ng caner as.
Best fun, though, were the | essons on covert photography during which
we secretly photographed nmenmbers of the public with a variety of stil
and video caneras nounted in briefcases or shoul der bags. Back in an
under ground cellar below the Fort we were taught how to devel op our
shots as every overseas M6 station has a darkroom which we were
expected to know how t o use.

Twi ce a week, we were given instruction in self-defence in the Fort's
smal | gymasium Qur instructor, Bill, was a former sergeant in the
Royal Marines Special Boat Service who had al so worked for a few years
for the Las Vegas police force. Although only a little over five feet
tall and dwarfed by all of us, he could put any of us on the floor or
in an agonising thumb-lock within seconds. Over the weeks, we were
taught how to judo-throw woul d-be attackers, fend off knife attacks,
escape from headl ocks and arml ocks, and di sarm a gunman. Self-defence
is taught nmore for fun and norale building than for any real purpose -
a traffic warden has nore need of it than an M6 officer and physica
violence is never deliberately used. Bill could only recall one
i ncident when a forner student put the teaching into practice. A fenale
of ficer was receiving unwanted attention froma drunken lout on a train
during her evening commute. While the yob pestered her, the other nale
passengers buried their noses deeper into their newspapers. Eventually
she could take no nore and, just as Bill had taught her, she tightly
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rolled up her copy of The Economnist and jabbed it into her assailant's
eye, quickly silencing him

We were al so taught weapons-handling but, |ike self-defence, it was
nore for fun and fostering of team spirit than for any practical
purpose. It was virtually unknown for M6 officers to carry a weapon
and no officer has ever used one in anger. Qur instructor, Tom Ni xon, a
fornmer sergeant in the Special Air Service, participated in the My
1980 Iranian Enmbassy siege at Prince's Gate. Under his expert
supervision, we practised twice weekly at the outdoor range at the
western edge of the Fort and in the snmall indoor range, nodelled on the
famous “killing house' range at the SAS barracks in Hereford. W nostly
used the Browning 9nm pistol, standard issue to the British arned
forces, but also trained on foreign weapons |ike the Israeli Uzi and
German Heckl er & Koch sub-machi ne guns.

The DS and lecturers taught wus how to plan and nmount bugging
operations, even though this is not the job of the IB. TOS has about a
hundred officers trained in the specialist skills to carry out these
tasks: locksmiths, clandestine entry specialists, sound engineers,
el ectricians. W just required an understanding of their skills and
abilities. Ball gave us an exercise, PERFECT NEl GHBOUR, in which we had
to plan such an operation. Briefing us on the scenario, Ball said to
i magi ne that the IRA had acquired a "safe house' in Gosport, near the
Fort, and that intelligence showed that the house was to be used to
pl an a bonbi ng canpaign. Over the next two weeks, we had to draw up a

detailed portfolio of the house, its layout, its occupants and their
novements, then make reconmmendati ons on how and when the house shoul d
be entered to place covert listening devices. Al of us were given a

di fferent house to recce. These belonged to innocent menbers of the
public. “Are there any restrictions on what we can do?' asked Hare at
the end of the briefing.

"No - you can do whatever you want,' replied Ball. “Just don't get
caught .’

That evening | borrowed a covert shoul der-bag mounted canera fromthe
phot ographic | aboratories and strolled round to ny target, a medium
sized fam|ly home set in a small garden and fronting on Gonmer Lane. To
the rear was a small garden, backing on to the grounds of Stanley Park
and Bay House School. Squeezing the bag to activate the Pentax SLR
inside, | covertly photographed the house, shooting a roll of film
which | devel oped that evening. The following norning, a visit to
Gosport Town Hall on WAl pole Road yielded a copy of the electoral roll,

giving the nanmes and occupations of the occupants. Posing as an
architectural student, | borrowed the plans of their house fromthe
bui l ding regul ati ons departnent on the fourth floor on the pretext that

it was for a design project at the polytechnic. The clerk would not

rel ease photocopies but allowed ne to study themin the waiting-room

As soon as he was out of sight, an SLRwith close-up | enses was used to
phot ographed them Just as | finished, Castle walked in. He too had
t hought of the sane ruse. He got away with it but Spencer, who turned
up an hour or so later, was not so lucky. The clerk was by now wary of
the rush of odd requests for plans of Farehamtown houses. He called
his superior, who refused to believe Spencer's protests that he was a
bui |l der's j obber.
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Thereafter every spare half-hour fromthe classroomwas spent observing
the house to build up a detailed picture of the daily novements of the
occupants. The best place for the listening device would be in the
kitchen, where the famly socialised. But nore detailed information was
needed. One evening | jogged round to the house and found that it was
empty. This was my chance. After checking that nobody was watchi ng,
climbed the fence bordering Stanley Park, scranbled through the
shrubbery and up to the hedge at the back of the house. Nobody was at
honme next door either, so | scuttled the few metres of open ground into
the cover of the lean-to at the back of the house, sending a startled
cat shooting through nmy feet and under the w ndsurfer |ying nearby.
Crouching in the shadows for a few mnutes, | listened for any sign of
comproni se. There was silence, so | stood up and peered through the
kitchen window. After nmy eyes adjusted to the gloom | sketched the
kitchen layout in a notebook. Just as | turned to make my exit |
noticed that the key had been left in the door. Recalling Ball's words
- “just don't get caught' - | turned it and pushed the door open. My
intrusion into a stranger's house was anoral and illegal but in the
euphoria of the IONEC it seened totally justified. Ball rewarded ny
efforts with full marks on the exercise

We worked | ong hours down at the Fort. Training started at 9 a.m and a
typi cal day would involve several |ectures, small-arns drill or self-
defence classes, an exercise in the afternoon, nore |ectures, then
di nner, perhaps another evening exercise and then we had to wite up
the exercises going into the nmddle of the evening. Socialising in the
bar afterwards was obligatory, so often we would not get to bed unti
the early hours. To conpensate for the | ong weekday hours, we finished
just after lunch on Friday afternoons and were not expected back at the
Fort until md-norning the follow ng Monday. All of us lived in centra
London, so we normally shared lifts back into town. For the first few
weeks of the IONEC | rented a room from an old Canmbridge friend, but
realising early in the course that M6 would be a lifetine career
getting on the property |adder becane inperative. | found a one-bedroom
garden flat on Richborne Terrace in the pleasant but slightly
di | api dated Victorian suburb of Kennington. It was in poor decorative
order and the garden was sorely neglected, but it was as much as |
could afford and | was very proud of it. Every weekend was spent
di ggi ng, planting, painting and saw ng.

I was enjoying the social life in London too. One day Julian, an
English friend | met in Argentina, invited me to an evening of indoor
go-kart racing in London to celebrate his birthday. Having spent so
many hours tearing up ny nother's garden in ny home-nmade go-kart, |
fancied my chances in a race and so was | ooking forward to the event.

The track was built in an old bus depot in C apham Julian had invited
30 or so other friends and anpbngst them were some very pretty girls.
One in particular | noticed inediately. As we nmilled around sorting out
hel mets and awaiting our heats, | could hardly keep my eyes off her

She was tall, alnost five foot ten inches, and had bl ue eyes and | ong
shiny dark hair which she often caressed and pushed back from her face
whenever she |aughed. She had cinched-in the waist of the baggy
overalls issued to us with an old school tie, accentuating her slender
wai st. | watched her race in one of her heats. She drove like an old
granny popping down to the supermarket for a tin of Whiskas and soon
the | eaders were bearing down on her to | ap her and the race narshalls
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pul l ed out the blue flag to show that she should give way. But it was
to no avail. Lap after lap, the | eaders sat on her bunper, trying to
get past. Being lighter than the nen behind her, she could accelerate
nore quickly on the straights, but tiptoed around the corners. The
marshal | s waved their flags nore vigorously, but it was in vain. She
just took one hand off the steering wheel and waved back at them |
found out fromJulian that she was called Sarah.

After the karting we went for dinner at a nearby Italian restaurant. In
the nil,e as we waited to be seated, to my surprise |I found that she
seened to be trying to get a seat near ne. W chatted all evening and
ended up going out to dinner again two days |ater.

Al though the core activity of M6 is agent-running, its charter, known
as the "Order Book', requires it to maintain a capability to plan and
nmount "~ Special Operations' of a quasi-military nature. M6 officers do
not have the necessary mlitary skills to carry out such operations
thensel ves. Their role is to set the objectives of the operation and
obtain political <clearance for it from the Foreign Secretary.
Thereafter the operation is executed by specially trained officers and
men fromthe three branches of the arnmed forces.

The Royal Air Force provides a small detachnent of around ten pilots
known as the "S& flight'. They are selected by the RAF for their
outstandi ng skills and nost arrive with prior experience in the specia

forces flights which service the SAS and SBS. They operate a Hercul es
C- 130 transport aircraft and a Puma helicopter, are trained on nany
other mlitary aircraft, and because they may be required to fly
commercial aircraft the |ucky selectees also obtain civilian conmercia

pilot's licences. The C-130 is nostly used for delivering or recovering
equi pment at overseas stations which are too big or dangerous to trave

in a diplomatic bag, and the Puma is used for ferrying M6 personne

and VIPs around the UK, particularly on the shuttle run between Head
O fice and the Fort. It can frequently be seen at Battersea Heliport or
over London on such journeys, distinguishable fromnormal RAF Pumas by
the | arge undercarriage containing |ong-range fuel tanks.

The arny provides a detachment from the SAS reginent, called
Revol uti onary Warfare Wng in Hereford, and the navy provides a snmall
detachnment from their Special Boat Service in Poole. Both have simlar
roles as far as M6 is concerned and are known collectively within the
service as the “increnment'. To qualify for the increnent, SAS and SBS
personnel must have served for at |least five years and have reached t he
rank of sergeant. They are security vetted by M6 and given a short
i nduction course into the function and objectives of the service. |f
they have not already |earnt surveillance skills, they take a three-
week course at the Fort. Back at their bases in Hereford and Pool e,
their already substantial mlitary skills are fine-tuned. They |earn
how to use inprovised expl osives and sabotage techniques, as well as
advanced VIP protection skills, study guerilla warfare organi sation and
practise advanced insertion techniques - for exanple high-altitude
parachuting from commerci al aircraft or covert landings from
submari nes. Advanced civilian qualifications are acquired: several of
the SBS Increnment have conmercial ship's skipper's tickets in their
alias name, enabling themlegally to hire, say, a fishing traw er.

page- 48 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

On the 1ONEC, a week of the course is dedicated to famliarisation with
the increment and the S& flight and "nilitary week' was eagerly
anticipated by nost of us.

After being issued with a set of nilitary fatigues and boots so
outdated they | ooked like they were SOE relics, we set off fromthe
Fort helipad in the S&D Puna. It was just after nightfall and the cabin
of the helicopter was lit by the dim red energency exit lights. Using
infra-red night sights, the two pilots showed off their inpressive | ow
altitude skills by flying at high speed over the rolling west country
farm and, often below the normal military legal limt of 50-feet, a
privilege given only to the S& flight. Every few m nutes, one of the
pilots cheerfully called out over the intercom ~Everyone OK back
there? Just sing if you feel sick.' Nobody replied, though Bart was
| ooki ng pale. Half an hour later, the Puma hovered to a standstill a
couple of feet off the ground in the corner of a dark field. "~Junp,’
screaned the |oadie, pushing us out into the darkness, and the Puna

roared off into the night. As ny eyes adjusted, | realised that we were
in the SAS's Pontrilas training area in Wil es. "What are we supposed to
do now?' asked Hare to nobody in particular, “Pretend to be sheep?'

Bart groaned and threw up, splashing Castle's boots, but before we had
time to laugh an authoritative voice rang out from behind a nearby
hedge, “Over here, lads.'

We shuffled over to where two shadowy figures waited. One was no nore
than five foot six inches tall and of slight build. The other sported
the sort of moustache favoured by sol diers. He spoke first, in a strong

Brumm e accent. “|I'm Barry, the 21C of RWN The purpose of tonight's
exercise is to give you a little insight into sone of our work, so that
when you' re back at your confortable desks, you'll have an idea what it

is like for us out in the field.' Wth that, he turned away, expecting
us to follow. Barry's smaller conpanion was nore am able and trotting
al ongsi de us, introduced hinmself as “Tiny'.

Tiny was also a sergeant in RWV and was one of its |ongest-serving
menbers. It was easy to see why he would be useful - his dimnutive
frane and nodesty were advantages in undercover work. As Tiny hinself

expl ained, | once spent a whole evening trying to convince nmy num |

was in the SAS, but even she wouldn't believe ne.' It was difficult to
i magi ne how he could have passed SAS sel ection, but all nmenbers of RWV
must do so. The only exenptions are the few fermale officers who are
occasionally seconded to RWVfromthe army intelligence corps.

We trudged in silence in the drizzle for ten mnutes or so until Barry
called a halt. Tiny pulled out a folding spade fromhis snall backpack
and started digging. In a minute or so he uncovered a plastic screwtop
contai ner, about the size of a beer keg. It was a cache, just |like the
ones | had dug up in Belgium and it contai ned survival rations, water

maps, conpass and nmoney. ~We often bury several of these overseas to
support energency exfiltration contingency plans for you guys,' Tiny
expl ained. He then showed us how to bury it, leaving no sign of
di sturbance, and gave us tips on howto record its location succinctly
and unanbi guously. Tiny finished his demonstration and | ead us back to
the field we had come from From his backpack he fished out eight NATO
i ssue torches conplete with infra-red filters, handed them out to us
and arranged us in a "T' shape, the standard pattern used in NATO for
gui di ng down helicopters. W pointed our torches skyward and i n seconds
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the Puma roared into view out of the darkness. We piled into the back,
keeping well clear of Bart.

We were dropped off at a small nmilitary airfield a few ninutes away. It
was just past mdnight, cold, and the drizzle had thickened into
driving rain. Forton was getting fed wup and Castle |ooked
di sinterested. W followed Tiny out of the wet into a small classroom
just belowthe airfield control tower. A worman in her |ate 20s, dressed
in outdoor casual clothes, waited by the blackboard. She introduced
hersel f as Mags, a captain fromthe Arny's shady agent-handling Force
Reaction Unit, on attachnent to the RWN and gave us a lecture on the
next stage of the exercise, a sinmulated agent energency exfiltration
usi ng the S&D Hercul es. She expl ai ned how we woul d have to spread out
in a set pattern along the runway and use our infra-red torches to
guide in the aircraft, and then she nunbered us off, assigning us each
a position in the pattern. Turning to Barry, who was standing at the
back of the class, she snapped, “Hand out the comrs, sergeant.' Barry
gl owered back and gave each of us a Mdtorola wal kie-talkie. Mgs
assigned Forton and nme to opposite sides of the far end of the Ianding
pattern and we trudged off down the runway together. “Troll-bitch from
hell, isn't she?" Forton |aughed.

As we reached our assigned positions, Mags's voice crackled over the
Mot orol as. " Al pha one, confirmposition, over.' | turned to face her at
the far end of the runway and, as she had instructed, flashed the
letter Ain norse on the torch. “Bravo one, confirm position, over,'
she called for Forton, but he was still chatting besides ne and just
turned to wave his torch Iike a child with a sparkler. “Bravo one, get
in position innmediately, over,' snapped Mags. Forton sauntered over the
runway and Mags continued checking off the rest of the pattern. She got
as far as Barking when her instructions were blotted out by Forton
singing into his Mdtorola, turned on full power, his best rendition of
“Strangers in the Night'.

Forton reached the fourth verse before the Hercul es screaned into view
and drowned him out. Wth its props on full reverse thrust and its
tyres screaching in protest, it halted in an astonishing short space.
The rear ranp dropped and a Range Rover burst out and tore off down the
runway towards the control tower. As briefed by Mags, we ran to the
aircraft and cl anbered into the spacious hold. The aircraft executed a
sharp U-turn and accel erated back down the runway as we clung to the
webbi ng seats inside, took off, flewa tight circuit and | anded agai n.
The rear ranmp was already hal f-open as the pl ane touched down, giving a
view of the Range Rover hurtling down the runway after us. Wth the
aircraft still rolling, the Range Rover hurtled up the ranmp at al arm ng
speed, the RWN crew strapped it down and only seconds after touching
down we were airborne again. "“That was an exanple of how we do hot
exfiltrations,' Barry shouted over the roaring engines.

We spent the night at Stirling Lines, the SAS's headquarters in
Hereford, dining in the officer's nmess. It was an honour, because
normal ly only SAS personnel are allowed to set foot in the building.
After dinner, Barry stood up and spoke. “1've arranged an interesting
talk. I'msure it will be a hunbling experience for all of you.' He
gl owered at Forton and lead us into a nmeeting room by the ness. A
stocky, dark-haired soldier was waiting, standing by an overhead
projector. As we settled into our seats he stared bl ankly at the wall
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behi nd us and waited until there was silence before he spoke. Quietly
he introduced himself and for the next hour he told howin the Gulf War
hi s eight-man Scud-hunting patrol, Bravo Two Zero, was conprom sed and
ambushed, and how he was captured and tortured by the lIraqgis for
several months. He spoke with no trace of boastful ness, enotion or
hunour, as if he was telling us about a trip to buy a bit of wood from
B&Q. When he finished, he thanked us for our attention and |eft.

We trooped back to the bar in silence. It was some minutes before
Spencer spoke up. "It would make a cracking book, that would.' For
once, Spencer was right. Andy MNab published his story a year |ater
and it became a worldwi de best-seller.

The next norning, the Puma picked us up and took us down to the Speci al
Boat Service's base in Poole, Dorset. The SBS contribution to the
increment is much smaller than RWN only about 15 nmen. As one woul d
expect, given its naval roots, the SBS increment is oriented towards
marine operations and its nen are expert frogmen and underwater
demolitions experts. Mny have served also in Commachi o troop, the
Royal Marines' maritime counter-terrorist unit, or in their Muntain
and Arctic Warfare cadre. The SBS increment is primarily enployed by
M6 to place tracking beacons on ships whilst they are anchored in
har bour .

The beacon is about the size of a house brick and to work effectively
it must be placed high up on the ship's superstructure. W were given a
demonstration in the indoor swi mm ng pool by an SBS sergeant of the
lightweight drysuit, recycling breathing apparatus and conpact
collapsible |adder used to covertly approach and board a ship in
har bour .

The SBS i ncrenment al so operates M6's nini-submarine, about the |ength
of two cars. The pilot and navigator sit astride the cylindrical
forward hull dressed in drysuits and breathing apparatus. The rear half
of the craft flattens into a passenger conpartnment which is just large
enough to carry four persons, packed together |ike sardines. The
conmpartment is flooded during a dive and the drysuited passengers
breat he air piped fromthe craft's onboard supply. The mni-sub is used
for infiltrating specialist agents into a hostile country and for
exfiltrating conproni sed agents.

The SAS and SBS increnments are conpl enmented by another specialist cadre
who occasionally participate in increnent operations and we were al so
introduced to their skills during mlitary week. These 20 or so nen and
wonen, known collectively as UKN, enconpass a diverse range of

speci alist skills. Only the snmall “core' who are on call full-tinme draw
a nodest salary fromM®6. The rest work unpaid and take time off from
their real jobs to participate in M6 operations. Their core skill is

surveillance and counter-surveillance. To blend into foreign streets,
some are drawn fromethnic mnorities and many have a good comrand of
foreign | anguages. Other skills are diverse: one is a pilot who, though
working full-tinme for an air-taxi conpany, is prepared to drop
everything to help out in an M6 operation when required. Another is a
yacht mast er who provides his boat when required. UKN have an odd status
in the office because they are regarded as agents rather than staff, so
we dealt with them under alias. They are al so deniable assets - if an
increment soldier were captured in an operation, M6 would initiate
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di plomatic efforts to secure their release, but UKN have no such
reassurance. They would be denied and their only hope of securing
rel ease woul d be through private |legal action. As they clearly cannot
get insurance on the commercial market, they take enornous personal
ri sks every time they go abroad.

Al though Ball and Long kept us under continuous assessment on the
| ONEC, nmpst enphasis was placed on our performance in the final
exerci se, known as EXERCISE SOLO Traditionally SOLO took place in
Norway with the cooperation of its secret service. But our SOLO was to
be hosted for the first tine by SISM, the Italian secret service.

The decision to base SOLOin Italy was taken for political reasons at a
high level in both countries. M6 had been in liaison with SISM
before, but the relationship was tetchy and weak. M 6 regarded sout hern
European |iaison services as unprofessional and insecure and SISM
preferred to work with the CIA and the BND (the German external
intelligence service). Recent devel opnents, however, had brought M6
and SISM closer. SISM was doing some good work against its
recal citrant southern nei ghbour, Libya, and M6 wanted access to this
intelligence. SISM's relationship with the BND was al so goi ng through
a difficult patch, so they regarded bolstering links with M6 as a
useful insurance policy. M6 proposed to SISM that they cooperate on
training exercises as a means of cenmenting the relationship, so the
Italian-based SOLO was born. In return, M6 offered to host training on
its honme turf for SISM's new recruits.

Because of the political background to the decision, it was inportant
that the exercise was a success. Ball and Long spent a nonth in Italy
prior to the start of the IONEC, planning the exercise with the hel p of
SI SM and Rome station.

Ball briefed us that we were to inmagine that we were enployed in UKB,
the section which works against |RA operations outside the UK An
intelligence report from GCHQ had revealed that the |IRA were
cooperating with the Italian mafia to smuggl e Chi nese-made SA-14 hand-
held anti-aircraft mssiles into Sicily where they would be
cl andestinely shipped to Northern Ireland for use against British arny
helicopters. Qur imaginary mssion was to go to Italy and debrief
APOCALYPSE, a nmole within the IRA. W were to wite up the CX, then
pass it in a brush contact to "Eric', a courier who would hand us
“further instructions'. We were issued with Pentels for secret- writing
and devel oper fluid disguised as aftershave, but had to plan the rest
of the operation ourselves over the next fortnight. W were all now
wise to the trickery of the DS and did not expect an easy tine.

5. FIRST SCOLO

SUNDAY, 23 FEBRUARY 1992
HEATHROW Al RPORT

Just my luck,' | thought, as the tall, well-dressed bl onde sat down in

the aisle seat. For the first time in ny life |l get to sit next to
sonmebody interesting on the plane, and |I'mstuck with an alias name and
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fictional background. Probably a trick anyway - Ball and Long had no
doubt arranged for attractive undercover wonen to sit next to all of us
on our flights, hoping that one of us would accidentally drop our cover
and | et sonething about our real lives slip out. Ball warned us in the
SOLO briefing that one trainee once fell for such a trick. He was at
Manchester airport, waiting in the departure lounge for his flight to
Anst erdam when an attractive woman sat down next to him She started
chatting to himand he responded, at first sticking to his cover story;
but, becom ng increasingly attracted, he wanted to get in touch after
the exercise and crassly told her that he was an undercover M6 officer
and gave her his real home phone number. At the post-exercise debrief,
his newWly acquired “girlfriend strolled in and reveal ed that she was
an undercover custons officer. Needless to say, he was never allowed to
undertake any real natural cover work. There was no way that Ball was
going to dupe ne into the same error during our two-hour flight from
Heat hrow to Ronme's Fiumi cino airport

The girl turned towards me, smling. "Hi, |I'm Rebecca. Are you staying
long in Ronme?

The DS woul d expect ne at least to give out part of ny cover story. |
was posing as a nerdy academic, so hopefully it would put her off. “I'm
Dan. |'mjust off to Velletri for a week.'

"Oh really?' she replied. “What are you doing there?

“I'"'m a historian, witing a post-doctoral thesis on the contrasting
approaches to urban reconstruction after the Second Wrld War in the UK
and Italy." To ny relief, her friendly snmle waned. Pulling out a
wei ghty academic book on post-war urban redevelopnent in Italy,
borrowed from London University library, | started to study earnestly.
Wth a shrug of her shoulders, she reached into her shoul der bag and
pulled out Hello magazine. W sat in silence for the rest of the
flight.

Velletri in February was not an enticing place and it had not been easy
to devise a plausible cover story for visiting such an unremarkabl e
town in the depths of winter. It had no industry of note, ruling out
busi ness cover. Journalism the other mainstay cover for M6 officers,
was al so not easy as | discovered in ny research through the library
archives that little of note ever happened in Velletri. Indeed, the
only reference to the town in the Italian tourist office in London was
that it had been heavily bonbed by the Anerican air force during the
| ast days of the Second World War as they drove the retreating Gernan
army northwards. In the absence of anything nore plausible, this
bonmbi ng canpaign would have to form the basis of my cover for the
visit.

In my spare tine in the fortnight preceding EXERCISE SOLO | carefully
built up a thick file of notes, photocopies and cuttings about
Velletri. The archives of the Inperial War Museum fortuitously only a
stone's throw from Century House, furnished a wealth of detail on the
wartime events in the town. Noticing one day an advertisenent in the
education suppl ement of The Guardian for a vacant post-doctoral urban-

redevel opment teaching post at University College, London, | applied
using an alias and false academ c qualifications, forged by TOS. An
invitation to interview arrived shortly afterwards. | would not attend,
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of course, but the letter slipped into ny briefcase would add
credibility. Every other piece of paper in nmy briefcase, every dry-
cleaning slip or receipt in ny wallet, every item of clothing, would
have to match the | egend that | was a Dani el Noonan, a post-doctoral
hi story student.

Arriving at Velletri's small railway station on a cool Mnday norning,

| felt confortable in ny alias identity and well prepared for the
exercise. After checking into the Pensione Arena, a tiny bed and
breakfast tucked away on the Via Cannetoli, | spent the rest of the

eveni ng expl oring the narrow cobbled streets and wi nding alleys of the
hilltop medieval town. First | recced the Caf, Leoni on the Corso della
Repubblica, just off Piazza Cairoli, where a neeting was schedul ed with
Eric, and then found the Bar Venezia on Via Lata where | was to neet
APQCALYPSE.

Ball told us that we would be under surveillance throughout the
exercise by Italian teans. He was probably bluffing, as the Italians
woul d probably not divert their limted surveillance resources to our
exerci se, but t aki ng no chances I mental |y noted useful
antisurveillance traps. At the same tinme, | tried to imerse nyself
completely in nmy false identity, nmentally rehearsing every small detail
of ny cover, trying to think and act just like a real historian would
do on a research trip. | stopped to examine and photograph any
bui |l di ngs which were of pre-war origin - all the churches, the town
halls - and my research had reveal ed where sonme of the USAF bonmbs had
| anded, so | inspected the repairs and reconstruction. Everything was
noted in copious detail in notebooks, building up docunentation to
support ny cover story.

That evening was spent eating a sinple neal of pizza and chianti at the
Bar Centrale on the main town piazza. There did not seem to be much
nightlife in Velletri, so |I went to bed early in the |ow budget
pensi one. There was a |ong day ahead of ne on the nmorrow, and | would
need a good night's sl eep.

On Tuesday | arrived at Bar Venezia at 10.50 a.m, ten ninutes before
APOCALYPSE was due, ordered a cappuccino, and sat down at the table
furthest from the bar, my back to the wall so that the quiet street
outside was visible. The five or six other tables were deserted; the
only other custoner, an old man, sipped a brandy at the bar. He wore a
faded bl ack beret and a padded jacket with one pocket nearly torn off.
Two fingers were mssing from his calloused right hand and an old
sheepdog lay dozing under his stool. Not the sort that even the
Italians would use for surveillance. | pulled out a copy of The
Economi st from ny shoul der bag and laid it on the table in front of ne.
It was the all-clear sign for APOCALYPSE.

| spotted himout on the street just before he entered the caf,. In his
m d- 40s, thickset, neat short hair, dressed in fleece jacket, jeans and
Ti mberl and boots - the clothing gave him away as a Brit. He didn't

acknowl edge nme but went straight to the counter and ordered an
expresso. The sheepdog sniffed the air, grow ed softly and went back to
sl eep.

APOCALYPSE brought his coffee over to nmy table. "Do you mind if | take
a seat?' he greeted nme cautiously.
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| didn't stand up to greet him - that would disclose to an observer
that we were expecting each other - but indicated for himto sit down
and, following Ball's briefing introduced nyself as successor to
“Peter', APOCALYPSE' s forner case officer. | established a cover story
for our nmeeting as quickly as possible, as we had been trained. °"If
anybody should ask how we nmet, you should sinply say that you wal ked
into the caf,, saw ne reading The Economi st, and went up to speak to ne

as a fellow Brit.' APOCALYPSE nodded, but he still seened cautious.
Ball had trained us on the IONEC to build a rapport with an agent to
ease nerves or suspicion. "Nice boots,' | comented, nodding at his new

Ti mberlands. "Did you buy them here?'

Sol diers |ove tal king about boots and APOCALYPSE was no exception.
“Aye, excellent piece of kit, these, can't fault 'em' APOCALYPSE
started to open up and once the rapport was established it was tine to
start the debrief. APOCALYPSE briefed ne that he was in Italy to neet a
contact in the Italian mafia who had access to Soviet weaponry by
virtue of their links with the Libyan government. APOCALYPSE had
negotiated the purchase of 20 SA-14 anti-aircraft mssiles. The

consi gnment woul d be shipped from Tripoli in a tranp steamer to the
Irish coast, where, under cover of darkness, it would be unloaded into
rigid hull inflatables. Once |anded, the missiles would be driven

overnight to an | RA safe house near the border.

It was inmportant information, but APOCALYPSE didn't know the sort of
detail which would enable Head Office to act on the intelligence. They
woul d want the name of the tranp steaner, its departure date, the exact
date it would arrive in Ireland. APOCALYPSE proni sed that he coul d get
the answers fromhis fictional contact. We arranged to neet again two
days later, this tine in a different caf,, the Bar di Poniente on the
west side of the town. | rem nded APOCALYPSE of our cover story for the
neeting and |eft.

| scurried back to the Pensione Arena, |ocked the door of the sinple
room and, using the Pentel pen provided by TOS/SW wote up the
intelligence in block capitals in the standard format of a CX report.
At the top, a brief one-line summary of the intelligence. Next, the
date of the neeting at which the informati on had been acquired. Then a
brief description of the source - ~An excellent source with direct
access, who has reported reliably in the past,' | wote. Then the text
of the intelligence. It all fitted on to one page of A4 paper fromny
pad of water-soluble paper. Putting the sheet face-up on the bedside
| ocker, | laid a sheet of ordinary A4 over it, then on top of them both
The Theory of Postwar Urban Redevel opment. Five m nutes was enough for
the inmprint transfer to the ordinary A4. The sheet of water soluble
paper went into the toilet bow and in seconds all that was left was a
translucent scum on the surface of the water which was flushed away.
Back in the bedroom | took the sheet of A4, folded it into a brown
mani | | a envel ope and taped it into the inside of a copy of the Gazzetta
dello Sport. | had to work quickly because there wasn't nmuch tine
before the 2 p.m neeting with the Eric.

He was sitting at the Caf, Leoni's crowded bar, mlling with office
workers on their lunchbreak. His dark jacket and red tie, recognition
features which Ball had briefed us to | ook out for, were easy to pick
out. In front of himwas a nearly finished glass of beer and a fol ded
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copy of the Gazzetta dello Sport. Squeezing into a gap between hi mand
another custonmer, | placed my own copy next to his and ordered a
coffee. Wordl essly, Eric picked up nmy paper and left. | enjoyed ny
coffee, leaving 15 mnutes later with Eric's newspaper under mnmy arm
Even if surveillance were watching ne, only the nost acute observer
woul d have noticed the brush contact.

There was not another neeting scheduled with Eric until the follow ng
nor ni ng, but there was plenty to keep ne occupied for the rest of the
afternoon. Ball had told us to do a house recce, as we had | earnt on
PERFECT NEI GHBOUR. The scenario was the sane - it was a suspected |RA
safe house and we were to help TOS plan a buggi ng operation. Nunber 41
Via Antonio Gruinaci was on the east side of the town. That afternoon

a casual stroll past gave me a first |ook. A detached three-storey
house, probably of post-war construction, it was stuccoed in a creany

col our and set just off the road with a small iron gate leading into
the front garden. There was a new and expensive Lancia parked in the
drive. | strained to get a better look at the small plaque hanging from
the side gate: "Studio di Architectura, M di Rossi, Pietrangelo D

Vito, M Caracci.' | menorised as nuch detail as | could but no anount

of witten detail can beat a good photograph. We had not been issued
with covert caneras - that would be far too conmpromising if we were
arrested - so | took a photograph openly with my Pentax SLR |If
gquestioned, | would claimthat it was part of nmy research. It would be

enough to nake a good report for the DS - not as good as on PERFECT
NElI GHBOUR, but good enough given the linmited tinme. | stashed the camera
away and hurried back to the pension.

The rest of the afternoon was spent doing the work a real academic on a
research visit nmight do. Maria Vialli, a pretty assistant clerk in the
town hall planning departnent, provided ne with naps of the town before
and after the war and photocopies of town records. “You're in luck,'
she told me in good English, “the local priest who has lived here al
his life is displaying his collection of sketches of the town from 1945
to present - you should go and have a chat with him' She gave nme her
business card in case | needed to contact her again. At the gallery,
just underneath the town hall, the priest, Monsignor Berlingieri, was
hosti ng the exhibition, hunbly showing visitors around his pictures. He
was delighted to escort ne around the collection and two hours |ater
the tour finished, | pressed a calling card into his hand to ensure
that he woul d renenber my narme.

Eric was waiting for me the following norning in a third caf,, just off
the town square. The Gazzetta dello Sport swap was two-way this tinme.
My copy contained the wite-up of the house recce and a canister
containing the undeveloped film and there was a nessage for ne in
Eric's copy.

Back in ny room at the Arena, the brown envel ope inside the paper
contained a plain sheet of A4 paper. Surprisingly, there was also a
thick wadge of ob0 notes, ampunting to od,000 in total. Eager for an

expl anation, | noistened a ball of cotton wool with the doctored Polo
aftershave and applied it to the blank sheet and waited. Nothing
happened. | reversed the sheet and tried again. This time typed script

gradual |y appeared, faint pink at first, then darkening to a deep
purple. It was a nessage fromthe Rone station:
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MESSAGE BEGQ NS

1. CONGRATULATI ONS ON YOUR SUCCESSFUL FI RST MEETI NG W TH APOCALYPSE.
THE | NTELLI GENCE WAS EXCELLENT BUT, AS YOU PO NT QUT, WE NEED FURTHER
DETAI L. UNFORTUNATELY APOCCALYPSE CONTACTED ROVE STATI ON YESTERDAY AT
1900 HOURS ON HI'S EMERGENCY CONTACT NUMBER. HI'S MAFI A CONTACT HAS
REQUESTED A MEETING IN M LAN AT 2100 TODAY. IT IS | MPORTANT THAT YOU
DEBRI EF APOCCALYPSE | MVEDI ATELY AFTER THE MEETI NG. WE FEAR HE MAY BE I N
TROUBLE. WE ENCLOSE £1, 000 STERLING TO PAY H M | F REQUI RED

2. YOU SHOULD MAKE YOUR WAY TO M LAN THIS EVENING. ROM 1 SEC WLL MEET
YOU I N THE LOBBY OF THE HOTEL TREVI SO AT 2130. APCCALYPSE IS DRI VING TO
M LAN FROM YOUR LOCATI ON AFTER YOUR MEETI NG WE SUGGEST YOU ACCOVPANY

H M

GRS0000

ENDS

| didn't like the last line. W'd been trained not to |l et an agent take
control of a neeting and getting in his car would put APQOCALYPSE
literally in the driving seat. If the scenario were real, | would hire

nmy own vehicle and nake my own way to Mlan. But this was an exercise
and perhaps there was another agenda. Were Ball and Long testing ny
initiative with a little ploy? Did they expect me to refuse the order
to get in APOCALYPSE s car and nake nmy own way? O did they want ne to
accept a lift from APOCALYPSE so that my arrest could be engineered
nore easily? Evading the inevitable arrest would not be well received
by the DS - much of the training value of the exercise lay in the
i nterrogati on phase. Against my instinct, | reluctantly decided to go
wi th APOCALYPSE

There was no snoke alarmin the room but nevertheless | took the sheet
of paper bearing the instructions and carefully folded it, concertina
fashion, into four and stood it in the enpty bathroomsink. Lit at the
top, it would burn downwards and meke nuch |ess snoke than when lit
fromthe bottom The Zippo's flame touched the paper and, accel erated
by the al cohol-based aftershave, quickly consumed it. | swilled the
ashes down the plughol e, taking care that no trace of soot was left in
the sink.

| nmet APOCALYPSE again later that afternoon in a small caf, just behind
the town church. He had arrived early and was sitting on his own in the
corner table. The school day had just finished and the other tables
were crowded with giggling adol escents. APOCALYPSE didn't |ook too
confortable. “Shall we go sonmewhere else?' | offered.

"We'll only be a minute or so. |I've got you lots nore information,'
APOCALYPSE whi spered. He delved into his small backpack and handed ne
t hree photocopi es. They were the specifications for the SA-14s. “1've
al so got you lots nmore detail on the tranp steamer and the shipment.
You'll need pen and paper to wite it down,' he said firmy. | fished
out my notebook and he dictated the name of the fictitious ship,
sailing date, expected rendezvous date in Ireland, cargo bill-of-
| oadi ng nunber and the nunmber of the end-user certificate which the
Li byans had used to acquire the weaponry.

| guessed that APOCALYPSE was | oading me up with docunentation so that
when | cane to be arrested, there would be plenty of incriminating
material on me for my interrogators. But | couldn't throw the papers
away. The exercise scenario was that | should give themto H ROM SEC in
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the Hotel Treviso that evening, and the DS wouldn't be too happy if |
jettisoned them \ile APOCALYPSE excused hinself to visit the
bat hroom | slipped the scrap of paper down the inside of ny sock.
Dealing with the other papers would have to wait.

APOCALYPSE returned to his seat. “Listen, 1've got to go to Mlan
tonight to meet the mafia guys. | don't know what they want. | want you
to cone up with ne in case there's trouble.'

APOCALYPSE' s invitation reeked of a trap, but the DS wanted ne to fall
for it. “Yes, | got the sanme nessage last night,' | replied. "1've got
ny bag. Let's go.'

M nutes | ater, we were speeding up the S7 superstrada towards Rone in
APOCALYPSE' s hired Fiat Panda. APOCALYPSE drove in silence, deep in
t hought. We were nearing the centre of the capital before he turned to

me. “|I've got to make a phone call to ny girlfriend. I'll just be a
mnute.' He pulled into an AG P petrol station on the Via 20 Settenbre,
and left the car to make the call. | guessed that he woul d probably be

calling the DS, alerting them that we would soon be arriving at the
arrest site.

Using a 500-lire coin, | partially unscrewed the trim panel fromthe
si de of the passenger footwell, stuffed the three sheets of information
on the SA-14s down the gap and had just finished screwing it back
toget her when APOCALYPSE returned. “~OK, everything's in order,' he
announced, 'Let's get on our way to Ml an.'

We navigated northwards through the busy Rone traffic and were
approaching the entry to the Al autostrada when we cane upon a
carabinieri roadblock controlling the traffic flowing on to the
not orway. Four uniformed officers were questioning the driver of a
battered Fiat 500, their dark-blue Al fa-Ronmeos parked al ongsi de. As we
drew cl oser, one raised a white gloved hand, indicating for us to pull
in. “Shit' exclainmed APOCALYPSE, a little too vehenently. W drewto a
halt just as the little Fiat accelerated away in a cloud of blue
exhaust snoke.

One of the carabinieri strutted over to APOCALYPSE s w ndow, dark
gl asses hiding his eyes. “Docunenti,' he snapped, clicking his fingers.

APOCALYPSE | ooked at me, benused. “He wants your driving |licence and
i nsurance details,' | urged.

I haven't got them' replied APOCALYPSE with a shrug of his shoul ders.

The carabinieri glared back. “Docunenti,
Engli sh, "Passport.'

he repeated, then in accented

APOCALYPSE shrugged his shoulders, I left it in nmy hotel,' he replied,
speaking slowy and deliberately.

The carabinieri beckoned to his boss who strutted over and barked out a
few orders. “Chiavi,' he denanded inpatiently, while the first
carabinieri went round to the front of our car to send the registration
nunber through to their control centre. The officer reached through the
wi ndow, grabbed the ignition keys and ordered us out of the car. Two
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ot her carabinieri started searching the boot. “\Whose car is this? the
senior officer asked in heavily accented English.

“It's a Hertz rental car' answered APOCALYPSE.

The officer conferred on his radio again and ordered us to wait. | had
expected to be arrested but still was not sure if this was a nock
arrest or whether we had genuinely stunbled into one of the many random
traffic controls on Italian roads. Surely the DS would not plan a nock
arrest to this level of detail? That smoking Fiat 500 pulling away as
we arrived was so plausible. Could this be a real road bl ock? Was the
exerci se was about to go spectacul arly w ong?

The senior officer cane back and snapped a few orders to his
subordi nates, then turned to us. “There are sone irregularities in the
paperwork of your car. You must come with us to the station while we
i nvestigate further.'

They bundled us into the back of separate Alfa-Roneos, carabinieri
cl ambering in either side of me, SMas cradled in their |laps. Two ot her
of ficers took charge of APOCALYPSE s Fiat. Wth sirens blaring and bl ue
lights flashing, we hurtled down the autostrada, traffic parting in
front of us.

We turned off ten kilonetres later and pulled into a carabinieri
station in the shadows of the flyover. My captors wordl essly dragged ne
out of the Alfa-Ronmeo, escorted me into a |large room and pushed nme into
a chair in front of a substantial steel desk. Four armed guards stood
over nme. Another officer walked in, causing the guards to spring to
attention. He was dressed in civilian clothes and spoke inpeccable
English. “I'm sorry to treat you like this, but we have had
intelligence that two mafia contacts were making their way up to Ml an
in a car |like yours. W need to elimnate you from our enquiries.

He handed me sone forms and ordered nme to fill in details of nane,
address, occupation and date of birth. The DS would check that we had
remenbered all the basic details of our alias cover story. | handed
back the paper and the civilian cross-exanm ned ne on them | answered
confidently, determined not to let himcatch ne out so easily.

One of the carabinieri who made the original arrest entered and
i nterrupted proceedings. ~Capitano, ho trovato niente nella macchina.'
It was close enough to Spanish for ne to understand that they had
failed to find anything incrimnating in the hire car. The captain
glared at his subordinate and irritably ordered him to go back and
conti nue searching. Eventually they would find the papers hidden in the
door panel, but hopefully it would take them a while. Meanwhile, |
rehearsed in ny head a cover story to explain their existence.

The captain questioned ne politely for the next hour, checking through
the minutiae of my cover story. It rem nded ne of the Mendoza police
interrogation in Argentina. | did not diverge fromny cover story and
he was starting to run out of justification for holding me when the
carabinieri returned, triunphantly clutching the photocopies. The
captain studied them for a few mnutes, then turned to ne. "~So, Dr
Noonan, if you really are a historian as you claim how do you expl ain
these papers in your car? He shuffled through them in front of ne.
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"They appear to be detail ed descriptions of a shoulder-1launched anti -
hel i copter weapon, which we know the nmafia have just acquired from
Li bya."

| faked an innocent expression. °“|'ve never seen them before,' |
replied, shrugging nmy shoulders. "“They nust have been left in the car
by the previous hirer.'

It was a plausible explanation. The captain had not uncovered even a
tiny chink in ny cover story, but | knew he would not rel ease ne yet as
the DS woul d want to hold me until ny cover was broken. The captain got
up and left.

Hal f an hour later, he returned. His mood was nore hostile. "Dr Noonan,
| do not believe your story. | am arresting you under Italian anti-
terrorist laws. You do not have the right to call a |awer.' He snapped
his fingers. Two of the four guards handcuffed ne and frogmarched ne
back outside. Their grip on ne was vice-like. |f these guys were
acting, they were doing a good job. As they pushed ne towards the two
Al fa- Romeo patrol cars, | caught a glinpse of the Fiat. The wheels were
of f, both front seats and all the carpets were stripped out and the
bonnet insul ation had been pulled away. Foolishly, | couldn't hold back
a smrk. One of the guards noticed and, as he bundled me into the back
of the Alfa, he gave my head a stealthy bash against the door pillar.
Armed carabinieri clinmbed in on either side. One of them blindfol ded
me, then thrust my head down between ny knees, viciously tightening the
handcuffs a couple of notches so they bit into my wrists.

They dragged me fromthe car, stiff, aching and still blindfol ded some
40 minutes later, and escorted ne indoors. | didn't knowit, but | was
at the main carabinieri HQ just outside Rome. The blindfold was pulled
away and | found nyself in a small cell, no nore than ten feet by ten
feet, furnished with a sinple iron bed with a mattress and one pill ow
In the corner was a continental -style hole-in-the-floor toilet, with a
shower rose above it.

One of the guards rel eased the handcuffs, letting blood flow back into
nmy nunmbed hands, and ordered nme to strip. As | renoved each garnment, he
shook them and exami ned them carefully for hidden objects. The scrap of
paper bearing the details of the ship and end user certificates was
still in ny right sock. Steadying myself by | eaning on the mattress,
pul led off the sock, secreting the wedge of paper between thunmb and
pal m Handing the sock to himwith ny left hand, | steadied nyself with
nmy right hand as | pulled off nmy left sock. As he exam ned and shook
it, | slipped the incrimnating evidence under the pillow.

My clothes were stuffed into a black bin liner and the carabinier

handed ne a pair of grey overalls a size too small, blindfolded ne
again, then handcuffed nme face downwards to the bed. The heavy door
cl anged shut so probably the guards were gone, but | waited for five
m nutes, listening carefully, before nmoving. There wasn't nmuch sl ack on

the chain of the handcuffs but by sliding them along the rail of the
bedstead | groped for the scrap of paper under the pillow, transferred
it to ny mouth and swallowed it.

Lyi ng chained to the bed felt isolated and slightly humliating, but it
was just an exercise. | tried to inmagine what it would really be like
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to be caught working under natural cover. Ball told us that it had
happened only once to an M6 officer. He was working in Geneva when,
unbeknown to him a fellow guest in his hotel was nurdered. One of the
staff had noticed the officer chatting - wholly innocently - to the
guest earlier in the evening, so he becane a key suspect. At 4 a.m,
the police burst into his roomand arrested him H's cover story was
solid, however, and he survived the police interrogation. He was
eventual ly rel eased.

It seemed |ike hours before the door opened agai n. The guards unl ocked
me fromthe bed, handcuffed my wists, hauled me to ny feet and man-
handl ed me down a corridor and out into welcone fresh air. It must have
been just after nightfall because the still air was |aden with dew The
guards forced me up sonme stairs and into another building. | heard the
guards whi spering something in Italian to a third person and then got a
whi ff of the strong, unnistakable snmell of stale cigarettes and whi sky,
i ndicating that Ball was nearby. The guards pushed ne onwards for a few
nore yards, forced ne into a chair, handcuffed my wists behind nme and
pul l ed the blindfold away.

I was in a |large high-ceilinged room big enough to be a school dining-
hall or army drill-hall. Twenty feet or so in front of me three
interrogators sat behind a | ong desk on a |low stage. In the mddle was
an athletic-looking man in his early 40s, whose grooned jet-black hair
and perfectly symmetrical handl ebar noustache suggested that he spent a
lot of time in front of a mrror. To his right sat the captain who had
interviewed me earlier in the carabinieri station. To his left sat a
dar k- hai red wonman, whose heavy winkles on a once-attractive face were
expl ained by the foul-snelling cigarette she was hol ding. The three
stared at ne inpassively and disdainfully and it felt like severa
m nut es before the noustache spoke.

“So, Dr Noonan,' he began inmperiously. | understand fromny colleague
that you are a historian, visiting our town of Velletri.' He paused for
effect. “Let ne tell you. W don't believe your story. W have
intelligence that you are involved in an operation to smuggl e weapons
fromSicily to the | RA. What have you got to say for yourself?

"Rubbish!" | replied with convincing irritation. ~Your intelligence is
wrong and you've arrested the wrong person.'

The moust ache questioned nme for 20 m nutes or so, cross-exam ning me on
details of ny cover - ny fictitious date of birth, address, where |
wor ked, how long | had worked there, names of nenbers of nmy famly. The
only thing he didn't ask was the name of my dog

Then it was the winkly's turn to question me. "Who is this wonan,
Maria Vialli? Where did you nmeet her?' she asked cattily, hol ding her
busi ness card.

"Why not ring her up and ask her,' | replied. “Better still,' | added
“why not ring Monsignor Berlingieri, the priest at the church of Mry
Magdal ene?' My interrogators |ooked at each other, seeking inspiration.
It was not going well for them

The nmoustache snapped his fingers and the guards behind ne sprung
forward, blindfolded me and dragged nme back to my cell. They gave me a
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gl ass of water and slice of bread before shackling me on to the bed
again. It seemed like four or five hours before they took me back
before nmy interrogators where they asked me the same questions again,
only this time nore inpatiently. ~We have interviewed your conpanion,
wi th whom you were arrested,' snapped the nmoustache. "So tell ne, Dr
Noonan, where did you neet hinf?' Hoping that APOCALYPSE had stuck to
the agreed cover story, | explained that he had seen nme reading The
Economist in a cafe, and had introduced hinmself as a fellow Brit.
APCCALYPSE must have remenbered, because the noustache seenmed satisfied
with my explanation. He changed tack. “~Do you know who | an®?' Wt hout
waiting for a reply, he continued. | am Major C audio Pagal ucca, of
the airborne carabinieri.' He puffed out his chest with pride. | have
three nmedals, won for bravery. Do you know what that neans?'

| was tenpted to reply flippantly but bit ny lip. "No, |'ve not a clue.
I"mjust an academic - that sort of thing's got nothing to do with ne."'

Pagal ucca |ooked deflated. The airborne carabinieri are Italy's
equi val ent of the SAS. Their role is to work against the mafia and they
are parachute-trained in order to launch surprise attacks agai nst mafia
hi deouts in Sicilian valleys. Wen asked the same question in his
interrogation, Hare had been unable to resist a jibe at Pagalucca's
vanity. "~ Sonme sort of parachuting aerial traffic warden, is it?" he
replied flippantly. Pagalucca held him in detention for four hours
| onger than the rest of us.

Bet ween interrogati on sessions, the only disconfort was boredom and
there was no physical hardship. The resistance to interrogation
exercise | had done in the TA was tougher physically. But whereas on
the SAS exercise the actual interrogation interview was easy - we just
had to ensure that we did not give away any nore than our name, rank

date of birth and army number - here the difficulty was keeping every
detail of our cover story entirely consistent between interrogation
sessions. One little slip would be spotted and exploited ruthlessly and
once the cover story started unravelling, it would be very difficult to
retract the danage. But by my third session, some four or five hours
later, my interrogators had not prised open ny story. Pagal ucca gave up
and only the winkly asked a few easy questions. The session |asted
less than ten mnutes, so | guessed that they were close to rel easing
ne.

| had not been in my cell for long when the door opened again. The
guards pulled off my blindfold, rel eased nmy handcuffs and handed over
the bag containing nmy clothes. | funmbled for ny watch. It showed 5
p.m, just over 24 hours since the arrest. Once | was dressed, the
guards led me out into the evening darkness over to another building up
a short flight of steps and, with a friendly smle and a handshake
i ndicated that | should go inside.

Ball, Long, Eric and APOCCALYPSE were all waiting to shake my hand
inside the room ~Congratulations,' said Ball. "W had to |let you out
early. We just couldn't pin anything on you - you did an excellent
job.' He ushered me over to a trestle table | aden with food, beer and
wine. "We'll debrief you properly later. For the nonment, get yourself a
drink." Over a beer, Ball explained what was going on. ~Some of the
others should be along in a while, but they've still got a bit of

explaining to do...'
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One by one, the other students emerged fromtheir captivity to join us
around the buffet table and to tell their stories. Spencer was the next
to be rel eased, an hour or so later. He had pretended to be a priest
and al though the cover story held for a while, it unravelled when he
was asked to say a few prayers and had been unable to even recite the

Lord's prayer in full. Mrkham pani cked when he saw t he roadbl ock and
threw the papers and the thousand pounds out of the w ndow of the
novi ng car, causing chaos on the autostrada. Bart had done well. His

cover as a scientist was too conplicated for Pagal ucca to probe with
any authority and his prodigi ous nenory had enabled himto maintain a
consi stent cover story. Castle's suit and business cover was not
plausible in his small market town and his story fol ded. Forton's cover
was as a chorister on a tour of churches in Rome and when Pagal ucca
asked him to prove his singing prowess, Forton started and did not
stop, to Pagalucca's irritation.

But there was sonething else that was still puzzling ne about the
exercise. Ball was standing on his own in the corner, as ever with a
cigarette in one hand and a whisky in the other, rocking gently
backwards and forwards with a satisfied snmile on his face. “Jonathan,’
| asked, “where's that pretty bl onde you put next to me on the pl ane?
Is she not com ng tonight?

“What girl?' Ball replied, genuinely bemused.

“Ch conme on,' | replied, "the girl you put next to nme on the plane to
test ny cover story.'

"Nothing to do with us!' Ball assured ne. "~You mssed an opportunity
there,' he | aughed.

We flew back from Ronme to Southanpton the next norning on the S&D
Hercul es C-130 at spectacularly low |l evel over the Alps. Arriving back
at the Fort that evening we were denob happy. We had spent an intensive
six months in each other's conpany and had got to know each other well.
Even Bart and Markham were now mates. Officers on the same | ONEC tend
to keep in touch throughout their subsequent careers and no doubt we
woul d too, but for the nonent we were all keen to get into our new
jobs. Qur I ONEC scores and first Head Office postings were to be
announced the foll owi ng day.

There is a formal performance appraisal systemin M6. Approxinmately
every six nonths |ine managers summari se a subordinate's performance on
a Staff Appraisal Formi or SAF. The npst inportant part of the SAF is

the overall grading or “box number'. A “Box 3', signifying a
satisfactory performance, is the median and the grade nost commonly
awarded. “Box 1' is outstanding, “~Box 2' above average, "~ Box 4'

subst andard; “Box 5' indicates a seriously deficient performance and
can lead to a rapid exit from the service. Each SAF is sent to
personnel departnment where they play an inmportant role in determ ning
the career structure of each officer, deciding postings and seniority.
Ball and Long were responsible for preparing our SAFs on the | ONEC and
the follow ng day they gave us the norning off while they considered
our grades.
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VWil e they deliberated, N xon kept us busy with a shooting conpetition
down on the Fort's outdoor range. W were now noderately proficient and
could handl e a Browni ng 9nm saf el y, which was an inprovenent on when we
started. Most of the tinme npbst of us nanaged to hit the centre of the
figure 12 (half-size man) target fromten nmetres on a fast draw with
the Browning, and we were accurate at that range within a few
centinmetres with the Heckler and Koch MP5. Hare ironically reckoned
that he had personally shot nmore rounds of 9mm during the | ONEC t han
during his entire eight-year army career. Qur training was a wastefu
extravagance, but one that we all enjoyed. Even the m | d-nmannered and
liberal Forton, who initially regarded guns wth distaste, now
approached the lessons with relish. One round of Nixon's conpetition
was to knock down enpty beer cans agai nst the clock with the Heckler &
Koch set on its single-shot setting. Forton won by flicking the sub-
machi ne gun into automatic node and spraying the row of cans with a
full nmagazine, grinning wildly Iike a raver on ecstasy.

As the conpetition progressed, one by one we were called away to see
the DS in main wing. Bart went first - he was awarded a Box 2 and was
posted to counter-proliferation section, a job | was di sappointed not
to get nyself. Castle got a Box 2 and becane a junior R officer in the
M ddl e East controllerate. Markhamwas posted to a junior P desk in the
West European controllerate with a Box 2. Hare was assigned to a joint
section with M5 to work against Mddle East terrorists, also with a
Box 2. Spencer was relieved to get a Box 2 and went to work as a
targeting officer in the East European controllerate. Forton was badly
criticised for his performance on Exercise Sol o and for annoying the
SAS with his Frank Sinatra inpression. He was marked down to a Box 3
and posted to an R desk in the Africa controllerate, nuch to his
di sappointnent. | was called away fromthe shooting conpetition just as
Forton, chuckling mani acally, was about to denolish an old safe with a
Renmi ngt on W ngmast er repeat-action shotgun, and wal ked over to see Bal
in the west wing.

“Congratul ations,' Ball announced, shaking ny hand. " Your performance
t hroughout the course was outstandi ng. You never put a foot wong and
we feel we had no other alternative but to award you a Box 1 for your
out st andi ng performance.' Long beamed in the background, as Ball
continued. "It is a remarkable achievement. W' ve checked through
personnel departnment records, and nobody has ever before received a Box
1 on the IONEC.' Ball handed me ny SAF and let me read it for a few
mnutes. It was filled with glowing praise, and | felt justifiably
proud. “In view of your grade, we've decided to post you to SOV/ OPS
departnent,' Ball announced.

“That's a great post,' Long added, “you'll get lots of travel and will

get to work on sone really interesting operations. H SOV OPS asked for
you especial ly."'

6. TOP SECRET

MONDAY, 30 MARCH 1992
CENTURY HOUSE, LONDON
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| nteresting, if true.' The biro had run out of ink at the "f' and the
anonymous aut hor had not bothered to get a new pen, scratching the

remaining letters into the paper. | was l|looking at the °custoner
commrents' box at the bottomof nmy first CX report, which had just cone
back to nmy in-tray. | issued it a week earlier after debriefing a

smal |l -time British businessman who had just returned from a business
trip to the Ural nountains. He'd been shown some industrial dianmonds
that his Russian contact said were made in a controlled expl osion, the

same nethod which | had experimented with unsuccessfully in South
Africa. Back in Century House, | nentioned it to HSO/OPS. "I'd wite
that up as a CX report,' he said, holding his head slightly to one side
in affected sincerity. | didn't greatly trust Fow ecrooke and suspected

that his advice was nore to nake ne feel useful than for any genuine
need for such minor intelligence.

| wote it up as a CX report, classified "TOP SECRET, UK EYES A', and
sent it off to R CEE/D, the requirements officer responsible for
i ssuing technical reports from the East European controllerate. He
graded it "two star' and forwarded it to the rel evant desk in the D S.
A two-star grading neant that the information was only of mnor
interest and would be seen only by a junior desk officer; a three-star
m ght influence the thinking of a head of a Foreign Ofice or Mnistry
of Defence department; a four-star woul d perhaps be seen by a permanent
secretary of a Wiitehall department, and a five-star grading would be
seen by the governnment at cabinet |level. Mst of M6's CX output got
two-star gradings, and the reports were usually returned by scepti cal
and largely disinterested custoners bearing the “interesting, if true'
di sm ssal. Considerable store was placed on an officer's ability to
extract high-grade CX from a source, and every overseas station and
head of fice UK station was given annual CX production targets. Setting
targets in this way was open to abuse, since M6 itself judged the
star-grading of each report and its accuracy was dependent on the
integrity of the officer who drafted it. As in any walk of life, the
scruples of M6 officers varied. Some had reputations as ~CX
embel | i shers' and others pressured R officers to increase the grading
of their reports. The problem was w despread, but few cheats were
exposed. One who was went down in M6 folklore.

During the '70s, when Britain was negotiating its entry to the European
Common Agricultural Policy, the tactics and negotiating position of the
French governnent were an inportant requirenent. The head of the Paris
station, H PAR, made his nunmber two, PAR/ 1, responsible for this
intelligence and he successfully recruited an agent in the French
agricultural mnistry. Soon a steady stream of two- and three-star CX
started flowing. A few eyebrows were raised in Century House at the
financial demands of PAR/1's new informant, but his productivity gave
good value for nmoney. Over the next 18 nonths, this agent became the
mai nstay of intelligence production by the Paris station. Wen PAR/1's
two-year tour in Paris cane to an end, the handover to his successor at
first went smoothly. But every time a neeting was arranged to introduce
the star agent, PAR/'1 would announce sone excuse to cancel it.
Eventual ly Head O fice became suspicious and an SBO (Security Branch
O ficer) was sent out to Paris to interview PAR/1. He cracked and
confessed to what his colleagues had started to fear. Like G aham
Greene's agent in Qur Man | n Havana, he had invented the agent and all
the nmeetings, fabricated the CX and pocketed the agent's salary. He was
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di smi ssed from the service, though no charges were brought. Fearing
adverse publicity if the fraud was exposed, M6 bought his silence with
a pay-out and used its contacts to arrange a job for himin the Mdl and
Bank. Eventually he rose to becone one of the nmbst prominent figures in
the City of London.

| got up to see if Anna, in the office next door, wanted sone tea. She
was typing up a YZ (highly classified) tel egram for Fow ecrooke, which
she covered discreetly as | entered - being a probationer, | could not
be privy to such information. Anna had foll owed her brother and sister
into the service; M6 likes to recruit from the same famly as it
simplifies the vetting process.

"Has that telegramto Mdscow gone off?' | asked.

"You only gave it a ROUTINE status - it'll go this afternoon,' she
replied without taking her eyes off the computer screen. “I've got
somet hing nore inportant to do for M Fow ecrooke, he'll be furious if

| don't get it done i mediately,' she added. Rick Fow ecrooke, a former
army officer who had no work experience outside the nilitary and M 6,
had specially requested ne for SOV OPS, rather na<vely inmagining that
the few hated nonths | had spent in managenent consultancy would give
me invaluable insight into the Russian econony. Luckily he was soon
noving to a new posting and Anna and | woul d have another |ine manager.

| made the tea, sat down at ny desk and | ooked out from ny perch on the
13th floor at the panorami c view of London, from Canary Wharf in the
east to the Oval cricket ground in the south. The spectacul ar view
contrasted with the ot herw se dingy office. The walls were covered with
maps of the Soviet Union, pinned above grey, chest-high steel safes,
the only col our provided by a sickly spider plant. The battered safes
were plastered with peeling stickers exhorting us to ensure that they
were securely | ocked. The need for security had been drummed into us on
the 1| ONEC and every evening before |eaving the office we had to ensure
al | our docunents and every scrap of paper - no matter how innocuous -
were securely |ocked away. The security guards diligently inspected
each room every night and if they found even the slightest |apse the
m screant was issued a witten ~Security Breach Warning'. Paul, a GS
clerk who shared nmy office, got "“breached' one evening for leaving a
nonogramred shirt on the coat hook after an evening football match

Three “breaches' in a year incurred a formal reprimand by personne

departnment which could mean being ruled out of consideration for
overseas posts.

| switched on my ATHS (Automatic Tel egram Handling Systen) term nal and
waited for the cogs to start turning. ATHS was a neolithic internal
networ ked conputer system designed especially for M6 at great
expense. |Its devel opnent fell so far behind schedule that it was out of
date when it eventually came into service in early 1990. It was
supposed to all ow officers to send and receive telegrans directly from
their desks without the inefficiency of using a secretary and paper-
based system Unfortunately the word processing system was so
cunmbersone that only conputer-literate junior officers used it, and the
nmessage handling system was so slow and unreliable that it was often
qui cker to resort to old-fashioned pen and paper. After what seened
like an eternity, the screen warned up and | flicked through to see if
there were any telegrans for me. There were none, so | would have to
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find sonething else to do. Such were the early days in SOV OPS. The
novelty was interesting but the slow routine was anticlimactic after
the hurly-burly of the IONEC. Every few days | would debrief an agent -
nostly British businessmen with interests in Russia - then spend the
next day witing up the ensuing paperwork. So far, | had produced only
the one rather obscure CX report. My contribution did not feel as if it
was vital to the execution of British foreign policy - unless we were
trying to do some paper-exporting nation a favour.

| joined the East European controllerate in changing tines in both the
controllerate and the geographical area that we covered. The Berlin
wal |l had recently fallen and news bulletins were filled every day with
the political break-up of the Soviet Union and the realignnent of the
former Sovbl oc countries with the West. Changes swept through the old
Sovi et adm nistrative nachine and even the KGB had not escaped. Under
the |leadership of Yevgenniy Primakov the old directorates were
reorgani sed into two new organi sations. The SVR was responsible for
gat hering oveseas intelligence, roughly equivalent to M6. The FSB was
responsi bl e for counter-intelligence, the approxi mate anal ogue of the
British M5.

In Century House this news was received with satisfaction at having
defeated the old enemy, tenpered with caution. M6 had to reorganise
its strategy in response and one of the first changes was to enter into
liaison relationships with the SVR and FSB, sonething that woul d have
been unt hinkable only a few years earlier. Both sides recognised that

di al ogue would be nutually beneficial, so H M3, John Redd, was
“declared’ to the SVR and a programme of regular liaison neetings
started. There were still nmore requirements for intelligence on Russia

than on any other country, but their scope changed. The greater
political openness brought by "G asnost' nmeant that information which
woul d once have been regarded as intelligence was now openly avail abl e.
It was now fairly easy to find out from public sources what a
particul ar factory in, say, the Ural nountains manufactured. \Wat M6
remai ned interested in was at a higher level; in intelligence parl ance,
the CX “threshold was higher.

As a probationer in the service, | would not be indoctrinated into the
nost sensitive Russian casework, known as "~ YZ' cases, which were the
source of nmost of this high-grade intelligence. | had to start at the

bottom with the consolation that even the npst productive cases
someti mes had the nost humbl e and unlikely beginni ngs.

It was with this in mnd that Stuart Russel, who had just replaced
Fow ecrooke, developed ny first serious task. Russel had served in
Li sbon, Stockhol m and nost recently Mscow, and was now at the crucial
stage of his career where he had to mark hinself out to be a high-flyer
(otherwi se his career could peter out in a series of uninmportant Head
O fice jobs or postings to sleepy stations in Africa and the Far East
until compul sory retirenent at 55). He had his eye on heading the
Vi enna station. It was one of the biggest and npst inportant M6
stations and would be an opportunity to prove his potential as a high-
flyer. But first, he had to sort out SOV/ OPS after the departure of the
i neffecti ve Fow ecrooke.

Russel called me into his office. He had enlivened the grim civil
servi ce decor with oil paintings and souvenirs acquired on his overseas
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postings, and from his desk he enjoyed a splendid view over Lanbeth
Pal ace and up the Thames. The new SOV/ OPS chi ef was reading a tel egram
from John Redd, recording the first liaison neeting with his FSB
counterpart. The first task in a fresh liaison relationship is to
establish mutual trust, and Redd and his counterpart had done this by
swappi ng details of suspect intelligence officers which each side had
identified over the past decade. "They identified ne while | was there
and nicknaned me the ““Silver Fox'',' giggled Russel. Partly the
ni cknane was attributable to his thick, smooth silver-grey hair, but
partly it was because of his cunning tradecraft while under
surveill ance.

Di scarding the telegram into his out-tray, Russel outlined ny
assignnent. | want you to devise an operation to sift through Russian
defence journalists, and recruit one with good access to nilitary
secrets,' he explained. “As you know, journalists do not nornally nake
good agents because their inclination is to publish what they know
which instantly makes it unusable as CX, but they sonmetines have good
rel ationships with key decision makers which occasionally gives them
access to confidential information.' Russel's objective was for ne to

track down such a journalist and cultivate him "1 suggest that you set
up a fake newsagency in London, use that to nake the initial contact,
then see where that takes you,' Russel advised. “And go and see

NORTHSTAR - he'll have lots of ideas for you, | amsure,' he added as
an afterthought.

NORTHSTAR was the codenanme for M khael Butkhov, a forner KGB officer
who had defected to M6 a year earlier. He had worked under cover in
Norway as a TASS journalist, so knew nmany of the genuine Russian
journalists. Hopefully he would be able to provide a long list of nanes
to get the operation kicking.

| borrowed a maroon Ford Sierra from Century House's underground
garage, one of a fleet of simlarly uninspiring nodels in inconspicuous
colours, falsely registered so they could not be traced to M6. It was
a two-hour drive to the pleasant conmuter village of Pangbourne, just
out si de Readi ng. NORTHSTAR had certainly benefited materially fromhis
defection. His nodern four-bedroom detached house was set in a spaci ous
garden, and parked in the drive were a new Rover Sterling and his
girlfriend Maria's sporty red Citro%n BX19 Gi, its dents and scrapes
suggesting she had not mastered driving on Britain's clogged roads.

"Come on in,' called NORTHSTAR in inpeccable English with only a
di stant trace of a Russian accent. He ushered nme into the Iivingroom
and bade nme sit down on a bl ack |eather sofa. The room was dom nated by
an expensive television and hi-fi system and was sparsely furnished
wi th brand new, soulless pieces froma soft-furnishing chain.

NORTHSTAR recognised me froma brief neeting on the IONEC. Trips to the
Fort were inmportant to his norale, as he was now suffering from post-
useful ness syndronme. Every tiny detail of his training, his KGB
col | eagues and his career had been sucked fromhim and the heady days
of VIP treatnment, chanpagne receptions and all-expenses-paid trips to
visit friendly intelligence services in Washington, Paris and Sydney
were now over. His value to the Wst, and the sense of inportance that
this had bought, was now gone and he was bored and denoralised. M6 had
tried to find hima new career, but w thout success. Wrk experience as
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an intelligence officer is not very marketable, and besides there are
few careers which can match the fascination and intrigue. So although
M6 set himup with a nice house and a |ifelong pension and persuaded
the Russians to let his girlfriend and daughter join him he was
restl ess.

He made cof fee and took ne through to his study where we coul d discuss
the plan in private. A half-finished nodel of a Sea Harrier junp-jet
and a tube of glue lay on the desk with his conmputer and a few manual s.
| sat down in a black |l eather chair and outlined Russel's idea. "Wy

not let nme run it? NORTHSTAR asked before | had finished. "| have
worked as a journalist with TASS, ama trained intelligence officer and
Russian is nmy native language - | have the perfect background.'

NORTHSTAR' s arguments were persuasive, but the Russians were still
smarting over his defection and if they found out that we were using
himin operations against themit m ght damage the fledgling |iaison

relationship. “I1'll have to ask if it is OK ' | replied. “But no
promi ses. '

Back in Century House, | wote up the proposal in the formof a mnute
and popped it in ny out-tray. First Russel, as ny imrediate I|ine-

manager, would want to pass comrent. Next P5, the production officer
for Moscow station, would want to check that there were no inplications
for other operations under his control. SBO' 1, the security officer for
Russi an operations, would need to comrent on operational security.
R/ CEE, the requirenment officer, would want to comment on whether it was
likely to yield any worthwhile intelligence. Finally, the controller of
the East European controllerate, C CEE, would want to be kept informed
about what was going on beneath him Such a circulation list was
typical and it could often take many weeks for all the decision nmakers
to have their say. This decision-making process would be inpossibly
cunmbersone in a commercial organisation, but its advantage is that it
usual |y avoids com ng to the wong concl usi on. The di sadvantage is that
when the decision is obviously wong, it is very difficult to reverse.
Too many officers have laid down their reputation on paper and so
stubbornly defend the decision, no matter how foolish it seenms in
hi ndsi ght .

Fortunately, this decision was quick. Only a few days later, the mnute
was returned to nmy in-tray by one of the nessenger clerks. The hand-
witten scram by the various addresses added to the bottom boil ed down
to an agreenent to all ow NORTHSTAR to be involved in the operation, but
on no account could he be allowed to run it alone. | would have to stay
cl osely involved and nonitor all his activities.

Setting up the operation was straightforward. The only equipment |
needed was an ordinary fax machine, which TOS supplied. | called mnmy
newsagency "~ Trufax', alluding to the true facts that | hoped woul d be
received by the facsimle machine, and attractively close to the nane
of the Russi an newsagency “Interfax'. Normally operations of this sort
woul d be run out of Century House, using an out-of-area telephone
nunber and call diverter provided by British Tel ecom But NORTHSTAR,
like other defectors, was not allowed in the building so | rented a
smal |l office, hardly big enough for a desk, on the top floor of a
rabbi t-warren of an office block in Conduit Street. TOS manufactured a
smal |l  brass plaque bearing the Trufax nanme, which the building s
caretaker added to the other plaques on the outside door of the
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building, and G REP, the printing and forging department, ran off sone
smart Trufax stationery. | got nyself a fresh alias, Ben Presley, with
mat chi ng passport and driving licence from CF (Central Facilities)
departnment, but getting NORTHSTAR sorted out with an alias identity
required a bit nore inmagination. Any Russian journalist on speaking to
hi m woul d al nost certainly enquire about his background and how he
arrived in the West. The wi sdom of a more experienced officer was
needed to come up with a suitable | egend, so | went to see SBQ 1, John
Bi dde.

SBOs are in charge of overseeing operational security in each
controllerate. They are sonetinmes casually referred to as "retreads’
because they are past the normal M6 retirement age of 55 and have been
rehired for their rich operational experience. Their role is advisory
and they have no control over operations, but only a foolish officer
woul d ignore them Bidde had been East European controller during the
Cold War, so his experience was particularly val ued.

| found Bidde in his 12th-fl oor office chuckling to himself. He was
analysing a plan proposed by TOS to bug the penthouse flat of a
suspected Russian SVR officer in Lisbon. One of the Lisbon station
secretaries had rented the flat three storeys below in the sane
ancient, rickety apartnment block and TOS proposed to use this as a base
for the recording equipnent. They had identified a nmeans of breaking
into the loft above the target's flat, and reckoned that it would be
easy to find a suitable place to mount and hide a small m crophone.
Unfortunately, for technical reasons, it would not be possible to link
the mi crophone and recordi ng equi pmrent with the normal radiolink and
they would need to be physically connected with a fine wire, running
fromthe loft to the secretary's flat below. The only means of hiding
it fromview was to thread it down a convol uted drain-pi pe which wound
its way down the building. After experinenting with various nmechanica
crawl i ng devices which had all proved unable to work their way down the
pi pes, TOS had hit upon the idea of using a nobuse. They reckoned that
by | eaning out of one of the loft skylights under cover of darkness,
using a fishing rod, they could dangle the nouse, harnessed to the end
of the fishing line, into the top end of the drai npi pe. They would then
lower it down the vertical section of the pipe to the first right-
angl ed bend. From there the nmouse could scurry along the horizonta
part of the pipe to the next vertical section and so on, down to the
bottom of the pipe where it could be recaptured. The wire coul d then be
attached to the fishing line and pulled through the pipe.

Cl andestine night-time trials of the murine wire delivery systemon the
Century House drain-pipes, using three white nmice borrowed fromthe
chem cal and bi ol ogi cal weapons research establishment at Porton Down,
proved reasonably successful. One nouse, nicknamed M cky, was a natura
and scanpered along the pipes enthusiastically. A second, Tricky,
occasionally tried to clinb back up the fishing |line when dangl ed, but
once in the pipe was reasonably conpetent. The | ast nouse, christened
Thi cky, had kept trying to clinb back up the pipes and so had been sent
back to Porton Down to continue his secret work on cheni cal - weapons
antidotes. Mcky and reserve Tricky were to fly covertly to Portugal in
the S&D Hercul es because they could not be overtly taken out of the
country without special export licences. Bidde's dil emma was whether it
was ethically correct to recruit animals to use in spying operations.
"Thicky is probably lying bleary-eyed at the bottom of a janmjar by
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now,' giggled Bidde, “and the fate of Mcky and Tricky is less
unpl easant, so | guess it is ethical.' He squiggled an approval at the
bottom of the minute and placed it in his burgeoning out-tray. | later
learnt that M cky and Tricky carried out their m ssion successfully,
were returned to the UK in the C-130, given an honourabl e di scharge
fromduties at Porton Down, and went into confortable retirement in a
TOS secretary's London flat. The fate of Thicky remains a state secret.

Still chuckling, Bidde turned his mind to me. "What can | do for you,
young man?' he asked benevolently. Trying to keep a straight face, |
expl ained that his hel p was needed to devise a suitable cover story for
NORTHSTAR' s i nvol venent in the Trufax operation. Bidde quickly invented

a suitable legend. "He should claim to be a second-generation
descendant of one of the Russo-Cermanic famlies from the German
colonies around the lower Volga River basin,' he suggested. "The
Germans have recently given lots of them German passports,' Bidde

expl ai ned. "~ You should get him a Gernanic-sounding alias - how about
Val ery Ruben?' he suggest ed.

Val ery Ruben was at work at the Trufax office in Conduit Street the
following day. Wthin a week he had contacted nearly 20 journalists in
Mboscow, Leningrad and Kiev and had a steady stream of information
flowing to his fax machine. None of it was CX, but it was early days.
It would take a while to establish which journalists had good access
and whi ch were second-rate.

NORTHSTAR focused his relationship on to one promsing Miscovite
journalist. Pavel Fel gengauer, a 40-year-old freelancer specialising in
defence i ssues, appeared to have sone of the characteristics that m ght
just make him a good agent. He had excellent access, being close to
Yeltsin's defence ninister, Pavel Grachev. The reports that Fel gengauer
provi ded after his neetings with Grachev often came tantalisingly close
to the CX threshold so we decided to cultivate him

NORTHSTAR spoke to Fel gengauer at length fromthe Trufax office. Bit by
bit, we built up a character profile of his career, lifestyle and
aspirations in the hope that we night find a notivation for himto spy
for us. But cultivating himover a tel ephone |line was a sl ow business.
To make real progress we needed to nmeet himface to face, so we tried
to persuade himto visit London. Al though he woul d accept paynents for
his stories - we sent out several substantial lunp suns to himby TNT
courier - he would always have an excuse to cancel or postpone any
tentatively arranged trips out of his country. Eventually, we
reluctantly and disappointedly accepted that Fel gengauer was nost
likely playing the line with us, possibly in collaboration with Russian
intelligence. W had hooked him but now he was just teasing us,
accepting paynments and throw ng back nmorsels of quasi-intelligence to
keep us interested. It was a classic disruption tactic, used many tines
by Russian intelligence to waste M6 resources. Russel closed down
Trufax after three nonths to NORTHSTAR s intense disappointnment. In
total, it cost around o0, 000 and did not produce a single CX report.
Trufax, it would seem had to be put down to "experience'.

Russel, meanwhile, was reorgani sing SO/ OPS. Unlike other natural cover
sections which regularly nmounted overseas operations into their target
countries, SOV/OPS had hitherto limted its operations to Russians
travelling outside Russia. Now that the KGB was refornmed and weakened,
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Russel proposed to strengthen his department and start running natura
cover operations into the heart of Russia. He renamed the section UKA,
bringing its nomenclature in line with other natural cover stations
based in Century House. Then he badgered personnel departnent for
rei nforcements. One of the first to join was Spencer. He was bored of
his job as a targeting officer and wanted to get into natural cover
work. Russel allocated him a desk in ny office and put himto work
runni ng MASTERWORK. Pl at on Obukov, a Russian diplomat in his 20s, was
the son of a fornmer Soviet deputy foreign mnister who had worked on
the SALT |l disarmanment talks. MASTERWORK s own direct access at the
Russian foreign ministry was not inportant, but his father was stil
influential in Mscow and MASTERWORK had indirect access to this
Spencer planned to neet MASTERWORK for debriefing sessions in Tallinn,
capital of the new Baltic republic of Estonia. It was a safe | ocation
because Estonia was cosying up to the West, yet Russians could stil
travel there freely without a visa or passport. Spencer chose to trave
as a journalist so went down to |I/OPS to beef up his credentials. |/OPS
| ooks after M6's nmedia contacts, not only to provide cover facilities
but also to spin M6 propaganda. For exanple, during the run-up to the
1992 UN Secretary Ceneral elections, they nmounted a snear operation
agai nst the Egyptian candidate, Boutros Boutros-Chali, who was regarded
as dangerously Francophile by the CIA. The CIA are constitutionally
prevented from mani pul ati ng the press so they asked M6 to help. Using
their contacts in the British and American nmedia, |/OPS planted a
series of stories to portray Boutros-Chali as unbal anced, claim ng that
he was a believer in the existence of UFOCs and extra-terrestrial life.
The operation was eventually unsuccessful, however, and Boutros- Ghal
was el ect ed.

“Flippin' outrageous!' Spencer |aughed as he came back fromhis visit
to I/OPS. "“They've got the editor of a magazine on the books. He's
called SMALLBROW' he chuckled. “He's agreed to let ne go out to
Tallinn wundercover as a freelancer for his magazine - the only
condition is that | have to wite an article which he'll publish if he
likes it. Cheeky bastard wants a story courtesy of the taxpayer!

Russel's anmbition to expand the role of UKA hinged on his ability to
convi nce C/ CEE that natural cover operations into Russia were practica
and secure. To hel p persuade them that such operations could be carried
out by a VCO (Visiting Case Officer) he asked ne to research cover
| egends suitable for use in Russia. There would be no possibility of ne
actually using the cover in Russia - being fresh off the I ONEC, such
responsibility would not be entrusted to ne. My job was just to do the
groundwor k for somebody el se to take over later. Nevertheless, it was
an interesting assignnent.

No natural cover is unbreakable as no matter how carefully it is
researched, it can never be as rich and varied as a real life. To plug
every hole would be futile and expensive, so | needed to tailor the
cover to match the likely inquisition by the Russian defences. This
entailed first exam ning the sort of jobs that could be done in Russia
under natural cover. The nost |ikely would be one of the sinple tasks
which were time-consuning for a station officer to undertake, such as
letter-posting. Posting an SWletter to an agent is fraught with risk
because even after dry-cleaning for several hours, perhaps even a whol e
day, it cannot be guaranteed that surveillance has not observed the
posting and dropped a narker letter on top. W.en the postbox is
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emptied, the Iletters imrediately beneath the wmarker would be
scrutinised, the addressees noted and traced, and any holding jobs with
access to secrets would come under suspicion. Letter-posting is thus
not a popular job with menbers of the station. But if a VCO could enter
Russia without attracting surveillance, |letter-posting wuld be sinple
and relatively cheap. W knew from defectors such as NORTHSTAR and
OVATI ON that even the FSB did not have the surveillance resources to
wat ch every British businessman visiting their country.

The FSB relied heavily on visa applications to screen visitors to their
country, exam ning every detail agai nst their records for
di screpancies. The easiest to check was the birthdate because in the UK
every birth is registered in a | egend at St Katherine's House, which is
open to public inspection. Each birth is entered consecutively when the
child is born, so it is inmpossible to enter back-dated births and M6
do not use “dead baby' aliases, as described in Frederick Forsyth's
book The Day of the Jackal, for fear of legal action by angry relatives
if the operation should go wong and be publicly exposed. For nost
operations, this lack of birth registration is not a problem because
the resources of the opposing counter-intelligence service were not
that inquisitive, but to fool the enquiries of the FSB visa inspections
a wor karound was required.

The solution was sinmple. My own birth was not registered in St
Kat herine's House because, although a UK citizen, | was born overseas
in New Zeal and. Enquiries by the Buenos Aires station revealed that in
Argentina they had no verifiable register of births, so if | clained to
have been born of British parents in Argentina, it would be difficult
for the FSB to check its veracity.

| asked G REP to forge ne an Argentine birth certificate, based on a
genui ne one that they held in their files. Then through their liaison
with the passport office, CF obtained me a British passport in the nane
of Al ex Huntley, born in Buenos Aires on 13 January 1963. Fromthe DVLA
they got nme a driving licence and then provided a robust ACA (alias
cover address) keeper. ACA keepers are agents who act as a cover
l andl ord for VCGCs, providing a checkable home address. Wth an address,
CF arranged a bank account and credit card with the Natwest Bank.

Al DSS (Department of Social Security) files of Britain's 54 mllion
i nhabitants are conmputerised and held in Newcastle. CF occasionally
used these records to obtain informati on on people of interest to us.
But what if the FSB were able to hack into the DSS conmputer? It
woul dn't be difficult as it was linked to every high street DSS office
and the | og-on procedure was not conplicated. The only way to make ny
alias stand up to hacking was to falsely enter the details in the DSS
central computer. This had not previously been done but, after a few
weeks' negotiation with the DSS, Alex Huntley had a full DSS record
wi th national insurance nunber and registration card.

The next task was to research a legend for ny alias life. Every el enent
woul d need to be plausible but uncheckabl e. A check through the Public
School Handbook reveal ed that Scorton Granmar School in Richrmond, North
Yorkshire, had gone into liquidation in the late '80s, |eaving no
publicly available records of its ex-pupils, so | could safely claimto
have studied there. The records of the University of Buenos Aires were
hopel essly di sorganised, so this is where Anglo-Argentine Al ex Huntl ey
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cl ai med his econom cs degree, proved with a G/ REP forged certificate.
From nmy experience at MT, | knew a snmall university in Boston, the
Massachusetts Community Col | ege, which had gone out of business, and so
awarded Huntley a MBA fromthere. Thereafter, drawing on records from
Conmpani es House, | invented a CV in a series of small conpanies and
consul tancies which all went bankrupt shortly after Huntl ey supposedly
left, then fudged tax records in the DSS conputer to match his career.
Huntl ey needed a plausible current occupation. The usual practice is to
front the BCA (business cover address) in a highstreet business-
answering service; a nodest subscription secures a mailing address and
a receptionist to answer incomng calls. Their disadvantage is that
they could be too easily checked by the FSB. For my purpose, a nore
robust BCA was needed.

CF mamintained a list of small conpanies whose managi ng director was
prepared to vouch that an M6 officer was a bona-fide enpl oyee, and
they suggested a smmll Sussex investnment conpany, East European
I nvestment, which worked in Czechosl ovakia, Pol and and Hungary, but not
Russia. This gave perfect cover; they had no track record in Russia
that | could be quizzed about, but it would be plausible if Alex
Huntl ey were to start exploring business opportunities there. | went to
see the managi ng director and he took ne on as a consultant.

The bones of ny false life were in place, but they needed fleshing out.
Regul arly using my Huntley credit card built up a realistic spending
pattern on the bills, and consultancy "“paynments' from East European
I nvestment into my bank account ensured that it would appear realistic
to inspection. My alias docunentati on was beefed up with m scel | aneous
“wallet litter', forged ...la carte by G REP. | chose nenbershi p cards
to Tranmps and Annabel's nighclubs, and Sarah and | spent sonme enjoyable
eveni ngs ensuring that Alex Huntley was fam liar to the doornen.

My file on Huntley was now bul ging with plausible information, but sone
genui ne Argentine docurments woul d be useful. M6 often obtains and uses
genui ne docunentation fromfriendly |iaison services such as the Danes
and Austrians for “false flag operations'. The station in Buenos Aires
had just entered into a tetchy liaison relationship with the Argentine
security service, so | fired off an ATHS tel egram aski ng whet her S| DE

m ght provide Huntley with documentation. | expected a swift and curt
response ridiculing my idea, but H BUE, an enthusiastic officer, asked
at the next liaison neeting. SIDE agreed and sent a genui ne Argentine

passport, driving licence and identity card in the nane Huntley. The
docunents arrived on ny desk a fortnight later and | pronptly lent them
to G REP so that they could exam ne and photograph themfor their files
in case it becane necessary in the future to forge simlar docunents.

It took just over two nonths to nake the Huntley cover strong enough to
satisfy the scrutiny of Russel and Bidde, and | submitted the dossier

for examination by C/CEE. He wote at the bottom of the report, ~An
excel l ent piece of work. This will be a solid foundation for future VCO
operations into Russia.' It was glowi ng praise and | was pleased with

nmy contribution.

Meanwhi | e, Spencer was back fromhis own natural cover trip to Estonia.
"MASTERWORK' s a nutter!' he announced as he chucked his hand-1uggage on
to his desk. “Completely off his rocker! So much for that crap that
Ball taught us on the IONEC about only recruiting agents who are
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mentally stable,' he chuckl ed. Spencer explained how MASTERWORK had
turned up at the meeting wearing a M ckey Mouse hat, clutching the
manuscri pt of a manic and tw sted book he was witing. “The guy should
be getting pyschiatric help, there's no way we should be running himas
an agent,' Spencer concluded. But his judgenent was over-ruled by P5
because MASTERWORK hel ped neet the controllerate CX targets, and
Spencer was ordered to continue the bi-nmonthly neetings in Tallinn. The
relationship was |later taken over by the Mscow station and they ran
MASTERWORK until one clandestine neeting in a Mscow restaurant in
April 1996 was rudely interrupted by FSB. They arrested MASTERWORK,
charging himw th “broadcasting classified information of a political
and strategic defence nature to a foreign intelligence service'. The
femal e case officer at the neeting and three other officers fromthe
Mbscow station were expelled from Russia. In July 2000, after four
years in a pyschiatric detention hospital, MASTERWMORK was sentenced to
11 years in a top security prison. The Russians were alerted to
MASTERWORK by his ranbling boastings that he was a spy, but the real
fault lay with M6 who should never have continued to run an agent so
mani f estly unstabl e.

As a probationer, | was expected to take every opportunity to learn
fromthe work of senior coll eagues. An objective of UKA was to acquire
advanced Russi an weaponry, and one operation had been very successful.
Russel told me to read the file, adding, “It's a classic operation,
you'll learn a lot fromstudying it.'

BATTLE was one of the arms dealers that M6 had on its books. Arns
deal ers are useful sources of intelligence on international arms deals
and can be influential in swinging the deals to British conpanies.
BATTLE, a multi-mllionaire Anglo-Ilranian, earned a salary of around
cd 00, 000 per year from M6. In late 1991, the United Arab Enmirates
(UAE) asked BATTLE to buy them a consignnment of new BMP-3 arnoured
personnel carriers. The BMP-3, then the npbst advanced APC in the
Russian arnoury, was a heavily armed tracked anphibious vehicle,
capable of carrying seven infantry and its three-man crew. The MDD
heard runours that its performance was better than western equival ents
and asked M6 for intelligence.

BATTLE set to work on the deal, flying regularly between the BMP design
bureau in Kurgan and Abu Dhabi, and he eventually sealed a deal for the
Russians to sell a batch of the |ower-specification export variant BMP-
3s to the Gulf state. He did not onit to see his M6 handl er every tine
he passed through London, however, and on one visit mentioned that he
had been shown around the advanced variant of the BMP-3 on his | ast
trip to Kurgan. M6 persuaded himto try to acquire one. On his next
trip, with a ob00,000 backhander and forged end-user certificate
provi ded by M6, BATTLE persuaded his Russian contact to hide one of
t he advanced specificati on BMP-3s anongst the first batch of 20 export
vari ants which were shipped to the UAE.

The consi gnment of BMP-3s went by train from Kurgan to the Polish port
of Gdansk. There the 20 UAE vehicles were offloaded into a container
ship and sent on their way to Abu Dhabi. The renai ning vehicle, under
the cover of darkness and with the assistance of Polish Iiaison, was
| oaded into a specially chartered tranp steamer and shi pped to the arny
port of Marchwood in Sout hanpton. Fromthere it was transferred to the
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RARDE (Royal Arnmanments Research and Devel opment Establishment) for
detai |l ed exami nation and field trials.

The RARDE technicians were highly inpressed by their new toy and
established that the BMP-3's firepower was substantially higher than
anything in the UK's arnory. Field trials on arny ranges in Scotland -
with the vehicle disguised under a fibreglass shell to prevent being
spotted by Russian satellites - revealed that its manoeuvrability,
cross-country ability and speed were also better than western
equi val ents. The conplicated and expensive operation was a great
success and they invited npost of the East European controllerate to
their establishment near Canberley to thank us for the operation.

Wil e reading BATTLE' s file, | cane across something that, though just
mldly interesting at the tine, becane significant five years |ater.
Some of the nmeetings that were described took place at the Ritz hotel
in Paris, and intelligence on the whos, whats and wheres of these
nmeeti ngs was provided by an informant in the hotel. The informant did
not have a codenane and was just addressed by a P-nunber, referring to
the nunber of his personal file. The P-nunber was nentioned several
times in BATTLE's file so, curious to get a better fix of his access, |
called up central registry and asked for the file. Flicking through, it
was no surprise to learn that he was a security manager at the Ritz and
was being paid cash by his M6 handler for his reporting. Hotel
security managers are wuseful infornmers for intelligence services
because they have access to the hotel guestlist and can be hel pful in
buggi ng operations. Wat was a surprise was that the inforner's
nationality was French, for we had been told on the | ONEC how di fficult
it was to recruit Frenchmen to work for M6 and for this reason he
stuck in ny mnd. Although he was only a small cog in the operation and
hi s name was uninportant to me at the time, | have no doubt with the
benefit of hindsight that this was Henri Paul, who was killed five
years later on 30 August 1997 in the sane car crash that killed Diana,
Princess of Wales and Dodi Al Fayed.

Most breakt hroughs in espionage conme after a | ot of nethodical research
and tedious sifting of |I|eads and contacts, but occasionally a
worthwhile |ead came out of the blue. Such was the case when one
norning in June 1992 a forner colleague in the TA called me asking for
some advice. The sergeant, a keen |ong-di stance runner, had recently
gone to Mbscow to run in the city marathon. A spectator who spoke
Engli sh approached himat the finish [ine and it emerged that he was a
colonel in the Russian strategic rocket forces. The two nen becane
friendly and the sergeant invited the colonel to visit himif ever he
were in England, not really expecting that it would be taken up. But
the colonel did take himup and he was due to arrive at Gatwi ck airport
the followi ng week. “Wbuld we be interested in meeting hin?' ny former
col | eague asked. Russel agreed that the story was worth checking out.
The following day | took the train out to Cl acton-on-Sea, a couple of
hours east of London, to visit the sergeant in his hone.

Terry Ryman greeted nme at the front door and ushered nme into the pin-
clean front-room of a small terraced house where his wife served tea.
Ryman was in his 40s, greying with m|k-bottle gl asses, but took pride
in his fitness. He worked as a black cab-driver in London to earn his
[iving.
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Ryman verified the story that I'd heard over the telephone. \Wen a
friend suggested that they enter the Mdscow marat hon together, Ryman
didn't hesitate. He had spent many years training for war against the
Soviets, learning to recogni se their tanks and arnoured cars, studying
their fighting tactics and shooting snarling imges of them on the
rifle range, and he wanted to experience the country and its people
first-hand. When a real-life Russian introduced himself at the end of
the race, speaking good English, Ryman was thrilled.

Col onel Al exander Simakov had invited Ryman around to his flat in a
di stant northern suburb of Mscow which he shared with his wife,
daughter and nother-in-law. Ryman was fascinated and appalled at the
cranped living conditions of such a relatively senior officer. Simakov
noaned about his pay and conditions and said how nuch he envied the
English lifestyle. "He says he wants to come to England just to see
Stratford, Oxford and Canbridge,' Ryman explained. "But,' he added,

lowering his voice conspiratorially, | think he wants to, you know
what | nean, defect, to Britain.'

"OK, when he comes next week, we'll find out if he knows anything
useful,' | replied.

Si mmkov woul d have to offer sonme spectacular CX to be accepted as a
defector. As their world crunbled with the Berlin wall, several
Sovbl ock intelligence officers offered their services to M6, and nost
were turned away. M6 only had the budget to accept high-Ievel
defectors such as OVATI ON and NORTHSTAR, and even they had to work for
several years en poste before being allowed into Britain. Even the
i kes of Viktor Oshchenko, a KGB officer specialising in science and
technol ogy who offered his services in July 1992, did not have an easy
time persuading M6 that he was worth a resettlenment package. His
revel ation that, while serving in London in the md-'80s, he had
recruited a GEC-Marconi sales engineer was regarded as only mldly
important and | saw an M5 report which concluded that the engineer,
M chael John Smith, did not pass damagi ng secrets. (This did not stop
M5 having Smith arrested in an entrapment operation, and this paper
was not nmade available to Smith's defence at his trial. He was
sentenced to 25 years' inprisonnent, the judge sunming up with the
outl andish claimthat Smith had done incal cul able danage to Britain's
national security.)

G ven Oshchenko's difficulty in w nning defector status, | would nost
likely have to persuade Sinakov to return to his job in Russia and then
earn defector status by providing regular intelligence to the Mdscow
station. |If his intelligence was valuable then he might earn a
reasonabl e salary, paid into a UK account so that his new found wealth
woul d not attract suspicion. Perhaps on his retirenent he could be
allowed to cone to the UK to enjoy his noney, but even then M6 woul d
probably try to persuade himthat retirenent in his homeland woul d be
nore enjoyable. My task on neeting Sinmakov would be to assess his
access and motivation, recruit himif suitable, then persuade himthat
this was his best option.

Ryman | ooked gri m when he answered the door the foll owi ng week. He took
me through to the living-room dark because the curtains were drawn
agai nst the afternoon sun. A bulky, pallid and unshaven man, dressed in
ti ght polyester T-shirt and jeans, struggled to his bare feet fromthe
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sofa. Ryman icily introduced ne to his guest, jerked open the curtains
and made an excuse to |eave. Simakov glared after him as the door
sl anmed shut. Next to the sofa were two large red plastic suitcases,
strai ning against the string which held them together. Beside them was
a battered cardboard box, filled with books and journals. He had been
readi ng some of them and they | ay opened, scattered on the |ow coffee-
table along with several unwashed mugs and bi scuit w appers.

"I have defected,' he announced triunphantly in a thick Russian accent.
He paused for a nonment, then realising that | was not about to give him
an ecstatic bearhug, he adjusted the cushions and sat back down on the
sof a.

“Tell nme a bit about yourself, first,' | asked, putting off discussion
of defection until later. In good English, Simkov related his life
story. He had been born into a poor famly in a village north of Kiev
in the Ukraine. His father was killed in a m ning acci dent when he was
five and his nother died of tubercul osis when he was seven, so he and
his two younger sisters were bought up by his naternal grandnother. The
young Si makov woul d probably have followed his father into the mnes
but froman early age showed a talent for mathematics. He got the best
grades of his class in every term except one, when he had broken his
leg and couldn't walk the three mles to school. Sinakov was stil
proud of this achi everent and runmmaged in the cardboard box to dig out
the certificates to prove it. His mathematical prowess was his only
hope of getting out of a life of poverty.

Si mmkov won a schol arship for secondary education at a mlitary schoo
in Kiev. Finishing there with high grades, he was selected to join the
Soviet Strategic Rocket Force as a research scientist. After basic
mlitary training, he studied for a degree and a doctorate in
Leni ngrad. Conpul sory English |l essons there fuelled a lifelong interest
in England and particularly its literature - he knew far nore about
Shakespeare's plays than | woul d ever be likely to know. On conpletion
of his studies he was posted to the Soviet ballistic mssile test
ranges in the far eastern peninsul a of Kanchatka and spent his entire
career working there as a flight-test engineer. After conpulsory
retirenment fromthe mlitary in his md-40s, he had been unable to get
another job and he, his wife and eight-year-old daughter were forced to
nove into the one-bedroonmed Mscow flat of his agei ng nother-in-Iaw
Life soon becane intolerable; his mlitary pension was deci mated by
inflation, his daughter started to suffer fromasthma and his wife was
desperately unhappy.

The final straw cane when Simakov energed fromhis flat one norning to
find his Lada on bricks, with all four wheels missing. He vowed to nove
to England where, he fondly believed, such things never happened. He
set about scouring the streets of Mscow to find an Englishman who
could hel p him acconplish his plan and he stunbled across Ryman. The
two of them made an unlikely couple. Fate had transpired to bring them
t oget her and produce the tragedy which | could see was about to unfold.

Si makov's aspirations were wildly starry-eyed. In return for defecting,
he wanted "a house with a straw roof and a garden full of flowers for
his wi fe, 400,000 cash and a Ford Orion Gti with Executive pack'. He
produced a copy of Autocar magazine from his cardboard box and jabbed
his finger at a picture of the car of his dreans.
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It was not going to be an easy task to let him down. Far from being
able to waltz into the country, he would probably be hard pressed to
persuade the Home Office to give himleave to remain. Only if he had
some spectacular CX could M6 ask the Hone Secretary to make an
exception of him Depending on how nmuch CX he produced, he m ght
receive a few thousand pounds in a one-time payment. Thereafter, he
woul d have to rely on DSS housing and i ncome support. Simakov's surly
nature wasn't going to make things any easier either. He had quickly
outstayed Ryman's wel cone, but being used to the cranped quarters of
his nother-in-law s flat he couldn't understand why Ryman was fed up
with himliving on the sofa. "I don't understand Terry,' Sinmakov said,
scratching his stomach. ~When we were in Mscow, he was |like a |ong-
| ost brother. Now he doesn't want to know ne.'

Ryman was just as unhappy with the situation. He thought he had done
his duty and expected ne to take Simakov off his hands. "My wife is
goi ng spare,' he explained out of earshot of Sinmakov. "He can't stay
here much longer.' It was a ness that | couldn't sort out inmediately.
Everyt hi ng woul d depend on how nuch CX Simakov could produce but, as
hi s knowl edge was too conplicated for ne to assess, it would require
the expertise of one of the technical specialists in the office. | bade
goodbye to the odd couple in Cacton and returned to Century House.

There were around 15 specialist officers in M6 who provided expertise
which the IB, with their broader career paths, could not master. They
covered technical disciplines such as chenical, nuclear and biol ogical
weapons and ballistic mssiles, or had expert know edge in areas of
particul ar interest such as the Mddle Eastern oil industry. Martin
Ri chards, who dropped out of our | ONEC, was earmarked for this branch.

Mal col m Knightley, R/ CEE/D, was the missile specialist in the East
European controllerate. A physicist by training, he developed his
expertise in Soviet missiles in the DIS. Knightley was on secondnent to
M6 for two years but was hoping for a permanent transfer judgi ng by
the way he |aboured fearsonely |long hours behind a huge in-tray. |
arranged for Knightley to nmeet Simakov the next day in "Room 14', the
suite of M6 interview roonms in the Od Admralty Buildings in
VWi tehal | .

“The guy's a goldnmine,' Knightley told ne afterwards. W' ve got to get
hi m residency here.' Knightley explained that Simkov had worked in
m ssion control for every ballistic nissile test the Soviets had done
bet ween 1984 and 1990. His information would be invaluable to the DS,
GCHQ and, nore inportantly, to the Anericans. Knightley booked Room 14
for a series of weekly debrief neetings.

"We've decided to recommend to the Foreign Secretary that we accept him
as a full defector,' Russel advised ne once the first reports had
filtered up to him “You'll need to get him a codename, wite the
subm ssion to the Foreign Secretary and sort out his resettlenent with
AR.'

AR (Agent Resettlenent) were responsible for easing defectors into a
new | ife once their usefulness to M6 had expired. OVATI ON, NORTHSTAR
and other inportant defectors all had their own dedicated AR officer
who was responsible for helping them find a house, adjust to British
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life, adm nister their pensions and, hopefully, find a decent job. AR
got in touch with Clacton DSS and found a small cottage for Simakov, so
at least he was off Ryman's hands. A few weeks later, his wife and
daughter flew out to join him and AR sorted the family out wth DSS
paynment s and school i ng.

| wote the “subnission' to the Foreign Secretary arguing that there
was justification for allowing SOU the codenanme now allocated to
Si makov, to remain in the UK M6 does not need any authorisation to
mount smal |l operations such as Trufax. But operations which mght have
embar rassi ng consequences or, as in this case, affected the interests
of another part of the civil service, required the authorisation of the
Foreign Secretary. Douglas Hurd was notoriously diligent about
exam ni ng subm ssions, so my argunments had to be carefully drafted.

Meanwhi | e, Knightl ey finished another |ong debriefing session wth SOU.
He stuck his head into ny office |late one afternoon, clutching a thick
sheaf of notes fromthe four-hour session. "W've hit the jackpot with
this guy,' he enthused. "He's just given us the |ocation of the Russian
MOD' s new strategi c command headquarters.' Knightley produced a sketch
map showi ng the location and |ayout of a new, top secret command bunker
set deep inside a nountain in the Uals. It was a Russian equivalent to
the Anerican NORAD conplex in the Colorado mountains. “I'Il be issuing
this as a five-star CX. It will go up to the PM' Knightley said. He
later told ne that it eventually reached President George Bush's
office. "But there's |loads nore to cone,' he added. " Apparently he |eft
a notebook filled with notes fromthe nmissile tests in his nother-in-
law s sewi ng-box in Moscow. If we can get that notebook, we'll really
be in business.'

Kni ghtl ey explained that the notebook described perturbations in the
flight paths of every ballistic mssile fired fromthe Soviet mssile
test range in Kanchatcka between late 1987 and early 1990. SOU had
obsessively and illicitly noted all the numbers in a couple of school
exerci se books after each test flight. Such detail would aid the DIS' s
under st andi ng of the accuracy and range of the Soviet missile arnory.
More inportantly, Knightley would pass the intelligence to the
Americans who could use it to inmprove their anti-ballistic mssile
defences. It would bring considerable kudos for M6. W' ve got to get
t hat not ebook out of Moscow,' concl uded Knightley.

7. NOTED FRI END

VWEDNESDAY, 11 NOVEMBER 1992
M RROR ROOM HOTEL METROPOL, MOSCOW

| saw Goldstein over in the opposite corner of the crowded conference
room just before he spotted me. A bit plunper round the waist, his

col l ar-si ze maybe an inch bigger, but still fond of Hernmes ties, Gucci
shoes and expensive Italian suits - flanboyant tastes even by the
di verse standards of the eclectic throng of delegates mingling in the
el egantly mrrored room | had not seen himfor over five years, since

shortly after the trinphone incident, but it was certainly him Wrse,
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the lift of one eyebrow and the hint of a friendly snile showed that,
to ny unease, he still renmenbered ne.

| was displeased to see Goldstein not because | disliked him far from
it, but the last thing | needed at the nmonment was to neet someone who
knew me as Richard Tom inson. This accidental encounter m ght nean that
| would have to call off the operation and return enbarrassingly enpty-
handed to London. Russel, Bidde, P5 and C/ CEE had taken a |ot of

persuading that | was the right person to go to Mdscow to exfiltrate
SOU s not ebook. Eventually they had been swayed by ny argunent that as
| had researched the Huntley cover for just such a job, | was the best

person to take it on. They reluctantly allowed ne, a relatively
i nexperienced officer, to make the trip that was not w thout risks -
ri sks that Goldstein, intentionally or inadvertently, could make very
real .

The first day of the 1992 Conference on Doing Business in the New
Russia', organised by the Financial Times, and held in the opul ent

surroundi ngs of the recently refurbished Hotel Metropol in central
Mbscow, was a roaring success. Registering as Alex Huntley of East
European Investnment, | fitted in snoothly with the m xture of foreign

busi nessmen, di plomats and civil servants who paid od,500 to attend the
t hree-day synposium The opening day's |ectures having just finished,
we retired to the elegant Mrror Roomto relax and socialise over a few
gl asses of chanmpagne. Siberian industrialists chatted with officers
from the Wrld Bank and the I M-, angling for capital investnent to
rebuild their out-dated factories. Newly wealthy oil barons from
Kazakhst an rubbed shoul ders with representati ves of British Petrol eum
Shell and Anobco, discussing the terms of joint ventures to exploit
their oil and gas reserves. Arnenian and Georgian compdity traders
ingratiated thenselves with British diplomats and trade officials,
anxious to get their hands on the cheap credit and expertise avail able
through the British government-financed "~Know How Fund'. Russian
politicians flitted about with interpreters, earnestly persuading
anybody who would listen that their country was a safe investnent,
despite the continuing political uncertainty. Journalists hovered on
the edges of the conversations, anxious for a titbhit that m ght
constitute a story.

Only a few years earlier under the old Soviet comruni st system such
freedom of trade, information and friendship would have been
unt hi nkabl e. Now in the new proto-capitalist Russia, the pace of change
was so fast that it verged on chaotic. For the clever, entrepreneurial,
di shonest or greedy, fortunes could be made overnight. For the
carel ess, unlucky or unfortunate, they could be |ost just as quickly.
Inflation was ranpant, destroying the salaries, savings, pensions and
lives of the millions of state workers who did not have the skills or
wit to nove with the times. Manufacturing and engi neering jobs in the
fornmerly state-funded military-industrial conplex were being |ost by
the tens of thousands. In their place were springing up new professions
intrinsic to capitalismand commerce - banki ng, managenent consul tancy,
i mport-export businesses, accountancy and, unfortunately, organised
crime on a |large scale.

Through this chaos, however, sonme things renai ned constant. The world's
two ol dest professions were still steadily pedalling their wares. The
previous evening the mni-skirted representatives of the first had
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perched at the stools of the Metropol's Artists bar, preying on the
assenbl ed del egates. Representatives of the second were al so nmingling
nore discreetly anongst the del egates, and | was probably not the only
spy present. The CIA would be attracted to the collection of novers and
shakers of the new Russia and probably some of the Anerican "dipl omats'
si ppi ng the sweet, sickly Georgian chanpagne chatting i nnocuously about
anodyne commrercial and di plomatic affairs actually reported to Langl ey,
not the State Department's headquarters in Foggy Bottom Beneath the
pl easant and agreeable questioning they would be weighing up every
Russian they met. Did he have access to any secrets? Did he have the
sort of psychol ogical make-up that m ght nake a good spy? Did he need
noney and m ght he be prepared to sell secrets?

| had no doubt that agents from the FSB were al so present. Wbrking
under cover as journalists, businessnen, or perhaps even as one of the
di nner-jacketed waiters, they would be keeping an eye on the del egates,
particularly any diplomts. They would already know the faces,
character, hobbies, biographical details, even favourite restaurants,
of all the suspected intelligence officers. Surveillance teans woul d
have covertly followed them from their hones as they drove to the
Metropol . Their every move in the conference would be watched. |f they
spoke a bit too long and aninmatedly to any Russian, the identity of
that Russian would be established and noted, a file opened, and their
job, financial status, access to any secrets would all be established.
If the diplomat again contacted the same Russian, alarm bells would
start ringing. Nothing would be left to chance. If one of the so-called
“di pl omats' excused hinself to go to the bathroom the toilet would be
carefully checked afterwards - it was just possible that he had filled
a DLB for later collection by an agent.

| could see Guy Wheeler, MOS/2, lurking around anpongst the del egates
under his cover of comrercial secretary in the British enmbassy. | had
met himonly once before, when he briefly returned to London on | eave,
but I had comunicated at great length with himby enci phered tel egram
coordinating every detail of the operation. Weeler fell into the
classic mould of a British spy. He read Greats at Oxford, then worked
briefly for one of the old fam |y merchant banks in the city. He fitted
easily into his diplomatic cover. Courteous, well-bred, slightly
stuffy, he took his job very seriously and frowned di sapprovingly at
any joke or flippant remark about the spying business. Like nany
of ficers who had experience of working in Mdscow, he had acquired the
irritating habit of speaking barely audibly, even when there was no
possibility of eavesdroppers.

VWeel er glanced towards me and as quickly |ooked away. He coul d not
come over and greet me - that nmight be enough to alert his FSB watchers
that we were acquainted and so bring me to their attention.
Neverthel ess, the flash of recognition in his eyes gave nme a reassuring
feeling that | was not totally alone. At |east sonmebody appreciated
what | was doing

Operating under diplomatic cover, |ike Weeler, is the nornal,
acceptabl e, gentlemanly way of spying. Those caught undertaki ng “duties
inconpatible with diplomatic status' are just declared persona non
grata and put on the first aeroplane hone. There might be a bit of a
di plomatic row and a tit-for-tat expul sion fromthe other side, but no
further action would be taken against the officer, who would be

page-82- 10 purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

protected by diplomatic i munity. Wrking undercover as a busi nessnan,
journalist or whatever, is nmore conplicated and risky because there
woul d be no diplomatic inmunity if discovered.

The instant that Gol dstein spotted me, therefore, | had to act quickly.
He knew me as Richard Tom inson and obviously still remenbered nme; a
few words woul d be enough to blow my cover. |Images of nmy nanme and face
on the front pages of newspapers around the world, headlines announcing
the arrest of a Britsh spy, flashed into my inmagination. Even if |
could keep my cover story intact, the Russians would not believe it. In
theory, under their laws, | could face life inprisonment or even a
firing squad if found guilty of espionage. In practice, they would not
carry out such draconian reprisals, but they would mlk the incident to
maxi m se the enbarrassment to Britain.

It would be ridiculous to ignhore or pretend not to know Gol dstein - he
knew ne too well and it would just make him suspicious. | decided to
grab the bull by the horns, take himinto my confidence and hope that
he woul d prove discreet.

Politely disengaging from Monsieur Poitiers, the French water and
sanitation engineer from Lille who had been telling nme, in animted
sol il oquy, about the opportunities for investnment in the soon-to-be
privatised sewerage system of Mdscow, | steered for Coldstein. He saw
me coming and al so eased out of a pack of businessnen.

"Hi Ernst, its good to see you again. My nane's Alex, you mght
remenber we worked together a few years ago.' | introduced nysel f under
alias, in the hope that Goldstein might be tenporarily thrown off
bal ance.

“Yes, | renmember you. But what did you say your name was agai n?' he
asked, confused.

| didn't want to explain anything in the crowled conference room
"Ernst, let's get a breath of fresh air, a quick walk round the bl ock.
There's something inportant | need to tell you.'

Gol dstein agreed, a bit reluctantly, and we slipped out through a side
exit, down the steps into the danp evening air of Prospect Marx Street.
An old woman, huddled in a filthy blanket on the |ast of the steps,
| ooked up at us inploringly. Holding out a battered tin can, she
nmuttered sonething unintelligible in Russian. There was no di sgui sing,
however, the desperation in her voice. It was a graphic contrast to the
opul ence we had just left and a poignant rem nder of how the |ess
fortunate suffered in the new Russia. | felt a nonmentary sense of
shane. | was here to exploit this chaos, to spy. It was just a gane
conmpared to the reality which this old wonan was |iving. Reaching into
nmy suit pocket, | dropped all ny |oose roubles into her tin.

Gol dstein and | wal ked in silence for a few yards. We both knew that
our own little problems and responsibilities were trivial conpared to
the ol d babushka's. | eventually broke the silence. "Ernst, sorry about
this bit of drama, but you obviously want an explanation.'

“Yes, what's going on? | remenber you as Richard. What's this Alex
busi ness?"
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| explained how |I'd ended up working in Mdscow under cover with a fal se
identity and Goldstein tried to hide his surprise, but he was obviously

intrigued and a little inpressed. | went on. “1'm sure you'l
understand that it would cause a right stink back home if any of this
gets out, but | amconfident that you'll keep this little encounter to

yoursel f."' Hopefully Goldstein would respond positively to the sinple
bit of flattery. "We'd best not associate too nmuch for the rest of the
conference. Acknow edge each other of course, but there's no need for
us to talk at any length. When we're back in London, ['Il get you
lunch, and we can talk properly then.' W had now wal ked round the
hotel back to the main entrance. There might be FSB surveillance
around, waiting for Weel er and other suspected intelligence officers
to | eave. Goldstein wanted to rejoin the reception, so after sone small
tal k we shook hands and | went back up to my roomto think a few things
t hr ough.

This operation had taken nonths of planning and preparation and had
al ready cost a substantial anount of nmoney. All the effort would be
wasted if | aborted now. On the other hand, could |I conpletely trust
Gol dstein? He'd told me that he was dining with sone of Yeltsin's
personal staff that night, hoping to clinch a big business deal. An
i ndi screet word, perhaps after a few too many gl asses of vodka, m ght
land me in Lefortovo prison. Although | felt nervous about continuing
it was too late to abort. | would recover the notebook, as planned, the
next day. My mind nade up, | got up from the bed, grabbed ny sports
gear and went down to the hotel gym

The gym was noderately equi pped - a few row ng nachi nes, exercise bikes

and a bench press. A tall, rangy fellow occupied one of the running
machi nes. He was in his 50s but fit for his age, and | recognised him
as one of the delegates in the conference. | started warm ng up on the

machi ne adj acent to his. “How are you doing? he asked, in the friendly
but condescendi ng way arny officers address their soldiers. W swapped
introductions - he worked for Control Risks, a corporate security
conmpany that was preparing a consultancy report for clients who w shed
to invest in Russia. "Dammed pleased to be here,' he continued. "My
first trip to Russia, fascinating. Don't know how | nanaged to get a
vi sa t hough.'

“Why's that?' | asked.

I was in the arny, you see, a colonel. They've been follow ng ne
everywhere.' He nodded over to a young man wor ki ng out on one of the

rowing machines. “It's OK W can talk here. He's a Brit, works for
Mor gan Grenfell. Checked him out earlier,' he whi spered
conspiratorially. | tried not to laugh at the colonel's fanciful
i magi nation, and carried on with ny work-out. | saw him again the

following morning on Prospect Marx Street in front of the hotel,
scrutinising the faces around him as if |ooking for a hooligan in a
football crowd. Fifty netres down the road, he stopped and bent down to
tie his shoel aces, checking behind him studiously for his imaginary
surveill ance.

That norning | attended the last |ectures at the Metropol. Future Prinme
M nister, Victor Chernonyrdin, then head of Gazprom was the star
speaker. Several menbers of the British enbassy cane to listen,
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i ncl udi ng Wheel er, whose cover job provided a good excuse to attend the
| ectures. | scribbled a few jottings in ny notebook to keep up ny
cover, but didn't pay too much attention to the content of the
| ectures. My nind was on the job ahead.

After a quick lunch, | hurried to ny room |ocked the door firmy and
renoved a WH Smith pad of A4 notepaper frommnmy briefcase. The first 20
pages or so were filled with the notes | had taken fromthe conference
- junk which would be discarded in London. At the back of the pad,
carefully ripped out the fifth-to-last page, took it to the bathroom
placed it on the plastic lid of the toilet seat and renpved a bottle of
Ral ph Lauren Polo Sport aftershave from ny spongebag. Mistening a
small wad of cotton wool with the doctored aftershave, | slowy and
nmet hodically wiped it over the surface of the paper. In a matter of
seconds, the large Russian script of SOUs handwiting started to show,
slowy darkening to a deep pink. Using the hotel hair dryer | carefully
dried the danmp sheet, trying not to winkle it too much and driving
away the strong snell of perfunme. It now |ooked like a normal
handwritten letter, though in a slightly peculiar dark red ink.
Reaching into the back of ny TOS supplied briefcase, | pulled on the
soft calfskin lining, ripping apart the Velcro fastening it to the
outer casing, slipped the paper into the small gap and resealed it. It
woul d take a very diligent search to find the hidden pocket.

P5, who was a fornmer H MOS, had warned ne that there woul d be no point
in an inexperienced officer like myself attenpting anti-surveillance in
the Russian capital. “Their watchers are just too good,' he had told
me. " Even officers with good anti-surveillance experience struggle in
Moscow. Normally we reckon on six nmonths before a new officer can
reliably pick them up. There's just no point in you | ooking,' he had
advi sed me. Nevertheless, as | stepped out of the hotel |obby on the
wal k to the Ploschad Revolutsii Metro station, | couldn't help but take
advantage of the natural anti-surveillance traps that presented
thensel ves - staircases that swtched back on thensel ves, subways under
the busy main roads, shopping malls. It gave sone assurance there
wasn't any obvi ous surveill ance.

The journey out to the Zel enograd suburb, one of Mscow s poorest and
nost run-down “sleeping districts', was long, tedious and tricky. P5
had ordered me to use public tranport because the risk of a Metropo
taxi-driver reporting a westerner meking such an unusual journey was
too great. The rickety but easy-to-use Mdscow subway system only went
part of the way; thereafter | would have to use buses. SQU gave cl ear
instructions - out to Metro Rechnoy Vokzal, the last station on the
green line, then the 400 bus to Zel enograd, changing to a |ocal bus for
the final leg - but his informati on was over a year old. Mscow station
had been unable to verify the details because any of their staff, even
one of the secretaries who weren't always under surveillance, nmaking

such a journey would have appeared suspicious. | would just have to
hope that the bus routes had not been changed or, if they had, that it
woul d be possible to navigate nmy way by reading the Cyrillic

informati on panels on the front of the buses.

It was 3 p.m by the tine the bus arrived at the small, run-down park
near SOU s flat that he had suggested was the best place to disenbark.
The housi ng estate was a soul |l ess, depressing place, made worse by the
dul |l skies above. Al around were the grey, nonstrous, nearly identica
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residential bl ocks that dom nate nmuch of Mdscow. The |ack of col our was
striking - the grass was worn away, the trees were bare and even the
few battered Ladas parked around were dull greys and browns. One was on

bricks with all its wheels mssing and | wondered if it was SOU s old
car. Apart froma couple of small children playing on the only unbroken
swing in the park, there was nobody around. | orientated nyself,

recalling the details of SOU' s sketch map. Exactly as he had prom sed,
| ooki ng down the broad street which stretched in front of nme, the
corner of a dark green apartment block, in which his mother-in-law s
flat was situated, protruded from behi nd another identical block. The
short walk took me across a pedestrian crossing, providing a final
chance to check up and down for surveillance.

The rubbish-strewn entrance |obby stank of piss and vonmt and was

covered in graffiti. | pushed the button to call the lift - nore out of
hope than expectation. SOU had told me it hadn't worked for years.
There was no sign of movenent so | began the trudge to the eighth

floor, thinking it was understandable that his elderly nother-in-Ilaw
hardly ever |eft hone.

Knocki ng gently on the peeling netal door of appartnment 82a, there was

no reply. | knocked again, this time nore firmy, but still no
response. Increasingly anxious that my visit coincided with one of the
few occasi ons when she was out, | banged harder. Finally, a nervous

femal e voi ce answered, “Kto tanf?'

In carefully nenorised and practised Russian | replied, "My nanme is
Alex, | am a friend of your daughter and son-in-law from Engl and. |
have a letter for you.' Her reply was well beyond the range of the few
Russian words 1'd |l earned, so | repeated once nore the phrase. There
was no letter-slot through which the letter could be posted, so there
was no alternative but to gain her confidence sufficiently that she

woul d open the door. After | had repeated nyself three times, hoping
t he nei ghbours weren't taking note, the heavy doorbolts slid back and
the door opened a few inches on a chain. | pushed the letter through

the gap and just caught a glinpse of w zened hands grasping it. The
door closed and was wordl essly re-bolted.

| waited outside for about five minutes, watching the street bel ow
t hrough a narrow and dirty wi ndow, before knocki ng again. The door was
opened wi thout delay and a tiny old | ady beckoned ne into the gl oony
flat, smling toothlessly, and indicated ne to sit down on the sofa. It
was the only piece of furniture in reasonable condition in the tidy but
sparsely furnished and drab room The old | ady nunbl ed sonething that |
presunmed was an of fer of hospitality, so | nodded enthusiastically and
she di sappeared into the kitchen. SOQU had told me that his nother-in-
law was fairly well-off by Russian standards - she had a flat all to
herself and a small pension from her |ate husband. But | ooking around
the cranped quarters, it was understandable why SOU and his fanily
fled. Just as SOU had promised, in the corner of the room stood a
sewi ng-box, which if he was right, would still contain the two blue
exerci se books containing the notes.

The old lady returned a few ninutes later with a cup of strong, heavily
sugared bl ack tea, which | sipped out of politeness rather than thirst.
SOU had listed in his letter a few of his personal belongings and their
collection was ny ostensible reason for the visit. The old |ady
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pottered around the flat, adding to the growi ng pile of books, clothes
and kni ck-knacks accunmulated in the mddle of the floor, ticking each
of f against the list. Awaiting ny opportunity to sieze the notebooks, |
reflected that it was typical of SQU to take advantage of the offer and
expect me to carry back his entire worldly possessions.

VWen the old | ady popped back into the kitchen again, | bolted fromthe
sofa and delved in the sew ng-box. Just as SOU had assured nme, the two

i ght-blue school exercise books were still there. | sneaked a quick
| ook inside themto be sure and they were filled with row upon row of
nunbers - meani ngl ess to anybody except an expert. | slipped theminto

one of the part-filled cardboard boxes.

@ ancing at the wind-up clock ticking on the sideboard, | saw that it
was 4 p.m, only half an hour before dusk. | wanted daylight to
navigate on unfaniliar public transport back to central Mscow, so it
was time to extract nyself. When she added two pairs of SOQU s bright
red Y-fronts to the pile, it was the last straw. Using sign | anguage, |
made her understand that | would carry only one cardboard box. She
understood and started prioritising the itens and | was out of the
dingy flat five mnutes |ater.

Struggling back into the Metropol, briefcase in one hand, the heavy box
containing the precious notebooks under the other arm it was sorely
tenpting to dunp the excess baggage. There had been a fierce debate in
Head Office about the merits of bringing back SOU s bel ongi ngs. P5 had
been vehemently against it, arguing that they were an i ncunbrance and a
hostage to fortune. But SBO' 1 had argued that they gave ne cover for
visiting SOU s nother-in-law. |f apprehended on ny way back to the
hotel, | could feign i nnocence, claimthat SOU was a friend in Engl and
who had asked ne to bring back some of his clothes and deny any
know edge of the significance of the notebooks. In the end, SBO 1's
wi sdom won out, so | was l|lunbered with the heavy |oad back to the
Met r opol .

The followi ng norning, after a leisurely breakfast in the Metropol's
Boyarsky dining-room | rang the British enmbassy and made an
appointment to visit the comercial section's library, ostensibly to
obtain informati on for East European |Investnent. The M6 secretary who
answered the phone asked, as arranged, if | would Iike to make an
appoi ntment with the conmercial secretary. | accepted a neeting for
11.30 a.m and started on the short walk fromthe Metropol through Red
Square then over the Mskva river to the British embassy, directly
opposite the Kremin. P5 and SBO'1 concurred that | needed to get rid
of the notebooks as soon as possible, hence they had to be dropped off
at the enbassy from where they could be returned to London in the
di pl omati ¢ bag. Even that option was not entirely straightforward. The
station staff worked under the assunption that every room in the
embassy was bugged, except the station's secure safe-speech roomthat
was electronically swept on a regular basis. Like nost foreign
embassi es, the enbassy al so enployed a small nunber of |ocally engaged
staff such as clerks, drivers and cleaners, and these were also all
assuned to be reporting back to the FSB. My tel ephone conversation to
the M6 secretary woul d have been intercepted and the watchers in the
cl andestine FSB observation post opposite the enbassy would have
al ready been briefed to expect a businessman to call in at 11.30 a.m
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| proferred my Huntley passport to the receptionist behind the desk in
the entrance | obby and she showed ne through to the comrercial section.
To my satisfaction, Wheeler was at his desk, just as he had prom sed.
“Ah, M Huntley, | presune?" he stood to greet ne. W shook hands,
pretendi ng never to have net. ~Take a seat, M Huntley.'

“Sorry?' | replied.

VWeel er repeated the instruction nore audi bly and courteously indicated
me to sit down. “~What can | do for you?

Ten mnutes later, | was on ny way back to the hotel, my briefcase
stuffed with leaflets produced by the enbassy and the Department of
Trade and |Industry about business opportunities in Russia. Mire
i mportantly, SOU s notebooks were now off ny hands. As planned, ny copy
of the Financial Times had been accidentally left on \Wheeler's desk
with the notebooks inside. They would now be in the hands of the
station secretary who would be preparing themfor the next diplomatic
bag. It left for London that night, so they would be back in Century
House before ne. | flew back to London the next day al ong with many of
the ot her del egates, including the colonel who was still checking over
his shoul der for his surveillance as we boarded the British Airways
757.

After the debrief fromthe successful Moscow trip, Russel asked me to
beconme the UKA representative on M6's natural cover committee. This
t hi nk-tank comrittee had been set up so that all the UK natural cover
stations - UKA (Eastern Europe), UKB (Western Europe), UKC (Africa,
primarily Republic of South Africa), UKD (M ddle East, excluding Iran),
UKJ (Japan), UKO (India and Pakistan) and UKP (lran) could share their
ideas and expertise on natural cover operation. It consisted of
representatives from each of the stations, plus nost of the SBO
of ficers and representatives from CF. Different stations were always
coming up with innovative covers, and attending the neetings gave
fascinating insights into i magi native operations. For exanple Kenneth
Roberts, a former officer of the Black Watch reginment and a Tines
journalist, now working in UKO, had persuaded a prom nent Tory Lord to
allow himto be his personal em ssary in India where he had extensive
busi ness contacts. This gave Roberts unparalleled access to the upper
echel ons of Indian society and he had amassed some wort hwhile CX on the
I ndi an nucl ear weapons programre. Nick Long, TD7 on the | ONEC, was now
working in UKC and was travelling around South Africa as a Zi nbabwean
chi cken-feed sal esnman, which gave him cover to nmeet ANC and | nkatha
agents in renote rural |ocations. Another officer, who had qualified as
a veterinary surgeon before joining M6, had just returned froman CDA
(Overseas Devel opnent Adm ni stration) sponsored tour of lIran to teach
Iranian vets how to imunise their cattle and sheep agai nst various
illnesses. As the tour passed through nost of the veterinary research
sites which were suspected to hide biological weapon production plants,
M 6 had slipped a suitably qualified officer into the training team

At one neeting, conversation turned to the feasibility of inserting
“illegals' into hostile countries. Illegals are officers so carefully
trained in natural cover that they can live in the target country for
ext ended periods without arousing suspicion. The Soviet Union used them
wi dely against the West wuntil about 1970. Indeed, three Russian
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illegals were caught actively spying in Britain during this period. The
first, a KGB officer called Konan Trofinmovich Ml odi, assumed the
identity of a |ong-dead Finnish Canadi an naned Gordon Lonsdal e and ran
a juke-box hire business in London as cover for his spying activities
from 1955 until his discovery and arrest in 1960. The other two, Mrris
and Lona Cohen, were actually Anerican citizens, but had been recruited
by the KGB and given false New Zeal and identities and spied in London
under cover as second- hand book-deal ers Peter and Hel en Kruger.

But M6's recent KGB defectors NORTHSTAR and OVATION told us that the
practice of running illegals had been stopped. Even the KGB realised
that the investment in training is rarely paid back by the intelligence
yi el d. The natural cover commttee quickly reached the same concl usion.
It would only be worthwhile training an officer up to the required
| evel, they argued, to run one or perhaps two very productive agents
whose public position was so promnent that it would be too risky for
menbers of the local station to run them Russia was the only country
where the intelligence requirements were high enough - and the counter-
intelligence services fornidable enough - to make the investnent
wort hwhil e, though UKC al so made a case for South Africa. Even post-
apartheid, Britain's interests in the southern cone of Africa were such
that M6 was very active there. Also, they had been very successful in
recruiting a network of informers under the apartheid regine and a | ot
of these agents were now high up in the ANC. As Ni ck Long explained to
me with a touch of sarcasm °“It's amazing how many of them having
spied for years for “ideol ogical reasons', are now happy to carry on
pocketing their agent sal aries post-apartheid.'

Back at ny desk a few days later, thinking over the question of
illegals, it occurred to me that we had been | ooking at the problemthe
wrong way round. |Instead of |abouriously building a false identity and
cover legend for an existing M6 officer, why not find sonebody outside
the service with the right professional and personal qualities,
secretly put him through the I ONEC under a false nane and identity,
then post himunder his real name to work in his forner occupation in
the target country?

Russel liked the idea and encouraged ne to draft a paper outlining the
plan in detail. | did so, and was even able to suggest a suitable
candi date. Leslie MIlton, a friend since we'd studied engineering
toget her at Canbridge, had drifted fromjob to job in the city, got an
MBA and was now working as an independent investnment consultant in
London. He was not married, so it would be easy for him to nove
overseas and set up sonme form of business. Mreover, he was born in New
York and so held an Anmerican passport in addition to his British one,
all owing himfurther to distance hinself fromM 6

My ideas were accepted and MIton was recruited into M6 and started
the 1ONEC in March 1993. His real identity and destiny were kept secret
from nmost of the office, including his |IONEC col | eagues. He was given
the alias Charles Derry and was entered in the diplomatic list, the
official record of FCO officials, under this nane. A few nonths after
he conpleted the course, word was spread around the office that his
father had fallen seriously ill, forcing himto |l eave M6 to take over
the fam |y business. "Derry' bade a sad goodbye to his new coll eagues,
and di sappear ed.
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A nonth or so |later he re-emerged i n Johannesburg under his real nane,
wor ki ng as an Anmerican investnent consultant. He rented a small two-
bedroom detached house with swinmm ng pool in the affluent suburb of
Par kvi ew and set hinself up as a consultant in investment opportunities
in the emerging econonmy of post-apartheid South Africa. His house was
conveniently close to the homes of M6's two npost inportant agents in
South Africa, a senior arny officer and a senior government official.
Both had been recruited early in their careers but had risen to such
promi nence that no menmber of the M6 station in Pretoria could safely
contact them MIlton net these two agents twice a nonth at his honme or
sometimes overtly in bars and restaurants in the plusher parts of
Johannesburg. Their neetings woul d nobst probably pass unnoticed but if
anybody asked they would have been told perfectly plausibly that MIton
was nerely offering investnment advice. |Indeed, MIlton genuinely
invested their considerable agent salaries for them so that their
added wealth woul d not be noticed by col |l eagues or even their w ves and
famly. The CX MIton gathered from the neetings was encrypted using
hi ghly secure but comrercially available PGP encryption software, then
sent to London over the internet.

The system was sinple, cheap and conpletely secure. Even had the South
African security services beconme suspicious of MIton, they woul d never
have found a shred of evidence to prosecute himor his agents.

As well as Russia, UKA was responsible for nmounting natural cover
operations into the rest of Eastern Europe. Fromthe end of the Cold
War until early 1992, Russia had been the only country of any
substantial interest. But a new concern was rising rapidly in
promi nence. Yugoslavia was breaking up and Croatia and Slovenia had
al ready been recognised by the European Conmunity as independent
states. M6's coverage of the region was increasingly stretched because
each new y i ndependent state needed a station.

Apart fromthe two officers already in the Belgrade station, M6 had
only one other conpetent Serbo-Croat speaker, but he had just finished
a lengthy Finnish course in preparation for a three-year posting to
Hel si nki. Personnel departnent were reluctant to waste this investnment
by reassigning him to the Balkans, so several other officers were
thrown into intensive Serbo-Croat courses, but it would take at |east
ni ne nmont hs before they would be conpetent enough to take up overseas
postings. In the neantinme, the efforts of the stretched Bel grade
station woul d have to be augmented by UKA. Since none of us spoke any
Serbo-Croat, there was a linit to what we could do. At best, we could
per haps take over sone of the English-speaking agents of the station.
Russel sent me down to the floor below to see P4, the desk officer in
charge of Bal kan operations.

P4 took up the post when it had been a qui et backwater job before the
probl ens in Yugoslavia had started in earnest. Prior to that, he had
worked for a spell in Northern Ireland before M5 took over
responsibility for the province, then served without distinction in
various quiet European liaison posts and briefly as "M Halliday' -
where | had first come across him P4 had made a mark in the office
only with his dress sense, which would have nmade a Bul garian taxi-
driver wi nce. He was known ubiquitously in the office as “String Vest',
though " Flapping Flannels' or “Wolly Tie' wuld have suited him
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equal ly. The spotlight that had now fallen on the P4 job was his chance
to make a nore positive mark on the office hierarchy and he attacked
the job with scattergun enthusi asm

“Sure, |'ve just the job for you,' he said, peering from behind his
nount ai nous in-tray and disorgani sed desk. "We've got a lead that a
Serbian journalist, Zoran Obradovich, mght be worth an approach.'
String Vest dug around on his desk and pulled out the relevant file.
"He's in his nid-30s, war correspondent for the independent newspaper
Vreme and regular contributor to the anti-government B-92 radio
station,' String Vest continued. "He's made several |iberal and anti -
war remarks both publicly and to BEAVER. ' BEAVER was a trusted British
defence journalist run by I/OPS and he had given the office several
useful leads in the past. String Vest passed ne Obradovich's file,
taking care to renmove and sign the tag, nmeaning that the saf ekeepi ng of
the file was now nmy responsibility. "“Get yourself a new alias, a cover
story and get yourself out to Belgrade. You'll have to make your way
overland from a neighbouring country - there are no direct flights
because of the UN sanctions.'

8. VELL TRAI NED

VEDNESDAY, 2 JUNE 1993
DANUBE CAFE, BELGRADE

*You know, Ben, |'ve had you checked out,' Obradovich dropped his eye

contact and continued in a softer voice, “with some friends .
contacts . . . of mne in the police.' He reached for his packet of
Marl boro Lights, lost in the debris of a long and drunken [|unch
scattered over the stiff tablecloth, and lit one cerenoniously. He
exhal ed slowy, took another drag, exhal ed mel odramatically, then fixed
me in the eye again. "It took a while, but your credentials, your press
accreditation . . . well, they check out OK.' bradovich drew agai n on
his cigarette, studying ny reaction. | reached for a glass of water as
calmMy as | could, realising that he was definitely playing games with
me. | needed to get out of the hotel dining-roomfast - if Obradovich
had really checked ne out with the Serbian secret police, he would have
found that nmy credentials as a freelance journalist didn't add up at
all.

It was ny second nmeeting with Zoran Cbradovich. Two weeks earlier | had
made the trip from London to neet himin the same downtown Bel grade
caf,. UN sanctions agai nst Serbia, inposed on 1 June 1992, were in full
swing and there were no direct flights to Bel grade. The only route was
to fly to Budapest and then travel the 370 kilometres to Bel grade by
overni ght bus. At our first nmeeting, Obradovich seened prom sing agent
material. A freelancer in his 30s, of mxed Serbian and Croatian
parentage, he professed to have neutral views on the civil war and
st ubbornly proclained his nationality to be "“Yugoslav'. H s views were
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anti-war but he had access to senior mlitary officers and politicians
in both Serbia and Croatia. He took ny “consultancy fee', sone 500
Deut schmarks, with scarcely disguised alacrity. H s podgy features
betrayed a taste for inported wi ne, good food and western cigarettes,
all of which were prohibitively expensive under the sanctions, but

which | could easily provide. Al the characteristics were there -
access, suitability, nmotivation - suggesting he nmght make a good
agent .

Back in Century House after the first trip, String Vest
enthusiastically recomended that | return as soon as possible to
continue the cultivation. OCbradovich |ooked |ike he could fill a few
gaps in the intelligence fromthe Bel grade station.

The second trip started uneventfully. | flew to Budapest as Ben
Presley, a freelance journalist. In my wallet was a forged NUJ
(National Union of Journalists) identity card and a Royal Bank of
Scot | and chequebook and credit card, but not nuch else to substantiate
nmy cover. The coach journey - packed with Serbs carrying huge suitcases
bul ging with sanction-busting supplies - was quiet and gave nme the
opportunity to grab a few hours' sl eep.

The juddering of the bus as the engine was cut brought me gently out of
ny slunber. A glance at ny watch showed that it was 4 a.m | rubbed the
steam from the wi ndow. Dim fluorescent lights barely penetrated the
m st and darkness, but | could see that we were at the Hungarian-
Yugosl av border. Every avail abl e parking space was filled with tiny but
overl aden Zastava cars or flatbed lorries | oaded high with goods bought
in Hungary, and despite the |ate hour there were | ong queues of Serbs
waiting their turn to have their passports stanped. The coach-driver
stood up and nmade a surly announcenment, then handed round a sheet of
paper on a clipboard, presumably for the border police. When ny turn
came, a glance showed that ny name and passport nunber were required on
the manifesto. Still only hal f-awake, | alnost signed in ny real name.
Hastily scribbling over the error, | re-signed in nmy alias. Nobody
noticed and no harmwas done, but it jolted me awake.

A few minutes later, a Serbian border guard cl anmbered on to the coach,
sub-machi ne gun strapped across the chest of his heavy, dark-blue
great-coat, and inspected the nmanifesto. He grunted an order,
presumably to produce our passports, and started working his way down
the bus. Sitting near the front, nmy turn soon came. He gl anced quickly
at ny passport, saw that it was British and unapol ogetically put it in
his coat pocket. Having worked his way to the end of the aisle, he
di senbar ked, taking my document. | wanted to protest, but having not a
word of the |anguage there was not nmuch option but to remain silent and
patient. The bus-driver glared at me and sai d sonething in Serbian that
sounded caustic, so presunmably he'd been told to wait until my passport
was returned. The other passengers grunbled inmpatiently while the
m nutes ticked away, but eventually the border guard returned and gave
back my passport. A quick inspection revealed that it had not been
stanped, but ny details would certainly be logged in the police
comput er.

The remmi nder of the trip to Belgrade went w thout hitch and after
checking into the Intercontinental Hotel there was tinme for a shower
and breakfast before ringing Cbradovich. He wanted to neet for |unch at
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2 p.m, so ny free norning was a good tinme to check for surveillance.
String Vest told ne that the station officers in Belgrade rarely cane
under surveillance, but it was not a reason to be lazy. Sarah had asked
me to buy her a handbag, so a shopping trip would provide good cover
for ny anti-surveillance drills - | could traipse slowy around the
| eat her goods stalls, idly stare at the displays, flit in and out of
the shops, back-track and use the usual tradecraft tricks wthout
| ooki ng suspi ci ous.

Despite the sanctions, the shopping centres in Bel grade were thronging.
I mported high-tech goods were unavail able or hugely expensive, but
domestic production of consumer goods - particularly |eather goods and
clothing - was booning. There was no shortage of shops displaying a
wi de sel ecti on of handbags.

Standing on a busy street, studying a shop wi ndow display, | cursed
gently to nyself that | had agreed to buy Sarah a handbag - she could
be so fickle and it was difficult to know which to choose. Turni ng away
in exasperation, | noticed a young man a coupl e of shopfronts away al so
nove of f. He was of medi um hei ght, noonfaced, clean-shaven and with his
head covered with a grey cap. He was a grey man - perhaps a bit too

grey.

An hour later, drinking a coffee at a pavenent caf,, | noticed the grey
cap reading a book at a caf, opposite. It was by no means concl usive
proof of surveillance. For that, | would need multiple confirned
sightings or two sightings of different watchers. The doubl e sighting
of one person could just be coincidence. Nonetheless, | decided to be
very careful.

There was no question of aborting the nmeeting with Obradovich after
just one dubious surveillance sighting. But it would be prudent to
change my plans slightly. | had planned to | eave for Budapest by bus
the followi ng norning, giving me the whole day for the neeting. But
given the real possibility of surveillance and the ease of penetrating
the thin crust of cover protecting ny identity, it would be tenpting

fate to risk an overnight stay. | decided to |leave by the train that
departed Bel grade's central station at 1625. It would not |eave nuch
time for ny lunch neeting, but that was now a | esser concern. | junped
into a taxi - a few were running despite the fuel shortage - and

returned to the hotel to pack.

My concern nounted when Obradovich pulled up to the neeting an hour
late in a new red Fiat Bravo with diplomatic plates, parking it
ostentatiously on the pavenent. “That's a smart little car,' |
commented as soon as we had shaken hands. "~ You nust have sone powerfu
contacts to get that.'

"How else do you think | get petrol here, and am able to travel al
over Serbia, Bosnia and Croatia? he replied a little boastfully. Only
those with diplomatic plates were excused petrol rationing and the
| engt hy queues, and only with neutral CD plates could he travel to
Croatia. But how had he obtained such privileges? He had to be very
wel|l connected - too well connected.

At our lengthy, expensive lunch, Obradovich spoke animtedly and
know edgeably about the war and the situation in Bosnia but nowhere did
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he breach the CX threshold and give ne anything that was not already in
the public domain. Nor did he give any nore indications of
recruitability. My optim smthat he could becone a good agent was now

starting to look ill-founded and nmy priority shifted to ending the
neeting and getting safely back to the UK. It was 1605 before he noved
on to cognac and | could get the bill. A few minutes later, as |

anxi ously checked ny watch again, he casually dropped the bonmbshel
that he had "“checked me out'

We shook hands outside the restaurant, next to his car which had
m racul ously escaped parking fines. “Thank you for the neal, Ben,'
Oobradovich said wi thout much sincerity.

“I'll be in touch soon,' | replied, with equal insincerity.
Obradovich half-turned to his car, then called over his shoul der, " CGood

luck.' He sounded as sincere as a bishop in a brothel. | smled,
cl enched nmy bag and ducked out of sight around the corner

Wth only nine mnutes before the train was due to depart, | threw ny
shoul der bag on to the back seat of a dirty black Fiat and leapt in
after it. “Station,' | yelled at the taxi-driver. He |ooked at ne
bl ankly through the rearview mrror. | cursed nyself for not having
learnt the correct Serbo-Croat word before |eaving. ~Bahnhoff,' |
shout ed, hoping that |ike nost Serbs he woul d under stand some Gernan.
There was no sign of conprehension. | cursed again, struggling but
failing to remenber the Russian word which | had once learnt - Serbian
was a close linguistic relative. ~Chuff, Chuff, Chuff,' | punmped ny

arm pulling an imagi nary whistle, Casey Jones style. The taxi-driver
broke into a smle, clunked down the arm of the mechanical nmeter, and
engaged gear. Seven minutes to go - | should just make it.

The driver jerked the hand-brake back on the noment he released it, as
a tram four carriages bursting with shoppers and commuters, clanked in
from behind. W were cut off. W couldn't nove forward because the |ead
carriage and a half of the tram were blocking us. To the rear,
passengers were enbarking and disenbarking from the rear carriages,
fl ooding across the gap to the pavenent. | cursed again, aloud this
time, as valuable nminutes slipped away. The wait for the passengers to
sort thenselves out seened interm nable. The last was an old | ady,
wei ghed down wi th hessian shopping bags. A couple of guys di sembarked
fromthe carriage to |l et her on, then squeezed back on to the last step
thenselves. At last the tram drew away, its brakes hissing as the
conpressed air was rel eased.

The taxi-driver sensed my urgency and put his foot down as we weaved
between the thankfully sparse traffic, but even so it was 1625 as we
drew up al ongside the station. | shoved a fistful of Deutschmarks into
hi s grateful hands, grabbed nmy bag and sprinted into the station. There
was no time to buy a ticket. A quick glance at the departures board -
thankfully the destinations were still witten in Latin script rather
than the now obligatory Cyrillic - showed that nmy train left from
pl atf orm eight. Like a character in a poorly scripted film | sprinted
down the platformand junped on to the footstep of the nearest carriage
as the train lazily pulled away.
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For the next 45 minutes | stood by the open w ndow of the door,
wat chi ng the grim suburbs of Belgrade gradually give way to featurel ess
agricul tural | and, letting the breeze cool nmy face. Despite
Oobradovich's om nous words and the problem of crossing the border
ahead, my thoughts were with Sarah. | had not bought her a present -
not through lack of trying, but because | couldn't find anything that
she would like. |I knew she wouldn't be angry. At the worst, she would
pull a funny face and make a jestful, mobcking comrent, but she woul d be
di sappoi nted. Resolving to find her sonmething in Budapest, | set off

down the rocking corridor to find a seat.

Four hours remained until the train reached the Hungari an border and ny
fate was out of ny hands. Wuld Cbradovich have reported me to the
Serbi an authorities? Probably. But having told himthat | was |eaving
Bel grade by bus the followi ng norning, he mght not have rushed to
report nme, nmeaning that the Serb border police would not yet be
notified. There was a slight possibility that surveillance m ght have
foll owed ne throughout my trip and that nmy rush to the station may have
been seen. But even if ny cover was blown, would the Serbs order an
arrest? That would depend if it would serve any political purpose. They
were under UN sanctions and catching a British spy would give them sone
| everage in the UN HQ in New York, but on the other hand they m ght not
want to antagonise the West any further. The risk of arrest was slight,
but that did not stop me carefully rehearsing every detail of my cover
story as we approached the border. What was ny date of birth? Were was
| born? Address? \What was ny profession? Were did | work? | chastised
nysel f for not having worked harder on my cover. Having rattled off
natural cover trips to Madrid, Geneva, Paris and Brussels since Mscow,

| was becoming blas,. It had becone as routine to ne as junping on a
bus, and | vowed then never to take the responsibility so lightly
again.

The train slowed to a crawl as we clanked into Subotica station just
before 9 p.m The Serbian border police had checked ny passport here on

nmy first uneventful trip, so presumably they would do so again. | left
snoring Serbs in the conpartment and stood in the corridor, pulling
down the wi ndow to let the danp sumrer air spill into the nmusty

corridor. Qutside, only a few lights twinkled in the deserted-Iooking
t own.

The train lurched to a halt, its brakes squealing unpleasantly. Doors
slanmed as a couple of passengers disenbarked. Mst, |like me, were
continuing. A child ran up to ny wndow, thrusting a tray of
unappeti sing, sweating pastries. Her brown eyes net mine for a second
or two before she registered ny disinterest and ran to anot her w ndow.
Two border guards, sweating under the weight of thick coats and sub-
machi ne guns, clinbed into the front carriage and began nethodically
working their way through the train, exam ning each passenger. Wre
they looking for me, or was this just their usual nightly routine?

For a fleeting noment, | considered junping and legging it across the
si dings and junctions into town and onwards to the unpatrolled border
It was a noonless night, but the sky was clear and it would be easy to
navigate by the stars the ten kilonmetres to Kelebia, the nearest
Hungarian village. A hike |ike that would have been regarded as a
stroll when | was in the TA
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But such ideas were frivolous. This was an M6 operation, not a
mlitary exercise, and | should stick to my training and bluff it out.
| went back to the conpartnment. A few mnutes later, the guards
arrived. The el der of the two, barrel-chested and sweating in his heavy
coat, exam ned another passenger's Yugosl av passport while the younger
guard, pale and baby-faced with a downy noustache, prodded his
vol um nous baggage on the rails above us with a stick, as if he were
checking for people illegally hidden in the cases. The elder then
turned to me and with a snap of his fingers demanded my docunents. He
flicked open the back page of the newstyle EEC passport, checked the
phot ograph, then exami ned ny face against it, his eyes staring blankly
at me as if he were reading a train tinetable. He pocketed it and left
the compartment with no word of explanation, his young coll eague
trailing behind |ike a faithful dog.

There was nothing to do except await ny fate. The guards hadn't
confi scated ny docunents on the way out on ny first trip, so it was an
anxi ous nonent. | went back out into the corridor and stuck nmy head out
of the open slide-down wi ndow. Qutside on the platform at the far
extremty of the long train, another two guards were patrolling towards
me. They wal ked side by side, inspecting the passengers carefully in
each compartnment through the wi ndows, as if they were |ooking for
sonmebody. When they were three carriages away, | ooking back the other
way up the inside of the train, | sawthe first two guards wal ki ng back
towards me fromthe other direction. | was caught between the two sets
of soldiers and there was no chance of making a dash.

The connecting door slamred as the first pair re-entered ny carriage. |
waited until they were a few paces fromne, then turned to face them
The corridor was too narrow for themto wal k al ongsi de each other, and
the elder lead. He flicked the stub of an acrid Serbian cigarette out
the wi ndow as he approached. The younger, a step behind him was
chewi ng gum urgently. The sickly snmell of the sweet gum ningling
unpl easantly with their body odour, wafted towards me on the heavy
evening air. They stopped menacingly in front of nme and the elder
reached into the breast pocket of his heavy tunic, exposing his sweat-
speckl ed shirt underneath, and pulled out ny passport. H s dark eyes
flickered as he held it out in front of me, growing sonething
unintelligible in Serbian. | shrugged, ny pulse racing. He grow ed
somet hing again, then realising it nmeant nothing to nme, switched to
German. " Fahrkarte,' he snapped. The meani ng swam from sone recess of
ny mnd where it had lain dormant since ny TA German course years
earlier, and a smle of relief flickered across ny face. Reaching into
nmy breastpocket, | pulled out a fistful of Deutschmarks to pay for the
ticket that | had omtted to buy at Bel grade station. The guard handed
me my passport and the pair strutted off.

The train rolled i nto Budapest station in the early hours of dawn, and
after a night in a cheap hotel by the station | flew back to London. It
took a day or so to finish all the paperwork and debriefings at Century
House. Afterwards Bidde called me up to his office. Looking over his
bi focal gl asses, he gently adnonished me. “~You won't be using the
Presley alias again, | trust.'

The work in M6 was endlessly fascinating. It was not just the natura
cover trips abroad: al nost everyday sone snippet of information came ny
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way from friends in sections that, if it were in the public domain,
woul d be on the front pages of the newspapers. One day Forton invited
me for lunch in the restaurant on the top floor of Century House. He
was still in his job as RIAF/C, the junior requirenments officer for the
Africa controllerate, and had just cone back froma three-week trip to
Et hi opia and Eritrea. Over the surprisingly good M6 canteen food he
ent husi astically described bush-wacki ng by Land Rover around Eritrea
and Ethiopia on reconnai ssance with his increment guide, an ex-SBS
sergeant, and a UKN phot ographer, whose other “normal' job was as a
paparazzo photographer of the Royal family. In addition to the Horn,
Forton's other inmportant area of responsibility was South Africa. He
had been processing South African intelligence that nmorning, and the
conversation soon turned to the politics of the region. “Yeah, | got a
great CX report today,' Forton casually boasted. " Apparently the AWB
(Afri kaaner Werstandsbeweging) are planning to assassinate Mandel a
next nmonth. They're gonna blow himup at an open-air rally or a boxing
mat ch or something. They've just acquired a pile of PE fromthe South
African arnmy for the job.'

“Are you sure?' | asked sceptically. “What's the source on that?

Forton sniffed and casually chewed on his salad. "It's good CX all
right. UKC have an agent in the AWB who has reported reliably in the
past. H PRETORIA is going to give the report directly to Mandela - it
woul d be too risky just to give it to South African |iaison. Too many
of those bastards would like to see Mandela dead thenselves and the
nmessage m ght never reach him'

The assassination plot was averted and M6's stock with President
Nel son Mandel a no doubt rose.

Shortly after returning fromnmny Belgrade trip, N ck Fish, P4/ OPS/A the
targeting officer for P4 section and assistant to String Vest, called
me into his office. "How d you like to work on my plan to assassinate
Sl obodan M | osevic then?' he asked casually, as if seeking nmy views on
the weekend cricket scores.

“Ch cone off it, I'mnot falling for your little ganmes,' | replied
di sm ssively, believing that Fish was just trying to wind me up.

“Why not?' continued Fish, indignantly. ~We colluded with the Yanks to
knock off Saddamin the Gulf War, and the SOE tried to take out Htler
in the Second World War.'

“Yes, but they were legitinate mlitary targets in wartinme,' | replied.
"We are not at war with Serbia, and Mlosevic is a civilian |eader. You
can't top him'

Fi sh was undaunted. "~Yes we can, and we've done it before. | checked
with Santa C aus upstairs,' he said, flicking his head disparagingly
towards Bidde's office on the tenth floor. Fish was perpetually at war
wi th everybody, even the jovial, silver-haired SBOL. "He told ne that
we tried to slot Lenin back in 1911, but some pinko coughed at the |ast
m nute and the Prine Mnister, it was Asquith then, binned the plan.'
Fi sh' s di sappoi ntnent was plain. “Santa daus has got the papers in his

page- 97 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

| ocker, but he wouldn't show themto me. They're still nore secret than
the Pope's Y-fronts, apparently.'

Has M 6 ever assassinated a peacetinme target? It was a question that a
few of us sometimes discussed on the | ONEC but nobody quite dared to
ask one of the DS in class. It was a taboo subject, left unsaid by the
DS and unasked by the students. One evening down at the Fort bar, when

nobody el se was listening and after several pints of beer, | asked Ball
about it. "“Absolutely not, never,' he replied, his face puckered with
sincerity. | was not very sure, however, as he had already proved
himself a convincing liar. In any case, if an assassination were

plotted, only a tiny handful of officers would know about it and even
if Ball were one he would not nake a oWy | ONEC student privy to such
sensitive information.

| did not take Fish's proposal too seriously but a few days later, in
his office again to sort out expenses from the Belgrade trip, he
casual ly threw over a couple of sheets of A4. "Here, take a butcher's
at this.' It was a two-page minute entitled ~A proposal to assassinate
Serbian President Slobodan Mlosevic'. A yellow mnute card was
attached to the back, showing that it was a formal document rather than
just a draft, and the right margin showed a distribution list of String
Vest, C/CEE, MODA/ SO (an SAS Mjor, seconded to M6 as a liaison
officer with the increment) and H SECT, the assistant to the Chief
hi nsel f. | checked the date on the top-left corner, established that it
was not 1 April, then sat down at the visitor's chair beside his
cluttered desk to read it. Fish's first page was a justification for
the assassination, citing Mlosevic's destabilising plans for a Greater
Serbia, his illegal covert support for Radovan Karadzic and his
genoci dal plans for the Al bani an popul ati on of Kosovo. The second page
outlined the execution of the assassination.

Fish proposed three alternative plans for the attenmpt and gave
advant ages and di sadvantages for each. His first proposal was to use
the increnent to train and equip a dissident Serbian paranmlitary
faction to assassinate MIlosevic in Serbia. Fish argued that the
advantage of this plan was its deniability, the disadvantage that it
woul d be difficult to control. H's second plan was to use an increnment
team to infiltrate Serbia and kill Mlosevic with a bonb or sniper
ambush. He argued that this plan would have a high chance of success
but would not be deniable if it went wong. The third proposal was to
arrange a car “accident' to kill MIlosevic, possibly while attending
the ICFY (International Conference on the Former Yugoslavia) peace
talks in Geneva. Fish proposed using a bright flashing strobe gun to
di sorientate Ml osevic's chauffeur while the caval cade passed through a
tunnel. The advantage of a tunnel crash was that there would be fewer
incidental wi tnesses and a greater chance that the ensuing accident
woul d be fatal.

“You're off your trolley,' | muttered and passed it back to him The
audacity and ruthl essness of the plan was astonishing. Fish was serious
about his career in M6 and he would not send a suggestion like this up
to senior officers out of frivolity. “This will never get accepted,' |
added.
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“What do you know?' Fish retorted, |ooking at me disparagingly as if
was an innocent school boy learning for the first tine the facts of
life.

| never heard anything nore about the plan, but then |I would not have
expected to. An indoctrination list would have been forned, probably
consi sting only of the Chief, C/CEE, P4 and MODA/ SO Even Fish hinself
woul d probably have been excluded from detailed planning at an early
stage. A subm ssion would have been put up to the Foreign Secretary to
seek political clearance, then MODA/ SO and the increnent would have
taken over the detail of the operational planning. If the plan was
devel oped further, it clearly did not cone to fruition, as Ml osevic
remai ned very nmuch alive and in power for many years.

As the war in Bosnia intensified and threatened to destabilise
sout heastern Europe, urgent demands were placed on M6 for nore
intelligence. In md-1992, the only officers in the FRY (Forner
Republic of Yugoslavia) were a one-nman station in Zagreb, and two
officers in Bel grade. A few other stations, notably Athens and Geneva,
were producing some reasonable CX on the region from refugees and
visitors, but there were still gaping holes in the intelligence
coverage. M6 urgently needed many nore officers on the ground, but was
hanpered by lack of financial and personnel resources and by cover
consi derations. The FCO had no enbassi es in Bosnia, Mntenegro, Kosovo
or Macedonia, so officers could not be inserted there under diplomatic
cover. A nore flexible approach was needed.

Colin MColl cane up with an imaginative solution to fill quickly the
holes in intelligence coverage, that was at first net sniffily by nost
senior officers. He proposed setting up, in each newy independent
region of the disintegrating Yugoslavia, “~shoe-box' stations of one
officer armed with a laptop conmputer, encryption software and a
bri ef case-si zed portable satellite facsimle machine. The shoe-box
of ficer woul d be declared to the local secret police and would rely on
this liaison for protection rather than the physical security of an
embassy and diplomatic inmunity. The shoe-box officers would not have
the usual benefits of confortable, free housing, car allowance or hone
| eave of normal postings, so they would serve only for six nonths and
be paid a generous hardship all owance.

The first shoe-box officer was sent to Tirana, the Al banian capital, in
Sept ember 1992. Rupert Boxton was an agei ng former parachute regi nent
officer who had just returned from a three-year posting in the
backwater of Nam bia. He was regarded as “a bit thick' and wasn't
suited to administrative Head O fice jobs. H's task in Tirana was
neither easy nor pleasant. Though the Al banian |eader, President
Berisha, was keen to inprove relations with M6, his secret police were
stuck in the closed mnd-set of the days of Albanian conmuni st
i solationism They did not trust Boxton, did not want himin Tirana and
refused to give himany worthwhile intelligence or targeting leads. In
any case, the German BND (Bundesnachtrichtdi enst) had got in first and
built a strong relationship with the Albanians. M6's attenpts to
bel atedly muscle in went nowhere. Boxton was withdrawn after just a few
nont hs and forced into early retirement by personnel departnment.
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The Tirana fiasco convinced the service that a shoe-box would only
survi ve and prosper if the local liaison service were dependent on M6
for noney, training help and intelligence. Prospects for a shoe-box
station in Skopje, the capital of the newly forned republic of
Macedoni a, seened nore promi sing. The Macedonian economy was in
tatters. Trade with Serbia on its northern border had been stopped by
the UN sanctions. To the south the Greeks had closed the border and
access to the port of Thessal oni ki over fears that the reenergence of
the Macedonian nation would cause unrest in their own province of
Macedoni a; and comrunications with Albania to the west were poor
because of the nountainous terrain. Relations with Bulgaria to the east
were better, but even they were tenpered by mstrust for the
expansi oni st ideas of sonme Bul garian factions. Macedoni a was thus all
but cut off fromthe outside world and urgently needed powerful allies.

The Macedoni an secret police were underfunded, and so were vul nerabl e
to financial inducement. M6 saw the opportunity and stepped in before
the BND or the CIA. After sonme paper shuffling in Witehall, an
emergency ai d package was negotiated by FCO and ODA officials. Britain
woul d supply urgently needed nedical equiprment and drugs; in return
Macedoni a woul d harbour an M6 officer. The Macedoni an secret police
were further sweetened by a week-long training course at the Fort. All
stops were pulled out to inpress them They were very taken by a
denmonstration of some advanced surveillance comuni cation equi pment,
and M6 reluctantly acceded to their requests for the system even
t hough they had no possible need for it.

Jonathan Small, an energetic and conpetent GS officer, was sent to
Skopj e to open the Macedoni a shoe-box in Decenmber 1992. He had previous
experience in one-nman stations such as Valletta in Malta, so was well
qualified for the job. He was declared to the Macedoni an secret police,
so there was no need for any cover story for them but to stave off the
curiosity of casual acquaintances he set hinself up as a charity worker
with credentials supplied by CF contacts. Wth his satellite dish on
the bal cony of his one-bedroomflat in central Skopje, Small was soon
sendi ng back a stream of reports, nostly on President digorov's
dealings with M| osevi c.

M6 al so set up two nore shoe-box stations in the Bal kans. One seni or
officer was sent to Kosovo for three months under cover as an OSCE
(Organisation for Security and Co-operation in Europe) observer, but
this was not a great success as the ruthless and ommipresent Serbian
secret police nade it too dangerous to attenpt any agent-running. To
cover Bosnia, M6 drew on experience gained during OPERATI ON SAFE
HAVEN, the allied operation to protect the Kurds fromlraqi reprisals
in the aftermath of the 1990 Gulf War. Clive Mnsell, a mid-career
of ficer and Kurdi sh speaker, was attached to the Royal Marines in
Kurdi stan as their nysteriously entitled “civil adviser', nmingling with
the refugee population to obtain intelligence on the nascent Kurdish
nationalist nmovenent. M6 decided to try the same tactic in Bosnia and
sent Mansell to Split with the British UNPROFOR (United Nations
Protection Force) contribution to set up a shoe-box station under the
desi gnati on H BAP.

By early 1993, all of these assets were in place and M6's coverage of
the Bal kans was starting to neet sone of the demands placed upon it.
Meanwhil e, String Vest assigned me to a role supporting Small in
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Skopje. Small's close liaison with the Macedoni an secret police meant
that he had no access to one of the main local intelligence
requi rements, the ethnic Al banian PRI party. The PRI, and the Al banian
popul ati on in general, were deeply mistrusted by the Macedoni an secret
police. The intelligence on the PRI which they fed to Small was bi ased,
so M6 needed independent penetration. String Vest asked ne to get
together a cover to visit Skopje and cultivate the targets in the PR
| eader shi p.

Now that Ben Presley had retired, CF issued a new alias name, Thonas
Pai ne, and | got nyself docunented again as a freelance journalist.
After my nerve-jangling Bel grade visit, SBOL insisted | acquire better
credentials: “Get yourself down to I/OPS section and see if they have

got any contacts who can help.' |/OPS provided ne with a letter of
i ntroduction from SMALLBROW conmi ssioning ne to wite an article for
The Spectator on the effects of UN sancti ons on Macedonia. "|f anybody
fromthe PRI rings to check you out, he'll vouch for you,' [/0OPS/1
assured ne. | was ready for my first trip to Skopje within a couple of
days.

It was dusk as a tattered taxi with a single working headlight drove ne

the ten kilometres from Skopje airport to the capital, but | could
still see the scars of the 1963 earthquake that destroyed npbst of the
city. The clock on the central railway station was still stuck at ten

to five, the time when the first trenors started, and even 30 years
later there were swathes of open ground in the town centre where
bui | di ngs had once stood. Though the war to the north had not directly
touched Skopje, the signs of economic hardship were clear. Refuse |ay
uncol lected in the streets, nmen hung around idle on corners and ragged
Kosovo refugees kicked footballs outside the abandoned buil di ngs they
now occupi ed in the run-down Al banian quarter.

The relatively wealthy Macedoni an-Bul gar quarter where Snall |ived was
better, but | did not envy his lot. His flat was owned by the
Macedoni an secret police and lay in a grim concrete block a short
di stance fromthe Grand Hotel where | had a reservation. After checking
in, | made ny way over - Small had invited me for a drink to discuss
the operational plan. Strictly | ought not to have been associating
with him for security reasons. Skopje was not |arge and being seen
toget her by officers of other intelligence services could conceivably
conmproni se either or both of us. But String Vest and SBOL had rel ented
on this occasion. They decided that the risk was small and Small's
posting was | onely and boring so an occasional visitor would be good
for his norale. Besides, he had been en poste for nearly three nonths
and his knowl edge woul d be useful for ne.

"Hi, come on up to the third floor,' Small greeted nme enthusiastically
on the intercom which was still working. Stepping over the piles of
human excrenment which littered the floor, | made ny way up the stairs.
Smal | greeted me like a long-lost friend on his doorstep. “Welcone to
sunny Skopje.' It didn't take him long to show me around the small

sparsely furnished flat and soon he cracked open a bottle of Scotch and
we sat down and got to work. Small had a quick mnd and was an
excel l ent operational officer. Hs ability was wasted in the GS branch,
but personnel departnent would not let himtransfer to the IB. There
was no point: keeping himin the GS neant that he could be posted to
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slots like Skopje which nost of the IB did not want, and they could
still pay hima GS salary. Small briefed me expertly on the various
Al banian factions and personalities. Qccasional ly, when the
conversation turned to nore sensitive areas, he would sweep his hand
through the air, remnding ne that his hosts night have bugged his
flat. As the evening drewto a satisfying close, he scribbled a note on
a scrap of paper and slipped it over to ne. It was an invitation to
acconpany himthe next day on a trip to the countryside to check out
the station exfiltration plan.

“Sure, 1'd love to come,' | answered, careful not to reveal npre than
was necessary to possible |listeners.

The Skopje exfiltration plan differed fromusual station plans in that
its purpose was to not to snuggle out conpronised agents, but to get
Smal | out in case the Macedonian liaison turned against him They were
a brutish ot and the political situation was not stable enough to
wholly trust them If it suited their purpose to kidnap or inprison
Smal I, he could not claimdiplomtic inmunity as officially he was not
there. He would hope to get enough warning of the deterioration in the
relationship to be able to get out of the country legally but, just in
case, he had an escape route. Two nenbers of the increment visited him
earlier in the year to design and rehearse the plan. But then the
wi nter snow lay thick on the ground, and Small wanted to check that he
could still find the route now that spring had changed the | andscape

W left early the next nmorning in Small's Land Rover Discovery and
drove out into the countryside. It was early May and the hedgerows were
ablaze with the fierce yellow of wild forsythia. The exfiltration plan
called for Small to hide out in the countryside until rescue arrived.
In a small copse on a hillside a few nmles south of Skopje, the
| ocation of which Small had carefully menorised, the increnment had
buried a cache which contained enough materials for Small to survive
for a few days out in the open - food, water, clothing, a couple of
torches with infra-red filters, materials to make a |i ghtwei ght bivouac
and sl eeping bag, a set of false identification papers and passport, a
noderate sum of Deutschmarks, a few gold sovereigns and a mlitary
EPI RB (Emergency Position Indicating Radio Beacon). W trudged a few
hundred yards into the woods and, using a conpass to get a bearing from
a prom nent tree stunmp, paced out a few yards and found the cache
wi thout too nmuch problem After carefully digging it up to check that
it had not been tanpered with, we reburied it making sure there was no
si gn of disturbance.

From the top of the hill behind the copse, Small pointed out a small
di sused airstrip. “That's where the plane will cone in to pick me up,'’
he explained. "It used to be used by crop-spraying aircraft but they've
al | been grounded through |lack of spares now.' W took the Discovery
over to the runway to check that it was still serviceable. "It's just
l ong enough for UKN to get their Piper Aztec on the ground,' Snal
expl ai ned. "~ They would come at night, wearing IR goggles, so |I'd have
to mark out the landing strip with the IR torches.' Flying bel ow radar
hei ght, the plane would then nake its way under cover of darkness
across Al bania and the southern Adriatic to the safety of Italy.

Smal | dropped ne off outside the Grand Hotel after the enjoyable
norning. It would be an unnecessary risk to spend much nore time with
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him Besides, later that evening | was to have my first meeting with
the deputy | eader of the PRI and the afternoon could be better spent
preparing for the neeting. | went back up to my room fished out nmny
| aptop conputer from my briefcase and waited for it to graunch into
life. The hard di sk had been nodified by TOS to carry invisible files
whi ch they guaranteed could not be detected by even the nost capable
expert. | typed in the password, the hard-di sk graunched sonme nore, and
magically all my briefing notes were revealed on the screen. | read
through them remnding nyself about the key CX requirenents and
shaping in my mind the sort of questions | would ask at the meeting.

The first nmeeting went smoothly and my contact in the PRI was delighted
to find a western journalist so interested in him He agreed to further
neetings and over the next couple of nonths | made repeated trips to
Skopj e, building up the relationship, gaining his confidence and edgi ng
him closer to the CX threshold. It was slow work, made all the nore
i rksome because air links to Skopje were few and far between, neaning
that each trip required three or four days. The neetings yiel ded sone
intelligence but eventually it became obvious that ny contact was
hol di ng back, afraid for his personal security. H's concern was that
t he Macedoni an secret police would make life difficult for himif they
di scovered that he was talking too regularly to a foreign journalist.
Back in Century House, both Bidde and String Vest agreed that the only
way forward was to drop ny journalistic cover and make the relationship
compl etely clandestine. On nmy next trip out to Skopje, | used the line

that we had practised so diligently on exercise on the | ONEC. | expect
that you' ve already guessed that | amnot really a journalist, but an
officer from British Intelligence.' To ny relief, my contact did not
get up and run. Instead, he accepted ny assurance that as he was

dealing with a professional intelligence officer rather than a flaky
journalist, the Macedonian secret police would never discover his
contact with me. He thus became ny first recruited agent, and | won ny
spurs in the office. Thereafter, with the relationship on a nore secure
and stabl e footing, he became a productive CX produci ng agent.

Back in London, between trips to Skopke, Fish was keeping ne busy with
a series of small but interesting tasks related to the Bosnian War. H s
job was to coordinate targeting |eads to possible inforners from other
stations or UK-based assets such as BEAVER, and he was an energetic
wor ker. Under various covers, | made trips to Strasbourg, Hanmburg,
Li sbon and Brussels to neet Bosnian and Serb journalists, dissidents
and politicians. Every time | put my head into Fish's office he would
of fer another interesting task. "How d you like to run BEETROOT?' he
asked one day.

TOK," | replied. "But who is BEETROOT?'

"He's a right-wing vegetable,' replied Fish. “A Tory M, but
surprisingly he's OK ' he added. "Here's his file - go and read it.'

BEETROOT had tried to join M5 after university, but had been rather
unfairly turned down on security grounds. After his rejection he went
i nto business, making frequent trips to the Sovi et Union, and was soon
pi cked up by M6 as a provider of |owlevel econonic CX. He then joined
the Conservative Party, which proposed him as a candidate. To
everybody's surprise, he was elected after a large swing in favour of
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the Tories. Normally, M6 are not allowed to run MPs as infornmers but
in this case Prime Mnister John Major personally granted M®6
perm ssion to continue runni ng BEETROOT. He was maki ng frequent trips
to Bosnia as part of the parliamentary working group on the war, and
String Vest and Fish had decided that his access to |eading actors in
the regi on made hi ma worthwhil e agent.

My first meeting with him was at the Grapes pub on Shepherd Market
which he chose as it was only a short walk from Parlianment, and no
ot her MPs went there because the prostitutes in Shepherd Market coul d
potentially bring enbarrassing publicity. After shaking hands we
ordered a pint of Ruddles each and bags of pork scratchings. “I'mglad
you've got in touch with ne," he said once we were seated at one of the
| arge oak tables. “There's something that's been worrying me for a
whil e, but |I have not known what channel to report it on.'

"Please explain,' | asked, nystified.

He went on to tell ne about a young prospective Tory parliamentary
candi date. Although a British citizen, the subject was from a Serb
fam |y, spoke fluent Serbo-Croat and had changed his name by deed poll.
He was a passionate supporter of the Bosnian-Serb cause and Karadzic
appointed him as his unofficial spokesperson in London. Fish had a
FLORI DA warrant to keep his tel ephone and fax machi ne under intercept,
and this had produced some useful CX

"Well, it seens that he has arranged for the Bosni an-Serbs to make a
financial donation to the Conservative Party,' explained BEETROOTI.
"He's channelling the nobney through a Serb bank to make it ook
legitimate, but basically the noney is coming straight from Karadzic.
He boasted to me about it only yesterday - he's hoping that getting
some funds for the party will help his chances of becomng an MP.'

The Tory Party was deeply in debt after enptying their coffers in the
1992 general election canpaign. Accepting money from any foreign
governnment would be controversial enough, but Britain had soldiers
attached to UNPROFOR i n Bosnia who were regularly shot at and sonetines
killed by Karadzic's forces. If this news was | eaked to the press, it
woul d cause a huge scandal and it expl ai ned why BEETROOT had not known
where to turn with this information - he could hardly report it to the
Tory Party chairnman, the normal chain of command, because the party
chairman himself was accepting the noney. | thanked him for his
informati on and prom sed to be in touch, BEETROOT honourably insisting
on paying for the beer and pork scratchings, concerned that otherw se
he would have to register ny hospitality in the Parlianentary Register
of Menbers' Interests.

“Christ, you could sell that story to the Mrror for 15 grand!'
excl ai med Fish when | told himthe news back in Century House. "And it
makes sense, too. | saw on the FLORIDA that there was discussion of
some form of noney transfer with Karadzic, but | couldn't nmake out what
for,'" Fish added. "Now it is all clear. You'd better wite that up as
CX fast.'

| scurried upstairs to my office, clutching the FLORI DA transcripts,
al ready putting the report together in ny head. Half an hour later, the
finished CX report was on its way to R/ CEE and woul d be on the desks of
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Wi tehall custoners the next nmorning. Thereafter, there would be a hell
of a storm The Tory Party were already reeling from a series of
fundi ng scandals, fuelled by a vitriolic press canpaign, and there was
no doubt that this report would be | eaked by a Whitehall official. It
m ght even bring the governnent down, forcing another general election.
But half an hour later such thoughts were interrupted by the PAX
(internal phone system) ringing on my desk. “Hello, Richard, R CEE
here. I"'mafraid that CX of yours has been spiked. And H SECT wants to
see you about it - go up and see himright now' | dropped the phone
and urgently made for the lift to take me up to the 18th floor. H SECT
was the personal secretary to the Chief, and if he wanted to see ne it
nmust be about sonmething very inportant indeed.

Al an Judd carried a lot of clout in the office hierarchy. He had been
| argely responsible for drafting the new avowal' legislation that was
due to come into effect the next year and which would allow the
governnment formally to acknow edge the exi stence of M6 for the first
time. He was also well known in the office for the series of
i ghthearted novels that he had witten about spying, his powerful
contacts in Whitehall allowing himto side-step the normally strict
rules that prevent M6 officers from witing books about their
experiences. He even had the nerve to put in a flyleaf dedication to
Ni ck Long, the inspiration for Tango, a spy-caper set in Latin Anerica.

"Take a seat, UKA/7.' Judd addressed me fornmally by ny job designation

rather than first name, perhaps to underline his status. “~That CX
report you wote about Tory Party funding' - Judd nodded to ny report
lying on his desk - “I'm afraid we can't possibly issue it. If it

| eaked out, it could bring down the governnent.'

"So?" | replied. "It's not M6's job to interfere with the governance
of the country, is it?

"Well," replied Judd | ugubriously, “there are other channels to report
this sort of information.'

“Such as?' | asked. We'd never had any other channel explained to us on
the | ONEC.

"The Chief has decided to issue it as a ~"hot potato'', nmeaning that it
will go only to the Prime Mnister. | want that CX report destroyed.'
Judd handed over the paperwork that | was required to sign in order to
have the report officially struck off the records. There was no choice
but to sign, though | knew it was wong. "And you're to talk to nobody
about this report or this incident,' Judd threatened om nously as | was
getting up to | eave.

Perhaps it was no coincidence that | got a phone call fromthe head of
personnel departnment's secretary a few days later, informng nme that
they were removing ne from UKA. "“We've got an interesting overseas
posting for you,' the secretary said. "PD/1 will give you the details
at the neeting.' The good news of my first overseas posting was
exciting, but it was tenpered by the fact that | would have to deal
again with Fow ecrooke, who had been appointed PD/1 after finishing as
ny |ine manager in SOV/ OPS.
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"We've decided to post you to Bosnia, as H BAP,' announced Fow ecr ooke
at the neeting. "We think that you have the ideal blend of experience

for the job - your time in the Territorial Arny wll be useful
experience in a war zone, and you have worked enthusiastically on the
conflict for the past six months. You'll be taking over from Kenneth

Roberts in two weeks. It's not a lot of tine to prepare for the post,
but | am sure that you will cope.'

9. DEEP WATER

FRI DAY, 26 NOVEMBER 1993
CENTRAL SARAJEVO

| heard the screanmi ng shriek of the shell cutting through the air a

split second before the shock wave of the detonation crushed ne to the
ground, so | knew | was going to live. Harris, a 12-year-old street
urchin, petty crook and veteran of the three-year Serbian siege of
Saraj evo, gave me the tip only a few days earlier. He made a |iving
hangi ng around the Sarajevo Holiday Inn and "guarding' the vehicles of
the journalists and aid workers - if they chose not to acquire his
servi ces, w ndscreen wi pers, aerials and anything el se renovabl e woul d
di sappear overnight. Clapping his grubby hands and whistling through
broken teeth to provide the sound effects, he cheerfully explained in
his pidgin English that if an incomng shell whistled, then it would
| and far enough away to be harm ess. H's words of wi sdomwere the first
cogent thoughts that entered my nmind as nmy senses returned and the
awar eness of where | was drifted back into ny consciousness.

Angus, the dour, npustached NCO (Non-Conmi ssioned O ficer) of the
British arny detachment in Sarajevo, had dropped me off on a quiet
street corner in central Sarjevo just a few mnutes before the
shel | burst, promising to return to the RV in three hours tine, then
again the following hour if |I failed to show up for the first. Guffly,
he had wi shed me luck, then drove off into the nist of an early
Wi nter's evening.

As the red tail-lights of the kevlar-armured UNPROFOR Land Rover
di sappeared into the murk, | slipped into a shadowy doorway to let ny
eyes adjust to the falling |ight before beginning the ten-m nute walk
to the hone of DONNE, M 6's nost inportant agent in Sarajevo. Unshaven
shabbily dressed and with a woollen hat pulled |ow over nmy head, |
| ooked like any of the other Sarajevans enployed by UNPROFOR being
dropped off by a friendly soldier after a day's work. To further the
di squise, in my left hand | lugged a hal f-full 25-litre polythene jerry
can of the sort carried ubiquitously by Sarajevans in their daily toi
to fetch water from the public spigots. Over ny right shoul der was
sl ung a canvas bag contai ning a notebook and pencil, a PETTLE recorder
and presents for DONNE - a bottle of Johnny Wal ker Bl ack Label whisky
and 400 Marl boro cigarettes.

Despi te nmy innocuous appearance, there was a risk of a routine |D check
by one of the Bosnian police officers who |urked on street corners. |
felt nervously in ny breast pocket for my G REP forged ID card and the
gr ubby, cell ophane-w apped card bearing the words “~Ja samgluh i nijen
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- I amdeaf and dumb' in the local |anguage. It was a worn and clich,d
ruse, but perhaps it woul d be enough to deflect further interest froma
bored and tired policeman. M cover would not withstand further
scrutiny - stuffed into a holster in nmy trouser band was a | oaded 9mm
Browning and in the poacher's pocket of ny grubby overcoat a vial of
nor phine and two Joint Services standard issue shell dressings. Al
were hostages to fortune, but the benefits of carrying them outweighed
the risks of their discovery. The pistol would al so counter the threat
from the armed nmuggers (usually hungry and drunken off-duty Bosnian
soldiers) who lurked in the unlit alleys. The norphine and shell
dressings were to counter the biggest threat in central Sarajevo - the
deadly, calculated sniper's bullet or the indiscrimnate and random
shelling which killed everyday and bl anketed every Sarajevan with the
constant fear of inminent death.

St eppi ng fromthe shadowy, stinking doorway | reflected that at |east |
woul d only face these hazards for a few hours until Angus returned with

the sanctuary of the armoured Land Rover. Sarajevans, |ike the woman
scurrying home half a block in front of me, had to put up with it day
in, day out. | wondered what sort of a life she led. It was inpossible

to gauge her age. Head down, shuffling wearily but urgently with a
heavy bundle of firewood, wrapped in heavy clothes against the danp
cold, she could have been a teenager, a nother or a grandnother. For
sure, she would have | ost at |east one nmember of her family or a close
friend to the shelling and sniping siege. No one had escaped that
grief.

I must have blacked out for a second when the shell exploded, and
regai ned consciousness gasping to refill my lungs, enptied by the
crushing blast. My heart was racing so fast | could feel its every beat
in the throb of my head and my ears howed with white noise. An
excruciating pain shot through me fromny right leg, stabbing into nme
as ny chest noved to suck in air. Gngerly, as ny breathing stabilised
| opened ny eyes and it took a nonent to work out what had happened.
VWhether it was the shock wave from the exploding shell or ny
instinctive leap for cover, | had been thrown back into the doorway and
was lying in a contorted, tw sted heap, wedged head uppernost into the
corner. Still too shocked to nove, | |ooked down at ny right leg, the
source of my agony. There was nothing fromthe knee down. | closed ny
eyes and swal |l owed hard, trying not to throw up. Shifting my weight
eased the pain slightly and slowy, with nmy right hand, | explored ny
| ower body, dreading the worst. M hand brushed against |eather,
per haps my boot. d ancing down, al arned and apprehensive, it was indeed

nmy Tinmberland, with my lower right leg still inside it. Still scarcely
able to breathe, head throbbing, |I felt along its length and realised
with ecstatic relief that it was still attached to ny upper leg. |

hadn't lost it, it was just twisted at an excruci ati ng angl e underneath
nmy crunpl ed body. Gngerly, | rolled further to nmy left. The pain eased
a bit more. A bit further and there was an excruciating twang as the
liganents at the back of the twi sted knee uncrossed thenselves.
Groaning and panting for breath, | straightened ny leg, relieved that |
was in one piece. Little Harris was right - 1'd heard the shell coning
in and it had | anded far enough fromne not to cause serious injury.

Lying still for a few mnutes, | calned ny breathing. Wiite noise stil
rang in my ears, though it was subsiding. Suspecting that my eardruns
nmust have been blown out, | put ny hands to ny ears to check for bl ood.

page- 107 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

There was none. | checked for the Browning. It would be difficult and
embarrassing to explain losing that to the office, whatever the
ci rcumstances. It was still there. | sat upright, then struggled to ny

feet, trying not to put weight my right leg. My body had now started
shaki ng and shivering involuntarily. Shock was setting in and | needed
fluids. My jerry can was lying on the pavenent, split, and |eaking
slightly. | Iinped over, picked it up, and squeezed it, drinking
eagerly from the crack. My shakes were uncontrollable and the cold
water spilt down the front of my shirt, sending spasnodic shivers down
me. | desperately wanted to |lie down somewhere warm and be anywhere but
where | was.

| heard the plaintive wailing for a few seconds before realising from
what, or from where, it was coming. It sounded inhuman, high-pitched
and tremulous, like a mortally injured dog that knows it is about to
die. | looked up the street to where the swaddl ed woman had been
scurrying only mnutes earlier. Darkness was falling, but at the limt
of vision lay the dark silhouette of a prone body. | dropped the jerry
can and sem -hopped, sem -1inped towards her.

She nust have taken virtually the full blast of the explosion. There
was a fresh detonation scar in the pavenment just a few feet in front of
her, and a snmell of cordite lingered. The blast had bl own away all her
cl ot hes except part of the heavy wooll en overcoat which still clung to
her upper body, exposing all that was left of her below Her stomach
was split with a vicious gash and her groin and thighs were shredded by
shrapnel . Her |ower right |eg was al nost unmarked, but her left |eg was
bl omn of f just bel ow the knee. The shattered bone was exposed and bl ood
pul sed fromthe torn artery, squirting into the pool on the pavenent.
At that rate of blood |oss, she would not live | ong. My hands were on
autopilot, driven by the first-aid training | had received in the TA
ABC - airways, breathing, circulation. There was no need for the AB -
she was wailing piercingly and her chest was noving. The priority was C
- to stop blood loss and to keep her circul ation going. Kneeling beside
her, | scrabbled in my overcoat for the shell dressings. Hastily
pul ling them out, | dropped the norphine vial into the pool of bl ood.
Hands still shaking, | tore off the brown waterproof outer |ayer of the
dressing, ripped off the sterile inner |ayer, unfolded the thick pad of
absorbent lint and ranmed it up against the stub of her leg. Jammng it
in place with my knee, | funbled to open the second dressing. Despite
bi ndi ng the two dressings in place tightly using the attached bandages,
it barely stenmed the bl eeding.

She was still wailing weakly, nore in fear than in pain, and presumably
she was | osing consciousness. | scrabbled for the norphine vial and
cleaned it off, intending to give her a shot. Gabbing her right arm |
twisted the palm towards ne, exposing her lower inner armto find a
vein. She had already |ost so much bl ood that even after squeezi ng and
massagi ng none stood out. | was about to jab in the syringe, thinking
that it was better than nothing, when from nmy TA training came a
di stant recollection - check for head wounds before adm nistering
nor phine. | funbled for the minimaglite torch in ny jacket pocket and
shifted to see her face. Gabbing a handful of her long, dark hair to
hol d her head steady, | shone the beaminto her eyes. The pupils were
pi npricks. As | pushed back her hair to expose her ears, a trickle of
straw-yellow fluid ran fromher left ear. It would be dangerous to give
her norphine. Apart from vainly attenpting to stem the blood flow,
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there was nothing nore | could do. | had exhausted the linmts of ny
medi cal trai ning and the equipnent with ne and resignedly slipped the
vi al back into my pocket.

As | bowed ny head, questioning the fate that brought ne here to watch
this girl die, | became aware of other people around nme. An old man
knelt beside nme, munmbling sonmething inconmprehensible in Bosanski. A
Bosni an sol di er stood overlooking us, his back pressed against the
wall, wary of another salvo of shells. It was tine for ne to go.
St andi ng up, my twi sted knee rem nded nme about itself and | wi nced. The
ol d man grabbed me by the armand nmurnured sonething but | twi sted free
and stepped back into the shadows. | still had a job to do.

| Iinped back to the cover of ny doorway. Looking back up the road to
where the girl still lay, | saw that a car had pulled up - a few stil
ran in Sarajevo despite the siege, fuelled by bl ack-market petrol. The
bystanders were loading her |linp corpse into the back seat, arguing
i nconpr ehensi bly. Anot her shell whistled overhead, sending them and ne
ducking for cover. It |anded perhaps a few streets away, perhaps
harm essly, perhaps not. The car carrying the dying girl pulled away
and sped past, a white Vol kswagen CGolf splattered with rusting shrapne
pockmarks and with an inprovised wi ndscreen from another nake. | hoped
they were on their way to the Kosovo Hospital rather than straight to
t he norgue

Sheltering in the corner of the doorway to take stock, | glanced at ny
wat ch showed that only ten minutes had passed since Angus had dropped
me off. There remained two hours and fifty mnutes before he would
return. | was in shock fromthe incident, | felt cold, and ny hands and
trousers were stained in the girl's blood. This was no fit state for a
neeting with DONNE. | renmoved ny boots and took off ny trousers. The
water that remained in nmy split water-carrier was sufficient to rinse
out the worst of the blood. After being wung out, the danp trousers
were a bit unconfortable, but the nmodern |ightweight material would dry
qui ckly. Neverthel ess, | hoped that DONNE's flat woul d be warm

The route to DONNE' s t ook me past the spot where the girl had been hit.
As | linped by, a nongrel bitch, probably an abandoned pet, trotted out
of the shadows, her long teats sw nging, and cautiously sniffed the
congeal i ng bl ood on the pavenent. She whi npered approvingly and a puppy
scanpered out of the shadows to join her. Eagerly, they started |apping
up the bl ood and scraps of flesh. It was a repul sive, hellish vision,
but |I did not chase them off. They were only doi ng what cane naturally.
At least a couple of starving dogs would benefit fromthe tragedy.

Norrmal ly when an IB officer is posted overseas, he or she spends up to
two years in pre-posting preparation. The nost tine-consum ng el ement
is the language training. Even if an agent speaks good English, it is
preferable to speak to himin his nother tongue - that way his rea
character is nmore exposed. For a difficult | anguage such as Chinese or
Arabic, it takes two years to reach the required |l evel of fluency, even
if the officer is a talented linguist. For an easy |anguage |ike
Spani sh or French the training is shorter, usually about six nonths.
The other inportant element of pre-posting training is to build a
t horough understanding of the political i ssues, intelligence
requi rements and agent assets of the host country. An officer therefore
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usual |y spends a few nonths on attachment to the relevant P desk and
m ght even do the job full-time for a year or so. He will read in
detail the files of all the station agents - CX agents, OCP keepers,
liaison officers, facilities agents - and will learn the administrative
background of the station - its budget, its targets for the year ahead,
the CX requirenents. He will neet the relevant desk officers in the FCO
to get up to speed with the political situation in the country and
usual |y takes advanced FCO courses in politics and econonmics. The
result is that he is already thoroughly famliar with the station's
work and the host country before he even packs his bags.

Shortly before leaving for the station, the officer also undertakes
“refresher' training dowmn at the Fort. The course consists of further
tradecraft i nstruction, especially in anti-surveillance; nor e
instruction in photography; and a brush-up in small-arnms and self-
defence training. There is also a course in defensive driving
techni ques given by Royal Mlitary Police instructors on the runway of
the HVS Daedalus naval airfield near the Fort, enconpassing fast-
driving techniques such as hand-brake turns and J-turns. (Hire cars,
rather than the Fort's pool cars are used, because it is not unheard of
for over-enthusiastic novices to rip tyres off them or even overturn
them) O ficer's spouses are also invited to attend a week-1ong course
at the Fort, as it is useful to have a trained second pair of eyes
during anti-surveillance runs. The course also allows partners to
under stand the profession better - the divorce rate in M6 is high
because of the demandi ng and secretive work.

For some postings, even nore specialised training is required. For
exanmpl e, Andrew Markham my | ONEC col |l eague, was selected for the
ORCADA slot in Bonn. This was a deep cover job, running M6's nost
i mportant agent in Germany, a high-ranking official in the mnistry of
finance. In return for a substantial salary, ORCADA provided five-star
CX on the German econony and interest rate novenents, enabling the
Chancel l er of the Exchequer and the Governor of the Bank of England to
adjust Britain's interest rates and econony to best advantage. The
ORCADA posting was so sensitive that only the anbassador in Bonn and
H BON were briefed and no one else in the enbassy was even aware t hat
Mar kham was fromthe “friends' (FCO speak for M6). Markhamthus had to
learn to becone a thoroughly convincing diplomat to fool his FCO
col |l eagues, so he attended the FCO pre-posting training courses in
addition to all his M6 courses, and in order to debrief ORCADA
effectively he al so attended advanced | ectures at the London School of
Economics and did an extended attachment with the Treasury.

It was thus highly unusual when Fowl ecrooke told nme that he would give
me only two weeks to prepare for the posting in Bosnia. There woul d be
no time for any |language instruction or any of the normal courses. It
was just enough time to read the station files, have a couple of
nmeetings with String Vest and take a one-day refresher course on the
Br owni ng down at the Fort.

String Vest explained that my cover was not in the usual diplomatic
slot in an enbassy, the scenario for which we trained on the | ONEC, but
as the nysteriously entitled “civil adviser' to Brigadier John Reith,
the commander of the British UNPROFOR contribution in Split on the
Dal matian coast. It was a flimsy, ill-considered cover-story which
fool ed nobody. As | was to find out, every one of ny contacts in Bosnia
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assunmed i mredi ately that | was fromBritish intelligence and even the
greenest of army privates in the Divulje barracks was smart enough to
guess. The only peopl e na<ve enough to be duped by the fig-Ieaf were,
it seened, back in Head Office.

The files revealed that Clive Mansell, profiting fromhis experience on
SAFE HAVEN, set up the BAP station. He equipped a small office in the
Divulje barracks with a conmputer and satellite dish and found a
suitable flat in a fishing village a few kilonmetres fromthe barracks.
But Mansell left after a few nonths on pronotion to an adm nistrative
job in Century House and Kenneth Roberts, the forner Black Watch
of ficer who had been in UKO took his place. Roberts was in post for
ei ght nonths, and changed the scope of the job. Not content to restrict
hinmself to networking in the Divulje barracks and the safety of the
Dal mati an coast, he travelled extensively around central and northern
Bosni a. Roberts's efforts paid dividends: he successfully recruited two
useful agents and had the cultivation of three nore well advanced.
STEENBOX was an official in the northern town of Tuzla who provided CX
on the activities and intentions of the Bosnian militia unit based
there, which stubbornly refused to fall wholly under the control of
Saraj evo. DONNE, his nost inmportant recruit, was an official in the
Bosni an governnent in Sarajevo and provided key information on the
tactics of the Bosnian delegation in the |ICFY peace talks in Geneva.

Roberts also brought in a four-man detachnent of soldiers from 602
Troop to beef up his communi cations and provide physical protection on
forays into central Bosnia - 602 Troop are an 80-strong detachnent from
the Royal Signals Reginment whose permanent home is in Banbury,
Oxfordshire. In peacetine, they man M 6's overseas hi gh-frequency radio

relay stations and rotate between postings in Kowandi, northern
Australia (until it was closed in March 1993), Ascension |Island,
Northern Ireland and the Fal klands where they support the chain of
listening stations in Chile. In wartime, they are responsible for

providing field comunications for M6 operations, such as during SAFE
HAVEN, the Gulf War, and now in Bosnia. The four-man BAP detachment
installed HF radio sets, known as KALEX, which were faster and easier
to use than the satellite conmmunications used by Mansell. One was set
up in the top floor of the Divulje barracks in Roberts's office, the
ot her mounted in the back of a |ong-wheel base Land Rover to provide
nmobi | e communi cati ons.

As if the flinsiness of my cover was not enough of a handicap, the
H BAP job would be a chal |l engi ng enough post for an experienced officer
to take on at such short notice. The unusual cover, conplexity of the
conmmuni cation arrangenents, |ogistical difficulties and physical risks
all made it a daunting prospect for an inexperienced probationer |ike
me. There was a lot to cramin during the fortnight before flying out
to Split.

The schedul ed British Airways flight touched down at Split airport on
the morning of the 8 Novenber 1993. The apron of the small provincial
ai rport was heaving with Hercules C-130s and |lyushin 72 transport
aircraft that were flying supplies to the besieged city of Sarajevo,
and the termnal was teeming wth transiting soldiers from the
mul ti nati onal UNPROFOR force, journalists, TV crews and refugees. It
was not easy for Roberts to identify me in the arrivals hall. “Sorry

page- 111 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

ol d boy,' Roberts announced in his slightly plumy public school accent
as we threaded our way through the soldiers' bergens and weapons that

littered the arrivals hall, “but |I've had to cut the handover down to
four days. |'m desperate for sonme |eave and personnel want me on a
course in London on the twenty-second.' The station handover was

schedul ed for two weeks, but by now | was used to being shortchanged.
It was not Roberts's fault. He was quite reasonably in dire need of a
break and was expected to report in ten days for pre-posting training
for his new job in the British mssion to the UNHQ in New York.
Personnel departnment screw ng up again, | thought.

In the few days available for the handover, our priority was to neet

DONNE, so Sarajevo was to be our first port of call. “1've booked
ourselves on an Arizona Air National Guard C 130 that's flying sone
beans up to Sarajevo this afternoon,' Roberts told ne cheerfully.
There's just tinme to dunmp your stuff in the flat and then we'll pop

into Divulje and neet the lads from 602 Troop.' The small flat Roberts
had rented for me, a ten-mnute drive in the station's Land Rover
Di scovery, was confortable enough and it had views over the Adriatic.
“You'll need your woolies when the snow cones, though,' Roberts
grinned. "“There's no heating.'

After dropping off ny baggage we rushed back to the Divulje barracks
for a whistlestop tour. The office, tucked away on the top floor of the
mai n HQ building, contained a metal desk, filing cabinet, hefty safe
for classified material and large wall maps of Bosnia and Sarajevo.

"Here, have a look at ny souvenirs,' Roberts grinned, opening the
bottom drawer of the desk. |nside were a Yugosl av-nade pistol, several
clips of 7.65mm anmmunition for it and a hand-grenade. | got themoff a
stiff | found near Tuzla,' Roberts |aughed gleefully. “Here, take a
|l ook at this, one of Karadzic's bodyguards gave it to me.' Roberts
handed me a small inplenment that had been disguised as a fountain pen,

but which contained a 7.65mm bullet. “Turn the cap and it fires. Real
James Bond stuff, huh?' Roberts |aughed.

“Are you taking this stuff back with you?' | asked, not too happy about
having a small arnoury in my desk.

“Sorry old boy, | was hoping to send it back in the dip bag and donate
it to the nuseum at the Fort, but | never got around to it.' Roberts
sl anmed t he drawer shut and we continued the tour.

Al ongside the office was another small room housing the KALEX
communi cations gear. The detachment lived in a small dormitory opposite
that they had fitted out with satellite television and a few sofas.
Roberts introduced me briefly to the troops. Jon, a bright and
ef ficient young sergeant, was the detachnent's |eader. Baz, a caustic
Geordi e corporal, was dedicated and hard-working, but liked to affect a
devil -may-care attitude. Jim a cheerful |ance-corporal, was full of
initiative and drive, and was overdue for pronotion. Finally Tosh, a
Londoner, was a bit of a jack-the-lad, forever ready with a cheeky
qui p. "They're a good bunch,' Roberts later told ne “~They work hard and
you won't have any trouble with them'

Om nous grey clouds were gathering outside as we squeezed into the C-
130 alongside the dusty pallets of flour and beans and strapped
oursel ves, bloated by our obligatory flak-jackets and hel nets, into the
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webbi ng seats which stretched down the sides of the aircraft. A

cheerful National CGuard | oadie handed us flight rations, a small, white
cardboard box filled with crisps, an apple and a cheese sandw ch.
“Here, have some gum it'll save your ears popping,' the grinning
| oadi e shouted agai nst the throbbing roar of the turboprop engines as
he thrust a small box at us. | reached in and put the yell ow tabs where
they were supposed to be, in ny ears. The loadie smiled ruefully

per haps hoping he'd be able to catch out his next civilian passenger.

Ten bunmpy minutes into the hour-long flight, the dark hold was suddenly
illumnated with a blinding flash that raced the length of the fusel age
and a whip-1ike crack audi bl e even above t he engi ne roar. "~Fuck, we've
been hit!' shouted Roberts. The Hercules lurched into a steep nosedive,
forcing me to grip the webbing seating to stop nyself falling into
Roberts's lap and nmeking nmy ears pop ferociously. The dive lasted a few
heart - punpi ng seconds before the pilot pulled some g's to level out.
“What was that?' shouted Roberts to the |oadie when we were straight
and level. "Was that a sniper bullet? A few C 130s had taken sniper
shots, but normally only on the approach to Sarajevo airport. W were a
long way fromthe risky zone and so it was unlikely.

“I'll go find out,' shouted back the |oadie, unstrapping himself to
make his way forward to the cockpit. He returned a minute later.
“Lightning strike,' he announced. "Pilot says it hit the tail, cane
down the fusel age, and punched a fist-sized hole out the nose, snashing
up some avionics. We've got to divert to Frankfurt.' Roberts and |

| ooked at each other in resignation. It would take another day out of
our already tight schedul e.

The USAF put us up in their confortable officer's quarters in their
spraw i ng Ranmstein base and we took the first available flight to
Sarajevo the next nmorning. This time we got within ten mnutes of
Sarajevo and the C-130 had just started its anti-sniper dive towards
the runway when the flight was again aborted. A burst of Serbian
artillery on the runway shut the airport and we had to retreat again,
this tinme to Zagreb in Croatia.

W finally nade it into Sarajevo the next day on board a Russian
[l'yushin 72, their pilots taking a nore robust view of bonbs and
bullets than the Anericans, and touched down on the heavily guarded
Saraj evo runway on a fine autumal day. W were met on the apron by the
af fabl e commander of the four-man British detachment in Sarajevo, Mjor
Ken Lindsay, with his arnoured Land Rover. "You've picked a fine day
for a visit,' he greeted us. “~The sun's shining, we're flush wth
Fosters and the Serbs have only |obbed five shells at us today.'

Oiginally a truckie in the Australian arny, he married the daughter of
a senior British cavalry officer, who arranged for his new son-in-Iaw
to transfer to the smart King's Royal Hussars cavalry reginment.
Li ndsay's official job was to ensure that the UNHCR relief deliveries
were fairly shared amongst the various distribution stations in
Saraj evo. But wunofficially he and his team provided transport and
| odging for us while in town. "~Chuck your kit in the back of the wagon

We'll go for a tour of Sarajevo, then have a few tinnies in the PTT
bui l ding,"' Lindsay ordered cheerful ly.

As we drove through the Serb-Muslim front lines into town, past the
burnt-out shell of an old T-55 tank, Lindsay pointed out the Sarajevo
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| andmar ks. The pock-marked PTT building, the former tel ecommunications
centre which had been commandeered by the UN, was where he and his
conti ngent were based in two cranped roons. “Ken normally lets ne sleep
on the floor of his room if |'m staying in Sarajevo,' explained
Roberts. "He'll do the same for you as long as you don't snore.'

"And as long as you bring a slab,' added Ken.

"That's the Holiday Inn on the left,' Roberts pointed out a heavily
bonbed 15-storey building. | stay there sonetimes, but CNN have
commandeered all the best roons, and nost of the time there is no
water, so it's better to stay in the PTT.' W drove down sniper-alley,
the long dual-carriageway linking the airport and PTT building to
downt own Sarajevo, and took a whistlestop tour of the mamin Bosnian
governnment buil ding, the inpressive but sadly bonmbed-out l|ibrary and
t he Kosovo hospital

There was little point in gratuitously risking Serbian snipers' bullets
and shells so once Roberts had orientated me, we returned to the safety
of the sturdy PTT buil ding. But once dusk had fallen, Angus, Lindsay's
NCO, drove us back the three kilonetres into town for the handover with
DONNE. There was only tine for a hal f-hour nmeeting, but it was enough
for Roberts to introduce me as his successor, extract a CX report and
hand over a |large carton of Marlboros that DONNE could trade on the
bur geoni ng Sarajevo bl ack nmarket.

"Right, let's get back to the PTT building for some beers with Ken,'
Roberts urged eagerly as soon as the debrief was over. “That'll be
Angus there.' Sure enough, two headlights were com ng towards us and
Angus pulled up at the RV bang on tinme. Roberts clinbed into the
passenger seat, leaving ne to clanber into the back of the vehicle over
assorted flak-jackets, helnets and tools. Before pulling the heavy door
shut, | had a last glance round; my next trip would be alone and I
hoped |I woul d remenber the route.

We spent the evening drinking heavily with Lindsay and his detachnent,
and arose early the next nmorning, hungover, to take the first flight
back to Split. Roberts was due to fly home to London the next

afternoon, leaving me in charge. "No time to meet STEENBOX, |'m
afraid,' grinned Roberts as we shivered in the dark airport waiting
room “but I'lIl explain how you get to Tuzla and where to find her.'

Roberts was under standably demob happy and | woul d have to pick up the
pi eces from scratch after the heavily curtail ed handover.

Peering through the rain-spattered w ndscreen into the darkness, |
tried to pick out physical features weakly illum nated by the Discovery
headl ights and relate themto the map spread on nmy knee. Silently,

cursed Fow ecrooke for leaving so little time for the handover. Meeting
STEENBOX required navigating to Tuzla, 360 kmnorth-east of Split al ong
forest tracks and through two war fronts. It would not have been a
strai ghtforward task in daylight, but we had been badly held up by an
aid convoy earlier on the route and now darkness and rain were both
falling. The narrow, potholed |lane traversed a steep valley side. The
hillside to the right, densely packed with trees, rose to the clouded
skyline. Down to the left, | could just pick out through the trees the
glint of the streamon the valley bottom It could have been any one of
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hundreds of similar valleys in rugged central Bosnia, but there was
somet hing not quite right about it. The road was narrower and the
val l ey contours steeper than those on the map. “Jim are you sure this
is the right road?

“Yeah,' Jimreplied casually from behind the wheel. "Know it |ike nme
own bell-end.' Jimwas grinning like a kid on a bouncy castle. Nothing
ever bothered him He was a big chunky guy, but serious about his
fitness. Down at Divulje he was out running and lifting weights every
day. But | wasn't too sure he knew his body parts as well as he thought
he did.

Jimlifted on the throttle and changed down a gear, the V8 engine
growing as it slowed the heavily |aden vehicle. The headlights had
pi cked up a tree trunk, the size of a tel egraph pole, which had fallen
across the narrow road and we drew to a stop in front of it. ~Mist have
been the stormlast night,' Jim announced cheerfully. Wthout further
ado he hopped down fromthe vehicle and, as if he was trying out for a
“world's strongest man' conpetition, picked up the trunk, staggered
with it in his arms for a few yards up the road and threw it in the
di tch.

| glanced in the mrror to see the famliar lights of Jon and Baz's
under powered Land Rover crawling up the hill behind us. Reaching down
to the stereo | flicked off Jinms tape and grabbed the Mtorola from
behi nd the instrument binnacle. “Baz, do you reckon this is the right
road?' | asked.

There was a pause while he consulted Jon, before the Mdtorola hissed
back. *Keep yer keks on. Just round the next corner we should cone to
that burnt-out Scroat village.' Baz sounded confident and as he had
done the trip three times with Roberts |I trusted his judgenent. | put
the Motorola down just as Jimclanmbered back into the vehicle, slapping
hi s hands together to brush away the bark and | eaves adhering to them
He cl unked the vehicle into first gear and pulled away.

Round the next corner there was no burnt-out Croatian village, just

another fallen tree, much bigger than the first. Beyond that, | could
see anot her, then another. Undaunted, Jim prepared to junp out of the
vehicle to move them but | grabbed his arm "No, this isn't right," |

said. This was not the work of a storm The trees had been | aid across
the road for a purpose. “Baz, Jon, turn round inmediately, we've taken
a wong turn,' | ordered down the Mdtorola

Jim detected the urgency in my voice, and had already |aunched the
Di scovery into a three point turn. He'd just got it pointing the other
way when Baz squawked on the Motorola "Hey Rich, we've got trouble.

The comms-wagon was about 100 netres down the road, hal fway through the
three-point turn. Wth no power steering Jon nust have been cursing
trying to get the heavy vehicle turned round, and he'd been too slowto
get away from the mlitianen. Two were standing over the bonnet,
pointing their AK47s directly through the wi ndscreen at Baz. Two nore
were at the driver's door, perhaps talking to Jon or, worse, trying to
force it open. Mre were at the rear door, peering in through the
wi ndow at the computers and comruni cation equi pment and pulling at the
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handl e. O her shadowy figures were enmerging from the woods, making
purposefully towards the vehicle, weapons held out nenacingly.

There was no tine to reply to Baz before our vehicle was also
surrounded. The barrels of two AK47s |loomed at me through the
wi ndscreen, their owners just dark shadows. There was a sharp tap on ny
si de wi ndow and, |ooking round, a pistol gesticulated for ne to open
up. Trying not to make a sudden novenent, | slipped my hand round to
feel for the button on the top edge of the door - Jim would have
tripped out the central |ocking when he got out to nmove the tree. |
pushed it down, praying that the unreliable system would work. There
was a satisfying clunk as all five doors |ocked up. The pistol crashed
t hreat eni ngly agai nst the wi ndow in response.

The situation was awkward rather than desperate. Thankfully nost of the
sol di ers were clean shaven, so they were not fromthe Afghan Mij ahi deen
group that was known to be operating in the area and who woul d not
hesitate to execute infidels. OQur lives were probably not in danger -
even the worst Bosnian militia groups were unlikely to nmurder UNPROFOR
soldiers as it would lead to severe retribution. But | was worried
about the vehicles and equi pment. Only a few weeks earlier a group of
French journalists had been anmbushed a few kilometres fromthis spot,
ordered out of their Land Cruiser at gunpoint and left at the side of
the road as their anmbushers drove away in the new vehicle. It would be
a disaster if the same thing happened to us. Losing the Discovery and
comms-wagon woul d be bad enough but the KALEX HF comms equi prent

t hough outdated, was still classified "TOP SECRET'. Still, | thought to
nyself with a weak smle, they would be in for a nasty surprise if they
tried opening ny briefcase. The netal box that contai ned the encryption
OrPs and other classified material had an inbuilt incendiary device
that would destroy the contents with a satisfying bang if it were
opened incorrectly. | hoped that they would not get that far

Grabbing the Motorola | got on to Baz. "Don't get out of the vehicle at
all costs,' | shouted.

“CGotcha,' Baz replied, not as cockily as before

The pistol banged agai nst the side w ndow again and an order was barked
in Bosanski. Stooping slightly so that the pistol owner's blackened
face was visible, | shrugged and held up ny hands. | don't understand.
Ich verstehe nicht. Je ne conprends pas,' | replied, cursing for the
unpteenth time how ridiculous it was for personnel to send me on a
posting of this nature |acking even rudimentary |anguage training. The
voice barked out again and a rifle butt smashed into the right
headl i ght, breaking the lens. | got the nessage and reached for the
steering colum stalk to flick out the remaining |ight.

The voice barked out again, so | dropped the w ndow a crack, hoping
that it would be taken as a gesture of conciliation. “How can | hel p?'
| asked feebly in English. The voice screamed again, nore aggressively
this tinme, and the vehicle rocked as he pulled hard on the door handle.
O her soldiers tried to force open the rear door too. Wnding down the
wi ndow another half-inch, | tried to identify nmyself. ~UNPROFOR,
UNPROFOR. British soldiers," | said, holding ny United Nations ID card
up agai nst the w ndow.
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Meanwhil e, | could hear that Jimwas also getting an interview, though
his inquisitor spoke a few words of English, and | glanced across.
“Manchester United,' the face uttered proudly, grinning into Jims
wi ndow. "~ Bryan Robson,' the face beaned even nore broadly, giving a
t hunbs up.

Jim a fan of Liverpool, swallowed his pride. “Yeah. Man United. Very
good, best teamin the world.' He gave a thunbs-up sign and the face
grinned with appreciation.

But the voice in ny wi ndow, which | took to be the commander's, snapped
out another order and | turned away from Jimas the soldiers mlling
around the front of the vehicle sprung forward, the w ndscreen
bristling menacingly with AK47s. My eyes were getting accustomed to the
dark now that the headlights were out and | could make out the faces
peering down the barrels at us. They |looked tired and pissed off. The
commander barked another order and the sound of 7.62mm rounds slotting
into the AK47's breaches sent nmy stomach churning. The young soldier in
front of me slipped the safety catch down on to the first notch -
automatic fire on the AK47. His face was no |onger pissed off, but
tense and frightened. | resigned nyself to losing the vehicles and
turned to Jimto give the signal to get out.

But Jim had other ideas. Smling |like a teddy bear on a grand day out,
he reached down the side of the transnission tunnel and pulled his
Browning fromits holster. Like John Wayne in the OK Corral preparing
for a final showdown, he pointed it skywards, paused for a second, then
with his left hand pulled back the slider, driving a round into the
barrel. “What the fuck are you doing? Put that down!' | gasped

"Nah, they're just bluffing,' Jimreplied. "Watch . . .' The Manchester
United supporter's weary face cracked into a smle, then a smrk, then
an infectious giggle, as Jim waved the pistol at him “See, they're
nore scared than we are.' One by one, the tension in the other faces
ranged against us lifted and the barrels drooped as the |aughter spread
at Jims grossly disproportionate response. The comrander al ongside ne
shout ed sonething in Bosanski as he sensed the nmirth on the other side
of the vehicle, but nobody paid any attention. A noment |ater he
realised that he'd |ost face anongst his undisciplined rabble and,
turning away angrily from me, skul ked of f back up the road.

| watched for a second through the rear-view nirror. “~You are a crazy
bastard,' | said to Jim as soon as | was sure that he was gone. " \Wat
the fuck possessed you to do that?" | said, trying to hide ny
adm ration for his cool ness.

“That Man U supporter told ne not to worry,' Jimreplied. ~Apparently
that O C s a right cunt and his bark's worse than his bite.' Jimtucked
the pistol back into the hol ster as nost of the soldiers drifted away,
| eaving just a couple hung around our vehicle, now relaxed and
friendly. The Manchester United supporter grinned at the wi ndow and Jim
lowered it.

“You go now,' the Bosnian smiled. "“You lucky. You nearly cross front
line. Serbs . . .' He gesticulated to the next corner, his English
failing him °~That captain ' He gestured up the road, made an O
with thumb and forefinger, and punped it up and down in an
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internationally recognised sign - “~Fuck him nobody like him"' |
reached over with a pack of Marlboros - we always carried them for such
occasi ons though none of us smoked. He took one and lit it up and |
thrust the rest of the packet at him as soon as he had put away his
lighter. “Follow nme,"' he urged. "Mnes, that's why trees.' He set off
the way we had come, occasionally indicating us to keep well away from
one verge or the other. Only then did we realise that we had had nore
than one |ucky escape. After our guide had tapped the window to signify
the all-clear, we continued down the road in silence, reflecting on our
good fortune.

Thereafter, we ensured that we made no further navigational nistakes by
avoiding driving on unfamliar roads after dusk. Ohers who made
simlar mstakes in Bosnia were not as lucky. A few weeks later, a
British captain took the same wrong turn as us but ran over one of the
anti-tank mnes and was killed instantly. In March, a group of ODA
wor kers were anmbushed by a Mij ahi deen group just outside the town of
Zenica in central Bosnia. They were driven to woodlands a few mles
away, forced fromtheir vehicles and nade to kneel at the side of the
road. Their captors shot one victimdead with a bullet to the back of
the head. The others ran for their lives, diving into a freezing river
to avoid a hail of lead, and were lucky to escape with only mnor
wounds.

W were able to establish contact with STEENBOX in Tuzla |later on that
first trip and thereafter we made the three-day trip to see her every
two weeks. The logistics of each trip were in the capable hands of Jon,
who | oaded up our two vehicles with the comrs equi prent, supplies, a
smal | arnmory of an SA-80 rifle and Browning 9nmm pi stol for each of us,
fl ak-jackets, helmets and spare parts for the vehicles. W took canping
gear in case we had to rough it, but slept whenever we could in the
mess halls of the various UNPROFOR bases that dotted Bosnia, or in the
few hotels that renmained open, catering to aid workers and journalists.
Jon plus two others acconpanied me on every trip, the fourth nenber
taking it in turn to stay at Divulje barracks to operate the fixed
KALEX. They always |ooked forward enthusiastically to the trips up
country, the highlight being the traverse of the front |ine between the
Bosni an-Croat forces and the Bosnian-Muslim nmilitia at Gornji Vakuf.
Both sides liked to snipe at UNPROFOR vehicles passing through the
bonbed out town, then to mlk the propoganda points by blaning the
ot her. Soft-skinned vehicles such as ours were obliged to travel
t hrough the town in convoy under the protection of two Warrior APCs,
which returned fire enthusiastically and spectacularly at any suspected
sniper position. In the dozen or so traverses of CGornji Vakuf that we
made, we were |lucky that neither of our vehicles were hit, though we
regul arly came under fire.

STEENBOX proved a problematic agent to debrief. The information she
gave about the intentions of the local mlitia was not CX but nerely
the official propaganda of the Bosnian VIth arny in Tuzla. At one

nmeeting, just after dusk in a small caf, in Tuzla, a group of senior
Bosnian mlitianmen wal ked in and ordered coffee at the bar. As they had
not yet noticed us at a snmall table in the corner, | whispered to
STEENBOX "1'd better get out of here - it'll be dangerous if they see
us together. 1'll nmeet you in 20 minutes in the caf, opposite the town
hal .
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"No, no, it's OK,' STEENBOX casually replied. “They're friends of nine
and they al ready know that you are Kenneth's successor.'

There was clearly no point in pretending to Wiitehall officials that
information from STEENBOX was CX, as it was being passed to ne with the
bl essing of the VIth army command. They were just using her and ne as a
direct route to dissem nate their propaganda into Witehall. | sent a
series of telegrans to String Vest arguing ny case, but he would have
none of it.

"We are convinced that STEENBOX is reporting wthout the know edge and
approval of her superiors,' String Vest wote in one telegram w thout
substantiating his position with evidence, “and her information is
val uable CX.' String Vest's intransigence was due to new obligations he
was under as the P officer for the Bal kans. A year earlier, under
pressure fromthe Treasury, M6 had admtted a team of specially vetted
managenent consultants to | ook at productivity. They treated CX and
agents as widgets and introduced an “internal market' system P4 was
gi ven targets for how much CX his section had to produce per nonth and
how many agents it had to cultivate and recruit per quarter. In the
last six months of 1993, he had to have CX-producing agents in the
Serb, Croat and Muslim factions of Bosnia, and one under cultivation in
each. |If STEENBOX was witten off through my argunent, then he woul d be
behind on this target. Rather than do that, he preferred to distribute
her propaganda as CX

String Vest was equally adamant that | should attenpt to recruit John
Vuci c, a young Australian-Croat who was working in the headquarters of
t he Bosni an-Croat faction in the town of Posusje. Vucic was a 26-year-
ol d second-generation Croat accountant from Sydney, who worked as a
clerk in the headquarters. Vucic had good access and woul d be a useful
source if he could be recruited. String Vest was adanant that | shoul d
try. “As an Australian national, you should play on his Anglophilian
interest in cricket to pursue a recruitment,' he wote in one tel egram
String Vest ignored nmy protests that Vucic was nore extreme than Attila
the Hun, resolutely defending human rights abuses by his beloved
Croatian people. String Vest was blatantly ignoring nmy judgenent as the
officer on the ground so as to satisfy targets inposed by facel ess
managenent consultants.

"Slow down a bit, Tosh,' | urged. "Baz'll be effin' and blindin'" at
you, trying to keep up on these roads.' Tosh lifted off slightly, but I
knew that 1'd have to remind himagain ten mnutes |ater. The heavily

| aden comrs-wagon with its underpowered diesel engine struggled at the
best of times to keep up with the powerful V8 Di scovery, but with the
i mpet uous Tosh at the wheel Baz and Jon's job would be harder. W were
hurrying into Sarajevo with a busy few days ahead of us. |'d been
unable to get into the city for the past ten days through a conbination
of circunmstances. The Serb besiegers had shut down conpletely the
sporadically open land route into the city after a tizz with the French
UNPROFOR conti ngent; then the airfield had been shut through heavy fog,
and when that lifted, the Hercules that | was about to board at Split
went unservi ceabl e on the runway.

DONNE was | ong overdue for a debrief and String Vest had been sending
increasingly irate telegrams of conplaint. Also, two senior FCO
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di pl omats from the Bal kans desk wanted a nmeeting with Karadzic in his
headquarters in the village of Pale just outside Sarajevo to understand
better his negotiating position in the ongoing |ICFY talks. As there was
no other British diplomatic representati on nearby, String Vest asked ne
to organise the trip. CGetting pernmission to travel from Sarajevo to
Pal e was not easy, as it meant negotiating a safe passage through the
Bosni an- Musl i m and Bosni an-Serb front lines, not to nention clearing
the trip with the obstreperous French UNPROFOR contingent in Sarajevo.
I'd arranged a neeting with them at 1800 that evening, but we'd been
hel d up when a Spani sh UNPROFOR APC crashed in front of us, blocking
the road.

"We'll never get there unless we leg it,' Tosh answered back

“Listen, Tosh, this is your last warning, if you don't lift off a bit,
"Il have to drive,' | slapped down the sun visor against the |ow
wi nter sun which was reflecting fromthe day-old snow that covered the
abandoned fields and returned to nmy briefing notes.

“Shit, Jon's lost it!' shouted Tosh urgently, slanmm ng on the brakes of
t he Discovery.

| spun round in the seat to see the conmms-wagon conpleting a sonersault
on to its roof, 50 metres behind us. Tosh brought the Discovery to a
juddering halt on the ABS and gunned it into a three-point turn to get
back to the accident scene. As we skidded to a halt al ongside, Jon and
Baz were crawl i ng out of the weckage, dazed and shaken, but thankfully
not hurt. °~Yer bastard,' nuttered Baz as he got to his feet and
surveyed the remai ns of the conms-wagon. “W'd better call the AA"' The
vehicle had rolled twi ce before ending on its roof in a ditch, and even
if it could be repaired it would be off the road for several weeks.

"Black ice, there was nothing Baz could do,' Jon apol ogised to ne.

We now had to replan the next few days. "Tosh, set the HF up,' ordered
Jon, "We'll have to get Jimto fly the spare coms-wagon up from
Split." There was no way that the French would give us permnission to
travel from Sarajevo to Pale for the Karadzic nmeeting in a single
vehicle, so it was inperative that Jimacted fast. | left Jon and Baz
to guard the crippled vehicle against scavengers until the REME (Roya

El ectrical and Mechani cal Engineers) recovery unit arrived, and set off
with Tosh in the Discovery for the neeting with the French.

The 48 hours were a whirlw nd of nmeetings to debrief DONNE and sort out
the Pale trip. The recalcitrant French conmander eventually agreed to
allow the diplomatic visit, but not until his decision was eased by two
bottl es of Scotch. Miltiple neetings with the Bosnian-Muslimmnilitia
and several cartons of cigarettes eventually secured a safe passage
through their |ines, though they were deeply opposed to British
di plomatic contact with the Serbs. Finally, Mjor Indic, the
t emper anent al Bosni an-Serb liaison officer in the PTT building, agreed
to give us permission to travel onwards through Serbian-held territory
to Pale, though, to show who was boss, he made me wait in his office
for six hours before he woul d agree.

602 troop were working just as hard. Jim managed to get the spare
comrs-wagon on to a Hercules arriving in Sarajevo the evening before
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the arrival of the two VIPs, a considerable acconplishnment because al
the incomng flights were supposedly only for humanitarian aid. Baz and
Tosh got the Discovery gleaning clean for the visitors, no mean feat
given the sparsity of running water at the airfield and its filthy
state fromthe overland journey up from Split. They'd also got their
uni forns cleaned up and boots polished and | too had changed into a
clean shirt and jacket and tie. | was in the French operations centre
at the airfield, checking with the ops officer that there were no | ast
m nute hitches on the route up to Pale, when Jon called me up on the
Motorola. "Rich, if you' ve got a spare nmonment, could you cone down to
the | oadi ng bay and give us a hand dealing with the Frogs? | want to
get the damaged comms-wagon on the flight back to Split, but | can't
under st and what they are saying.'

Down at the |oading bay, our sad-looking vehicle was waiting to be
| oaded on the next Hercules, and was in the custody of a French
| oadmast er sergeant. ~C est quoi |e probl Sme?' | asked. The sergeant
expl ai ned that only vehicles that could nove under their own power were
allowed on to the runway, to mninise the tine that the aircraft were
stationary and thus vulnerable to sniper fire.

"OK, I'll see if the REME can get it running again,' Jon replied as
soon as | had transl ated.

Al though the vehicle's bodywork was badly damaged, the running gear was
nostly untouched and, with sonme attention, it might be got noving
again. “It's piston |ocked,' announced the grubby REME nechanic after a
cursory inspection. “Wen she went over on her back, oil fromthe sunp
| eaked past the rings into the conbustion chanmbers. 'l have to bl ow
the oil out.' He renmoved the gloplugs from each cylinder, then asked
Jon to crank the engine on the starter notor. But nore oil had | eaked
past than even the nechanic had imagined and as the starter-notor
engaged an angry geyser of black oil shot out of the cylinder head,
catching himsquare in the face. | was not quick enough to duck either
and ny jacket, tie and shirt were splattered. "“Sorry about that, sir,"'
grinned the REME grease-nonkey, w ping his face on an old rag. No doubt
he would have a laugh with his mates over a beer that evening.

There was only an hour and a half until the visitors arrived, and | was
far from presentable. Baz dashed back to the PTT building in the
Di scovery to try to find me a change of clothing, but a frantic search
yi el ded nothing. The worst of the oil scrubbed out of ny shirt with
swarfega and tissue paper, but ny silk tie was beyond redenption. Later
that morning | was forced to neet the VIPs with my shirt open at the
neck. It was not appropriate dress for a diplomatic neeting but the
nore inportant objective was to get the two VIPs to Pale safely and
back for their return flight that evening.

The nmeeting with Karadzic and his henchmen went snoothly enough, and
that evening with the VIPs dispatched back to Zagreb, | typed out a
telegramto P4 on the portable PC. The KALEX HF radio had not yet been
swapped fromthe damaged conms-wagon into the replacenment vehicle, so
John manually encrypted the telegram and beamed it back to M6's
Poundon conmmuni cation centre using the satellite transmtter. An hour
later, String Vest, who nust have been working at his desk |ate that
evening, sent nme a return telegram ~Congratul ations on setting up a
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difficult neeting under what nust have been very trying circunstances,’
he wrote.

In February 1994 an uneasy ceasefire was brokered by UNPROFOR bet ween
the warring factions and the Bosnian Serbs paused their indiscrimnate
shelling and sniping of the city. Sarajevo was tenporarily nore or |ess
safe and, coincidentally, | had a rush of requests to visit me, anongst
them String Vest. “1'd love to have come out earlier, and acconpanied
you on one of your up-country trips,' he told me over dinner in a
confortable Split restaurant, “but | was just far too busy.'

Shortly after String Vest had returned to London, Head O'fice took the
decision to close BAP. Now that Bosnia had been recognised as an
i ndependent state and Sarajevo was returning to some senblance of
normality, the FCO opened an enbassy, incongruously over a mafia- run
casi no, and had established diplomatic relations. It was the right tine
to run M6 operations out of the enbassy under diplonatic cover and end
the charade of ny “civil adviser' fig-leaf. Personnel had already
sel ected a suitable H SAR, and she was nearing the end of her |anguage
traini ng.

| was relieved when the telegramarrived in md-April 1994 announci ng
that the new H SAR would be flying out to Sarajevo in early May. SBQ 1
recommended that her diplomatic cover not be tainted through direct
contact with ne, as he rightly suspected that | was well-blow to the
Bosni an secret police, so | was not required to show her around her new
pat ch.

My only task therefore was to oversee with Jon the closure of the
station in the Divulje barracks in the first week of May. String Vest
suggested that | drive the Discovery and small station itens back to
London overl and rather than incur the expense of sending out the S& C-
130 to pick it up; 602 troop stayed behind for a few nore days to pack
up the two renmnining vehicles, the original comrs-wagon now repaired,
and they followed with the KALEX's and ot her gear.

Al though | enjoyed aspects of the posting, particularly working with
602 troop, the lack of guidance from a more experienced hand nade it
frustrating. | needed a break from the constant proximty of bonbs,
bullets and blood, and | was | ooking forward to a holiday wth Sarah.
She had had a cancer scare a few nonths earlier, though fortunately she
was by now out of hospital.

Driving up the spectacular cliff-top road that runs up the Dal mati on
coast from Split to Trieste on the first leg of ny return homre, |
st opped of f at the top of one of the highest cliffs just as the sun was

spectacularly setting over the sea. There was still one nore task
remai ning to conplete the station closure; reaching into the back of
the Di scovery, | pulled out Roberts's gun collection and hand- grenade

and threw them as far as possible into the deep water of the Adriatic.

10. CHEM CAL THERAPY

MONDAY, 6 JUNE 1994
85 ALBERT EMBANKMENT, LONDON

page- 122 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

Oh ny return the office had noved fromthe dimand anonynous Century

House to spectacul ar new prenises on the Al bert Enbanknment. The state-
of -the-art Terry Farrell-designed of fice block occupied a prine site in
central London on the south bank of the Thanes, facing Westnmnnster
Pal ace and Whitehall, and its siting and architecture presented a
radically revanped i mage for the service. G gantic shoulders towering
over a glowering head in the formof its central gazebo, it was like a
Term nator, belligerently daring anybody to challenge its authority. It
was supposedly built to an official budget of o85 nillion, but
everybody in the office knew that in reality it had cost nearly three
times as nuch. W were warned in the weekly newsletter that discussion
of the cost over-run would be considered a serious breach of the OSA
and woul d be dealt with accordingly.

The aggressive facade was appropriate, for M6 was facing the nost
serious threats to its hitherto unchallenged autononmy since its
inception. It had recently been “avowed', or publicly acknow edged to
exi st, by the Queen at her speech opening the new session of Parlianent
in Cctober 1993. New legislation came into effect in Decenmber 1994
bringing a nodi cum of accountability to the service. A select group of
MPs won limted powers to scrutinise the budget and objectives of the
service, but were not allowed to investigate M6 operations, exanine
paperwork or cross-exam ne officers. The changes yielded a token of
public accountability to the reluctant service, but nothing like the
oversight exercised by the US Congress over Anerican intelligence
ageni ces, or even by the Russian parlianment over their services. The
Treasury was also for the first tinme allowed to make basic
i nvestigations into the service's efficiency and had wi elded its knife,
forcing the service to make hitherto unheard-of redundanci es.

Many famliar faces departed the service during ny absence. Even the
Chief, Sir Colin MColl was ejected, along with the clubbable but
| ethargic ol d-guard directors. They had been jostling for the top job
and the office runour was that one had burst into tears when he |earned
that he would not inherit the post. Instead, a new, younger breed of
managers was appointed, headed by David Spedding as Chief. A pushy
M ddl e East specialist, at 49 he was the youngest-ever officer to reach
the top. He forged his reputation during the Gulf War which broke out
when he was deputy head of the Mddle East controllerate. The
controller refused to return from holiday when the war started, and
Speddi ng siezed the opportunity to grab the reins of power, |eaving an
indelible inpression on Witehall. He prompted an equally thrusting
bunch to seni or managenment positions.

The new | eadership reflected the new building - younger, neaner, nore
aggressive. Perhaps it was a necessary change to combat the financia

chal l enges and intensified public scrutiny of the new service, but
would it be wise in the people-business of spying? It was with a
m xture of curiosity and trepidation that | walked the nmile from ny
honme to Vauxhall Cross to start my first day in the new building on a
drizzly June norni ng.

Personnel departnment gave ne ten days off after returning from Bosni a,
happily spent sorting out my garden which had fallen into bedraggl ed
despair during my absence. The experience in Bosnia left ne feeling
renote fromthe egotistical and brazen hurly-burly of London and | had
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not felt inclined to socialise much except with Sarah. M/ solitude was
di sturbed only by a brief visit from Fow ecrooke to inform ne of ny
next job. He offered me an undercover slot with the UN weapon
i nspection teams in lraq, but | wanted ny next overseas post to be a
normal one, so until something canme up he offered ne a Head O fice sl ot
in the PTCP (Production-Targeting Counter-Proliferation) departnent.
The section gathered intelligence on and disrupted the attenpts of

pariah nations - mainly lIran, Iraq, Libya and Pakistan - to obtain
bi ol ogi cal, chenical and nucl ear weapons of mass destruction. | wanted
to go to the department imrediately after the | ONEC, but the job had
gone to Bart. It was pleasing to now get an opportunity there, and to

get out of the East European controllerate.

There was no friendly guard waiting in the entry |lobby to greet staff
and check photo IDs as in Century House. Security checking was done
el ectronically and to enter the main building, we had to pass through a
row of six perspex, time-locked security doors, stacked |ike the eggs
of a giant insect. A small queue stretched behind them Wen ny turn
came, a swipe of my card through the slot and the entry of my persona
code, six-nine-two-one, illuminated a small green |ight by the slot,
and the perspex door slid open with a Star Trek - |ike swish. | stepped
into the narrow capsule, ny shoul ders brushing the sides. A pressure
pad on the floor established that there was only one occupant, the door
swi shed shut behind me, then the door in front opened, releasing ne
into the inner |obby.

Li ke Century House, the interior of the new building felt like a hote

but the shabby Intourist style had been di scarded in favour of flashy
American Marriott decor. Soft fluorescent light from recessed port-
holes in the high ceiling illumnated a hard-wearing ivory nmarble
floor, set off by the matt grey slate of the walls. Two gi ant col ums
dom nated the hall, containing banks of rapid nmodern lifts. There woul d
be no nore inpatient, muttering queues waiting for under-sized lifts in
this building. Around the edge of the colums were inset confortable
bl ack | eather bench seats. To the right, natural light filtered froma
smal |l atrium that opened, by a tall light well, to the sky above. It
was filled with |large and garish plastic imtations of sub-tropica

trees. Several marbled hallways led off fromthe sides of the centra

atrium | was 20 minutes early for the appointment with my new line
manager, so | set off to explore.

A few steps down the first hallway revealed the new library. The
Century House library was a dismal affair, consisting of netal racks
filled with anci ent books and ragged filing boxes full of magazi nes.
The new version was nmuch smarter and brighter, with expensive-looking
reading tables and swi sh sliding book racks. Jenny, the cheerfu

librarian, snmiled a welcome from behind her desk. "How are you?' she
greeted me enthusiastically. “~How was Bosnia?' She explained that she

had been pronmoted to chief librarian at the time of the nobve but
Sandra, her older and therefore nore expensive superior, was nade
redundant. | felt so sorry for her,' murnmured Jenny. "Twenty years in

Century House, and personnel department wouldn't even give her a
visitor's pass so that she could see inside the new building. She was
dreadful |y upset.'

Jenny stanped the distribution list on the norning' s newspapers. ~And
have you seen what they did to the cleaners? Jenny asked. She showed
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me a recent article in the Mrror. In a cynical attenpt to save noney,
personnel sacked the 47 cleaning staff enployed in Century House, then
re-enpl oyed themon a | ower-paid contract basis at Vauxhall Cross. In
an unprecedented nove, the justifiably furious cleaners took M6 to an
empl oynment tribunal with the help of their |ocal MP, Labour back-
bencher Kate Hoey. M6 used every trick in the book to deny themthis
basic human right, claimng that even the identities of cleaning staff
were too secret to be nade public in a court hearing. Eventually, after
a long and expensive legal battle, they were granted access to a
tribunal, and the Mrror showed a com cal photograph of the cleaning
| adi es taking their stand, only a row of sensible shoes visible beneath
the screen which they were forced to stand behind. They quickly won the
case, conpensation and their jobs back. It was an enbarrassi ng setback
for the new directors of M6, not only publicly but also in terns of
their standing within the service. They enbarked on a damage-limtation
exercise, conplaining in the internal weekly newsletter and in public
comments that the Treasury had forced the cuts “upon themi. It never
crossed their mnds to admt that they had sinply ignored basic
enmpl oynent | aw and used the OSA to cover up their m smanagenent.

Wal ki ng back across the lobby to the lifts, | spied ny old | ONEC
col |l eague Bart entering the building, carrying a squash racket in one
hand and using the other to push the remants of a bun into his nouth.
""Allo, mate,' he grinned, flicking away with the back of his hand a
currant which had adhered to the side of his nouth. "You ve been in
Bosni a,' he continued, unabashed.

| pointed to his squash racket. “This exercise business, is this sone
cover job?

"Nah, 1've really taken up some sport - have you seen the squash
court?'" Bart showed ne through a steel door next to the library exit
and through to a small grey-carpeted gymasi umw th row ng nachi nes and
wei ghts. A portable CD player was thunpi ng out dance nmusic and a | arge,
pl unp-thi ghed wonan dressed in a too-small, polka-dot |eotard was
sweating away in time to it on an exercise bike, the seat of which was
set several notches too |ow “~Phwoar,' murrmured Bart, without a trace
of sarcasm "not bad eh?

Bart showed me around the rest of the sports conplex. The building's
architect originally envisaged using the space for a sw mmng pool, but
the directors decided that the extravagance would attract adverse
publicity. Sone ex-mlitary officers |obbied hard for an indoor pistol
range, but eventually conmonsense prevail ed and the space was used for
an indoor five-a-side soccer and badm nton sports hall.

| had already spent too | ong |ooking around the new facilities and it
was time to be getting upstairs to neet nmy new section. ~So what's PTCP
like? | asked Bart, knowi ng that he had just departed the section to
start pre-posting training for an assignnent to Hungary.

“You'll be working for Badger. He likes a few beers.' Bart patted his
st omach know edgeably, his erudite praise reassuring ne that | would be
joining a happy section. | left Bart to get on with his squash match

and made nmy way over to the lifts.
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The refreshingly fast lift sped me up to the fourth floor and the doors
opened on to a small |obby with corporate grey carpet tiles and bare
white walls, |ike a 1980s merchant bank. For a second or two | studied
the small coloured floor plan conveniently placed by the lift exit,
then set off down the labyrinth of corridors to ny designated room

The open-plan PTCP office overl ooked the building' s spacious open-air
terrace and the Thames, and accommopdated half a dozen officers and
secretaries. A few looked up inquisitively at the newconmer, while
ot hers kept their heads down in their files or conputer screens. The
of ficer nearest the door stood up and stretched out his hand. "“Hell o,
you rmust be Richard Tominson,' he said. H s tightly curling grey-bl ond

hai r was thinning savagely at the tenples but still grewthickly on the
forehead and at the sides, creating three broad stripes of fur-Ilike
hair. | presuned that he nust be Badger. “Sit yourself down. |']

expl ain what you'll be doing.'

Badger had entered the service later in his career than usual. He
obtai ned a PhD in genetics at Inperial College, worked as a research
scientist, then as a managenent consultant, before joining the service
in his md-30s. He was posted first to to Nigeria, then Costa Rica.
Badger's enthusiasm and well-rounded work experience nade him an
effective officer but he was not destined to be a high-flyer in the
of fice - he was not enough of a back-stabber. | want you to take over
the runni ng of BELLHOP, the biggest operation in the section,' Badger
told ne enthusiastically.

After the 1985-89 Iran-lraq war when Iraqgi chenical weapons killed many
t housands of Iranian soldiers, the Iranians wanted to build their own
arsenal of chem cal and biological weapons, but did not have the
i ndi genous capability. They needed to acquire the technol ogy, equiprent
and precursor chenmicals from technically nore advanced countries.
Prohibitions on the export of such materials under internationa
convention did not deter the Iranians from attenmpting to acquire the
equi prent cl andestinely. Any lranian national blatantly attenpting to
buy banned equi pment would instantly attract attention from western
intelligence agencies, so they ruled out that option. Instead, they set
about recruiting a network of western traders and engi neers who woul d
do their dirty work for them either unaware of what they were getting
thenselves into or turning a blind eye to its illegality. ~Your task,"'
Badger explained, "is to inveigle your way into this network under
cover then meet and cultivate the Iranian ringmasters.' Fromthen on, |
could take the operation where opportunity |ed. Badger's hope was to
use the infiltration to gather intelligence, perhaps recruiting one of
the Iranians if the opportunity arose, then disrupt and delay their
programre. He tossed me a hefty pink dossier, |abelled P/54248. " Read
that and come back to nme when you've got a plan.

This was going to be fun, | thought to myself. Loads of freedom to
design my own operation, a really worthwhile objective and a good boss
to work under. I set about reading the file on BELLHOP

ent husi astically.

Reading an M6 file can be a slow and | aborious job. The papers are
arranged in chronological order but that is the extent of their
organi sation. They contain a vast jumble of information from nany
sources. Telegrans, letters, police SB reports, copies of mlitary and
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DSS records of individuals nentioned in the file, titbits from GCHQ
contact reports, surveillance photographs. Many papers cross-reference
to other files, so mmking sense of them nmeans a trog down to the
central registry to pull the file. One docunment in the file might be
only peripherally relevant to the case, the next nmight be crucially
important. It is easy to nmiss a vital titbhit and so |lose track of the
big picture if not concentrating hard. It took me a week before | had
pl oughed through the six volunmes of files and felt confident to design
a plan.

The file opened with the detention at Heathrow airport in the late
1980s of Nahoum Manbar, a Nice-based Israeli businessman whom M 6
suspected had close but thorny links with Mdssad. Custons and Exci se,
in a routine search of his briefcase, found papers and plans that
appeared to describe a process to produce nustard gas. Manbar was
handed over to police custody,. He claimed in his interviewthat he was
an agricultural engineer and that the fornulas related to the
production of a new insecticide. Although these protestations of
i nnocence were scarcely credible, there was not enough evidence of
wrong-doing to charge him with any crime. He was denied entry to
Britain, put on the first plane back to Nice and M6 asked the DST
(Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, the French interna

intelligence service) to keep an eye on him

Through tel ephone intercepts on Manbar's hone and information from
ot her sources, the DST established that in 1988 Manbar obtained the
pl ans for a nmustard gas plant which he sold at handsome profit to Dr
Tehrani Fahd, a Vienna-based Iranian diplomt, who was in reality a
senior lranian intelligence officer and the ringmaster entrusted with
the task of building up Iran's chem cal weapons programre. These pl ans,
however, were just the start. Fahd now wanted the bits of specialist
equi pment and chem cal s needed actually to build the plant. He tasked
Manbar to hel p.

Al t hough Manbar was eager for the mllions of dollars that conpletion
of the deal would bring, he was initially reluctant to get further
i nvol ved as he knew that he was getting into murkier and deeper |ega

waters. While he was considering his options, Modssad discovered
Manbar's contacts with Fahd and, according to the DST's tel ephone
transcripts, ordered himto a nmeeting at the Israeli enbassy in Paris.
There was no intelligence on what was said at the neeting but the
upshot of it was that Manbar embarked on the project with Fahd with
nysteriously renewed enthusiasm He set about finding a cut-out,
sonmebody he could rely upon to carry out unwittingly the possibly
illegal work necessary to acquire the equipnment requested by the
| rani ans.

Through one of his business contacts Manbar met Ms Joyce Kiddie, a
British busi nesswoman who lived in the village of Grton, just outside
Canbridge. Kiddie had worked for nost of her life as a secretary at a
| ocal stationery and office supplies conpany; but when the managing
di rector, by coincidence a former M6 agent, retired, he put the snall
company up for sale. Kiddie, by then in her 40s, twice married with a
coupl e of daughters, daringly used her |ife savings and a bank loan to
buy the company. She proved a natural businesswoman and within a few
years started diversifying the business. Kiddie devel oped contacts in
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China, initially in the stationery business, but then in chemicals and
phar maceutical s.

Manbar was inpressed by her versatility and diligence, and set about
cultivating her to becone his cut-out. The DST picked up Manbar's
increasingly frequent telephone conversations with Kiddie and tipped
off M6. PTCP obtained a FLORIDA warrant to intercept her tel ephone and
an ACANTHA warrant to intercept her nmamil, and the Canbridgeshire SB
were asked to keep an eye on her. Manbar started trusting her wth
i ncreasingly bizarre jobs. Once he asked her to find and buy a suitable
Ameri can- Jewi sh NBA basketbal | player who would be prepared to enigrate
to Israel to bolster the Israeli national team She passed this and
other tests with flying colours. By the niddle of 1993 Manbar was
confident that she was reliable and trustworthy and was the right
person to introduce to Fahd.

Kiddie was delighted with the introduction to a new and |ucrative
tradi ng partner and flew to neet Fahd in Austria. In the Vienna Hlton

Fahd asked her to buy a couple of tonnes of thionyl chloride, a
“bui | di ng-bl ock' chemi cal used in the manufacture of many legitimate
products but al so an essential basic ingredient for the manufacture of
mustard gas and nerve agents such as sarin. There was nothing ill egal
about the purchase - as long as it did not end up in the wong hands it
was not breaking any international |aws.

After six months of research, phone calls and two trips to rennte parts
of China, Kiddie conpleted the thionyl chloride shipment to Iran. Fahd
was delighted and decided to trust her with a bit nore responsibility.
Now t hat he had the plans and a proven source of the main ingredients,
he asked her to procure sone of the equipnent for the plant. This,
however, was not as easy as the relatively straightforward acquisition
of the cheni cal s.

Chem cal weapons plants are not conplicated and need not be
particularly large. A nerve gas plant can be built into a space the
size of a living-room or even into the back of a truck. A nustard gas
plant requires a bit nmore space, but a facility the size of a small
house could provide a mlitarily significant production capability. The
liquid chemicals used in the recipe are very corrosive and nust be
contained entirely in glass-lined apparatus - simlar to |arger
versi ons of the equipnent used in school chemistry |essons. Just I|ike
in school chenistry apparatus, the gl ass conponents - stopcocks, tubes
and flasks - clip together, then are physically supported by a scaffold
framewor k. Because of the danger of |eaks, the building in which the
apparatus is contained nust be sealed and force-ventilated with high-
volume extractor fans. The extracted air is driven up scrubbers -
basi cal ly pol ypropyl ene chimeys filled with glass marbles down which
sodium hydroxide trickles. The gases are absorbed by the sodium
hydroxi de on the surface of the marbles and forma harm ess |iquid that
can be disposed of safely. The sale of all equipnment of this sort is
subject to international controls and it is difficult for certain
countries, especially Iran, Irag and Libya, to openly purchase any of
it, even if destined for entirely innocent purposes. Fahd gave Kiddie
the blueprints for some of the sinpler pieces of equipnent and asked
her to see what she could do.
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Ki ddi e accepted the new assignnent with relish but found that she was
out of her depth. She had no technical training and was unable to
under stand t he specifications and drawi ngs of the equi pnent. She needed
hel p from sonebody with an engi neering background, so she recruited
Al bert Constantine, a 60-year-old forner nerchant seaman and engi neer
and an old friend of her first husband. Constantine was one of life's
unfortunate souls whose career seened to disintegrate around him
whi chever way he turned. He had started work in the Durham coal mi nes at
16 but was made redundant when the mning industry started to falter.
He obtained an apprenticeship in the Tyneside shipyards, but he'd
pi cked another doomed industry and shortly after he was qualified he
was made redundant again. He went to sea with the merchant navy and had
just qualified as a First Mate when he was seriously injured in a car
crash. As a result of his injuries, Constantine |ost his nerchant navy
nmedi cal certificate and that career too. He drifted around doing sinple
engi neering work for many years and then, in his late 50s, washed up as
a conmmodity trader with a inport-export trading conpany in London.

VWhen Kiddie asked Constantine to help, he was delighted. He was
struggling to nake ends nmeet fromhis | owpaid job, and the extra cash
woul d come in handy. A few nmonths later, in April 1994, Kiddie and
Constantine net up in South M nms notorway service station, just north
of London. Unbeknown to them their neeting was under surveillance. Two
PTCP officers, posing as travelling sal esnen, sat at an adjacent table,
recording their conversation wth a sophisticated directiona

m crophone mounted in a briefcase. From that surveillance and the
tel ephone intercepts of Constantine, it becane apparent that he too was
unabl e to understand the technical specifications provided by Fahd. But
there was no way that he was going to let on to Kiddie just yet - he
badly wanted to be in on the deal

Normally if M6 wanted to wormits way into a piece of quasi-crimna
activity such as Kiddie's dealings with Fahd, they would try to
cultivate and then recruit one of the key individuals, such as
Const anti ne or Kiddie. But Badger was adamant that Kiddie would panic
if approached by M6 and pull out of the deal, denying us the
opportunity of disrupting the Iranian operation. He ruled out
cultivating Constantine, too. He was nore |evel - headed, but was |oya
to his friends and he would probably tell Kiddie. Badger was adamant
that the only nmeans to get into the operation was for me to approach
Ki ddi e or Constantine under cover, win their confidence and trust, and
hope that they would recomend ne to Manbar and Fahd.

It would be difficult to get alongside Kiddie directly. First, she
wor ked al one at home, so was not easily accessible via internediaries.
Secondly, telephone intercepts showed that she was wary of strangers
and only trusted themif strongly recommended by sonebody she knew. |
woul d have to get al ongside Constantine first, then hope that he woul d
i ntroduce me to Kiddie.

Delving into the files turned up Constantine's home address in
Sout hanpt on on the south coast of England. A quick recce trip on ny
not or bi ke reveal ed that the house next door to his terraced cottage was
vacant. “Why don't you rent it and get to know him as a nei ghbour?'
Badger suggested. Returning to Southanpton to visit the estate agent
the next week, | found it was already too |late; a young couple had just
noved in. | had to find another plan.
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Traci ng Constantine's enployer through the CCI conmputer fortunately
threw up a positive lead - there was already a file on Bari Trading, a
trading conpany in the posh London area of Myfair. The managing
di rector was being run by H UKP, the head of the Iranian natural cover
section. A quick call on the PAX and at their next debrief the nanaging
di rector agreed to take me on tenporarily in Bari Trading. He woul d be
the only person in the company conscious to the operation, so | would
have to get together a cover story which would deceive the other
enpl oyees.

SBO5, the operational security officer for the PTCP section, agreed to
et nme use the Huntley alias that was developed for ny trip to Russia.
Strictly, a fresh alias should be used for every operation but this
rule was rel axed to save tine and noney. SBCH thought the Huntley alias
was unlikely to have been conpronised in Russia and the operations were
geographically wunrel ated. Besides, Huntley already had a national
i nsurance card, sinplifying the paperwork for Bari Trading. SBO5
insisted that | put up a subnmission to the new Foreign Secretary,
Mal col m Ri f ki nd, as the operation could be enbarrassing if uncovered.
Subm ssions were supposed to ensure that potentially sensitive
operations were legally accountable, but there was no independent
scrutiny and so the only check on the judgenment and honesty of the
drafting officer was the diligence of the Foreign Secretary. Witing
subm ssions for Douglas Hurd was a time-consumng task, requiring
fl awl ess reasoning and perfect prose, but Rifkind was already renowned
for | ooking favourably on whatever M6 put in front of him

Even back in nmy famliar Huntley skin, there was still a lot of
preparatory work needed. From study of the tel ephone transcripts, we
knew t hat Ki ddi e and Constantine needed a qualified chem cal engineer
somebody who could easily interpret the technical drawings they had in
their possession, and who would know where to source the conmponents.
Two weeks later, after a lot of study in Inmperial University's chemca

engi neering library, | was working alongside Constantine in Bar
Tradi ng, just a stone's throw fromthe Hyde Park Hlton Hotel, with the
cover that | was an Angl o-Argentine chemical engineer who wi shed to

start a new career in chemical commdity dealing. My fictional father
was all egedly the manager of a Bauer plant in Buenos Aires and friend
of the Bari managing director, who had agreed to give me a six-week
secondnment so that | could |l earn the business of inport-export trading.
The story seemed to satisfy Constantine and the other occupants of the
dingy, <cluttered second-floor office: Patricia, a pretty young
Guyanese-born Angl o-1ndi an and Fazad, a chain-snoking Iranian in his
60s. Constantine, a friendly and hel pful character, |oaded ne down with
books and papers on "Bills of Lading' and "Inport Export Duties'. The
work was tedious but | was not there for fun. My objective was to
befri end Constantine and so, w thout going suspiciously over the top,
whenever an opportunity arose for a chat, a tea break or an evening
pint of beer with him | would take it up.

Meanwhi | e Badger and his crew were continuing to work on other aspects
of the case. One norning Debbie, a buxomtranscriber, rushed into the
office carrying a pink FLORIDA report. Normally she would put
transcripts into the internal mail system so they would arrive on our
desks a day or so later. But this transcript needed Badger's urgent
attention. It was Kiddie ringing from her home in Grton to Fahd in
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Vi enna to arrange an urgent neeting to discuss details of the contract.
They arranged to nmeet two days later in the |lobby of the Hilton in
central Ansterdam The transcript showed that Fahd i ntended to give her
some nore docunentation concerning the conmponents for the plant.

Badger |eaped at the opportunity. If we could eavesdrop on the
conversation, we could |learn about Fahd's intentions and the state of
the lranian chem cal weapons programre. Mre inmportant, though, were
the docunents. A detailed |look at the plans for the plant would be
i nval uabl e. Badger ordered the whole PTCP section to drop whatever else
they were doing and get cracking on this urgent task.

Ki ddi e pl anned to fly in and out of Stansted airport, near her home in
Canbri dgeshire, to Schipol airport. Badger got on to Custons and Excise
at Stansted and arranged for her to be searched on her return to the
UK. To avoid arousing her suspicion, Custons suggested searching al

t he ot her passengers and placing an undercover officer in the queue to
pl ant a rumour that they were | ooking for drugs.

Listening into the nmeeting in the hotel |obby would be nore difficult
and would require the cooperation of the Dutch secret service.
Fortunately, the BVD (Binnenlands Villigheidsdienst) is one of M6's
cl osest allies overseas. They are regarded as reliable and efficient,

and will wusually drop everything to help M6 on an urgent job. M6 is
still a powerful player in the hierarchy of world intelligence
services, so smaller services scurry to help out where they can,
knowi ng that it will give themleverage to request a returned favour at

a later date. Badger sent a FLASH high-priority telegramto the M®6
station in The Hague and got the wheels turning inmediately.

The junior M6 officer in The Hague station, HAG 2, drove over to
Amsterdam with the BVD liaison officer to check out the possibilities
of bugging the nmeeting. Walking into the Hilton |obby, they found a
large fountain in the centre of a number of tables, chairs and sofas
and HAG 2 realised that it would be difficult to get a good-quality
audi bl e “take' of the nmeeting. There was no way to predict which table
Ki ddi e and Fahd would sit at, bugging every table would be expensive
and time-consum ng, and the sound fromthe fountain was just the sort
of gentle white noise which is excellent for swanping m crophones tuned
to pick up distant conversations. These problems did not daunt the
energetic BVD, however. They pulled out all the stops to put into place
a conplicated and | abour-intensive operational plan.

Any guest of the Ansterdam Hilton hoping to enjoy a nice lunch in the
| obby on Tuesday, 7 February 1995 was in for a disappointnment. The
attractive fountain was turned off, a prom nent sign announcing that it
was shut down “for maintenance', and nost of the |obby was closed down
with rope barriers for “essential cleaning'. As with nost Hiltons
wor | dwi de, the hotel security manager was an agent of the |ocal secret
service. The BVD asked himto tenporarily rearrange the |obby, where a
single vacant table was wired for sound. A couple of " businessnen'
occupied it to stop it being taken by incidental passers-by and all the
remai ning tables were filled with other businessnmen, all BVD and M6
of ficers, anmongst them Badger, HAG 2 and a couple of other nenbers of
the PTCP section. Everything was in place as Kiddie touched down. She
was tailed as she took the shuttle bus into central Ansterdam
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The meticulously orchestrated plan started to go wong as soon as
Kiddie arrived at the hotel. She failed to notice the two businessnen
finish their meeting and |eave, vacating the wired table. Instead,

Ki ddi e took one | ook at the busy coffee-room decided that she didn't
i ke what she saw and, calm as you |like, walked over to the roped off
area, unclipped the rope and sat down in the area which had been
“closed for cleaning'. There nust have been a lot of Dutch expletives
di screetly spat into a | arge nunber of coffee cups that norning. It was
an enbarassi ng cock-up for themin front of their M6 guests. The BVD
did their best to remedy the situation. An officer with a briefcase
fitted with a directional mcrophone made his way to a table not too
far fromKiddie in the roped-off area. When Fahd arrived and joi ned her
ten mnutes later, he nanaged to get sone take, but despite conputer
enhancenent the tape proved inaudible. All we got fromthe neeting was
a couple of surveillance photographs, taken by the briefcase canera of
one of the busi nessnen, of Fahd handing over a thick sheaf of papers.

Fortunately, Badger's frantic couple of days of planning were not
entirely unrewarded as the other part of the plan worked far nore
snmoot hly. As planned, all the disenbarking passengers at Stansted were
hel d up and searched. Kiddie was near the back of the queue, so all the
precedi ng passengers were inconveni enced. Eventually, it was her turn.
VWile one officer diligently searched her carry-on |uggage, distracting
her by paying particular attention to personal and intimate itens,
anot her went through her briefcase. As soon as the officer found Fahd's
docunents, he slipped them through a photocopier discreetly nounted
under the search bench, then quickly replaced the originals in her
brief case. As we'd hoped, they were excellent intelligence and an aid
to ny efforts to bait Constantine into introducing ne directly to
Ki ddi e.

| was at ny desk at Vauxhall Cross a couple of days later, studying the
docunments and trying to understand the technical specifications of the
equi pnment, when ny personal |line rang. It was Sarah. “Hello darling,
how s Moneypenny?' she |aughed. But | knew strai ghtaway that sonething
was wrong. Her voice was weak and strained and she was putting up a
brave front.

"Sonmething's the matter, isn't it? | asked quietly.

Yes . . .' she replied. "It's back.'

Sarah had been in for a further check-up that nmorning. The doctors had
found that the cancer had spread into her |ynph system and she had been
readmtted to hospital imediately for an urgent course of
chenmot herapy. She didn't say so, but | knew from her voice that the
prognosis was very poor. She died two nonths |ater.

| put the phone down and held nmy head in ny hands. | felt a numbing
si ckness and wanted to cry. My work seened irrel evant and | discarded

the papers on my desk with contenpt. | needed to get out into sone
fresh air. It was nearly 12.30 and the office bar would be open any
nonent. | never normally drank at lunchtine but today would be an
excepti on.

| took a pint of Fosters on to the terrace outside the bar and sat down
in the corner on one of the wooden benches overl ooki ng the Thames and
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the Houses of Parlianent. It was a spring day, the sun was out and a
freshening breeze was coming in off the river. But thinking of Sarah in
hospital, then about the girl blown to bits in Bosnia, it was difficult
to stop myself crying and | had to put nmy head in nmy hands before |

coul d conpose myself. | knew there was no point in staying at my desk
that afternoon. Badger was on the balcony with sone coll eagues and |
made my way over to ask pernission for the afternoon off. “Is it

anything you can tell me about?' he asked.

"Not at the noment' | replied.

Back at my desk the following morning, | was doing my best to
concentrate on the job and was meking headway with understanding the
plans of the chemi cal plant. The phone rang. It was personnel
departnment wanting to see ne as soon as possible. Wth a heavy heart, |
arranged an appointnent for the next day. | didn't know what they

wanted but it was never a pleasure seeing them

Cstensibly, personnel department were responsible for staffing
decisions in M6 and it was they who took the decision to post ne to
Bosni a. But their manoeuvres, reasons for decisions and policies were
al ways shrouded in intrigue and secrecy, buried in a network of
unofficial soundings from |ine-mnagers and secret deals over boozy
l unches. Because they were career spies with no training in personnel
managenent they operated like a mni secret service within the secret
service and could not resist applying their tradecraft to do their
temporary job. They treated us |ike agents, subjecting us to the
shal l ow bl uff and false flattery which they were accustomed to use with
Ni gerian generals and Brazilian governors. Personnel did not even allow
us to read or countersign the mnutes of our own interviews with them
yet these notes formed an inportant part of our personal records, upon
whi ch key posting deci sions were taken. This secrecy gave carte bl anche
for a personnel officer to make or break a fellow officer's career as
there was no check against glaring personality clashes, favouritismor
cronyism The general mistrust of personnel departnment was exacerbated
by the rapid turnover of staff in the job; they could post thensel ves
to the best overseas jobs as soon as they becane avail abl e.

It was therefore with trepidation that | took the lift up to the eighth
floor to meet my new personnel officer. Because of his small stature
and aggressive self-pronotion, his previous departnment had nicknamed
hi m ~ Poi son Dwarf', after a character in a popular conputer gane.

“What were you doing out on the terrace the other day?' PD/2's voice
was accusatory, belligerent. He skipped through the nornal pleasantries
wi thout any conviction and obviously he had carefully planned the
ambush. "~ You were seen out there, drinking a beer on your own, ignoring
everybody. Are you interested in your job? Do you want to work here?'

After such a gratuitously unpleasant attack, | could not bring myself
to talk to Poison Dwarf about Sarah. Even if he did feign synpathy and
under standing, it would not be welcome. “Is there anything you wish to

di scuss with me?
"No, not at all," | replied disinterestedly.

"Well, 1've just got your SAF covering your time in Bosnia. P4 has
gi ven you a Box 4, and frankly | amnot surprised. Your perfornmance was
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di smal .' Poison Dwarf tossed the brown manilla staff appraisal form
dowmn on to the coffee-table between us. "Read it, and explain
yoursel f,"' he ordered.

Readi ng the report left ne sickened and |l et down by String Vest. When
he visited ne in Bosnia, he mde no adverse coment about ny
performance, and his report reeked of a set-up. He went out of his way
to find criticisns of ny performance and ignored all the good work that
| had done, naking a great issue about my failure to wear a necktie
during the VIP neeting wth Karadzic.

"I find it incredible that you didn't wear a tie," grunbled Poison
Dwarf in the background.

| chose to ignore him and pressed on with String Vest's vitriol. He
heavily criticised me for failing to visit and debrief DONNE in
Sarajevo after a crucial nmeeting of the Bosnian-Mslim | eadership.
Undoubt edl y DONNE woul d probably have provided some useful CX on the
nmeeting, but String Vest conveniently ignored the closure of Sarajevo
ai rport and the inpossibility of reaching the city overland. I'd had a
rough deal by conparison with my |ONEC coll eagues who were stil
preparing for their first posts. Spencer was on German | anguage
training for assignment to a four-man station in Vienna. Castle, as
ever with an eye on his bank bal ance and |iving standards, was |ined up
for a posting to Geneva where even the junior officer received a
substantial house with swi mm ng pool and a generous living allowance,
and was on a year-long French course. Barking had elected to beconme an
Arab specialist and was on a two-year Arabic course in Cairo. Forton
was al so learning French in preparation for a post to Brussels, Bart
was | earni ng Hungarian and Hare was | earning Spanish in preparation for
the nunber two job in Chile. None of them were yet in post, and even
when they arrived, they would not be expected to do much nore during
their first six nonths than learn the ropes of the local community. The
contrast with my own posting was stark but String Vest had not nade the
sl ightest concession.

The report reeked of a stitch-up by personnel and had probably been
orchestrated by the devious Fow ecrooke, but | could never prove
anything. My best response was just to put the incident behind ne and
work hard in my new job in PTCP section. Badger was an honest and
et hical boss and Fow ecrooke would never dare pressure himto mark ne
down.

| got up and left Poison Dwarf's office, hoping that he would soon
thrust his way into a good overseas posting so that | wouldn't have to
deal with himagain.

On joining PTCP section, | found the nunber of tel ephone intercepts
they ran eye-opening. Usually there would be two or three FLORI DA
reports landing in ny in-tray every day and that was just for the
projects | worked on. Oher officers in the section, working on
di fferent projects, received many reports which | did not see. The
nunber of tel ephone warrants M6 had could be gauged fromthe size of
UKZ, the section responsible for transcribing the intercepts. Based in
an office at 60 Vauxhall Bridge Road, abbreviated to VBR in the
service, UKZ nunbered around 20 officers in total, of which the buxom
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Debbi e was one. They worked closely with OND, a detachnment of vetted
British Tel ecom engineers seconded to M6 to set up the intercepts.
Each UKZ officer was a talented linguist, often the master of five or
six difficult | anguages, and worked at state-of-the-art computers nuch
admired by visiting liaison services. On a good day, they could process
20 or so conversations, though less if the |anguage was difficult or
the take quality poor.

Under the terns of the 1975 I OCA (Interception of Conmmunications Act) a
warrant should be given only if the target is breaking UK law or if the
interception yields intelligence. Under these terms, | felt no
compuncti on about reading the transcripts of an Iranian terrorist or a
Russian intelligence officer. But we had many intercepts running which
did not fall into either category. Even our intercepts on Kiddie and
Constantine were not within its spirit - they would break UK | aw only
if they exported proliferation material from the country, and never
once did we issue a CX report as a result of one of their tel ephone
transcriptions. Perhaps what they were doing was slightly amoral but it
was not our job to pass judgenent on that. Unlike every other country
in the western world, warrants for tel ephone intercepts in Britain are
si gned not by a judge but by the Home Secretary or Foreign Secretary,
expl ai ning why the intelligence services could obtain so many warrants.

M6 abused the privilege of the IOCA in other ways too. The
transcribers in VBR were supposed to ignore personal chit-chat and
condense only relevant operational intelligence into the pink FLORI DA
reports for distribution to Vauxhall Cross. This obligation enabled M6
successfully to persuade the Treasury that it was necessary to keep the
transcribers isolated in VBR, rather than incorporating theminto the
new buil di ng. Neverthel ess, one day a colleague threw a pink FLORI DA
report on ny desk, chuckling, "Have a good |augh at this!' The target
was a transvestite in his spare time and the FLORIDA reported his
intimte conversation, line by line, with his boyfriend. Adnmittedly, it
was an anusi ng docunent but it added nothing to our understandi ng of
the operation and was a clear breach of the act.

Meanwhi | e BELLHOP had just taken a new and interesting tw st. Badger,
as overall head of the operation, was responsible for its coordination
with foreign |iaison services. The extent to which information on the
operation was shared depended on the perceived trustworthiness of the
other intelligence service and the extent to which they could bring to
the table useful intelligence of their owmm. M6 were always warm and
cordial with CIA |iaison because the Americans had such fabul ous
resources. Badger's relationship with the DST on BELLHOP was al so good
and they cooperated energetically if they were asked to help out. But
Badger could never establish the same |evel of easy cooperation with
Mbssad. It was always a puzzle why they were so uncooperative, for we
expected them to be keenly interested in penetrating the attenpts of
Iran, their nost feared eneny, to obtain chem cal weapons. But neetings
with them were tense affairs, with little given away by either side.
The section suspected that Mssad had anot her hidden agenda that we
were not privy to. This suspicion was reinforced when Badger showed
them copi es of the weapons plant that we had obtained fromthe search
of Kiddie at Stansted. They feigned interest, but it was not convincing
and Badger came away suspicious that the Israelis already had their own
copi es.
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Further clues canme fromthe Warsaw station. Exam nation of the plans by
MOD experts established that the plant was an old Polish design, a
relic from their Cold War chenical weapons programre. Badger asked
H WAR to find out how the plans could have fallen into Manbar's hands.
The Polish intelligence service was restructuring from a KGB-Ilike
secret police into a western-leaning European-style intelligence
servi ce, but the rebuilding was not conplete. Many ol d-guard officers
were too steeped in the Cold War to trust western intelligence officers
and H WAR had a rocky relationship with them at best. They woul d not
even adnmit that the plans were of Polish origin, despite HWR s
assurances that acknow edgenent of a defunct chem cal weapons programe
woul d not be used as political amunition by the West.

Polish intelligence did, however, provide an inportant clue. They nade
avail able their surveillance reports on a Polish-Jew sh businessman,
knowmn to have Mssad |inks, who had cultivated a close relationship
with the senior civil servant in charge of Poland' s “chenical defence
programre', doubl e-speak for their chem cal weapons progranme. Reading
between the lines, the inplication was that the plans for the plant had
been passed fromthe official to the Jew sh businessman, and then to
Mbssad, with the tacit conpliance of Polish intelligence. Now the
reason for Mdssad's | ess-than-enthusiastic reception of our copies of
the plans was clear. As Badger had suspected, they already had them

O her interesting parts of a giant jigsaw puzzle were starting to fal
into place. W had never been sure where Mnbar had obtained the
equi prmrent list for the plant - it might have conme from Fahd, but
transcripts of Manbar's conversations with Fahd suggested that Manbar
had t hem bef ore Fahd. As they used veil ed conversation, codewords, and
spoke in Farsi, we couldn't be conpletely sure. At around the sane
ti me, Manbar had several discreet nmeetings with Missad officers in the
Israeli enbassy in Paris. The only theory that stitched all the pieces
toget her was that Mdssad were, for notives not yet clear to us, using
Manbar to deal indirectly with the Iranians. The key to pinning down
what was goi ng on was Manbar and we needed to find out a | ot nore about
his nmovements and activities than we could get from the transcripts
provi ded by the DST.

Badger decided to target Andrea, Manbar's personal secretary. She was
an attractive 40-year-ol d German divorcee who had worked for Manbar for
four or five years, and Badger asked the DST to try to recruit her. She
was on their territory, so it would be rude not to let them have first
crack. M6 avoids honey-trap approaches, recognising that sexua
attraction is too complex to predict or control, but the DST were not
so subtle. Andrea had |lunch every day in the sanme bistro, so they sent
down a male officer to try to pick her up. That night's tel ephone
transcripts were of her conplaining to her nother in Germany about an
over-perfumed Frenchnman who seened to think that he was god's gift to
wonen pestering her over lunch. The enbarrassed DST gigolo clainmed
lanely in his contact report that she nmust be a | esbian.

Meanwhil e, | was | abouring in ny cover job as a clerical worker in the
of fices of Bari Trading. The work was stifling but my cultivation of
Const anti ne was progressing. Over cups of tea in the office, a lunch or
two at the nearby Hilton and the occasional pint, he accepted and
trusted me. Nibbling at the bait, at each neeting he asked nore and
nore questions about the extent of ny know edge of chem cals equi pnment.

page- 136 - 10 purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

We knew from tel ephone transcripts that Constantine kept a copy of the
plans in the |ocked top drawer of his desk. Once | saw himtake them
out and refer to them in a conversation with Kiddie. Later that
eveni ng, back in the office, | read the transcript and | earned that
they were trying to figure out the specifications of a glass valve,
whose nunmber was obscured on the plans. MDD experts in chem cal weapons
hel ped ne work out the exact specifications of the part and tracked
down the conmpanies - one in Germany and two in Switzerland - that could

supply it.

A few days later, doing ny best to appear interested in a thick sheaf
of bills of lading, | was straining to listen in to a Constanti ne phone
conversation with Kiddie. She was doing nost of the tal king and when
Constantine could get in a word edgeways it was to apologise for the
sl ow progress. Eventually, Constantine blurted out "Listen Joyce, |'ve
really done my best on the project but I'mstuck. | know sonebody who
can help us though, and he's sitting right here in this office.' They
conferred for a while |longer and after he hung up Constantine called ne
across. " Hey, Alex, |'ve a problemyou could perhaps help me with.'

"Really?" | replied, trying to sound |aconic, and anbled over to his
desk where he had laid out the plans.

“What do you mamke of this? Constantine asked, eying nme hopefully.

They were intimately famliar to me, so | had to feign puzzl erment,
studying themfor a few mnutes. ~Seens like they're the plans for sone
kind of <chenmicals plant. Sonething corrosive, because of all the
gl assware. 1'd guess it's for something like an aspirin plant,' |
proferred.

Const anti ne | ooked delighted. "Spot on, but do you know what that part

is?" he asked, pointing to the nystery valve. | rattled back its
speci fications and where it could be sourcd. “You really do know your
stuff, don't you?' replied Constantine. "Listen, |'ve got a friend who

needs some help with this project. Wuld you like to give her a hand?
“Sure,' | replied, trying my best to hide ny glee.

Wthin nmnutes Constantine had rung Kiddi e back and introduced ne over
the phone. After a brief chat she invited me to go up to visit her in
Grton.

Wal ki ng back into the office later that evening, Badger gave ne the
t hunbs up, having already seen the transcript. “~Good stuff,' he
grinned. "W need to plan the next phase - let's pop out for a breath
of fresh air.' This was Badger's euphem smfor a cigarette. Snmoking was
banned in the new office, so snokers were limted to the bar or the
fire stairwells.

“If you nust,' | sighed with nmock exasperation, contenplating the cold,
drafty stairwell.

As Badger lit up, we went over the progress made so far. W al ready had
a good idea of what to expect in neeting Kiddie, as we'd been reading
her telephone conversations for the past three nonths and
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Canbri dgeshire SB, one of whose officers was a close friend of her

second husband Len Ingles, had provided a helpful report. “Kiddie
really depends on Len,' Badger said. "~She never does anything w thout
first discussing it with him If you want to win her trust, you'll also
have to win his. Build sonething into your cover story that wll pull
himin.'

"Il go up on a notorbike then,' | suggested. "Len's passionate about
bi kes: if | turn up on one he'll immediately take an interest.

My own notorbi ke: a battered high-m|eage Honda Africa Twin, was rul ed
out by SBCb as it was registered in ny own nane, so a few days later |
hired a powerful Honda Fireblade from Metropolitan Mtorcycles, a
deal er opposite Vauxhall Cross in one of the railway viaduct arches
that lie under the main south-west line. It was a clear, brisk but
sunny February day, and perfect for nmotorcycling. Speeding up the M1
to Grton, | thought to myself how lucky | was to have such a great
job. BELLHOP was going well, Badger was a good boss and the atnosphere
in the section was cheerful and friendly, unlike the mistrusting
environment of the secretive East European controllerate. The problens
in Bosnia were forgotten and | was enjoying socialising nore.

Ki ddi e' s personal file was stuffed with SB photographs of her house, so
it was easy to find in the pretty village of Grton. She heard ny
power ful notorbike pull up on her gravel drive and canme out of the
house to greet nme with a friendly handshake. A slightly plunp, mddle-
aged worman, dressed in tight |leggings that did not do nuch for her, she

was not a likely person to be the centre of a conplicated secret
service operation. | am so glad you've cone up, Alex,' she exhorted
jollily, “Albert has told nme all about you! We've been struggling for
nonths on this project.' Her appearance and voice were so faniliar from
the file and telephone intercepts that it felt strange to meet her
personally, like nmeeting a famous film star. She ushered me into her

study and, over a nug of Nesquick, explained her project. The details
were intimtely famliar, so | had to fake curiosity and surprise as
the story unfol ded.

Ki ddie noved on to her neeting earlier in the year with Fahd in
Amsterdam "It was so funny, | arrived at the hotel and it was al
cl osed down for cleaning!' she giggled. "I had to go into the closed
off area to wait for M Fahd!' She even renmenmbered the inconvenient
hold up at Stansted airport on her return. "~They went through all nmny
knickers, the little perverts. But apparently they were only | ooking
for drugs,' she added obliviously. She was conpl etely unsuspicious of
me; as we had hoped, Constantine's reconmendation was sufficient for
her to trust nme. And as we suspected from the tel ephone transcripts,
she was unaware that she was being mani pul ated by Fahd and Manbar into
illegal dealings.

Only half an hour or so into the neeting, Kiddie suggested that |
shoul d neet Fahd. “1've been struggling for months with this project,
getting nowhere,' she continued. "I'malso really busy with ny charity
work and |'ve had enough of travelling. It would be great if you could
hel p out.'

“Sure," | replied, trying to sound cautiously enthusiastic. ~How should
we proceed?
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“If you like,' Kiddie replied, “1'Il ring himright now and you can
talk to him- he told me he would be in Tehran this week.' She reached
up to a bookshel f above her desk, pulled out the project file, found
Fahd's Tehran number and dialled him up. Unbeknown to her, she was
dialling not into Fahd's purported conmpany in Tehran but straight into
the headquarters of the Iranian intelligence service, and | couldn't
wait to get on the line. Disappointingly, he was not at the office and
she just got his ansaphone. “~Never mind, we'll call him next tine
you're up.'

Ki ddi e tal ked enthusiastically about her charitable work. She ran a
thrift shop in Canbridge and sone of the proceeds went to a project to
provi de school books to inpoverished children in a favela in R o de
Janeiro. | had been planning a trip to Brazil for sone time because
PTCP section had an Argentine nucl ear scientist on the books, codenaned
GELATO, who was overdue for his annual debriefing. Her charity work
there presented an opportunity to ingratiate mnyself further wth
Kiddie: "I'mgoing out to Rio in a couple weeks on business. Is there
anything | could do for your project while | am out there?

“Sure,' she replied, “there are always things to do.' She described the
project enthusiastically and detailed how | could be of assistance. The
conversation was interrupted by a popping splutter as an old notorbike
pul | up outside. ~Ah, that nust be ny husband, Len. Wuld you like to
meet hin®'

We went outside to find Len parking up his |eaky Triunmph and | ooki ng
admiringly at ny Fireblade. "They're fearsome machines,' he grinned,
hol ding out his gloved hand in greeting. ~Careful you don't kil
yoursel f.' We chatted for a few m nutes about notorcycles while Kiddie
busied herself in the kitchen getting a snack together.

We spoke for several nmore hours in the study over tea and sandw ches,
about Fahd, the charity project and notorcycles. By mnid-afternoon

Badger's objectives for the first neeting had been net and exceeded.
Ki ddie and Ingles were taken in by ny cover and were keen for me to
neet Fahd as soon as possible. W were wi nding up the neeting when the
doorbell rang. Len went out to the hall to answer it and by the hearty
greetings the visitors were male. Len poked his head around t he door of

the living-room where Kiddie and | were sitting. "It's Paul and Roger,'
he hi ssed.
Kiddie stood wup wurgently. “Quick, follow me,' she whispered

conspiratorially, ushering ne into the kitchen to |eave the sitting-
room free for Ingles and his guests. “They're business friends of Len -
best you avoid them' she explained as we bade goodbye at the back
door. Unbeknown to her, | knew nore about Paul and Roger than she did
They were the SB officers who had been tasked to keep an eye on the
famly.

Back in London, Badger was delighted that the meeting had gone so well.
"Excellent work. | heard Kiddie trying to ring Fahd, shame she coul dn't
get hold of him' Badger chuckled. A few days |ater he chucked anot her
report on ny desk. Paul and Roger described me as a " suspicious visitor
on a notorbi ke who Ki ddi e was obviously keen to hide'

page- 139 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

Because the objective of nmeeting Kiddie had been acconplished, there
was no further need for me to cultivate Constantine. One last visit to
Bari Trading was enough to say goodbye to Constantine, Patricia and
Fazad, with the excuse that for famly reasons | had to return urgently
to South America.

GELATO was a nucl ear scientist who had worked during the 1970s and ' 80s
on Argentina's nascent nucl ear weapon's programme. He was recruited in
the m d-'80s by one of the station officers in Buenos Aires and was
subsequently run by VCGCs. Argentina was regarded as having fairly
ef ficient counter-espionage capabilities, so the debriefing neetings
took place in Rio de Janeiro and GELATO was paid a couple of thousand
pounds per neeting into a secret account in Luxenmbourg. He provided
some good CX over the years but his useful ness dwi ndled after Argentina
abandoned its nucl ear weapons progranme at the end of the '80s. M/ task
woul d be to see him one nore time and, assuning he had nothing nore

useful to offer us, discontinue him | sent a telegramto Buenos Aires
asking the station to notify himvia the agreed nmethod - a note slipped
into his locker at his country club - that he should ring "David

Li ndsey', an alias of my predecessor. A couple of days later he rang,
the nunmber was patched through to me by the M6 sw tchboard and we
arranged to meet on the evening of the 12 April 1995 at the Hotel
Presi dent on Copacabana beach.

The second objective of the trip was to build ny credential with Kiddie
by visiting the small orphan school in a Rio favela that her charity
supported. After several phone calls to Kiddie and to Brazil, | had an
appoi ntrent for Friday, 21 April, nine days after my neeting wth
GELATO. "It's hardly worth com ng back, between the nmeetings, is it?" |
asked Badger, hopefully.

He |aughed, “All right, you can stay out there - just don't get
yoursel f into any trouble. You deserve a break as you've done sonme good
work in the section. Here's your SAF.' Badger tossed over the staff
apprai sal formthat he had just conpleted for subnmission to personnel
departnment. | read it with satisfaction. It was glowing with praise for
the success of BELLHOP and would be a solid basis to request an
overseas posting, though this time a nornmal posting like the rest of ny
| ONEC col | eagues.

The nmeeting with GELATO in Brazil went snoothly. He wasn't upset to be
di sconti nued, and telephone intercepts showed that the head of the
favel a orphanage reported ny visit positively to Kiddie. The tine
bet ween t he meetings provided an opportunity to explore Rio de Janeiro
and the surrounding hills, and to lunch with HRI O, who told ne that
there was a vacancy in the station. The job sounded interesting, the
| ocation agreeable, so | decided to put in a request on ny return to
Vauxhal | Cross.

Monday, 24 April dawned with spring rain. Wiiting their turn at the
security doors, there was already an inpatient and bedraggl ed queue of
peopl e, folding away unbrellas and overcoats. Wen nmy turn came, |
slipped nmy sw pe-card down the groove, typed in ny PIN code, siXx-nine-
two-one, and awaited the fam liar green light. But it flashed an angry
red. Presuming that 1'd mstyped the PIN, | tried again. Sane result.
The third attenpt, and the intruder alarmwent off, lights and sirens
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bl eeping in the guards' watch-room A couple of guards hurried over,
glaring at ne suspiciously. | showed ny pass through the perspex and
they manually unlocked the VIP's side-entrance. A queue of muttering
col |l eagues had built up behind nme, awaiting their turn to enter the
building, and it was a relief to be admtted. “Are you a nmenber of
staff, sir? asked one of the guards.

“Yes, of course. |'mPTCP/7, staff nunber 813317.'

The guards led me into their watch-room tapped nmy staff nunber into
the computer and studied briefly the resulting message on the screen.
"We're sorry, sir, but your pass has been cancell ed. W' ve been told we
have to take you up to personnel departnent.'’

The two security guards escorted nme across the lobby in front of a
crowd of onl ookers. Wheel er, back from Mbscow, was waiting to go up the
lift and studied his shoelaces rather than greet nme. Sonething nust be
seriously wong to get dragged up to personnel department in this way,
but | had no idea what it could be. My nmind raced desperately.
Presumably there nmust be a m stake and soon all the problens woul d be
cleared up, | reassured myself.

The guards escorted ne up to the eighth floor where Poison Dwarf was
waiting. He led ne into his room and bade me to sit down. He didn't
m nce his words with any pleasantries. “As you know, last tinme we nmet |
gave you a warning that unless your performance inproved, you woul d not
be able to stay in the office. It has not inproved, so you are fired.'

The words took a nmonment to sink in. “How can you make such an absurd
clain?' | blurted out when the shock had subsided. "H PTCP has just
given ne a gl owi ng SAF.'

Poi son Dwarf tal ked over me, assuring nme that the office would find ne
alternative enploynent “in the City' but | was too dunbstruck,
i ncredul ous and devastated to pay nuch attention. Poison Dwarf's
assured manner made it plain that he was acting with the support of
of ficers above him There was no point in arguing and the atnosphere
rapidly became unpleasant. ~My secretary will show you out of the
building. Go hone and don't come back until we contact you,' Poison
Dwarf di sm ssed me.

Back hone, | lay down on ny sofa deeply upset and confused. Poison
Dwarf had given nme no plausible reasons for dismissal and his claim
that he had given ne a warning was a brazen |ie. Badger had just given

me a good report, so that could not be the reason. | suspected the
devi ous hand of Fow ecrooke but there was nothing nmore to do except to
wait until personnel department contacted ne.

A coupl e of desperate days |later, one of the secretaries from personnel
rang up and told me to cone in for an interview with the head of the

departnment, Julian Dinmock. | had never previously met HPD, but knew
that he was an ex-marine with no work experience outside M6, and that
he still carried a lot of military baggage. He was fond of the city

uni form of | oud pin-stripe suit and clicky shoes and the office runour
was that he was after a job as personnel nmanager with one of the banks
that enployed ex-M6 officers in return for titbits of economic
intelligence. He wasn't an ideal person to be in charge of personnel
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departnment, but M6 often appointed ex-military officers to the post,
m stakenly believing that a few years in the arnmy was all the training
needed for the job. Still, | supposed that he couldn't be worse than
Poi son Dwarf and Fow ecrooke.

"So what are your reasons for sacking nme?' | asked belligerently as
soon as we had shaken hands.

"Why on earth do you want any reasons?' Dimock replied snoothly as he
settled into the | ow seat behind the coffee-table. "It won't do you any
good, and in any case sonebody |like you won't have any problens finding
a good job in the Cty.'

“Under UK law, you have to give reasons for a dismssal,' | replied,
firmy sticking to my ground. The afternoon spent in Kensington library
| ooki ng up enpl oynent | aw was not wast ed.

“Your personnel officer, PD/2, gave you the reasons for your dism ssal
at your |last neeting,' D nmock huffed.

"No he didn't, he gave me none at all,' | replied with conviction.
Di nmock was cornered, and shifted unconfortably. "G ve me the reasons,
right now,' | pressed hone ny advantage.

Di nmock thought for a monent. "~ You are notivated by chall enge.’

| ridiculed his neaningless excuse. “What does that mean, and why is
that bad?’

He couldn't reply. “You lack comm tment,' he clainmed.
“Oh yeah, sure,' | replied sarcastically. “So that's why you posted ne
to Bosnia.'

Once again he couldn't substantiate it with any evidence or explain why
it should be a reason to sack me. He dreaned up another. “You are not a
team pl ayer,' he cl ai ned.

"So how conme P4 gave me glowing praise for the relationship | built
with 602 troop in Bosnia, then?" | replied angrily.

Di nmock squirmed as he dreamed up nore excuses, but like the others
they were vague, neaningless, easily overturned by nme and conpletely
unsubstantiated by any of ny line managers' reports. Di nmock's bl uster
was based on sonme hearsay from Poi son Dwarf or Fow ecrooke and he had
not thought through the issues for hinself.

"I want these reasons conmitted to witing, which is my right under
enmpl oynent | aw,' | denmanded.

“You know we can't possibly give you anything on paper, it would break

the Official Secrets Act,' Dinmock replied weakly.
But | stood ny ground. "1 want them tonorrow. '
TAll right, I'll see what | can do,' Dimmock neekly agreed.
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But | was not finished. “And | suggest you do it properly, because
you've dismissed me illegally and | intend to take M6 to an enpl oynment
tribunal .’

Di nmock | ooked really appalled. After a monment for the inplications to
sink in, he replied, "W really hope you won't do that. It woul d cause
a lot of bad publicity for us. In any case, what would be the point?
Even if you won, we wouldn't give you your job back. Nobody can tell
the Chief of M6 what to do.'

This last sentence of Dinmmock's was perceptive, though he didn't
realise it himself. It was this belief, which he held in common with
many other senior officers in M6, that was the reason behind the
patently wunfair dismissal and the cause of the |ong disagreenent
between me and M6 that was to follow D nmock genuinely believed that
M 6 was above the |aws of the |and. There were nechani snms such as the
subm ssions process that conferred token accountability to the Foreign
Secretary and the Prime Mnister, but to the |ikes of Di mobck, these
were just minor bureaucratic fornalities that needed to be conpleted in
order to carry out inportant operations. Denocratic oversight did not
apply to sonething as trivial as enploynent law. In his eyes, M6 had
no obligation to give any warning that ny job was in jeopardy, or to
provi de any reasons justifying ny dismssal. He expected me to take the
sacking on the chin, not conplain, not demand any explanation, and
neekly accept their offer of help with a stiff upper lip. "We'Ill get
you a job in the City,' blustered Dimock feebly as | stood up angrily.

“Keep your feeble anmbitions to yourself,' | shouted, storm ng out.

Di nmock picked the wong person to inpose his arbitrary authority on.
There was no way that | would et M6 get away with such a casual abuse
of power and | resolved then and there to fight themto the end. It was
not just because | liked ny job and had no interest in working in the
City. It was also a matter of principle. | knewthat if | did not fight
them they would do the sanme thing to sonebody else, then sonebody
el se.

A few days | ater, personnel departnment allowed me back into the office
for an hour to mmke a final appeal to the Chief hinmself, David
Speddi ng. Di mock assured ne that it would be an inpartial appeal and
t hat Speddi ng had not been briefed about the background to nmy case. But
it was clear fromthe first words of the nmeeting that this was a lie.
Speddi ng was already fully briefed, the decision was firmy cut and
dried, and | had no chance at all of getting it overturned. Spedding
di smissed me with a wave of the hand, adding, " | understand personnel
departnent have al ready found you some interesting possibilities in the
Cty.'

My perfunctory firing was a classic exanple of the type of behind-
cl osed-doors M6 decision that happens regularly in the service due to
the ultimate lack of accountability of the Chief. As D mock had
ponpously pointed out, the Chief answers to nobody. He never has to
justify a decision, no matter how crass or stupid, to a parliamentary
select comrittee or to the Foreign Secretary or Prine Mnister, and so
has no incentive to scrutinise recommendati ons that are passed up to
him Hi s non-existent upwards accountability means he needs only to
cultivate the support of power-brokers below him It is expedient to
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accept reconmendati ons where they are politically easy, such as the
di smi ssal of a junior officer, so that he has a stronger power base for
nore difficult internal decisions. Just as in a dictatorship, this
shoddy deci si on-maki ng cascades down the power structure, and expl ains
how t he deci sion to disniss me had been taken. Poison Dwarf decided he
wanted ne out, wote a recomendation to Fow ecrooke, who signed it off
and passed it up the chain to Dimmock. He in turn signed it off w thout
bothering to form his own opinion by interviewing ne and passed the
deci sion up to the highest |evels of the service. Like many ex-nmilitary
peopl e, Di mock did not know the difference between “|eadership' and
‘rigidity' and by the time he actually net ne for hinself, he dared not
reverse his decision.

| left Spedding's office frustrated and angry, realising that this |ast
chance was just a sham | waited in the corridor outside his office for
the guards who were supposed to escort ne out of the building, but
after a few mnutes | realised they had forgotten. My first instinct
was to do ny duty and make my way directly hone. But rebellion was

brewi ng inside ne. “Bastards,' | thought. They hadn't even let ne clear
out ny desk and say goodbye to Badger. "Sod 'em I'll go and see him
whatever.' Brazenly walking through the centre of the building to

Badger's office was too risky - somebody nmight collar ne. It was nearly
11 a. m, so Badger would be having his nmorning “breath of fresh air' on
the fire escape. Down on the ground floor by the gym | dodged into the
fire-escape stairwells and nmade nmy way through the clamry connecting
tunnel to the PTCP fire-escape.

Badger was there having a cigarette and, unusually, was al one. " Hey,
how are you doi ng?' he greeted ne enthusiastically. "I'"'mreally sorry
about what they did to you. As soon as | heard, | rushed up to
personnel to persuade D nmock he was making a m stake, but he woul dn't
listen,' Badger explained angrily. "~They've ruined BELLHOP,' Badger
conti nued. “Wthout you, we've no choice but to abandon it. And we just
had a bi g breakthrough. Kiddie phoned Fahd yesterday. He wanted you to
go to Vienna to neet him' Badger threw down his cigarette stub with
annoyance. ~And Di nmock said something very strange to nme,' he added,
“he said that they were very worried about having a potential Aldridge
Ames in the service.'

“What ?' | asked incredul ously. “What the hell has Ames got to do with
me?’

"I really don't know,' replied Badger synpathetically “~he wouldn't
el aborate.’

We spoke for a few nmobre minutes, but | was struggling to hold back
tears so | bade goodbye to Badger and checked out of the office for the
last time.

Ames was a Cl A officer who had recently been arrested in Anerica and
sentenced to life inprisonment for systematically betraying secrets to
Russi an intelligence over many years in return for mllions of dollars.
To this day | don't know whether Di mmock's conment was supposed to
inmply that | was some form of potential security risk, but it was a
deeply unpl easant and unprof essional comrent to meke, and for which he
had absolutely no justification.
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Personnel departnment gave ne three nonths' pay after the sacking. In
that time they expected me to conme to terns with nmy dismissal, identify
a new career and find a suitable job. | had a nortgage to pay and ot her
financial commtments, and no idea what to do for an alternative
career. Even if | were to lanmely accept their advice and work in the
City, a prospect that appalled me, it would nean starting at the bottom
of an unfam |iar and considerably |l ess interesting career, with a nmuch
reduced salary. | would accept such m sfortune without conplaint if ny
di sm ssal was nerited, but it wasn't.

| went to see Dinmock and made ny feelings clear but, secure in the
know edge that his decision was unquesti onable, Dimmock had little tine
for my conplaints. "~PD/ PROSPECT has already lined up sone interviews
for you in the City,' he urged, “but if you really must insist on
compl ai ni ng, here's the Staff Counseller's details.' He handed over ne
the business card of Sir Christopher France wth undisguised
exasperation.

The Staff Counsellor was a vetted senior civil servant, supposedly
i ndependent, to whom menmbers of M5, M6 and GCHQ coul d take conpl aints
or concerns about the conduct of the services, which he was then
empowered to “investigate'. The nmechani smwas supposed to al |l ow nmenbers
of the services to let off steaminternally, thus renoving the need to
go to the courts. In reality, it was little nore than w ndow dressing
to fend off criticisnmse from legislators. Dimock showed his
exasperation because he knew that my conplaint could not change the

deci sion but would cause him extra paperwork. Neverthel ess, | made an
appoi ntmrent to see France in his Wiitehall office the next day, and he
listened to nmy conplaint patiently, concernedly noting details. | felt

that at least | had a synpathetic ally.

France invited me back to his office a nonth later to give me the
result of his investigation. | went to see the Chief,' he announced
loftily, “and Sir David Spedding assured me that his personnel
department had done everything they possibly could for you.'

"But didn't you ask to see the papers | told you about? Personnel
department's own mnutes directly contradict that claim' | replied
wi th barely contai ned exasperation.

"Oh, | could not possibly ask to see the papers of the Secret
Intelligence Service!' France replied with horrified surprise. "And in
any case, to do so would be to doubt the word of Sir David,' he added
loftily.

I left the neeting close to tears and with anger welling up inside me.
It was not that the procedure had proved ineffective: that | had
expected. It was just that France, who at the first neeting had
appeared genui nely concerned at ny mistreatnent, had then di sm ssed ny
version of events after no nmore than a quick gin and tonic with the
Chief, and had effectively branded ne a liar. Unwittingly, France drove
the wedge between ne and M 6 deeper.

The only way now to seek an independent judgement of the legality of
their actions was to go outside the service, and that neant going to an
enmpl oyment tribunal. A quick search of the tel ephone directory turned
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up a small law firm in north London, Bahsi and Partners, that
speci alised in enpl oyment di sputes and advertised thenselves with the
banner "NO WN, NO FEE'. This pledge was attractive because mny snall
savings were not sufficient to pay |lawers. Satisfyingly, the partners
all had Farsi nanmes and | smled at the thought of D nmobck receiving a
di scl osure demand from an Iranian | awer. A quick phone call and we'd
arranged a neeting. Two days later they had sent M6 a prelimnary
notification letter, requesting copies of all my personnel papers.

My hunch was correct. Dinmock rang me at hone. "W can't possibly have
you taking us to court, we'd have the whole of Fleet Street outside the
court building," he whined. “Wiy don't you come in to see the
out pl acenent officer, PD/ PROSPECT? He's got you a really well-paid
possibility in the GCty.'

“I'"ve told you already I'mnnot the slightest bit interested in working
in the bloody City, so please stop inposing your own career regrets on

me,' | replied angrily. "~ You bastards sacked ne illegally and it is ny
right to take you to an enployment tribunal.' D nmock rang off
i mpatiently.

Di nmock wote to ne a few days later, now addressing ne as "M
Tom i nson' instead of “Richard'. They'd probably already started
tappi ng my phone too, | thought to nyself. D mmpbck wanted me to change
nmy law firmto sonething “nore established and offered to pay ny | egal
fees. On the face of it, it was quite a generous offer but inevitably
t here was a hi dden agenda behi nd per sonnel departnment's
uncharacteristic platitude. Another search of the phone book, this tine
| ooki ng for expensive-looking conpanies with big adverts, turned up the
prestigious city firmof Herbert Smths. The efficient receptionist put
me in touch with John Farr, their partner specialising in enployment
law. Over the next few weeks, we put together a detailed application to
an enploynment tribunal and subnmitted it to the tribunal centre in
Norwi ch. My |ast paycheque fromthe office, for the nmonth of August,
arrived a few days later. It would take three or four nonths for the
application to conme to courts, so ny limted savings would have to
support me in the interim | was not too concerned - ny case for unfair
di sm ssal was straightforward and when | inevitably won M6 woul d be
forced to reinstate ne with full back- pay.

My optimsm was na<ve and | underestimted the deviousness of
personnel. Farr called ne up at home and asked me to go into his
of fices near Liverpool Street station to see him

“There's been an interesting devel opnent,' he said, fromthe other side
of his designer desk. “They've used a Public Interest Imunity
certificate to stop your application.'

“What?' | cried angrily. “How the hell can they justify that?' Pl
certificates are a |legal mechanism- a sort of “get out of jail free'
card - that M6 occasionally use to get them out of difficult |egal
situations. They had |ast used one to cover up their failings in the
Matri x Churchill and Astra scandals. The certificates, obtained from
the Foreign Secretary via a subm ssion, allowthemto bl ock the rel ease
to the courts of any documents that they assert could "~damage nati onal
security'. Farr explained that he had been visited the previ ous day by
three legal officers from SIS, who had served the PIl certificate on
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him gravely explaining that any discussion of my case in court, even
in closed session with no access to the public gallery, wuld be
“gravely prejudicial to national security' and that they had been
“reluctantly forced to ask the Foreign Secretary, Malcolm Rifkind, to
sign the PIl certificate'.

This was a disgraceful and cowardly lie. My personnel papers contained
no nore secrets than the papers of an enployee of the gas board.
Di scussi on of the circumstances of my disnissal by responsible | awers
in a closed court with no journalists or nenbers of the public present
could not endanger national security in any way. The real reason M6
had obtained the PIl certificate was that they knew that they would
| ose their case. The | udicrous reasons that D mmock had dreant up for
di sm ssing me, and which | had anmbushed himinto cormitting to paper,
woul d have been roundly ridiculed in a court. Poison Dwarf would have
been obliged to adnit the dishonesty of his claimto have warned ne
that ny job was under threat and M6 would have been forced into an
embarrassing clinb down.

| left the neeting with Farr conpletely disgusted with M6, ny resolve
to fight them undi m ni shed but now tinged with growi ng anger. Mbreover,
M6 told Farr that they would no longer pay his fees after he had
presented a first interimbill for od49,000, so | would have to find
anot her | awyer.

On the | ONEC, a guest-speaker fromM5's counter-subversives branch had
| ectured us sneeringly about the activities of “Liberty', a civil
rights | obby group based in south-east London. Anpbngst other issues,
t hey canpai gned agai nst excessive state secrecy, |lack of accountability
of the intelligence services and the msuse of PIl certificates to
cover up governnment cock-ups. Their principal |awer, John Wadham
agreed to see ne after a nervous call from a public phonebox. It was
with sone trepidation that | knocked on the door of their slightly
di | api dat ed prenises at 21 Tabard Street.

"There is no |l egal renedy avail able to you now except to appeal to the
I ST (Intelligence Services Tribunal),' Wadham expl ai ned over a cup of
tea. "This is a panel of three senior judges who've got the power to
examine the legality of actions by M6.' The tribunal was set up
shortly after the avowal process in 1992 in order to give M6 token
public accountability. In theory, any nmenber of the public could nake a
compl ai nt about illegal activities of M6 and the tribunal was obliged
to investigate. But there were many restrictions on its powers and
| oopholes that M6 could exploit, and it was little more than a fig-
leaf to give token respectability to the accountability supposedly
conferred by avowal . ~They m ght agree to investigate a case of unfair
di sm ssal ,' Wadham advi sed sceptically, “but your chances of w nning
woul d be nil whatever the nmerits of your case. They've never once found
in favour of a plaintiff.'

It was my only remedy, so | gave it a go depsite Wadham s pessim sm
Unusual Iy, the I ST requested to interview ne personally and appointed a
neeting in a conmmittee-room at the Od Bailey towards the end of
Cct ober. The panel, consisting of appeal court judge Lord Justice Sinon
Brown, a Scottish Sheriff and a senior solicitor, were seated
imposingly at a heavy raised table, with thick dossiers in front of
them presumably the docunments that M6 had subnitted to them about me.
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The court clerk bade me sit down at a desk a dignified distance from
the panel. Lord Justice Brown, the chairman, spoke first, explaining
their powers of investigation and outlining their understanding of ny
case. It was several mnutes before | was invited to speak. "Can | be
assured that you will take the decision only on papers that | have seen
nysel f?' | asked, aware of Wadham s warni ng.

Lord Justice Sinpbn Brown paused for reflection before replying. "There
are indeed papers here that you have not seen and will not see,' he
gravely adnmitted, indicating the thick pile of papers on which they
were taking their decision. He was clearly unconfortable with this
basic betrayal of a fundamental |egal principle. "I am sorry to say
that we cannot be nore transparent. W can only work within the terns
of the Act.' The huge pil e of papers that they were exam ning, far nore
t han personnel department had ever shown to me, was not encouragi ng.
Personnel had probably rewitten nmost it, knowing | could not contest
its veracity. My prospects of success were non-existent.

In Novenmber, | took a short holiday in South Africa to visit my uncle
and aunt and to follow sone of the England cricket tour of the country.
| could scarcely afford the trip but I'd nade the commitnent before ny
di smssal. Later | learned that nmy trip had cost M6 far nore.
Concerned that in ny disaffected state | might be vulnerable to
recruitment by South African counter-intelligence, they pulled ny
friend MIton out of the country and cancelled the whole undercover
operation. In fact, the South Africans made no approach and | woul dn't
have cooperated if they had done. But rather than just interview ng ne
on ny return, M6 wote off many thousands of pounds of taxpayers'
noney.

The tribunal were unable to give a date or even a tine-frame for their
deci sion. Over the com ng nonths Di nmmock wrote several letters urging
me to accept hel p from PD/ PROSPECT, but they went straight in the bin.
Conceding to their help would be like accepting a set of false teeth
from sonebody who had just kicked ny face in. Besides, even if they
dragged me kicking and screaming into one of their tame conpanies in
the City, my previous experience in managenent consultancy had been so
di sastrous and unpl easant that | would not |ast a week.

| had a lot of spare time on ny hands and little cash. The little
outstanding DY tasks in ny flat and garden were soon conpl eted. Having
no nmoney curtailed nmy enjoynment of London's nightlife, ny sacking cut
me off frommxing with colleagues in the office, and unenpl oynment |eft

me feeling ostracised from outside friends. | needed to find a new
activity to keep nyself occupied. By chance, wal king down King's Road
one afternoon | bunped into a forner girlfriend and together we

spont aneousl y bought a set of rollerblades and tried them out in Hyde
Park. After an hour of cuts and bruises, she gave up and never used
them again. But the sport hooked nme and thereafter every waking hour
was spent blading around the myriad paths of Hyde Park, Kensington
Gardens and Regent's Park. | soon fell in with a gang of hardcore
bl aders who were also rarely enployed, anongst them Shaggy and W nston,
two dread-locked black guys who had been blading together since
chil dhood. They were an eclectic bunch, but good fun and a refreshing
change from M6 staff. However, my noney could not |ast forever.
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11. THE AGREEMENT

MONDAY, 25 MARCH 1996
LAVENDER CAFE, KENNI NGTON ROAD, LONDON

| wasn't surprised that PD/ PROSPECT was |ate. M ke Tinmpson asked me to

neet himat two p.m in the Lavender Cafe, off the Kennington Road, a
stone's throw from my flat in R chborne Terrace. It was Mnday, 25
March 1996; the clocks had been put back one hour over the weekend to
British Sunmer Time, and it normally took the office a day or so to
change all the wall-clocks. | supposed that Tinmpson would appear about
three, so ordered another coffee and reflected again on the events of
t he past four nonths.

It took the I ST until 12 March to uphold M6's dismssal. A though the
verdi ct was not unexpected, nevertheless it was a crushing bl ow seeing
nmy final chance for Ilegal redress disappear. Until that day, |
abstained from accepting M6's help in finding alternative enpl oynment.
It was a matter of principle. Accepting their offer would be a

concession in the battle against unfair dismssal. I'd had a few
interviews. Patrick Jephson, Private Secretary to the Princess of Wles
interviewed ne to work in her office, but no offer materialised. | went

along to sone private-sector interviews but my lack of enthusiasmfor
that sort of career nust have been plain. The lack of a regular salary
for eight nonths deci mated my savi ngs and even cut-backs on expenditure
and sone casual work as a motorcycl e dispatch rider left ne with a big
overdraft. Eventually there was no choice except to swallow ny pride
and accept hel p from Vauxhal | Cross.

Ti mpson wal ked into the wine bar at ten to three, inagining hinself to

be in good tine for the nmeeting. | had met him a couple of times and
liked him He had joined late in his career, after working as an aid
worker in Africa. He remmined an Africa specialist - unusual in M6

where specialismis frowned upon - rising eventually to head the Africa
controllerate. His career stalled there, perhaps due to his lack of
experience outside the dark continent, but probably al so because he was
no thruster.

“Thank you for agreeing to nmeet ne,' he said cautiously as we sat down

with our coffees, careful not to sound sanctinonious that | had not
contacted the office sooner or triunphant that | had finally been
forced to accept their help. "I've just finished reading a book which

made me think of you. It was about a young chap called Christian
Jenni ngs who was in a desperate state like you - broke, no job, |ost
his hone. He went off and joined the French Foreign Legion, then wote
a book about his experience called A Muth Full of Rocks. Anyway,
things turned out right for himin the end.'

“What, are you suggesting | join the Foreign Legion?' | asked.
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"No, no,' spluttered Tinmpson. | was nerely trying to say that things
could turn out for you OK in the end.' W spoke for an hour about the
out pl acenent help M6 could offer but Tinpson was as barren of ideas as
| was. At least he did not suggest the City. “|'ve never had to give
career advice to sonebody |ike you who obvi ously does not want to | eave
- nost peopl e whom personnel departnent fire are happy to go,' he said.

"That's the first sensible coment |'ve heard from personnel,' |
replied. "But listen, | need to get sone sort of enploynent urgently.
|'ve been unenployed for nmonths, |'mheavily in debt and can't pay ny
nortgage next nonth. If you can't help ne find sonething, even

temporarily, can the office help me out with a |loan?" Dimmock had
implied to Badger that he thought | was a potential security risk: if
that's what he thought when | had a regular salary and an interesting
job, then surely he would help me stay in my home so | would have a
st abl e base from which to job-search?

N under st and your financi al difficulty,'’ Ti mpson replied
synmpat hetically, “but it's out of the question. Julian D mock
specifically told ne that it was not an option to give you a |oan. But
I will wite up your concerns when | get back to the office. Personne
department have obvi ously nmade sonme serious errors of judgement here,’
he said cautiously. "But | have to be frank, | very much doubt they
wi |l do anything. They've taken their decision now and it would be too

embarrassing to reverse it and admt their mstakes.' Al Tinpson could
do for ne was to put me in touch with an external careers adviser who
had been vetted by the office.

Wal ki ng back to ny flat, | reflected on Tinpson's advice. Joining the
French Foreign Legion was not an option, but the second idea started to
grow on nme. How about witing a book? It would be totally illegal -

even disclosing the colour of the carpets in M6's headquarters woul d
be a breach of the OSA. But a cloak of secrecy effectively shielded the
service from accountability, creating a climte in which arrogant
di sregard for my rights, as well as those of countless other enployees,
came naturally. | was coming to believe that these traits tainted M6's
interactions with society at |arge. \What else could | do? If | just
forgot the incident, M6 would carry on mnismanaging their people in
exactly the same way as they had m snanaged me. There had been victins
before me and there would be victins in the future.

The urge to tell my side of the story publicly welled up nore firmy in
the followi ng weeks. The news of ny dispute with M6 had diffused
t hrough Whitehall, and M6 had covertly used their influence to blacken
me and justify their decision. Sone friends in Vauxhall Cross had
remai ned in surreptitious contact and they told me that personnel was
putting about runmours that they had “~done everything they could for
me. Also, after sone of the broadsheets had reported the use of a PI
certificate to block my tribunal, the internal weekly newsletter
cl ai med that newspapers had m s-reported the story and that they had
been forced to obtain the PII certificate because | was a “publicity
seeker who would use the opportunity of an enploynent tribunal to
bl acken the service'. Prior to ny dismssal, the idea of breaking ranks
with the service and seeking publicity was anathemn, but now their
actions were driving nme into a corner, nentally and financially, and
witing a book was | ooking like my only way out.
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Robin Ludl ow, the vetted external career counseller, explained how he
had spent nost of his career in the arny, then worked as a personnel
of ficer before becom ng an outpl acenent adviser. H's antecedents were
not that different from Di mock and Fow ecrooke, and he seened to have
been briefed by themtoo. “You need to think about a career in the Gty
nore positively. Wth your talents you'd soon be earning a fortune.'

"They wouldn't have to pay ne a fortune, they'd have to nail ny hands
to the bl oody desk,' | replied. | liked ny job in M6 because of the
mental stinulation of working on conplex team projects wth
stinmulating, intelligent colleagues, because of the opportunity to live
and work abroad, learning the |anguages and i mersing nyself in the
culture of the host country, because of the fascinating and varied
people that | would nmeet, because of the unpredicatbility and variety
in the career and because of the fulfilnent of working in public
service to ny country. Now tell me where |I'd find any of that in the
bl oody City?' Ludlow |ooked baffled. These criteria were out of his

scope. " Listen,' | said, "this isn't going to be easy for you, but at
the very |l east can you help get nme something tenporary and urgently? I
am really up the wall financially and am about to default on ny
nortgage.'

Ludl ow thought for a nmoment. “How about driving mnicabs?" he
suggested. “Sign on the dole and get your nortgage paid by the social
security, then work as a minicab driver to pay your groceries.' | got
up and left. Ludlow s recomrendation was illegal; | would end up in

prison if caught fiddling social security benefits.

There was one | ast recourse against M6. Strictly it would be a breach
of the CSA to tell nmy MP that | was a former M6 enpl oyee, |et alone
explain the dispute and ask for help to find a resolution. In practice
it would be very difficult for M6 to press charges. A quick phone call
froma public callbox to the constituency office of Labour backbencher
Kat e Hoey established the tines and dates of her surgery.

Hoey's offices were just a few streets away from nmy hone but | took ny
not or bi ke as Shaggy and Wnston wanted ne to go rollerblading on
Trafal gar Square | ater that evening. Drawi ng up outside her surgery, |
saw t hat she was scurrying down the steps towards her car. ~M ss Hoey?
| called, dismunting ny notorbike to pursue her on foot. She stopped
and turned to face ne. "Could | have a word?" | asked politely and
keepi ng nmy distance, aware that she might feel intimdated by a six-
foot-four man in black motorcycle gear on a dark evening in a dodgy
part of London.

I amterribly sorry, but | amin a real rush to get to an official
function - could you see one of nmy assistants in the surgery?' she
replied hel pfully.

"I would really rather talk to you directly - it concerns the Oficial
Secrets Act and |'mnot sure that |'mallowed to speak legally to one
of your assistants.'

“It's OK, go and see one of ny assistants,' she insisted. She was
pressed, and it would be rude to push.

"OK, I"'msorry to bother you," | replied with a snile.
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Back in her surgery there was a | engthy queue awaiting attention, so |
sat down in one of the plastic seats to wait. Wen nmy turn cane up, the
young assistant invited nme into an interview cubicle and asked nme to
explain my problem °| have a dispute that | would like Mss Hoey's
assi stance to resolve. But it would be a breach of the Oficial Secrets
Act if | were to tell you anything nore. Whuld it be possible to make

an appointnent to see Mss Hoey hersel f?' | asked.

"Well, this is very unusual,' the assistant replied sceptically,
probably wondering why he got all the nutters. "I think it best that
you wite to her,' he continued. “Here's her address.' He gave ne a

business card with the constituency address and tel ephone nunbers,
smled and indicated that | should | eave.

Hoey replied conmendably quickly with the news that she had witten to
the Chief, David Spedding, and that he had invited her out to lunch to
di scuss the problem Vauxhall Cross was in her parlianmentary
constituency, as was Century House, so she had often met the various
Chi efs. Speddi ng even had his London flat just a few houses away from
me on Richborne Terrace, so he perhaps he was al so a constituent. But
nmy optim smthat Hoey m ght mediate successfully was short-lived. A few
days later, she wote to ne again and told nme that over |unch Spedding
had assured her that | had “been fairly treated" and that personne

department had "~done everything they coul d'.

A few weeks later, my ever-expanding overdraft forced me to pack up and
vacate nmy flat. The rental income would be enough to pay the nonthly

nortgage arrears. After a brief visit to ny parents, | |oaded up ny
trusty Honda with as many of mnmy possessions as it could carry and set
off for the channel ports. | had no specific destination in mnd, |

just wanted to go somewhere warm and cheap.

As far as Customs and Excise were concerned, Richard Tominson was
nowhere in sight as | entered the docks at Portsmouth, glared over the
pier at the Fort and handed them the well-worn passport bearing mny
picture and Alex Huntley's nanme. |'d been sacked so abruptly after
arriving from Rio that there had been no opportunity to return the
al i as passport, driving licence and other documents to CF. If their
absence hadn't been noted yet, it probably never woul d.

Li ving under alias would give ne the opportunity to wite with |ess
possibility of intervention by M6. Although I'd left the UK countless

times using fake identification, this tine was different. | hadn't yet
violated the OSA since |eaving the service but handing over Huntley's
passport was crossing the line. Living on fraudul ent documentation

could be problematic, so as a safeguard before |l eaving Cunbria | curled
up ny real passport, driving licence and some nobney, stuck themin an
empty shanmpoo bottle, weighted it with sone old fishing-line weights
and slipped it through the filling aperture of the Africa Twin's petrol
tank. Even if the Customs officers searched nmy bike on entry to the
ferry, they would be unlikely to find it.

The next two weeks were spent neandering down the back roads of France,
camping in coppices and by nmountain streams with ny bivvy-bag and
poncho. Every few days, when | felt the need for a shower and a
confortable bed or had received a soaking from the spring showers, |
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stopped in a cheap hostel. There was no fixed destination - my turns
took me down country roads that | ooked interesting and avoi ded those
| eadi ng to om nous clouds. The random route took me fromCalais to the
i ndustrial city of Le Mans, down to Poitiers, across the Massif Centra
to Marseilles, through the Languedoc, then over the Pyrennees into
Spain. There the | anguage was easier and it rained | ess. After drifting
down the Mediterranean coast, ny journey was brought to a halt in the
Andal uci an coastal town of Fuengirola when the drive chain junped the
sprocket. The | ocal Honda dealer said it would take several days for a
replacement to arrive

| was as worn out by the long ride as the notorcycle, so when a tine-
share hustler on the town pronmenade said he knew of sonebody with a
flat to rent until the tourist season started, it seenmed the right
pl ace to stop. On 15 April | noved into the small bedsit, unpacked ny
few bel ongi ngs and settled in. The noney hidden in the petrol tank was
enough to live on frugally for about four months and, if it becane
necessary, selling the Honda could extend my sojourn. This should be
| ong enough to draft a book. | set up ny old | aptop and started typing.
The i njustice of being forced out of ny home, and the | oss of ny steady
i ncone and confortable lifestyle rankled hard: it felt good to start
putting the story on paper at | ast.

Wthin a week of my di sappearance, M6 started | ooking for nme, alerted
by the silence on my tel ephone. Unaware that | was now Al ex Huntl ey,
they | ooked fruitlessly for Richard Tominson. My bank account in the
UK was exam ned by Cumbria SB but yielded no clues because | had paid
cash throughout the journey. Tapping ny parents' telephone vyielded
not hi ng because | rang home using a GSM nobil e phone with di sposable
SIM card, making it inpossible to pin me down. Soon friends in London
received a phone call from a "M Sturton' of the FCO M®6 having
obt ai ned their names and tel ephone numbers fromintercepts of my hone
phone. Fei gning conpassion, “~Sturton' clainmed the FCO wi shed to assure
itself of my wellbeing, fearing that | was suicidal. They were nac<ve to
i magi ne that ny friends would fall for the despicable pretence. Wthout
exception, they phoned me to report the approach. Even Shaggy told ne
he'd been rung up by a “toff'; he just offered to sell himsome dope

One afternoon, w thout the courtesy of making an appointnment, two
female M6 officers arrived in Cunbria, having travelled from London
that norning. My parents were too polite to turn themaway after their
journey and invited themin for tea. They stayed for over two hours,
pretending to be concerned for ny safety and trying to trick nmy parents
into revealing ny whereabouts. It was a futile exercise. My parents
were conpletely behind nme, and the officers | eft enpty-handed.

Joining M6 was rather like joining a religious cult. The |IONEC was the
initiation process. W went in wide-eyed and i nnocent, a blank sheet on
which training department inprinted their ideas. The inpression that
the work was whol esonme and justified was reinforced by the carefully
nurtured culture within the service. W were remnmi nded constantly and
subtly that we carried special responsibilities and the brai nwashing
process instilled a deep-grained loyalty. Even after the shoddy
treatnent from personnel, | felt fealty to M6. It wasn't the sane
unquestioning loyalty of before, but the enmbers were still glow ng and
could easily have been fully rekindled. If, by sone amazing tw st of
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fate, they had rung ne up, apol ogised and offered ne nmy job back,
woul d have gone.

This sense of loyalty was strong enough to nake ne feel unconfortable
about nmy witing. Sonme nornings | woke in ny bedist burning with anger
and the words flew forth. But nore often | felt guilty about violating
nmy lingering loyalty to the service and dreaded the confrontation that
publi shing woul d provoke. If there were another solution to resolve the
di spute, | would enbrace it openly. Al | wanted was the chance to take
them to an enploynment tribunal and prove to nyself, ny friends and
famly, and to the likes of Kate Hoey and Malcolm Rifkind, that ny
di sm ssal was unjustified. There was no possibility of getting nmy job
back but at least | would be able to hold my head high at an interview
with a future enployer and explain that the dism ssal had been proven
illegal.

M 6 had the upper hand and felt no pressure to negotiate. They had
i stened and wat ched i npassively as ny personal situation disintegrated
in London, so they would not negotiate now The only way to get themto
the table was to switch to terrorist tactics; sone juicy titbits in the
newspapers woul d wake them up.

On 12 May, the Sunday Times published a small piece about M6's spying
operations against the French. Terry Forton had told nme one day over
lunch in Vauxhall Cross that he was working under cover as a defence
journalist to run a French engi neer on the Brest naval base. Forton was
paying the witless inforner to provide information on a secret French
technology to track submarines using satellites to spot the tiny
surface wake they left, even when subnmerged. The information | gave the
Sunday Ti mes was unsubstanti ated and vague, because it had cone to ne
second- hand from Forton, so the newspaper used a bit of journalistic
i magi nation to pad the story. It nade a small splash on the back page
but no doubt caused a few nore ripples in Vauxhall Cross.

Later that week | rode down the coast to G braltar and faxed nmy nobile
phone nunber to the office, asking them to contact nme. M6 would
al ready know my number fromintercepting calls to my parents, but they
woul d not dare ring ne on it until they had it “officially' from ne.

M6 did not contact me over the next two weeks, so | rang the Sunday
Times again. They were very interested in the “hot potato' story of
possi bl e Bosni an-Serb donations to the Tories. This time they ran the
story on the front page, with follow up articles inside. It caused a
big rumpus in Fleet Street, with the broadsheets running second-day
stories on Monday and followups for nbst of the week. It nust have
been enbarrassing for the Conservatives and | hoped that angry Tory
m nisters would force M6 to take acti on.

A few days |l ater, when the nmedia storm had subsi ded, a grave-sounding
nessage was |left on my nobil e phone, asking nme to ring a London numnber.
My call was answered by Geoff Morrison, a personnel officer | had net
briefly. He was on the verge of retirement and presumably was asked to
take on this one | ast job because there was too much aninosity between
nysel f and other menmbers of the departnent. ~Wuld you be prepared to
meet me?' Morrison asked.
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"Of course, that is why | got in touch,' | replied, "But | first want
your word of honour that you will not arrest ne and that you will not
use surveillance to establish ny whereabouts.' Once ny base was known,
M 6 m ght ask the Spanish police either to arrest ne for talking to the
Sunday Tinmes, or, worse, to frane me for another crine.

"We will not call the Guardia Civil during the negotiations,' pronised
Morrison, “but there is no point in entering discussions if there is
not good faith on both sides.' | reluctantly accepted Mrrison's vague
promi ses - | had striven hard to get this far.

Morrison insisted that neither John Wadham nor any other | awyer could

represent nme. “You know we can't possibly let you have a
representative,' he said. "It would be gravely prejudicial to national
security.' It was utter baloney, but there was little option other than

to go along with them Morrison denmanded that the neeting take place in
Madrid, to enable himto use the enbassy as a base to work from and
of fered to pay my expenses from Fuengirol a.

We nmet for the first tinme on Thursday, 14 November 1996, in the Hotel
Ambassador, a short walk from the enbassy. Waiting for them in the
| obby with ny hand-luggage, | was surprised when Morrison turned up
acconpani ed by a younger officer whose face was fanmliar. "Hello,
Ri chard,' Morrison greeted ne cordially. “This is Andy Wtts. |
understand you've net briefly before. |'ve brought him along as we
t hought it would be better for you to have another two minds to bounce
ideas off." Round two to M6 - not content with denying ne a | awer,
they had stacked the negotiations further in their favour by bringing a
t wo- man t eam

Right from the outset my only request, to be allowed to go to an
enmpl oynment tribunal, was stubbornly rejected by Mrrison and Watts.
“You know how prejudicial that would be to national security,' Mbrrison
| ectured.

"OK," | ventured, "You choose the judge at the tribunal, one that you
approve of and have vetted. You choose not only your own |awyer but
al so mine, so that you can pick one you approve of and have positively
vetted. We hold the tribunal in canera, at a secret l|ocation, and |
sign a confidentiality agreement binding me not to talk to the press
about the result.’

Morri son shook his head gravely. "~You know perfectly well, Richard,
that even in those circunstances it would not be secure.' | held ny
head in disbelief. How could these peopl e be so obtuse and unreasonabl e
to assert that a hearing held in these circumstances would be |ess
secure than having a highly disaffected former officer on the |oose?

As | feared, M6 tailed ne on nmy return journey. | didn't pick up foot
surveillance at Madrid airport or on the plane, but |eaving Ml aga
ai rport, two cars and possibly a third followed nme along the autopista
to Fuengirola. There was no point in trying to shake them off on the
notorway, so | carried on past Fuengirola and pulled off into Marbella.
The historic centre of Marbella is a maze of narrow, cobbled
passageways and it was easy to use the speed and manoeuvrability of the
bike to lose them | then returned eastwards, along the spectacul ar
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wi ndi ng mountai n roads to Fuengirola. They would have to try harder if
they wanted to find ny hideout.

A few days | ater they succeeded. They must have passed the nunber plate
and description of my motorbike to the Guardia Civil. A large silver
Honda Africa Twin with a distinctive bright yellow British nunber plate
must have been fairly easy to find. Riding hone one evening after a day
trip to the mountain village of Ronda, two Guardia G vil notorcyclists
stopped me a few kilometres outside Fuengirola on the pretext of a
routi ne check of my driving licence. “Donde vive usted? the senior
of ficer asked. Guessing that | mght be tenpted to i nvent an address,
they warned ne that they would follow ne home. The choice was to
abandon ny belongings, including the laptop, and ride off to a new
address, or tell the truth. Chosing the latter, | led the officers to
ny bedsit.

A week later, Morrison and Watts invited ne to another neeting in
Madrid. This tinme they were armed with several thick dossiers, |abelled
"D/ 813317, ny old staff nunber, which they laid out on the table in
front of me. "We've decided to nake a special exception for you,'
proudly announced Morrison, peering through his thick glasses. "W're
going to let you | ook at your own personal files.' It was unprecedented
for the secretive personnel department to let their charges see their
own papers, though such transparency shoul d have been nornal practice
Certainly the mstrust and aninosity that had bottled up between the
departnment and nme would have been avoided had there been an open
reporting systemin place.

Morri son hoped that the reasons for my disnissal would becone clearer
to ne once | had read the files and that it would help assuage ny
anger. His notives were sound but his judgerment was flawed. The notes
of neetings between nyself and the various nmenbers of personne

department during my four years in the service were a shoddily
i naccurate blend of bias, fantasy, venom and pl ain i nconpetence. None
of the excellent work that ny |ine-managers had praised was even
menti oned, but there were scathing criticisns for the tiniest omssion
or nost trivial error. My failure to wear a tie to neet Karadzic earned
pages of abuse. Basic conmunication failings were repeated throughout.
Successive personnel officers had read the reports of their
predecessors and, rather than interviewng me to seek their own opinion

found it easier to go with the flow and add nore | ayers of garbage.

The files also explained personnel's obsession that | would find
fulfilment in the City. During the recruitment process, "M Halliday
noted that | would be taking a hefty salary cut from Booz Allen &

Hamilton. On ny | ONEC report a few nonths later, Ball advised personne
departnment to give ne an interesting and chall engi ng post because it
woul d be a shame if such an outstandi ng candi date were to beconme bored
and | eave for nore highly paid work. A few years |ater, these casua
commrents had snowballed into a firmopinion that | was about to abandon
the office for a life in stripy shirt and braces.

At my last neeting with Poison Dwarf, | accused himof failing to give
any warning that ny job was at risk, as required by | aw. Poi son Dwarf
i nsi sted ponpously that he personally had given the formal warning. But
careful scrutiny of all of his contact reports reveal ed no nention of
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even a verbal warning, let alone witten notice. “Do you m nd show ng
me PD/2's warning? | asked Morrison.

“Oh, you don't want to see that,' obfuscated Morrison.

“Yes, | bloody well do," | replied angrily, "Showit to ne right now.
PD/ 2 insisted that he had given nme one, and | want to see his proof."'
Morrison shuffled through the pile of papers reluctanty, eventually
pul l'i ng out a one-page docunent to which he had attached a small post-
it note. It took just seconds to read the two short paragraphs. " But
this is not even witten by PD/2,' | exclainmed. Mrrison was admtting
inmplicitly that Poison Dwarf's claimto have given ne a warning was a
brazen lie. It was witten by PD/1, Fow ecrooke, and referred to his
brief visit to Ri chborne Terrace on ny return from Bosnia. ~And how
does this constitute a warning?' | asked. "Fow ecrooke makes no nention
of warning me, he just refers to nmy next posting in PTCP section.'

“1've spoken to Rick,' replied Mrrison, “and he says that he warned
you verbally.'

"But he didn't!' | spat. | renmenber the nmeeting clearly. It concerned
entirely ny next posting. And if Fow ecrooke warned nme, why didn't he
record somet hing as fundanental as that?

"Rick told me that he didn't think it inmportant enough to record in the
m nute,' Morrison replied, staring awkwardly over his pebbl egl asses.
Morrison knew that | had been unfairly and illegally sacked, but he
woul d not admit it.

After our third Madrid neeting, in January 1997, it became clear the
negotiations weren't progressing. My resolute position was that the
only way to settle the dispute satisfactorily was to go to an
enmpl oynent tribunal. Mrrison and Watts insisted that this basic hunan
ri ght would "“prejudice national security' and that all that they would

offer was help finding another job and a small loan to pay off ny
debts. Wth no previous experience at conplicated negotiation and
wi thout the help of an experienced |lawer, | was at considerable

di sadvant age.

Qur fourth meeting, in February 1997, took place in the British enbassy
in Madrid. Morrison and Watts had twisted my arminto agreeing to it at
the previous nmeeting, arguing that it was nore confortable and cheaper
than hotel suites. Technically the enbassy was British soil and so
there was a risk that the British police could arrest and hold ne
there, but | agreed in order to show ny trust and faith in them

Morrison and Watts net me outside the enmbassy gates and ushered ne into
a grey-carpeted neeting-room dom nated by an ugly nodern boardroom
table. Once again they were prepared with various papers. ~We've
witten up our agreenent,' Morrison announced proudly, and pushed
across a two-page document.

| looked at it bewildered for a second. "But we haven't even agreed
anything yet,' | protested.

"Read it. | amconfident that you will be happy with the agreenent,'
conti nued Morrison, firmy. The “agreenment' prom sed assistance to find
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another job and offered a loan of 45,000, which would have to be
repaid in ten years. In return, M6 would not seek to prosecute ne on
nmy return to the UK for the small breaches of the OSA that | had
committed by speaking to the Sunday Tinmes; | had to drop nmy demands for
an enploynment tribunal, hand over ny | aptop conputer for formatting of
the hard drive containing the text of the book, and sign over copyright
on anything that | subsequently wote about M6. It was an absurdly
one- si ded proposal

"There is no way you're getting ny signature on that,' | protested. "It
does not address ny right to an enploynent tribunal .’

"Ch, but we've got you a fantastic alternative job,' countered
Morrison, wundeterred. “It's a great opportunity, in industry.' He
enmphasi sed the |ast word proudly, and paused for a nonent as if to let
the magnitude of this breakthrough sink in. Personnel were still
assum ng that they could deci de what sort of career would suit ne and
“industry' was about as appealing as the City, except with the added
pl easure of living in sonewhere |like Coventry. “You will be nuch better
paid than you were in the service,' Mrrison prom sed, pushing back the
bri dge of his spectacles.

There was no way that | would sign the agreement without a concession

to an enployment tribunal. Even if | did sign, it would be inpossible
to keep to its ternms. "No, | will not sign,' | insisted. "W need to
negotiate something sensible - it is pointless just comng up with

something like this.'

The atnosphere in the nmeeting grew heated and hostile. I|nstead of
negotiating wth ny objections, Morrison started to cajole and
threaten. "This is all we'll offer,' he announced. “There is nothing
nore to negotiate. If you don't sign today, this agreement wll be
wi thdrawn and we will cut off all further negotiation.'

"But that is ridiculous,' | pleaded, "You haven't even paid |ip service
to my right to a hearing - this will not work." My and their patience
grew thinner. “What will you do to nme if | don't sign?" | nocked them
“You could never persuade the CGuardia Civil to arrest me just for
talking to a newspaper - unlike Britain, Spain has signed up to the

Eur opean convention on human rights, guaranteeing freedom of
expression.'

"I wouldn't be so sure of yourself,' spat Mrrison nenacingly. Watts
joined in the bullying. "Richard, you know that M6 is a very powerfu
organi sation, with influence around the world. If you don't sign up,
we'll use this influence to harass you for the rest of your life
wherever you go. We'll mmke sure you never get a decent job again and
can never settle in any country with friendly relations with Britain.'
| could scarcely believe Watts. He had seened a decent person unti
this norning.

Morrison stood up inpatiently, paced across the room and spun on his
heel to face me. "If you don't sign this agreement NOW' he shouted,
“we cannot guarantee your safety.' Mrrison |ooked nonmentarily
embarrassed at his burst of anger before recovering his conposure by
renoving his gl asses and polishing the lenses. Slipping them back on,
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he glared through the thick lenses at nme as his words sunk in and |
tried to i magi ne what he neant.

"But you can't arrest me, you promised in witing that you wouldn't,"' |
retorted feebly.

“That promise stood only for as |long as negotiations were in progress,'
snapped Morrison. "If you don't sign, we will end the negotiations .

There was no choice but to sign. Mrrison had cornered ne: first
denying me a lawyer, then bringing Watts as a wi ngman, then using a
soft, concerned approach to build ny confidence and trust, and finally,
once | had taken the bait, luring me into the safe ground of the
embassy. They would not have made enpty threats, and no doubt SB
of ficers would be waiting with handcuffs outside, ready to arrest ne.
Even if they decided that repatriation from the enbassy would be
legally tricky, they would set ne up for an arrest by the Guardia
Cvil, perhaps with false evidence on trunped-up charges. It didn't
take nmuch imagination to think how it could be done - planting drugs in
ny room or on the Honda wouldn't be difficult.

Grabbing a biro that lay anmongst the jumble of papers on the desk, |
signed angrily, ny normal signature distorted by my fear.

12. THE BREACH

THURSDAY, 20 MARCH 1997
MANCHESTER Al RPORT

As the UK Air flight from Mal aga touched down | regretted |eaving

Spain. Staring out the Airbus's porthole, my mpod reflected the
weather: dull, cold and raining in the way that only happens in
Manchester. It was not inpossible that M6 had tricked ne into
returning to the UK so it was a relief not to be stopped as | checked
t hrough passport control using ny real passport, none the worse for its
ei ght nonths in the petrol tank. Al ex Huntley's passport was carefully
stitched into the armoured padding of ny |eather motorcycle jacket - it
m ght still prove useful.

It was good to be back relaxing in Cunbria, enjoying home cooking,
wal ki ng el derly Jesse along the Eden and on the occasional sunny day

taking the wi ndsurfer out on Ulswater. But | could not stay there
forever; it was tine to think about getting a job and starting a new
career. |'d already ruled out the obvious option for sonmeone with a

first-cl ass degree and a couple of |anguages. Returning to the world of
stripy shirts and chanpagne- quaffing hoorays woul d becorme overwhel m ng
inside of a week. The new job would have to be as challenging and
stinmulating as working for M6. That woul d not be straightforward.

Morrison told ne in Madrid that the service had sorted out a job in
“industry'. It transpired that this was in the marketing departnent of
a notor racing team owned by former world chanpion driver Jackie
Stewart, in the Bucki nghanmshire new town of MIton Keynes. It sounded
gl ambrous and interesting but | was not sure whether it would be
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suitable. Classmates who had gone into marketing from Canbridge were
all cloth-headed |ower-second geography graduates too thick to get
anything better and | doubted that selling anything could match the
exhilaration of running agents in Bosnia or the stimulation of matching
wits with Iranian terrorists. And no one with two neurons firing would
intentionally move fromLondon to MIton Keynes, a sterile planned town
t hat gave new neaning to the word " boring'.

M 6 arranged an interview with the conpany and, due to their behind-
t he-scenes string-pulling rather than the strength of ny credentials, |
was offered the job. But it was at a salary 25 per cent below ny M6
pay, in direct contradiction to Mrrison's promse; M6 had already

reneged on their own “agreenent'. A quick tour of MIlton Keynes
following the interview confirned that its reputation was richly
deserved. | didn't imediately accept the job, and decided to |ook

around el sewhere. Knowing that it would be easier to forget ny dispute
with M6 and settle into a duff job if |I had the stimulation of living
abroad in an attractive country, | decided to try ny luck in Australia.
Hol i days there had al ways been barmnmy, and my New Zeal and passport woul d
give ne full resident rights.

| took a Qantas 747 to Sydney on 19 April, intending to spend a
fortnight | ooking round the job and housing market. After a week in the
bright, vibrant and cosnopolitan city the prospect of returning to
MIton Keynes to start on the bottom rung of a career in marketing
seened dire, so | telephoned Stewart Grand Prix declining their offer.
They begged me to reconsider, probably at the behest of M6 rather than
any genui ne desire to enploy me, and told me they would ring back again
in a week.

Because it would be a breach of the OSA to reveal ny former enpl oynment
with M6, personnel ordered ne to claimon nmy CV that | had voluntarily
left enployment with the FCO Clearly this wouldn't work. No enpl oyer
woul d believe that | had voluntarily resigned from a well-paid and
stinmulating job in the British FCOin order to start at the bottomon a
| ower salary in a private-sector job. There was no alternative but to
tell the truth about nmy former enployment and the manner of ny
di smissal. | had nothing to be ashaned of; ny disnmi ssal was illegal and
there was no reason to lie to a potential future enployer just to save
bl ushes for M 6. But nevertheless, the job-search was not easy. The
Australian econonmy was going through a rough patch and conpani es were
| ayi ng people off. My CV would hardly be regarded as conventi onal at
the best of econonmic tinmes. Facing economnmic uncertainties thensel ves,
conmpani es were not prepared to take a punt on an unknown quantity like
nyself. As the rejection letters piled up, so did ny anger at M6. The
idea of publishing a book reared its head again. Peter Wight had
succeeded in getting Spycatcher published in Australia, so perhaps that
precedent would be helpful to me? Starting with the “As', |
nmet hodically rang all the publishers listed in the Sydney phone
directory. The initial response was di scouraging, nostly: “W only deal
with literary agents.' But my |luck changed when | started on the " Ts'.
The receptionist of Transworld Publishers in Neutral Bay put ne
straight through to a junior conm ssioning editor, Jude MGhee. She
sounded interested and we agreed to neet the next day at the trendy
Verona Caf, on Sydney's Oxford Street. The neeting went well and
McGhee, a young New Zeal ander, invited me to Transworld's offices the
following day to neet her boss.
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Thursday, 1 May 1997, was a glorious Sydney autummal day, bright blue
sky, tenperature in the |low 30s and a pl easant breeze blowing in from
the harbour. Disenbarking the Crenmorne Point ferry to walk the few
hundred metres to Transworld's offices on Yeo Street, | hoped that the
nmeeting would result in a contract. It would be a big breach of the
OSA, but given the way |'d been treated, it seenmed justified. They
could hardly expect nme to keep ny “lifelong duty of confidentiality' if
they couldn't keep to their own “agreement' for a fortnight. And if |
nmeekly accepted w thout protest ny dismissal, M6 would carry on
casually ruining the lives of its enployees and tranpling on the
freedons it was supposed to protect.

McGhee greeted ne in Transworld's reception and showed ne through to
Shona Martyn's office. Martyn, also a New Zeal ander judging by her
accent, was in her early 40s and pictures of her young famly were
di spl ayed on her desk. She introduced herself as the Austral asi an non-
fiction editor for Transworld and related some of her previous career
as a journalist first in New Zealand and then with the prestigious
Sydney Morning Heral d. Over the next hour we discussed the bones of ny
story and | threw in a few anecdotes to highlight interesting points. |
was careful to disguise names, dates and operational detail. Martyn
didn't make it clear whether she was interested in the project or not.
She sparked over sone details, but the next noment she seened as though
she wanted to end the neeting. She had an oddly hostile approach for
somebody who had been a journalist, and kept asking for proof that |
had really worked in M 6.

"Obviously | can't give you that," | replied inpatiently after the
third time of asking, “~because if M6 would not allow ny personnel
papers to be released to an enploynment tribunal, they obviously wll
not give themto you.'

“But you have to understand that under ethical standards of journalism
| need proof that you really did work for M6,' she replied. "Besides,
why do you want to publish this book?" she asked.

"It is in the public interest to expose bad managenent within M6," |

replied, "in order to encourage themto correct their faults. If | just
et them sweep this failing under the carpet, they will not mend their
ways, and in the long run that is potentially far nore damaging to
national security.' Martyn nodded approvingly to that at least. "I
won't gratuitously danage M6 - | wll not conpronmi se any ongoing
operations, | will use aliases for nenbers of staff and | would like to
subnmit a draft of the text to M6 to allow themto censor any passages
whose sensitivity | nmay have m sjudged,' | said.

“Oh, | could not possibly allow that,' Martyn retorted, “that woul d be
against all my ethics as a journalist and defender of freedom of
expression.'

"So you wouldn't be prepared to allow nme to subnmit the manuscript?' |
asked again for clarification.

“Absolutely not!' replied Martyn enphatically.
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As the discussion seemed to be going nowhere, | gave her an ultinmatum
"Well, are you interested in this project or not?

Martyn thought for a moment. "~Can you give nme what you have witten so
far, and |I'Il think about it?

"No, | can't do that,' | replied, “because | haven't yet witten a
draft.'" It was too risky to give her a copy of the text, even if |
recovered it fromits hiding place on the internet.

Martyn thought for a moment. “I'Il tell you what, then, wite down a
synopsis outlining the contents of each chapter and I1'll have a think
about it,' she replied.

| was still suspicious and reluctant. It was one thing to break the OSA
verbally, as it could never be proved in court, but putting pen to
paper was another. If a witten synopsis fell into the wong hands, I'd
be vulnerable to legal action. But the former journalist had just

vouched for her ethics. It was worth the risk. "OK [I'll give you a
synopsis, but | trust that you will show it to nobody.'

Martyn pointed to the steel filing cabinet in her office. “It'll be
|l ocked up in there. It will go nowhere.' She gave me her card and |

left to get the late-afternoon ferry to Fisherman's Warf.

That evening, back in ny rented holiday apartnent near Bondi Beach, |
typed an anodyne and brief outline. The follow ng day, unsure of ny
prospects for a book contract but confident that Martyn woul d honour
her word, | dropped a seal ed envel ope at Transworld's office.

My nmoney was running out and, with no job prospects in sight, ny
t houghts reluctantly turned to Engl and. There were plenty of drawbacks
to returning, but at least there was a job there. It wasn't a great
offer but it would provide some marketable work experience for the
future. Perhaps it would turn out better than expected. If it didn't,
could cone back to Sydney. | rang up Stewart Grand Prix, accepted their
of fer and was given a starting date.

Back in MIton Keynes, things started brightly enough. | found a small
flat in Wavendon, a village a few nmiles from work. A Carlisle Saab
deal er, from whom ny nother had recently bought a car, kindly hel ped
out by lending one of their denonstration cars. Wth a flat, a job and
a car, nmy lot was better than it had been for several years. The first
day at work, however, confirmed my worst fears. Contrary to what
Morri son had assured ne, | was the junior enployee in the departnment
with no input into policies and no outlet to use ny initiative or
devel op projects. It amounted to little nmore than a school -l eaver's
job; M6 had reneged on another clause of their “agreenent'. Moreover

| felt the cloud of ny dismssal hanging over ne, making it hard for ne
to feel settled and wel conme. Over the next few weeks | nade an effort

to find something better and attended several interviews, but the
knotty chestnut of explaining why | had left the FCO always reared its
thorny head. After nmany wasted nmiles in my loan car, | wote to

PD/ PROSPECT asking for his help. The reply arrived a few days |ater
not fromthe kindly and sensible Tinpson but from another officer whose
nane was unfamiliar. He wrote, "~The service has discharged all its
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obligations under the Madrid agreenent by finding your current
empl oynent and we are therefore not mnded to help you further.'

The arrogant reply added to nmy anger. It woul d have been easy for them

to use their contacts to help find sonething. “~Stuff their |ifelong
duty of confidentiality then,' | thought to myself. A book contract
could be ny ticket out of MIton Keynes. | wote to M6 to ask how to

submit a draft manuscript with a view to potential publication. By
return post, they sent a strongly worded letter saying that it would be
illegal even for me to wite a draft and demanded an assurance that
had not started work on it. If they were not going to be reasonable,
then it woul d have to be done secretly.

M6 would be listening to ny tel ephone at honme, even though they had
promised in their "~agreenent' not to intercept my comuni cations. But
nmy work PC had an internet connection and it was unlikely that they
could get a warrant for that. One afternoon in early Septenber, | fired
off a two-line e-mail to Shona Martyn, asking her to get in touch if
she was interested in pursuing the project. After two weeks she had not
replied, so presumnming that her answer was no, | thought no further of
it.

A few days later, on 8 Septenmber, ny |landlady rang ne at work in an
agitated state. “I'mafraid your flat's been burgled this norning. |
noticed the upstairs wi ndow was broken and when | checked through your
kitchen wi ndow | saw the place had been ransacked."

| rushed home inmmediately. A token attenpt had been made to disguise
the theft as a normal burglary; the contents of the fridge were strewn
across the floor and and ny bookcase had been overturned. But the
identity of the culprits was not hard to guess as the only item of
value that had gone was the laptop containing the draft. The TV,
stereo, video-recorder and even small val uabl es had not been touched.
The police arrived to have a poke around but they were not interested
in taking any forensic evidence.

Contrary to their promse, M6 intercepted ny e-mail and ny brief |apse
in security sparked not only the burglary but nuch nore significant
events thousands of kilometres away. After intercepting the note to
Martyn, it wasn't difficult for themto find out who she was. The e-
mai | address gave them the name of her Australian internet service
provider, which in turn gave M6 her nane and street address.

On Friday 24 October 1997, Agent Jackson of the Australian Federa

Police arrived at Transworld asking to speak to Shona Martyn. She
agreed, granting hima two-hour interview during which she provided a
full and detailed account of our neeting, handed over ny synopsis and
then signed a witness statenent.

On Friday, 30 October, having a lunchtime appointnent for a haircut in
Wavenden, | popped home fromwork for a quick bite to eat first. As |
was putting the kettle on, there was a knock on the door. It was the
young constable from Buckinghanmshire police, PC Elis, who had
i nvestigated the mysterious theft of ny laptop. Wth him was a burly
pl ai ncl ot hes inspector. "Hello, M Tonmlinson, there have been sone new
devel opnents concerning your burglary and we want to ask you a few nore
gquestions about it.' Ellis seened friendly enough, and introduced his
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coll eague as Inspector Garrold of CID. "Wuld you nmind if we cane
inside?" Ellis asked.

The same feeling of inpending doom came over ne that | used to feel
when about to be tanned at school for some petty nisdeneanour. If they
were going to arrest me, they would have a search warrant, so the only
thing to be gained by refusing them entry was a broken door. " Sure,
come on in," | replied, trying to sound indifferent.

"Woul d you mind taking a seat?' Garrold said in a tone that gave nme no
option but to sit down on the sofa. He and Ellis stood over ne
menaci ngly. "~You are under arrest for breaking section 1 of the 1989
O ficial Secrets Act,' Garrold announced. He grabbed one wrist, Ellis
the other, and | was in handcuffs.

More cars pulled up on the gravel drive outside and quickly ny flat was
filled with plainclothes officers, their nobile phones bl eeping. Two
joined Garrold in standing over ne, menacingly. | caught glinpses of
their gun-hol sters under their sports-jackets, a sinister sight in the
UK where police officers are rarely arned. The atnosphere became even
nore threatening when the friendly El lis bade goodbye, a concerned | ook
on his face. A little noustached Wl shman opened up as soon as Ellis
had | eft. “OK, Tom inson, where's the fucking gun?" he demanded.

“What gun?' | asked, benused.

"The gun, don't fuck us around, where's your gun?' he glared. Their
insistence that | was arned added to the sense of unreality, as if it
wer e anot her | ONEC nock arrest.

I haven't got a gun, never have had one, and |'m never likely to want
one," | replied with conplete baffl enent.

The Wel shnan detected nmy benusement and softened his inquisition. ~W
have information that you brought back a gun fromyour tine in Bosnia.
We want to know where it is.'

“Ah, now | understand!' | laughed. “That gun's rusting at the bottom of
the Adriatic.' M6 must have told the police that | had kept it,
perhaps in order to persuade themto make the arrest as heavy-handed as
possi bl e.

Garrold ordered nme to stand, renoved the handcuffs, and strip-searched
me. Finding nothing of interest, he pushed ne back on to the sofa. For
the next three hours, forced by the tightly clanped rigid handcuffs to
hunch with my wists by nmy chin and elbows in ny lap like a stuffed
chicken, | watched the latex-gloved officers dismantle ny flat,
checki ng behind every picture, lifting edges of the carpet, stripping
the bed, rummaging through my dirty laundry. Every item of interest was
sealed in a plastic bag and deposited in a |large white box brought for
the purpose. It filled steadily. First was ny newy purchased Psion
organi ser, which | had left on the coffee table. Then all the conputer
di sks. Myriad scraps of paper with innocent phone nunbers scribbled on
to them My Spanish-English dictionary. Various hone videos. My photo
al bum | was not at all worried until a bal d-headed officer, searching
ny | eather motorcycle jacket, suddenly piped up, " Got sonething here,
sir.' The others clustered over nmy jacket. Prodding and pushing at the
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lining, baldy pulled out a small package, carefully wapped in nasking
tape. My norale plumeted when | realised that it was my " Al ex Huntley'
passport, driving licence and credit card. | watched | atex-gloved
fingers carefully insert the package into a plastic bag, seal and add
it to the growing pile.

Si mul t aneously, a search team from Cunbria SB descended on my parents’
honme in Cunbria and a third team confiscated the desktop PC at Stewart
Grand Prix. My captor's mpobil e phones were ringing incessantly because
the three teanms were using themto coordinate the raids.

Just after 5 p.m, as darkness was descendi ng, Garrold announced that
it was time to go. My handcuffs were released briefly to allow a visit
to the lavatory; then, handcuffed to another officer, | was |led out
into the courtyard and bundled into the back of one of the waiting
dar k- green Vauxhall Omegas. Garrold got into the driving seat and we
pul l ed out of the courtyard to start the drive towards the notorway
and, presumably, London. The remaining officers carried on working in

ny flat.

We arrived at Charing Cross police station at around 7 p.m, the
journey slowed by the evening rush-hour traffic. W parked up in a
central courtyard filled with patrol cars. Still in handcuffs, | was
| ed t hrough heavy doors and up a ranp to the main reception desk where
they handed ne over to the custody of the duty sergeant. M nane,
address and charge were | ogged, then he allowed nme to nake one persona

call and contact a lawer. Still handcuffed, | rang my father, who
al ready knew what was happening by virtue of his own police raid. He
tried to sound upbeat and positive, but | knew he was worried. | hoped

that my nmother was taking the shock OK. Then |I phoned John Wadham and
asked for his advice. He cancelled his evening plans so that he could
cone at once. Two PCs took ne down to the cells to await his arrival.

As the cell door slammed shut, | felt calm about ny situation. M
previ ous experiences of handcuffs and clanging doorlocks in the TA and
on the IONEC | essened the unfamiliarity of inprisonment. Massaging ny

chafed wists, | surveyed ny new surroundi ngs. The cell was bare except
for a dirty lavatory, a concrete bench with a plastic foam mattress and
one grubby blanket. | rolled the blanket into a pillow and | ay down on

the mattress to await Wadhani s arri val

At 8 p.m, the flap in the door slapped open, two eyes briefly checked
me, the bolt slanmed back and two police officers entered the cell
"OK, let's have a Full Mnty,' they ordered, then escorted nme in
handcuffs to the interview roons where Wadham was waiting. W only
spoke briefly. There was not much he could do, as we did not yet know
what evidence SB had. He gave me a book, a biography of former prine
m ni ster G adstone, and sone fresh fruit, which would nmake t he evening
pass nore easily.

| slept well that night despite the prinmtive bedding arrangements,
aided by a sleeping pill given to me by the police doctor. The next
norni ng, after a stodgy cooked breakfast rem niscent of arny food, the
duty sergeant escorted ne back to the interview roons where Wadham and
two police officers waited. They introduced thenselves as Detective
Inspectors Ratcliffe and Durn of the Metropolitan Police SB. For the
rest of the nmorning and until late in the afternoon, they grilled ne
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relentlessly, the tape-recorder whirring in the background, gradually
revealing their evidence against nme. First, the copy of the synopsis
had given to Martyn and the transcript of her interview with the
Australian police. Then the transcript of a second interview w th her
which Ratcliffe and Durn had flown to Sydney to conduct thensel ves.
Finally, the “Alex Huntley' docunents. Just before 6 p.m they charged
me with breaking section 1 of the 1989 OSA. The duty sergeant refused
bail and remanded nme in police custody until a magistrate's hearing on
Monday.

At least Ratcliffe did not try to charge you for the Huntley passport
and driving licence,' Wadham explained to me synpathetically after the
duty sergeant had left us for a moment. "~ They could have charged you
under the 1911 OSA for that, which carries a nmaxi num sentence of 40
years.' Several nonths |ater Wadham | earned that M6 had pressed the
police hard to charge me under this act. Thankfully, Ratcliffe argued
that the charges would not stick because | had not know ngly stolen the
docunent s.

Al though the prospect of prison was unpleasant, | was not unduly
worried. Indeed, | felt a sense of relief. By arresting and charging
me, M6 were blatantly exposing their hypocrisy in preventing me taking
themto the tribunal. If the courts were “secure' enough for themto

prosecute me for breaking the OSA, then why were they not "secure'
enough for ne to take themto an enploynent tribunal ? My arrest woul d
get consi derabl e media coverage and it would be nore enmbarrassi ng and
damaging for M6 in the long-run than it would be for ne. Indeed, there
were positive aspects of the arrest: until then | had been referred to
as “Agent T' in newspaper reports because M6 had used an injunction to
suppress publication of ny real nane. Now ny name would be in the
public domain and | would be able legally to tell friends, relatives
and future enpl oyers about my previous career and the shoddy way | had
been treated. It was quite a relief to |l eave the shadows, even if it
was via a dark prison cell

Later that evening the duty sergeant unlocked nmy cell and took ne to
the forensic | aboratory where police technicians took ny fingerprints
and photographs and a DNA sanple by scraping the inside of ny cheek
with a spatula. The data would be stored on the police's centra
computer. “If you are acquitted of the charge then you can apply to
have these records destroyed,' explained the technician, ~but unti
then, welcome to the crimnal fraternity,' he added with a snile

The remni nder of the weekend was spent in the dirty cell with d adstone

for conpany. | wondered what M6 hoped to achieve by prosecuting ne.
Passi ng the synopsis to Martyn had done no harm- it probably had sat
gathering dust in her filing cabinet until Federal Agent Jackson

visited. Even if she had shown it to the top dog in the K@, it was
anodyne and innocuous. Prosecuting me would not solve the dispute, it
woul d just exacerbate it. Even if they gave ne the maxi num sentence of
two years, | would be out of jail relatively soon, and then what? On
release | would be without a job and a | ot nore pissed off.

On Sunday afternoon | was pernitted a short visit fromny father, who
had driven down from Cunbria bringing a change of clothing and a wash-
kit so that | could be presentable for ny bail hearing the follow ng
day. Wadham cane |ater that evening to discuss the appearance. "|'ve
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found a good barrister to argue your case,' he announced. " Onen Davi es
is a flanboyant character, who has a good reputation for taking on
political and human rights cases. He's really keen to take you on -
it'll nmake a change from representing death-row i nmates in Jamaica,'
John added encouragi ngly.

Inevitably 1/0OPS would have been working over the weekend to ensure
that Monday's nedia would report ny arrest with favourable spin, so we
batted back by drafting a short counter-spinner. It was a prudent nove,
as the Monday nmorning early edition broadsheets and the Today programe

on BBC Radio 4 all initially quoted the M6 line that | had been
arrested for “selling secrets'. It was only when they received our own
rel ease that they noderated their line to report that | had nerely

shown a short synopsis to an Australian publisher.

On Sunday night, | asked the duty sergeant to open ne up early in the
norning to give me time to wash and shave. Perm ssion was granted but
the request “forgotten', so the next nmorning | was handuffed and
escorted to Bow Street nmgistrates court unshaven and unwashed. It was
a trivial but deneaning little ploy to ensure that | |ooked as
di sreput abl e as possi bl e.

A Goup 4 security van picked me up fromthe police station and in the

cells at Bow Street their officers strip-searched ne again. “You'll be
up in the dock in about 15 mnutes,' the young guard inforned ne,
“woul d you like anything to drink? | sat down, sipped the sickly sweet

tea and tried to read d adstone.

At last the door clanked open and the G oup 4 guards entered the cell
to re-handcuff me. My cell was at the end of a long corridor, and as we
passed cell after cell captive faces pressed up against the tiny door
hat ches to see what was going on. “Cor, he's all right,' screamed one
female. "Put “imin in here with ne, and I'll sort himout for ya'.'

" Shut up, Mary,' the guards chuckl ed, slamm ng shut her hatch as we
passed.

Wadham was waiting in the corridor outside the court with a begowned

barrister. "H, 1'm Omven Davies.' He extended a hand to greet ne, his
tanned wist adorned with the sort of beaded bracel et favoured by beach
bunms. “Why is he handcuffed? Davies denmanded of my guards as he

realised | couldn't reciprocate the greeting.

"We've instructions from above that he has to be handcuffed to appear

in court,' replied the young guard sheepishly. Mking ne appear
handcuf fed, unshaved and in three-day-old clothes would nmake nme appear
nore villainous to the assenbled press gallery than if | was clean

scrubbed and in a fresh suit.

"Well, we're not having that,' retorted Davies. He shooed the guards
away for a confidential word with ne. “Before you even go in the dock,
we'll insist that you appear w thout handcuffs. They are just trying to
swi ng the magi strate against you.' | had never been in trouble before,
had no history of violence and had been arrested for nothing nore than
witing out a few words on five sheets of paper, yet | was being
treated like a master crimnal or a terrorist. Davies and Wadham
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returned to the court to argue that | should not be shackled, and | was
| ed back down to the cells.

Davies won the first skirmsh. Twenty minutes later, nmy handcuffs were

renoved at the door to the court and | walked to the dock with ny
dignity. The packed court fell silent. Gancing up to the public
gallery, | tried to pick out ny father but he was lost in a sea of

unfam liar faces. To ny left the press gallery was packed wth
reporters, their faces famliar fromtelevision. A press artist was
al ready starting to map out a sketch of me that would be used to
illustrate the story in the following day's newspaper articles.
Al ongsi de Wadham and Davies to the right were the prosecution
barristers, anobngst them one of the M6 |egal representatives. |
wondered what satisfaction he could possibly get from bringing this
prosecuti on against a former coll eague.

The court clerk asked ne to stand to confirm my name and address, then
Colin G bbs of the CPS (Crown Prosecution Service) opened the case,
arguing that bail should not be granted because | would certainly
attenpt to abscond. Although G bbs admitted that ny passports had been
confiscated, he launched into a flattering though greatly exaggerated
account about my training in the use of disguise and ability to cross
borders illegally. After 15 m nutes of character assassination, Owen
Davies stood up to argue for bail. My father had offered the title
deeds to his house as a surety and | had offered ny own. It was absurd
to imagine that, facing a maxi mum two-year sentence, | would abscond
and have ny flat and ny parents' hone confiscated. But as soon as the
exam ni ng magi strate started his summi ng-up speech it was clear that he
had decided to remand me in custody. | have no doubt that you woul d be
a danger to national security if you were given bail,' he intoned
gravely, as if he had already made up his mind before hearing Davies'
arguments. The guards indicated for ne to cone down off the dock and
brought me back down to the court cells.

Wadham and Davies came down to see nme afterwards to offer their
synmpat hi es. Peering through the door hatch, John spoke first. "It's no
surprise, really, that you didn't get bail. Magistrates are scared
stiff of the OSA.'

"We'll try again next week,' added Owen, his mschievous eyes
twi nkling. “~Look on the bright side. You'll be a lot nore confortable
on remand in jail than in a police cell - at least there you'll get a
shower .

And so ny life was about to take a new twi st that just a short while
ago woul d have been inconceivable. As the Goup 4 prison van drove ne

south towards Brixton jail, it passed over Vauxhall Bridge, wthin
sight of ny former enployer. As | peered out of the porthol e w ndow at
the building where | had spent happier times, | rued the chain of
events which had led to nmy situation. In just a few years, | had gone

from being the holder of an EPV certificate in the nost sensitive part
of the British government, trusted with secrets denied to all but the
hi ghest officials, to becoming a scruffy dishevelled prisoner heading
for one of London's dingiest and npbst notorious jails.

"0 you, Basildon. Follow me.' | |ooked up at the tattooed screw who
had just entered the smoke-filled cell where | had been held since
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arrival at Brixton jail an hour earlier. Two other newy renanded
prisoners were sharing the cell with me. One was an Italian, clutching
a two-day-old Gazzetto dello Sport, who spoke not a word of English and
was bew | dered by what was going on around him the other, his face
puffy, sweaty and cenment-grey, sat on his hands and rocked gently
backwards and forwards, his silence broken only by the occasi onal gasp
“Yeah you,' the guard indicated to me. "Basildon, that's you, innit?
James Bond's brother.' The guard | aughed with a hacking snoker's cough
at his obscure joke. And so, for the duration of my tine in Brixton
jail, | was naned after a fanmous brand of writing paper. “Bring your
bag, and don't try any kung fu, or any other 007 stuff.' | picked up
the small case containing a few extra clothes which ny father had
br ought down and foll owed himdown the corridor to start the reception
pr ocess.

My knowl edge of prison life was |limted to what |1'd seen on occasi ona

tel evision dramas and odd sni ppets of wi sdom from W nston and Shaggy,
who had done tinme for cannabis dealing. | decided that the best
approach would be to adopt the “grey man' tactic advised to us on SAS
selection. Stay quiet but attentive, do not speak to anybody unless

spoken to and cooperate quickly with all instructions. Reception took
nost of the day, each stage separated by a long wait in a snoke-filled
hol di ng-pen with my fellow new inmates. "~ Mndays are always busy,"

expl ai ned one screw as he escorted ne through to the search-room
“because of all the drunks and druggi es who've been pulled in over the
weekend.' In the searchroom there was an airport X-ray machine,
phot ographi ¢ equi pnent and a large rubber mat on which the screws
ordered ne to stand. "“Right, Basildon, your prison nunmber is BX5126,
which you'd better menorise right now,' explained the screw, ''cos al
your mail has to have that number on or else it goes straight in the
bin.' Like my school nunber and army nunber, BX5126 soon becane
indelibly ingrained in my nenory. ~Enpty your pockets and that bag on
the table,' he ordered, “then get back on the mat.'

My possessions were minutely exam ned. Wallet, nmoney, credit cards,
phone cards, stanps and anything else tradeable were confiscated and
recorded in nmy personal file. My sponge bag was enptied, the razor was
confi scated and recorded, but the toothpaste, shampoo and aftershave
went straight in the bin. "W don't know what m ght be in them They
could be full of crack for all we know,' explained the screw. All the
fresh fruit my father had brought for ne went the sane way. ~Right,
let's have a Fully Mnty then,' the screw ordered. My pile of clothes
was passed through the X-ray nachine before they allowed me to dress
agai n. After photographing and finger-printing, the screws escorted me
to another hol ding-pen to await the medical exam

Many prisoners cone into jail in poor nmental and physical health. Oten
they are drug addicts and need a nmethadone fix to ease w thdrawal, or
may be suicidal at the start of a |ong sentence. A nedical check is
obligatory before they can be assigned to a wing for their own safety
and the safety of the other prisoners.

The two officers in the medical centre already knew who | was. " | can't
believe they've nicked you,' comented the orderly as he exanined ny
forearms and wrists for injection scars or suicide attenpts. "They've
really shot thenselves in the arse putting you in here just for witing
a book.' The burly young guard, watching over the exanination in case
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of troubl esone prisoners, chuckled in agreement. "~ Fuckin' madness. But
| ook on the bright side, at least you'll be able to add another chapter
to your book when you get out ...°

A glance at a wall clock showed that | finally cleared reception at
about 1830. Clutching a black bin liner containing the few possessions
I'd been allowed to keep, | followed two screws down a |ong corridor.
Judgi ng by the snell of stal e cabbages that rem nded ne of the kitchens
at Barnard Castle School, | guessed that they were taking me to the
dining area to get sonething to eat. “Get yourself sone scoff in there,
Basil don,' the screw ordered, indicating a dining-room filled with

tabl es and benches. About ten other prisoners were already eating from
nmetal trays. There was silence, apart from the occasional grunted
request for the plastic salt cellar or for left-over food. | queued up
for my rice, beef stew and buttered white bread, and sat down with ny
nmetal tray on ny own. Like the other prisoners, | felt subdued and
unsoci able and ate in silence. The Italian, still with his Gazzetto,
was staring quizzically at his tray of uneaten food. Next to him a
Ni gerian, immacul ately dressed in a brand new suit, read from his
bi ble, his Iips noving to the words. In the corner was a distingui shed-
| ooki ng and smartly dressed guy, perhaps in his late 60s, who judging
by the anger witten on his face had been given a sentence with which
he sharply disagreed.

Nearest to me was the heroin junkie who had been doing col d-turkey in
ny hol di ng-pen. He smiled weakly at ne. “~Have you got a fag?' he begged
in a hoarse whisper.

“Sorry, | don't snoke,' | replied quietly, not wanting to disturb the
si | ence.
“Lucky bastard,' he replied. “You're far better off in jail if you

don't snoke. And even better off if you don't do drugs.' His chuckle at
his self-deprecation was cut short by a spasm and for a nonent |
t hought he was going to throw up.

“Tom i nson, come here,' the tattoed officer who had first christened ne
"Basildon' barked from the exit door. | stood up and nade my way to
him leaving nmy tray on the table. “All right, Basildon, you've been
put on the book, so we have to cuff you to take you down the w ng.'
Expertly, he grabbed my wist, handcuffing ne to his own wist, and
anot her burly, bearded screw did the same with the other wist. As they
conveyed ne out into the danp air of a foggy London evening for the
short wal k to the nei ghbouring block, | wanted to ask what “the book'
was, but decided to play the grey man and kept quiet. As we passed 20-
foot wire fences topped with barbed wire, illum nated by the depressing
yell ow of sodium strip lighting, the guards must have guessed ny
t houghts. "Sorry about this, Basildon, but we “ave to do it, you're on
the book, you see. Do you know what that means?'

"No ..." | replied, guessing it was sonething bad

"Well it neans the Governor's decided that you're a Category A
prisoner, as opposed to a B, a Cor a D, and that means that you are a
hi ghly dangerous threat to the state. It's a bit ridiculous making a
bl oke li ke you an A-cat, if you ask ne,' the tattoo explai ned.
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“But who the fuck ever asks us?' the beard | aughed.

The cells in C-wing were arranged on three |andings around a centra

atrium with netal nesh nets across each storey to prevent suicide or
murder attenpts, and | was assigned cell 32. The wi ng had just been
refurbished and the paintwork on the cast iron stairs was still bright.
“Make vyourself at hone,' grinned the guards, as they unlocked ny
handcuffs in the cell. “You're lucky being on the book, you won't have
to share with some other cunt.' They slammed the door behind ne,

| eaving me on my own for the first time. My new hone was tiny, about 11
feet by 7 feet, with two bunks against one wall, a barred w ndow
overl ooki ng an exercise yard and a sink and open | avatory against the
ot her wal | .

| made nysel f as confortable as possible by unpacking the few cl ot hes
and books reception had allowed ne to keep, and storing themneatly in
the small wall-cupboard. My plastic knife, fork and spoon, issued to me
in reception, went on the narrow wi ndowsill. The previ ous occupants had
been heavy snmokers and the floor was littered with the butts of roll-up
cigarettes. There was a mop and bucket in the corner, so | cleaned them
up as best | could. Then | had ny first wash for three days and nade up
the top bunk using the clean but frayed beddi ng. After three nights in
a police cell, sheets and a pillow were a blissful luxury and | slept
wel | .

We were unl ocked just before 9 a.m the following day. Not sure what to
do next, | watched for a few m nutes fromny door. The other prisoners
were scranmbling down the netal stairs to the kitchens on the ground
floor, so | joined the rush to queue for a fried breakfast, served on a
netal platter, which we took back to our cells to eat. | nmnuddled
through the routine of the rest of the day as best | could. Nobody
explained the nyriad little rules and vocabul ary of prison; it was just
a matter of watching and |learning. W were unlocked again at 10 a.m
for daily exercise, a one-hour walk around the prison yard which ny
cell overlooked. It was a chance to get a | ook at ny fellow prisoners
as they traipsed in small groups around the yard or huddl ed agai nst the
surroundi ng fences to smoke rollups. Sone were |aughing and joking,
ot hers were | ooking norose and depressed. Sone of the prisoners had
heard on the radio that | had been remanded to Brixton and came over to
tal k. None could believe that | had been nicked for a witing a book.
“It's a bleedin' liberty, that is, “comented one shaven-headed
cockney, his forearns covered in the livid scars of suicide attenpts.

As the day progressed, | picked up the term nology of prison. | |earnt
that "~association' was a one-hour free period per day when we were
al | owed out of our cells to take a shower in the |anding shower- bl ocks,
watch tel evision or just chat with the other prisoners. "~Canteen' was
not a cooking pot as it had been in the army, but the weekly
opportunity we were given to buy fruit, sweets or tobacco from the
prison shop. It was necessary to ask perm ssion from the screw in
charge of ny | anding, a cheerful cigar-snmoking, whisky-reeking Indian,

before noving to another landing. | discovered that we could attend
vari ous workshops and courses for up to two hours a day. There was a
broad choice and | put my name down to learn to play a nusical

instrunent and started to think that maybe my time m ght not be too
unpl easant .
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But the authorities had other ideas. That evening, during evening
association, two screws cane to nmy cell and escorted ne down to the
Governor's office on the ground floor. They stood behind ne as the
Governor, a surly Scot, addressed ne disparagingly from behind his
heavy netal desk. “Tom inson, as you know, we've made you a Category A
prisoner. If that decision is confirned by the Hone O'fice, then you'l
have to nmove from Brixton jail. We're not equipped to deal with the
likes of you in here ...'

I was confirmed as Category A early the next day, W.dnesday, 5
Novenber. Two screws came to nmy cell, strip-searched ne, ordered nme to
change into a prison-issue tracksuit and handcuffed ne. “\Where am |
goi ng?' | asked.

"We can't tell you that, Basildon, we'd have to kill you if we did.'
did ny best to smile at their joke, though it was one | had heard many
times in the past few days.

| spent two long hours waiting in a holding cell in reception until at
| ast the door was opened and ny escorts ordered nme to stand up to refit
ny handcuffs. “Sorry about the delay, there was a problem with the
escort helicopter,' one of them explai ned.

| presunmed he was joking, but later | |earned that helicopter escort
was standard for all A-cat prison transfers. They led me out into the
grey autumal afternoon, to a waiting van - this time from HM Prison
Service rather than Group 4 Security.

“In yer get,' the screw ordered, pushing me up the steps and into one
of a row of tiny cells barely big enough to sit down in, and cl osed the
door on nme, trapping ny left armwhich was still cuffed to his wrist.
VWhen he was sure | was secure, nmy wist was released and the door
swiftly bolted. A few mnutes later, the van's engine runbled into life
and we started to move. Through the tiny porthole of darkened and
reinforced glass | watched the South Circular Road unfold eastwards,
but gradually lost my bearings as we headed into unfanmiliar parts of
east London.

13. MAXI MUM SECURI TY

VEDNESDAY, 5 NOVEMBER 1997
HVP BELMARSH

“Wi cone to HWP Bel marsh,' grinned ny escort as he opened the cubicle

and sl apped handcuffs on ny left wist. “You'll like it here ... not,'
he chuckled, dragging ne out of the vehicle into a grim prison
courtyard and through a heavily guarded gate to reception. The process
was nore elaborate than at Brixton, with strip-searches and X-rays
between every stage. Mire of my possessions were deemed illicit,
including a white shirt and a pair of black trousers. "They're too
close to an officer's uniform' the screwtold me curtly. My diary went
because it contained a map of the London Underground which "~night be
hel pful if you escaped'. There was little of the good-natured banter of
Bri xton and nost of the process was done in intimdating silence. At
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last, they ordered me to sign my personal file and, with me holding a
bin Iiner of ny remaining possessions in one hand, escorted ne down a
| abyrinth of bleak and cold corridors to cell 19, Spur 1, Housebl ock 4.

HWP Bel marsh was opened in 1991 to house approximately 900 prisoners
and is one of only five prisons in Britain equipped to house maxi num
security Category A prisoners. Mst A-cat's are there on remand,
awaiting trial at the secure court conplex linked to the prison by
tunnel. If convicted they are sent to one of the “longternmer' A-cat
prisons such as Durham Parkhurst on the Isle of White, or Long Sutton
in the Mdlands. Belnarsh is also a local jail for south-east London,
so it houses sonme convicted petty offenders serving short sentences.
Because of the harshness of the regime and its el aborate security, it
is also used to house troublesome prisoners as punishnent for
m sdenmeanours committed in nmore confortable jails. The prisonis built
on reclai ned marshl and whi ch was deemed unsui table for normal housing
because of the infestations of rats and nosquitoes. The four
housebl ocks are arranged at the corners of a |arge quadrangle, along
whose sides are all the other areas needed for a functioning prison:
reception, visiting-roons, chapel, gym  hospital, kitchens and
wor kshops. Each houseblock is a secure unit inits ow right. A command
and control room known as the “bubble', controls the only entrance,
consi sting of two heavy doors, electronically linked so that both can
never be open at the same tine. Each door has a video-intercomand the
controlling officer in the bubble can only release it if he recognises
the requesting officer. Inside the houseblock, three spurs lead via
vi deo-1 ocked doors froma small central atrium containing the hotplate
area where neals are served. There are also exits via wal k-through
nmetal detectors and vi deo-l ocked doors to secure areas for A-cat |ega
and social visits and out to the exercise yard.

O all this, though, | knew nothing as | dropped my bag in the corner

of the cell just after 2 p.m and sat down on the stained mattress to
survey ny new hone. It was grimand grubby, though slightly bigger than
the cell in Brixton. The heavy steel door, slamred om nously shut

behind me, had a small solid perspex w ndow at eye height, covered by a
sliding hatch which could only be opened fromthe outside. A snmall and
heavily barred w ndow overl ooked an exercise yard, in which a few
prisoners were aimessly walking, surrounded by 20-foot-high fencing
bridged with anti-helicopter cables. Down one wall a metal bed was
bolted i movably to the floor, a sturdy cupboard was fixed above it,
opposite was a small bolted-down nmetal table and bench, and in the
corner was a filthy toilet with a broken lid. Unlike Brixton, the
toilet was situated to give sonme privacy if a screw were suddenly to
open the sliding inspection hatch; but just to ensure that there was no
hi di ng pl ace, there was a small er additional w ndow over it so that he
could inspect you if he wished. Between the toilet and the door was a
porcelain sink which |ooked like it had not been cleaned for nonths,
above it a scratched unbreakabl e plastic shaving mrror and a buzzer to
sumon the screws in an energency. The |ugubrious mustard-painted walls
were sneared with gobs of butter, splattered nosquitoes, stains of
dried snot and bl obs of toothpaste which previous occupants had used to
stick up posters. There was graffiti scribbled in blue biro above the
bed. "~ Methadone strips the |ife out of you,' somebody had scrawmed in a
shaky hand. Another nessage was nore hopeful : ~Remenber, no natter how
| ong you are doing, you'll get out in the end ..." Under the cupboard
was a sinple Spanish prayer. H gh up on all four walls were patterns of
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crosses and Arabic words, put there by a Mislim occupant as prayer
aids. Scribbled above the toilet in large, childish letters was a
slogan in Turkish. In such filth, | did not feel |ike unpacking ny
bel ongings. | lay down on the bare mattress listening to the muffled
activity of prison life. Inmates hollered to each other between cells,
somet i mes | aughi ng, sonetinmes abusive. The sharp clacks of a gane of
pool rose fromthe floor of the spur, punctuated by exclamations in a
foreign | anguage. Fromthe cell next door cane the sound of a nanically
stirred hot drink, then a contented whistled rendition of NMonty
Pyt hon's “Always Look on the Bright Side of Life'. Every half-hour the
flap covering my door hatch was slapped open, a pair of beady eyes
exam ned nme for a second, then the flap slamed shut again. Just before
6 p.m, the level of activity started to increase and the heavy
cl unki ng of keys signalled that we were bei ng unl ocked. My flap sl apped
open, eyes checked ne, the heavy bolt clunked and the door cracked
open. Peering out, the other prisoners | saw rushing to join the di nner
queue on the first-floor landing and | grabbed ny plastic nug and
cutlery to join them

Locked back in the cell to eat alone and in silence from a netal
platter, | found that the neal was not as bad as | feared it woul d be.
Stew, two vegetables and rice, a stodgy pudding and custard, a big pile
of buttered bread, a nug of hot water to make tea or coffee, an apple
and a small bag containing cereal and milk for the next norning' s
breakfast. W were briefly unlocked half an hour later to kick the
trays out for the cleaners to collect, then a few hours later an urn of
hot water was dragged around to fill our nmugs. It was Guy Fawkes ni ght,
and | lay on the bed sipping cocoa listening to the firework
cel ebrations fromthe nearby housi ng estates.

"0 you, you next door, pass this doon,' a hoarse CGeordie voice called

out. | sat up, wondering if the call was directed at me. There was a
sharp rattle on the heating pipe which ran the |l ength of the |anding,
passi ng t hrough each cell. "G you ... new boy next door, grab this and
pass it down.' Paper rustled nearby and | |ooked over the end of ny
bed, in a tiny gap between the netal pipe and the reinforced concrete
of the dividing wall, to see a sliver of carefully fol ded newspaper. |
pulled it through into ny own cell. “~Make sure you pass it doon,'
ordered the di senmbodi ed voice inpatiently. Curiosity got the better of
me and | unravelled the package revealing small crystals of a hard
white substance, LSD or maybe crack. | wapped it up, stepped over to

the other side of the cell where there was also a snall gap and pushed
it through. It was ripped fromny fingers eagerly. Ten ninutes |ater,
as the drugs took their effect, the bangs and thunps of the nearby
fireworks were joined by the sound of ny other neighbour as he sung
al ong raucously to an Qasis concert blaring fromhis radio.

"G, newboy,' a close-cropped head thrust around the door after unlock
the next morning, "when | tell yer to pass sommit doon, yer junp,
ri ght?' he ordered.

“Sorry, I'mnewin jail, | didn't know,' | apol ogi sed.

He stared at ne hard, suspicious at my educated, middle class accent.
“What you in for then?' he asked. | explained nmy crine. "1 heard about
you on the radio last night!' he exclained, his toughl ooking face
breaking into admiration. "Mnd if | conme in for a chat?' Sitting on ny
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bed, he introduced hinmself as Paul Dobson and explai ned that he had
been remanded in custody for allegedly shooting a rival gang |eader
during the “bootleg' |iquor-smuggling wars in Dover. W discovered that
we had been school ed al nost together. He had been at the Deerbolt Young
O fenders unit just a mile or so away from Barnard Castle School. He'd
previ ously done a few years in Durham prison, so the six nonths waiting

on remand were a stroll to him “I'Il get natural life if they convict
me, but I'"'mnot guilty,' he clained optimstically.
My other neighbour energed from his cell, blinking and red-eyed, to

collect a mug of hot water at the lunch unlock. He stuck his shaven,
scarred head around ny door as | prepared a cup of tea. "G, next door,

|'"m sorry about all the noise last night. | was off me fuckin' head.'
He rubbed his bleary eyes. “|I'm Craggsy,' he said, extending a hand in
friendly greeting. But his eyes narrowed as | introduced myself. "GO,

yer not a nonce, are yer?

I don't think so," | replied, not knowi ng what he meant but guessing
that it was not a good idea to be one.

"Well that's alright then,' he grinned, exposing a row of broken teeth.
Craggs had been serving a 12-year sentence for armed robbery, but
during a transfer to another prison he and three others had escaped
fromthe van after coshing the driver and guards. He had been on the
run for two weeks but was now awaiting another sentencing for the
assault, and his escape attenpt had earned himhis E-list “stripes', a
deni m uni formwi th prom nent yell ow bands down each side.

Normal ly new i nnmates to Bel marsh spend the first week of their sentence
on the induction w ng, spur 2 of houseblock 1, to learn the prison
rules with “short, sharp shock' tactics. N cknaned "Beirut' by the
prisoners, the conditions were so dirty, petty and harsh that
transferring to another spur was a nove into conparative luxury. | had
m ssed the privilege because it was considered insecure for A-cat
prisoners. Wilst not a problem for other A-cats, who usually had
plenty of prior experience in prison, for me it nmeant |earning the
Bel marsh rules by trial and error.

Every norning after first unlock we had 20 m nutes before breakfast in
which to collect our mail, put our nanes down for gym and phonecalls or
to see the duty doctor, and | used the opportunity to grab a shower in
the blocks on the top landing. My second norning dawned heavily
overcast and a weak, diffuse |light struggled through the shower block's
grinmy barred wi ndow. Needing nore light to avoid the worst of the filth
and swanp flies, | jabbed the push-button switch by the door.
I medi ately there was a |oud klaxon and a sudden burst of commotion
from the screws on the landing below as their belt-alarms wail ed.
“Where is it? What's happeni ng?' they shouted, sprinting up the stairs
on to the landings. The heavy doors leading from the central atrium
sprung open and reinforcenents from the neighbouring spurs invaded,
their batons drawn. Rushing down the |andings they bell owed orders -

"OK lads, back in your cells, NOW - at the few other prisoners who
were out and about, slamm ng their doors shut. | watched bermused for a
second, then hurried back to my cell. Through the door-flap |I watched
the agitated screws scurry around, anxiously |ooking for something.
Havi ng no idea what was going on, | made a nental note to ask Dobson.
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W were re-released ten mnutes or so later and life re-started as
normal . Back at the shower blocks, with ny towel over ny shoul der, |
| ooked nore carefully at the light-switch. Engraved just under the
button were the words "“~General Alarm.

“You daft cunt,' Dobson grinned broadly at me in the |unch queue and
expl ai ned, “them buttons is only for when a scrap breaks out or sommit.
You'll get a week in the segregation block if they catch you nmeddlin’
with them On yer own in an enpty cell, no mattress except at night,

exercise on yer own so no cunt to talk to the whole day, now te read
“cept the effin bible, does yer fuckin' head in.'

Every day we were entitled by prison regulations to an hour of
“association' which alternated according to the day between nornings or
evenings. OQur cell doors had to be |ocked behind us to prevent
prisoners congregating out of sight of the screws and the upper
| andi ngs were closed down, so all 100 prisoners on the spur crowded on
to the tiny lower floor. W could take it in turns to play pool or
tabl e-football, queue to use the telephone or sit around on the floor
and chat over a cup of tea. There were ten or so confy chairs in front
of the television, so there was a scranble to get a seat and then a
fierce debate about which channel to watch. Popul ar progranmes were
police dramas such as The Bill (called “training videos' by O aggs) and
BBC s Crimewatch, watched eagerly to see if any friends were featured

The undi sputed favourite, however, was Top of the Pops, transmtted on
Friday evening, though we could only watch it every second-week when
the association tines coincided with the progranme.

On weekends we had the luxury of four hours of association each day,
two in the morning and two in the evening. W were entitled to an hour
of exercise a day in the bare concrete exercise yard, as long as it was
not raining, and on Sundays we got a double-session if the screws were
feeling generous. But there were few other opportunities for A-cat
prisoners to get out of their cells. Being banged up in a cell for up
to 22 hours a day was tedious and unrelenting. Even with a good book it
was difficult to forget that even the nost basic liberties, such as
being able to get up and make a cup of tea, had been taken away. A-cats
were restricted even when unl ocked from our cells. Every nove out of
our door, whether to take exercise in the yard, queue for a neal or
make a phone call, was noted in a small black book held by M Richards,
the evercheerful senior officer in charge of our spur. W had to put in
formal, witten requests for trivial things. A haircut, or growing a
noust ache, required witten permssion fromthe Governor. Even trinm ng
toenails required an application for the nail clippers and supervision
by a screw. My status as an A-cat prisoner was a nystery and a joke to
the other prisoners. Even M Richards couldn't understand the |ogic.
“They're taking the bleedin' piss puttin' you on the book,' he | aughed.
“You' ve never been in jail, no previous record, a white-collar crine
and they nmake you A-cat! Somebody's got it in for you up on high,
reckon.'

The morni ng of 10 Novenber had been set as the date for ny second bai

hearing at Bow Street Magi strates court. Two screws woke nme at 6 a.m,
strip-searched me in the cell, escorted ne to reception, ordered ne to
strip again while they x-rayed my clothes, led ne in handcuffs to the
prison van and |ocked me into one of the cubicles. "W're a bit early
for the police escort so you'll have to wait,' the screw said through
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the grill, belting himself into his seat to watch over me. "And if you
piss in there, you'll do a week in the block when you get back.' The
cubicle reeked of urine, so the previous occupant nmust have been
desperat e.

I'd only been in the holding-cell at Bow Street Magi strates court for a
few m nutes before the flap sl apped open and a set of eyes peered in.
This time, however, they were intelligent and friendly. “~The Crown
Prosecution Service want you to appear in the dock handcuffed again,"
Davies explained. “I'm going up to argue that you should appear
unshackl ed.' He won the skirmsh again and half an hour later the
prison service guards led ne to the door of the court in handcuffs,
then released me to allow ne to nake ny own way to the dock. Davies
presented nmy case for bail first. A barrister friend had vol unteered
his flat as surety, so in addition to ny own flat and my father's
house, he offered property of over ob00,000 as a bail condition. After
a week in Belmarsh, | was far keener to win it. The CPS barrister

Colin G bbs, announced that he had an expert w tness who woul d support
his case that bail should be denied and asked the nmgistrate for
perm ssion for the hearing to go in canera. The request was granted and
court wushers cleared the public and press galleries so that only
nysel f, Davies and Wadham G bbs for the CPS, his assistant and the
presiding magistrate were present. My hearing was now in exactly the
same circunstances that M6 had argued were "not secure enough' for ne
to take themto court for unfair dismssal. The expert w tness turned
out to be the second "M Halliday' who had recruited ne. He |aunched
into a gratuitous personal attack on me, inventing fictitious reasons

for my dism ssal and giving me no opportunity to defend nyself. | held
nmy tongue with difficulty, but | knew that there was little chance of
getting bail, as any synpathy the nmagistrate nmay have had for ny

situation was gone. And so it proved when he stood up to give his
verdict a few minutes |ater.

Davi es and Wadham came down to the court cells to commserate with ne,
their eyes gl eam ng through the tiny-door hatch. "~They're determned

that you don't get bail, not because they are afraid that you wll
abscond but because they want you to plead guilty,' explained Wadham
“They know that by remanding you in custody, you'll have to spend at
| east a year awaiting trial because of the backlog of cases. But if you
plead guilty you'll get a sentencing hearing after a few weeks because
it can be fitted into the court schedule nore easily. You'll get a
shorter sentence and you'll be down-graded from A-cat.'

I see,' | replied. “They've got the CGovernor of Bel marsh to nmake nme an
A-cat and denied ne bail so 1'll have to waste a year in tough

conditions if | want to plead not guilty.'

"Exactly,' Davies chipped in. "~They want to avoid the enbarrassnent of
a jury trial, which you would probably win, so they're naking that
option as unpal atabl e as possible. And even if you lost, it would stil

be enbarrassing for them as you woul d stand out because you woul d have
spent |onger on renmand than your |ikely sentence.' The maxi mum sentence
if convicted would be two years, which woul d be automatically halved to
12 nmonths as long as | behaved nyself in jail. | would therefore
probably wal k out on conviction, as | would already have done the tine
on remand. "~ They're blatantly knobbling the systemto persuade you to
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plead guilty because they know that any jury of right-thinking
Engl i shmen woul d be synpathetic to you and acquit you,' added Davi es.

| had plenty of time to reflect on ny choice that afternoon. There were
no A-cat prison vans available, neaning a five-hour wait in the spartan
court cell, with only a wooden bench to sit on and nothing to read. The
t hought of spending a year in Bel marsh awaiting my day of glory at a
jury trial was not pleasant, as the week | had already done had seened

nore like a nonth. On the other hand, if | were to plead guilty, the
judge would automatically cut a third off my sentence, so the nost |
could spend in jail would be eight nonths - probably as a | ower-

category prisoner in an easier jail than Belmarsh. The thought of
capitulating to M6's game was galling, but it would be nore pragmati c.
Reluctantly, as | returned to now famliar surroundings at Bel marsh
with its crew of crooks and lunatics, | concluded that pleading guilty
was the nost sensible option.

One of the consequences of Ms Thatcher's decision in the late 1980s to
dismantle Britain's nmental hospital systemwas that the country's jails
filled up rapidly with former mental patients. Booted out of their
| ong-term heal th-care centres, many could not cope and turned to crine
to survive. In prison there were no nmental health-care facilities, so
their health worsened. Because other jails used Bel marsh as a dunping
ground for troublesone prisoners, we had nmore than our share of
“fraggles'. Mbst were harm ess and anusi ng, such as Eric Mockal enny, a
chunky young N gerian whose story was typical. He had been convicted of
assaulting a police officer while being arrested for exposing hinself
out si de Bucki ngham Pal ace. In prison, his mental health degenerated.
After lunch one day he cane into my cell to introduce hinself. "~ Good

norni ng, M Tomlinson, | am M. Eric Mockal enny. Wuld you pl ease give
me a stanp? | nust wite to Princess Anne,' he said, showi ng a row of
large white teeth. His request was so polite that | felt obliged to

hel p him out. Mckalenny thanked me graciously and scuttled out,
beani ng gratefully.

Shortly afterwards, the young screw assigned to keep an eye on him
collared me. “Tominson, don't give Mockal enny any nore stanmps. He's
been writing three letters a day to Princess Anne, asking her to go
into a joint venture of prawn-farming in Nigeria and sending her visit
application forms.'

Most of Mockal enny's antics were tolerated by the prisoners and screws
al i ke, but sone of the other “fraggles' were nore trying. Stonley had
spent nine years in a psychiatric hospital before being released on to
the streets in the “care in community' initiative. He had no hone and
ended up in Belmarsh for a series of mnor burglaries. He spoke to
nobody, never washed or shaved, and never changed his clothes. He spent
associ ations pacing furiously in a small circle on the |anding,
clutching his beard and muttering to hinmself. Because he stank so
vilely nobody approached him and he was inmmune from bullying or
intimdation.

As for many of the other prisoners, visits to the prison gym were a
hi ghlight. On days when there were enough screws to escort A-cats off
the spur, those of us who queued at M Richard's desk quickly enough at
norni ng unlock to get on the list could go to the gyminstead of the
yard. In the well-equipped sports hall we could weight-train, play
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badm nton, five-a-side soccer or soft-ball tennis. There was also a
Concept-11 rowi ng machine and | enmbarked on a manic fitness program
alternating 5,000m and 10, 000m per session - and 20km on Sunday if we
got double-gym Wittling down nmy tines was the best antidote to ny
ot herwi se futile and pointless existence in prison.

W were allowed to buy a daily newspaper and a couple of nmagazines a
week, wusing private nmoney deposited with reception who ordered the
papers in bulk from a nearby newsagent. Only pornography and gun
magazi nes were banned. The eagerly awaited paper delivery arrived just
after lunch and then there was an inpronptu flea market in the dinner
queue to trade them These papers, together with the small radio
permitted in my cell, enabled me to foll ow events outside prison. My
arrest was extensively reported and there were smaller followup
features about ny bail refusal. The press had become nuch less critica
once the hostility whipped up by 1/OPS in the aftermath of ny arrest
had abated and truth about nmy mnor offence had surfaced. The reports
becane nore synpathetic every tine bail was refused.

"Hey Rich, |'m more fampus than you now!' Onion-head, a cheerful
Li verpudlian with a ruddy face and a Tin Tin quiff of blond hair waved
a tabloid newspaper at ne one nmorning. ~They've even published ne mug
shot and nunber, just |ike Hugh Grant except better | ooking, eh!' he
excl ai med, kissing his own i mage. It was consi dered prestigious to get
into the papers and Onion-head proudly showed me an article about
hi nsel f. He was one of a gang who had carried out a series of arned
rai ds agai nst the homes of wealthy home counties fanmlies, robbing them
at gunpoint. They had just been sentenced the day before, after
spending a year on remand. The Mrror published a full double-page
spread, which was the source of Onion-head' s pride.

“What did you get then?' | asked

" Si xteen years,' he cheerfully replied, |licking the edge of a roll-up.
"Flippin' judge just used his lottery nunbers, the bastard. Steve got
25, Neil got 19, Owen 22,' he added. "Still, looking on the bright
si de, keep me head down and ne |ighthouse nicely buffed-up, get parole
and there'll only be 418 epi sodes of Top of the Pops before I'ma free
man,' Oni on-head | aughed as he lit his roll-up. His flippant optimsm
cheered nme up; ny maxi mum sentence of two years seemed trivial in
compari son

One norning in Novenber, 8.30 a.m canme and went w thout the usua
sound of clanking keys and opening doors. As the mnutes ticked by the
prisoners registered their rising inpatience by banging their netal
bi ns agai nst cell doors. “Wat's up?' | shouted to Dobson through the
hol e by the pipe.

“Dunno, I'Il find out and let you know' He called through to his
nei ghbour and after a couple of mnutes shouted back to ne. °~Sone
| addi e on the other spur, Colligan, went and topped hissel' last night,

daft cunt. Screws found himthis norning.'

"How di d he manage that?' | asked. It wasn't easy to kill yourself in
Bel marsh; there was nothing sharp to slash wists, no unprotected
bal conies to junp off or ropes to hang from
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“Apparently he ripped up a sheet, made a neck-tourniquet, then rolled

over and over on his bed till he choked,' Dobson answered quietly. |
only knew Colligan, a guy in his early twenties on remand for allegedly
murdering the wife of a millionaire, by sight, but it was sad news.

Apparently the evidence agai nst himwas strong and he expected a life
sentence. “Lads like him who want to be dead, should have the option
of asking for a lethal injection,' Dobson added hoarsely. “It's not
fair, putting sonebody through living mental torture that they end up
toppi ng thenmsel s' |ike that.'

We were not unlocked until a doctor exam ned Colligan and issued a
death certificate, photographs and forensic evidence of his body had
been taken, and his body had been renoved from his cell. The nmood on

the spur was subdued for the rest of the day.

During my early days in Belmarsh, it concerned me what other prisoners
woul d think of ny offence. Former |aw enforcenent personnel, especially
police, are usually victimsed and have to request segregati on under
prison regul ation 43. Mst “rule 43" prisoners are sex-offenders; the
so-called "nonces' so despised by Craggs. But ny fears that | night be
considered a “grass' (slang for an informer) were unfounded. In the
prison heirarchy - arned bank robbers at the top and those convicted of
street crimes such as nuggi ngs at the bottom - npst gave nme "respect’

for my offence. It was just as well, for one Friday night | saw the
treatnent dished out to “nonces' whose crinmes were regarded as
unacceptable. Top of the Pops was on and the spur were congregated in
front of the television, cheering Mckal enny who was breakdancing
i ncongruously to a Celine Dion single. A young black guy, fresh from
"Beirut', was sitting quietly on his own, sipping a cup of cocoa

Unobserved in the general conmotion, Craggs filled a plastic nug with
boiling water from the urn, sidled up behind him and tipped the
scal di ng water over his head. The guy fell to the floor clutching his
scal p, screanming in agony. Craggs sprang back, arms al oft, vehenently
protesting. “Sorry, mate, it was an accident, honest.' Oher innmates
rushed over as the livid victimgot to his feet, clutching his head and
lungi ng at his assaulter with blind anger. Sonebody pressed the al arm
before a fight could break out and we were invaded by the usual hordes
and herded back into our cells. Craggs was still protesting his
i nnocence as his door was slamed shut, not with convincing sincerity,
but just to let everybody know that this should be the version of
events given by witnesses to the screws.

Lying face down on ny bed, | asked Dobson through the gap what it was

all about. "He was a fookin' nonce,' he whispered. "W just got word
through fromt' other housebl ock. He raped some | assie. Shoul d' ve known
better than trying to mix it with us on this spur. | was goona do "im
m ssel f, but Craggsy beat ne to it. W'Ill not see "imagain.'

Anot her new prisoner called Mchaels cane in for the Craggs Enhanced
Negative Vetting interview a few days |ater, after he appeared at the
back of the lunch queue in a new prison tracksuit, fidgeting with his
Cartier watch. “What are you in for, mate?' Craggs asked with an
undertone of belligerence.

M chaels, an elderly and educated fellow, hesitated for a nonent,
unused to being addressed by a scar-faced skinhead. “A spot of fraud,'
he nervously replied, adjusting his gl asses.

page- 180 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

"Oh | say, just a spot of fraud,' Craggs m nicked an upper-cl ass accent
for his audience. "Wat did you get then?' he asked, still suspicious.

"Ei ghteen nonths,' replied M chaels cautiously.

"Only 18 nonths! That's a bleedin' touch that is, a shit and a shave,’
Craggs jeered. “So how nuch did ya nick then?'" he asked.

"The judge said that it anounted to about o$00,000 in total, over about
ten years or so,' Mchaels nervously replied.

Craggs frowned, as his brain made a quick calculation. “~Wt, you
swagged six hundred bleedin' grand, and you only got 18 nonth?'
M chael s | ooked at the floor and fidgeted unconfortably with his watch.
I only swagged five bleedin' grand and got 15 years!' exclaimed Craggs
i ndi gnantly.

"Aye, but you did shoot the bank manager while you were at it,"' Onion-
head butted in hel pful ly.

But Craggs was unrepentant. ~Six “undred bleedin' grand, and only 18
bl eedin' nmonth,' he repeated wistfully. “Fuck me, that's what |'m
gettin' into when I"'mout o' here. I'Il go into fraud. That's gotta be
the answer, heh,' he nudged Onion-head jubilantly in the ribs, pleased
with his new idea. “Yeah, that's wot |[I'lIl do,'" he repeated
optim stically, pleased with his brai nnave. But a frown slowy crunpled
his scarred face, as a dark cloud | oomed. "Fuck, if only I could read
“n' fuckin' wite.'

Most of the other prisoners on ny spur and the nei ghbouring spur with
whom we shared our hour in the exercise yard knew nme because of the
nmedia coverage and it was not unusual for a conplete stranger to
approach ne to express his disgust that | was in prison for witing a
book. They al so sought ny perceived expertise in case it mght prove
useful in the future, erroneously assum ng that | would be an expert on
firearnms, have an insider's knowl edge of the workings of every obscure
departnment of the police or custons service and a solid grounding in
crimnal law. My hour in the exercise yard, where it was possible to
tal k out of earshot of the screws, was dom nated with questions like,
"What's better, an Uzi or a Heckler & Koch?', “~Can SM5 nessages between
nobil e phones be intercepted?” and "How do you spot police
surveillance?' The questions broke the ice, enabling ne to quiz ny
col | eagues about their own crines, and gradually the exercise hours
evol ved into informal synposia on crimnal tradecraft. They taught ne
how to ring cars, where to buy fal se passports, howto slip out of the
UK wi t hout docunents and the best countries in which to evade recapture
and extradition.

Anot her popular topic of conversation was the relative nmerits of one
prison over another. By universal consensus, Belmarsh was the worst
prison anyone had experienced; the lack of freedom and association
irksome even to the career crimnals. The acknow edged jail connoisseur
was Ronni e, a cockney who had been in so many foreign jails that he
spoke fluent rhyming slang in several |anguages. His |last stretch had
been in a Mnaco jail. One afternoon, queuing for dinner with Dobson
and Oni on-head, he told us how he ended up there. He had just conme by
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some noney by virtue of a “little venture' and decided to treat his
nother to a weekend in Mounte Carlo. "I came out of the bleedin' Casino
Royal e,' he continued, “all spruced up in ne dinner jacket, and there
was a bright yellow Lanborghini Diabol o parked outside. | thought to
mssel', ""1'Il have that'', so | went up to the garfon and told himto
get the keys to me macinino pronto. The little con went and fetched the
Lanbo' from where it was parked and handed it over! | was with me Mam

and she was saying, "No Ronnie, don't do it, don't doit', but I shoved
her in the front and told her to shut up. We were halfway to the Costa
Brava before the flics nicked us.' Jail in Mpnaco was, according to
Ronni e, a “piece of pissoir.' Dutch jails too were a breeze. "They kept
payin' me to go on drug-rehab courses, but | was so stoned | kept “avin
to start again.' Swiss jails were "like bleedin' Hiltons' and Spani sh,
French and German jails were all “a touch' conpared to British prisons.

Even the experienced Dobson and Craggs were in awe of Ronnie's prison
know edge. " VWhich country would you say has the best jails then?" asked
Dobson, who was considering a career nove abroad if he were acquitted
fromhis current offence.

Ronni e furrowed his brow for a second. "“Ah, there's no fuckin' contest.
You wanna get yoursel' in a fackin' lcelandic jail. They're a bleedin'
swan. | was getting paid cd00 per week to sweep the yard, only | didn't
“ave to do it if it were covered in snow, which was all fackin' year. |
came out rich like a bleedin' rag' ead.'

One bitterly cold afternoon | was pacing the exercise yard furiously,
trying to keep warm against a biting wind and cursing to nmyself about
the circunmstances that had lead to ny inprisonment. O her prisoners
were huddled in the corners of the yard sheltering from the wind,
except Mdckal enny who had stripped to the wai st and was energetically
dancing in a puddle in the mddle of singing the Lord' s prayer with his
arms raised to the sky. Suddenly, a neaty hand cl asped ny shoul der from
behind. | spun round, brushing the assailant's hand away and bracing
nyself for trouble. It was a relief to see a grin on the gnarled but
friendly face of an elderly prisoner from spur two. “You' re that spy
fella, aren't you?' he asked. Before | could reply, he introduced
hi nsel f. "~ The nanme's Henderson, Pat Henderson . " (a grin crunpling
at the fanmiliar joke). | wanted a word with you,' he continued. "Do
you know a bl oke call ed George Bl ake?

“I've heard of him"' | replied, "if we're tal king about the same George
Bl ake.' George Blake was the last M6 officer to go to prison for a
breach of the OSA in 1950. After spending six years in prison he
escaped and fled to Mdscow. "Yeah, that's the one,' Henderson | aughed.
"I was in Wrmwod Scrubs with him years back. A cracking fellow. He
went over the wall one night.'

| laughed at the irony of ending up in jail with sonebody who knew
Bl ake.

"What's he up to now?' Henderson asked.
"I think he's living in Mdscow these days,' | replied.

"Well if ever you get to neet him make sure you give himny regards,’
Hender son beaned.
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The screws escorted me back up to Bow Street Magistrate's court on
Monday, 17 Novenmber for my third and final chance to get bail. They
subjected ne to the usual Full Monty's, but this time there was no
police escort. The authorities presumably realised they didn't have a
dangerous prisoner on their hands, despite M6's clainms. By then it
mattered little to ne whether or not bail was granted as | was resigned
to spending nore tine in jail. My only chance of release lay in the
slimpossibility that the Attorney General, John Mrris, mght drop the
charges. Breaches of the OSA are not automatically prosecuted: specific
aut hori sation, known as a “fiat', nmust be issued by the Attorney
General. Ostensibly, it is his decision alone, but in reality the
intelligence services decide. They are always the first government
agencies to discover breaches of the OSA so if they do not want a
prosecution, as in the case of Mlissa Norwood, they keep quiet. But if
they want a person prosecuted, as was clear in ny case, they sw ng
every axe they can find in Whitehall to ensure that it is carried out
with an iron fist. M6 would |obby Mrris hard. But he had not
i medi ately conceded, suggesting that he might at |east have sone
doubts. Like Prime Mnister Tony Blair and the rest of the Labour
cabinet, Mrris had voted against the OSA in 1989. But Omnen cane to the
door-hatch to bring the news. "Mrris has just faxed through the fiat.

| am afraid there's no way out now.' It was a blow, but | had taken
care not to let nmy hopes of release get too high. There was now little
point in contesting bail. Wth a fiat issued only a few m nutes before

the hearing, only a brave magistrate would grant it. Anyway, there were
advantages to staying in prison, as time spent on remand woul d count
towards my final sentence.

Three days later, on the BBC radio | heard news that highlighted the
political nature of OSA prosecutions. Chris Patten, a fornmer Tory
m nister and political heavywei ght who had |lost his seat in the |ast
general election, had been appoi nted Governor of Hong Kong to oversee
the years leading up to the 1999 handover of power to China. As
Governor, he signed the OSA and regularly received CX reports. He al so
authorised the journalist Jonathan Dinbleby to wite an official
bi ography glorifying his governorship, entitled The Last Days. In order
to substantiate aspects of the book, and no doubt also to punp up
sales, Patten gave Dinbleby direct copies of many CX reports. This
brazen breach of the OSA was nore serious than that posed by giving
Martyn a heavily disguised synopsis that was never published. The
police and the CPS wanted to prosecute but Mrris refused to issue the
fiat, arguing that there was "no useful purpose' in prosecuting Patten.

If breaches of secrecy laws are not applied consistently to all
of fenders, whatever their status, then they are political offences. |
wote to Mrris from ny prison cell asking him to explain this
i nconsi stency and asked what “useful purpose' he saw in prosecuting ne.
He never repli ed.

One of the nmany restrictions inposed on A-cat prisoners is close
control over visits. W were only permtted visits from inmediate
famly, and then only after they had been approved by the police and
prison service. On ny first day in Belmarsh, wusing a special
application form | nomnated ny nother as nmy first visitor. This was
sent to Cunbria SB and two PCs interviewed her at hone. It wasn't until
Friday, 21 Novenber, three weeks after ny arrest, that she was cleared
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to nake the seven-hour trip to south-east London for a 40-mnute visit.
There was a thick sheet of perspex between us to prevent any physica
contact and we spoke through a recorded intercom M nother found the
visit traumatic and, though she tried to put on a brave face, | could
tell that she was close to tears.

A-cat prisoners were allowed to receive up to four letters a day which
were censored by the staff and, in nmy case, copied to M6. Mst of ny
mail cane from famly and friends and | could recognise who a letter
was from by the handwriting and postnmark. One day a letter cane bearing
unfam |iar handwiting. Even after reading it, it took me several
mnutes to realise that it was froma former nenber of staff. She wote
that in a few years tine ny offence would be regarded as purely
political, a noral e-boosting fillip from somebody ostensibly fromthe
ot her side. Shortly after her letter, a second piece of surprise mail
arrived, the envel ope bearing handwiting that, by the forward sl ope
and cut-down letter “y's, was that of a native Russian speaker. Mbre
nysteriously, it was from prisoner XM2920 in Wor mwod Scrubs. It took
several scans of the letter to nake a mental connection with the name
at the bottom “Nueman' was the M6 resettl enent name for NORTHSTAR. My
| ast news of himwas that he was about to start an MBA and he expl ai ned
in his letter what had happened next. After finishing the degree, he
set up a business organising conferences on western commercial
practices for Russian and Ukrani an businessnmen. Unfortunately, having
accepted their substantial up-front registration fees, he forgot to do
the rest. When sonme of the del egates denanded the return of their fees,
he fled to Geneva. After a lengthy legal battle, he was extradited back
to the UK and received 36 nonths for fraud. W exchanged a few letters
and started a gane of correspondence chess which he was soon w nning
handsonel y.

In early Decenmber M Richards collared me as | was going through the
netal detector to the exercise yard. “Tomlinson, get back here.' he
bel l owed cheerfully. “~No exercise for you today, you've got a police
visit." My spirits fell. Police normally visited prisoners only to
press nore charges.

After the strip-search, two screws escorted me to the A-cat |ega
visits roons. Waiting for me were DI Ratcliffe and the baldy who had
searched ny flat at the time of my arrest. He introduced hinself as D
Pet ers and expl ai ned that he was a conputer expert. Wadhamwas there to
gi ve nme assistance. “Richard, we need your help to crack the encrypted
material on your Psion,' Ratcliffe asked sheepishly.

It surprised me that SB, M6 and GCHQ had not yet cracked the text |
wote in Spain, as the encryption programe was tiny and used only a
smal | key and a sinple password.

"We wonder if you could give us the password,' Peters asked.

“You're joking!" | laughed. “Why would | want to do that?

"Well have a think about it," Ratcliffe replied in a manner that
indicated that Iife mght be difficult if |I didn't.

The police left the room for a monent so that | could confer with
Wadham "~ They've got sonmething planned if you don't give themit,' he
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advi sed. “Unless you've really got something to hide, I'd tell them'
There was another copy buried on the internet, so it would not be a
problemto | ose the files. “Also,' added Wadham “if you cooperate the
judge should knock a few months off your sentence.' Ratcliffe and
Peters filed back into the rooma few mnutes later. ~The passphrase is
""M6 are stupid tossers''," | told them

"We shoul d have thought of that one,' Peters grinned.

Even A-cat prisoners have the right to speak confidentially to their
| awyers, enshrined in “rule 37' of the prison regulations. If |I needed
to telephone Wadham informng M Richards beforehand supposedly
ensured that the automatic recorder would be turned off. Likew se, if
an envel ope was marked “rule 37', supposedly the censors woul d not open
it. But like nost of the other prisoners, | had little confidence that
this rule would be respected, especially in the lead up to ny
committal. M6 would be keen to learn how | would plead because it
woul d allow themto use I/OPS to ensure favourable spin in the press. |
later learned that my efforts at discretion were futile and that M6
al ways knew in advance of ny intentions. Over on spur 1 were three
Al geri an students who had been on renmand for nearly a year under the
Prevention of TerrorismAct. lronically |I first cane across their files
while in PTCP section. The DST asked M5 to arrest them because of
their alleged links to the FIS, the Algerian |slamc Fundanentali st
group, but M5 had been reluctant to deploy their Ilimted A4
surveillance resources. |In retaliation the DST wthdrew their
cooperation with us on operations such as BELLHOP, so with sone
internal politicking, M5 were persuaded to take an interest in the
students. Their telephones were bugged, they were put under foot
surveillance and were eventually arrested for allegedly conspiring to
obtain explosive materials. The evidence was weak and the three were
adamant that they were not guilty. They came up for trial at the Ad
Bail ey shortly before ny conmittal. But the CPS nade a basic error in
their opening statements by revealing know edge that the Al gerians had
di scl osed only to their defence |awers in the Bel marsh |egal visits
roons. The defence realised that these visits had been bugged and
chal | enged the CPS. When the CPS refused to explain their source, the
judge dismissed the <case and the defendants were released.
Suspi ci ously, whenever Wadham or Davies net me in Belmarsh, we were
al ways al l ocated the sane roomthat was used by the Al geri ans.

Qur cells were regularly searched by the screws. Wthout warning,
specially trained three-man search teans with sniffer dogs would enter
the spur and choose one or two prisoners. The inmate was strip-

searched, then ejected fromhis home. Anything illicit in the cell was
confi scated and the prisoner punished with a spell in the block. They
took silver foil because it could be used to melt heroin before

injection, matches as the heads could be used for incendiary devices,
pol yt hene bottl es because they could be filled with chopped fruit and
sugar to brew into “hooch'. The search teams also took two [arge,
heavy-duty bl ack suitcases into each cell. Nobody knew what was in them
but the rumour was that they contained portabl e photocopiers. "You just
see,' Dobson told ne. “They'll be round your cell with those suitcases
a few days before you go up in court.' And he was right; | was
subjected to a |l engthy search just two days before commttal. So even
if they had not already learnt of nmy intended “guilty' plea by bugging
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ny discussions with Wadham and Davies, they would have known from
copying the “rule 37" papers in my cell.

Two screws escorted ne back up to Bow Street Magistrates on Mnday, 24
Novenmber. Up in the dock, the mmgistrate asked me to confirm ny
identity, then read the charges against me. “~Wat is your plea? he
finally asked.

The court was hushed in anticipation and in the press gallery | could
see the hacks with pens poised to record the plea of the first M6
officer charged with violating the OSA since Blake. “Guilty,' |
replied, keeping ny voice as steady as | could. The press gallery
scrabbled out of court to broadcast the news. But there was not a
flicker of reaction fromColin G bbs or the SIS | egal representative.

In the prison van going back to Belmarsh my guilt was reported in
sensational fashion on the radio news bulletins every half hour. The
next day it was on the front page of mobst of the broadsheets. The Tines
accused nme of having “attenmpted to sell secrets' to an Australian
publi sher. The Telegraph lanmely repeated the M6 |line that | had
“endangered the lives of agents'. I/OPS nust have been pleased with the
results. The sensational coverage woul d strengthen the nythical status
in which M6 are revered in sone quarters and deepen the nysterious
i mportance of their work. But a nore direct consequence for ne was that
there was a danger of the nmedia coverage " hyping' mny sentence and that
on sentencing day on 18 Decenber the judge would give ne a |onger
stretch than | woul d otherw se have received.

“You |l ook |ike a bleedin'" hippy," Onion-head | aughed in the |unch queue
a few days before ny sentencing.

“I'd get it cut if | were you,' advised Dobson. "“The joodge'll give yer
three nmonths nmore with yer hair like that.'

They were right - a haircut was already overdue when ny appoi ntnent in
Wavendon had been perenptorily interrupted by ny arrest. That evening's
association | filled in the application formto the Governor and M
Ri chards advi sed ne the next day that perni ssion had been granted.

“You can be our new barber's first client,' he grinned. "Clarke! Cone
here,' he shouted across the spur, “your services are required!’

The new barber, a Jamai can arned robber who had just been renanded the
previ ous day, anbled out of his cell, pulling up the drawstring of his
trousers. He suffered froma severe nervous tw tch which had caused his
shotgun to accidentally discharge while he was holding up a bank in
Southall. Luckily the shot hadn't hit anybody but neverthel ess he was
facing a longer sentence as a result of the negligent discharge. He had
never cut hair in his life but M Richards had appointed him spur
bar ber because he shared his nane with Nicky Cl arke, a celebrity London
hai rdresser. "Here's the clippers,' M Richards bellowed cheerfully,
passing a small wooden box to the benused Clarke. “~Get one of those
chairs and set up shop under the stairs.'

“Can you just tidy it up a bit?' | asked C arke as soon as a chair had
been positioned and the clippers had been plugged in. “I"mup in the
dock for sentencing tonorrow. '
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Clarke nuttered something back to ne in an unintelligible Janaican
accent, checked that the clippers were plugged into the wall, switched
them on and paused for a nonment, studying the buzzing blades
qui zzically as if weighing up their potential for robbing banks. He
nmuttered sonme nmore. Thinking it inpolite to ask himto repeat hinself |
just smiled encouragingly. Tentatively, he leant over nme and began
clipping the right side of my head but suddenly and painfully, the
clippers dug hard into my ear. “Bollocks!' Clarke nuttered, taking a
step back to reconpose hinself after the twitch. Bending over, he tried
again. But he was siezed by another twitch. “Shite!' O arke nmuttered,
as a large clunmp of hair fell to the ground. Frowning in concentration,
he studied the right side of ny head, then the left, then the right,
and began to trim again.

There were no mrrors on the spur so there was no way to check
progress. ~Are you sure you know what you are doing?' | asked politely.

Clarke muttered something back and started fiddling with the clipper
bl ades. He | ooked a bit hurt and | thought it better not to press him
But judging by the ever increasing pile of hair on the floor, he was a
qui ck learner and he finished off with a flourish just as M Richards
bellowed the famliar order, “Spur 1, get your dinner.' d arke
hurriedly unplugged the clippers and returned themto M Richards as
the spur clamoured into a disorderly queue.

Dobson and Oni on-head were, as usual, at the back, maxinising the tine
out of their cells, and | joined them as soon as | had collected ny
plastic mug and cutlery from ny cell. “You look like a bleedin'
convict,' Onion-head | aughed as he saw my new crop.

“Yer daft booger,' added Dobson. "~The joodge'll give yer three nonths
nore with yer “air like that.'

| woke shortly after 5 a.m the next day, shaved, washed, polished ny
scal p, dressed and sat on ny bed reading until the screws arrived at
about 7 a.m to escort nme to the Od Bailey. Having put in a request
form the previous evening's association, nmy suit and best shoes were
brought out of storage in reception for ne to change into. W left at 9
a.m for the famliar drive across east London to the Od Bailey. It
was an evil, blustery, overcast day and through the darkened gl ass
porthole of my cubicle it appeared al mbst night outside. As we were
crossing Tower Bridge in heavy traffic, an elderly nman on the pavenent
stopped in his stride and stared inpassively into ny porthole. Probably
an ex-con, | thought to myself, reflecting how |lucky he was to be on
the outsi de.

The dock in court 13 of the Od Bailey was oddly positioned high above
the court, like a projectionist's booth in a cinem, giving ne a
panoram ¢ vi ew of the sentencing judge, Recorder of London Sir Law ence
Verney, his two court assistants, the CPS, ny defence team and various
court clerks and stenographers. To the right the press gallery was
packed with the usual faces. High up to the left was the public

gallery, also full, and curiously there were two strangers with their
fingers crossed for me. To their right was another smaller gallery,
less full. Ratcliffe and Peters were there, so perhaps it was a gallery

for menbers of the CPS who had been working on the case. Ratcliffe and
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Peters seemed decent on the occasions that we had met and | wondered if
they really got any satisfaction from prosecuting nme. It was
intimdating to be the centre of so nuch attention and | felt nore
di stressed than at the other court appearances.

The CPS spoke first, arguing that my actions “greatly danaged nati onal
security', without ever attenmpting to define “national security' or
explain how it had been harmed. Enotion welled up inside ne at the
stupidity and injustice of the allegations and | held nmy head in ny
hands. G bbs wanted to bring another expert witness and Verney granted
perm ssion to take the court tenporarily in camera. Redd, fornmer H MOS,
took the stand to bleat that my synopsis had “endangered the |lives of
of ficers'. Davies spoke well in ny defence, pointing out that there was
not hi ng of substance in the synopsis, that it had not left a |locked
filing cabinet and that my “guilty' plea and cooperation with the
police deserved consideration. A glance at ny wistwatch showed that
the arguments went on for 53 mnutes, until Judge Verney called a
recess to consider his verdict. The screws slipped ny handcuffs back on
to take me down to the dungeons, but | only had to wait in the cell for
a few nminutes before the door opened and they dragged ne back up to the
dock.

Verney's opening words described the “seriousness of the offence',
i medi ately dashing ny hope to be out in tine for Christms. He took
into account ny guilty plea and that it was my first ever offence, but
gave no consideration for my cooperation with the police. "I therefore
have no alternative but to sentence you to 12 nonths inprisonnment,' he
announced gravely. My rel ease date would be 1 May, only four-and-a- half
nont hs away on a cal endar but a long tine in Bel marsh.

Davi es and WAdham cane down to the dungeons to comm serate. " You know
that you have the right to appeal against the sentence,' Wdham
expl ai ned, “and you might get a few weeks less.' But | declined the
of fer. Wadham and Davi es were acting for me pro bono and it would be an
abuse of their generosity to ask themto nmount an appeal. Ratcliffe and
Peters al so wanted to see ne for nore help in decrypting ny Psion, but
| declined. Judge Verney hadn't given me any consideration for ny
previ ous cooperation, so there was no reason to hel p them now.

Unusual |y, there was another inmate in the prison van on the way back
to Bel marsh. The reason was clear once back on the spur. "~Tominson,
you're of f the book,' announced M Richards cheerfully. “You'll be on
work as soon as Christmas is over.' The Governor had downgraded ny
security status from A-cat to B-cat, nmeaning | could visit the gymnore
frequently and people other than inmmediate famly would be able to
visit.

For the Christmas break, the prison staff nmade an effort to bring sone
spirit to the spur with a small tree and tinsel above M Richards's
desk. On Christnmas day, we had a half-hour lie-in and a cooked
breakfast, then all-day association. W were only briefly |ocked back
into our cells to eat lunch of a chicken leg, roast potatoes and
sprouts, Christmas pudding and a real treat of a Cornetto ice-cream In
the afternoon the staff arranged a pool tournament (won convincingly by
Dobson) and then a young female screw whom we had not seen before
organi sed a bingo gane with first prize of a od phone card, won by
Oni on-head with some blatant cheating.
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“You've got to give the screws sonme credit,' Dobson nuttered as Onion-
head cavorted up to the pretty screwto collect his prize, giving her a
cheeky kiss, "they've had to give up their own Christmas day at hone
and spend it in here with us bastards.' Dobson was right that the
Bel marsh staff did an excellent job, and not just on Christmas day.
Rel ations between staff and prisoners were generally cordial and there
was little of the confrontational “them and us' managenment styl e that
existed in other prisons. And it couldn't be easy spending all day
confined in a pressure cooker with a brewing nixture of depressed,
psychopathic or violent crimnals. They regularly got abused verbally
and attacked physically by angry prisoners, and were at risk of being
t aken hostage or even nurdered. The dangers they faced on a daily basis
were far higher than those ever faced by the bleating Redd, the M6
officer who had whined at my sentencing that ny synopsis had
“endangered the lives of agents'. And then at the end of what anounted
to a very stressful day the screws had to go home to try and live on a
salary a fraction of Redd's, in one of the world s npst expensive
cities.

“You'll not believe yer ears tonight, Rich," Dobson told ne
ent husi astically on New Year's Eve. "We're gonna have a reet party!' A
few prisoners had got thenselves a joint prepared and there were
rumours that there was some hooch about.

It was customary for prisoners to see in the New Year by bangi ng any
hard object against the heating pipes, cell doors and wi ndow bars. It
seened pointless to me. “You'll not catch nme joining in with that
nonsense,' | replied. “1'll be tucked up in bed.' | consoled nyself
that for once | would wake up in the New Year wi thout a hangover.

"Nah, yer big wuss,' jeered Dobson, “you'll be up bangin' wi' the rest
of us.'

The first sporadic clatter and whooping started at about 11.30 p.m,

gathering in intensity until it becane pointless trying to concentrate
on ny book. | had just put out the |ight when somebody attacked the
heating pipe with their waste-paper bin, jolting nme upright. Soon

sonmebody else joined in and, as m dni ght approached, the din becane a
cacaphony as every inmate released a year's frustration in wild fits of
bangi ng, scream ng and hollering. The joyful spirit was too infectious
to ignore and | got out of bed, picked up ny bin and hurled it against
the door, then again and again, and whooped and shouted with the rest.

The only advant age of being an A-cat prisoner was autonmatic assignation
to a single-cell on security grounds. Since my downgrading to B-cat,
that privilege had gone and ny days in such conparative |uxury were
nunbered. Sunday norni ng associ ati ons, when we were issued with a cl ean
sheet, pillow case and Bic razor, were when the screws al so reallocated
cells. On the first Sunday in January, M Richards bellowed out from
his desk on the spur floor, “Tom inson, get your stuff.' My tinme had
come and resignedly | tipped nmy belongings into ny bin liner, rolled up
the mattress, sheets, pillow and blanket into a bundl e and presented
nyself to his desk. "Over there,' he indicated, pointing to the double
cell right by his desk, grinning as ever.
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“You bastard,' | nuttered. The words were nmeant to be unheard, but they
slipped out too loud. “Tominson, |I'Il have you down the block if you
say that again!' M Richards threatened w thout menace. Cell 2 was
right next to his desk and he reserved it for troubl esone “fraggles' or
suicidal “toppers' so he could keep a close eye on them Two fraggles

or toppers could not be together in the same cell, so a well-behaved
prisoner had to take the other bed. |1'd been selected as the spur's
psychiatric nurse. “You'll get your new cell mte tonorrow afternoon,"

M Ri chards grinned mi schievously.

Dunping my foam mattress and bedding on the nmetal straps of the hard
iron bed, | surveyed my new cell. It had just been vacated by Parker,
an untidy, overwei ght, chain-snoki ng gun-freak. Before Bel narsh, he had
lived at home in Essex with his nother and weapon coll ection. One day
he drank too nuch beer and fell sound asleep on his bed. H's doting
not her found him and, fearing he was dead, called an anbul ance. The
paranedi cs arrived, realised he was just drunk, but also found a
shot gun under his bed. They called the police who arrested hi mand he
was sentenced to two years inprisonment for illegal possession of
firearms. Hi s other hobby was Ilying in bed smoking and eating jaffa
cakes, so jail was a Butlin's activity canmp for him The cell stank of
bad hygiene, the floor had not been swept for weeks and even a
bl uebottl e woul d have thrown up at the toilet. The rest of that Sunday
was spent cleaning with the tiny strip of pot-scrubber and mniature
bar of soap which we were allowed in our cells. That night, lying on ny
bed listening to a violent stormbattering the prison, | prayed that ny
new cel l mte, whether, a fraggle or a topper, would at |east be clean.

As a neWy denoted B-cat, | was now eligible for “work' and ny first
day in nmy new job was the next norning. Wrk gave ne the opportunity to
get out of the cell nmore often and ny daily prison allowance went up
from od.26 per day to od.76, making it possible to buy extra fruit,
food and toiletries from the prison canteen. Sonewhat surprisingly,
given ny crine, the Governor assigned ne to the conputer room down in
the basement of the workshop area. Mke, the patient and kindly course
instructor, quickly realised that | already knew how to use a PC so
allowed me to do as | liked rather than follow the basic conputer
literacy course.

Shortly after returning to the cell fromnmy first day in the lab, the
door-flap sl apped back, M Richards's narrow eyes checked nme, and the
heavy door |ocks clunked. °“~Tomlinson, here's your new cellnmte,' M
Ri chards announced with a devilish grin as he flung the door open. |
put down my pocket-conputer chess gane and stood, ready to greet ny new
cell mate. Holding open the door, M Richards inpatiently beckoned in
the new arrival, but the smell announced Stonley's presence even before
he was visible. M Richards instinctively recoiled back into the
fresher air of the spur and slanmed the door shut on us.

Stonl ey walked over to the spare bed, put his only possessions, a
plastic mug and cutlery, on the bedside | ocker and began angrily pacing
the cell in tiny circles, clutching his beard, oblivious to ny
presence. | watched for a couple of mnutes, and realised that he was
not going to stop. "Hey Stonley,' | said warmy, “would you mnd giving
it a break?" Stonley stopped in his tracks and stared in surprise at ne
as if | were a talking flowerpot. “Have a sit-down,' | suggested.
Stonl ey obliged imrediately, as if used to being bullied around, and
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once perched on the edge of his bed stared angrily out of the w ndow,
still clutching his beard. "|I'm Richard, what's your nane?'

Stonley made no eye contact but after a short pause, spat out,
“Stonley.'

"No, | nmean what's your first name?’

Stonley turned from the w ndow, flashed an angry glare and replied,
“Dunno', before returning his anger to the window | tried again, but
got the sane response, this time nore angrily. Although Stonley was
sitting notionless on the edge of his bed, his stench had wafted over
to me and | had to nove to the other end of ny bed.

The door-flap sl apped open and Oni on-head, who had just been appointed
a spur cleaner and was outside collecting the lunch-trays, |eered in.
“Arright, Rich? he |aughed, gooning his face into an exaggerated
imtation of Stonley. "Wait till he starts playin' his pink oboe!' |
gave himthe finger and he slapped the flap back wi th another | augh.

| had to find a way of getting out of sharing the cell with Stonley,
but ny options were limted. The staff were usually reasonabl e about
putting conpatible cell mates together as it caused themless bother if
they got along. But they would not let me off the hook with Stonley so
easily; nobody was conpatible with him and the screws accurately
guessed it was not in nmy nature to start a fight, a tactic his previous
cell mate had used to engi neer a separation.

At unlock for evening association, | made a beeline for M Richards.
“You've got to get me out of there. Stonley should be in hospital, not
in prison. You'll turn me into a fraggle too if | have to share with
hi m nuch | onger,' | pleaded.

M Ri chards | aughed, " You're going nowhere, Tominson. Doctor's orders.
Stonley has to be in a double cell so that he learns to interact with
ot her prisoners.'

“Well, if | have to share with him wll you please tell himto wash
his clothes and get a shower?' M Richards obliged and ordered Stonley
to take a shower and hand in his filthy clothing to the unfortunate
Turki sh | aundryman for washi ng.

Locked back in after association, |I found that Stonley had used the
toilet and badly mssed. He would never clean it up, so there was no
choice but to do it nyself. He was still perched on the edge of his

bed, staring angrily out of the window, twiddling with his beard, as |
finished and junked ny last strip of pot-scrubber in the bin. As there
had been cases of fraggles attacking sleeping cellmtes, | didn't dare
go to sleep before himand stayed up playi ng chess on ny pocket set. At
about 1 a.m, Stonley briefly went to the toilet, |lay down on his bed,
pul l ed a sheet over hinmself and started masturbating.

After a fitful night's sleep, inspiration struck in the norning.
“Stonl ey, do you snoke?' | asked as soon as he was awake.

“Dunno,' he replied angrily.
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“You nmust know the answer to that, surely? | replied.
“Dunno,' he shouted back.

As soon as we were unlocked, | grabbed ny half-full phone card, two
Twi xes, and a tube of custard creans, and dashed over to Onion-head's
cell, where he was having a cup of tea with Dobson. “Arright, R ch?' he
asked. "How s the fraggle, did he burp his wormlast night?

“Shut up, you bastard,' | replied with a smle. ~Onion-head, you got
any t obacco?"

"What's up, Rich?'" jeered Dobson. “You tekkin' up smokin', it's that
bad is it?

| dunmped the phone card, Tw xes and custard creans on Onion-head's bed.
“I'll swap you all that for an ounce of tobacco and five Rizlas.'
Onion-head's eyes lit up - it was a good swap - and he handed me the
remai ns of a pouch of Golden Virginia with a few papers.

Back in the cell after breakfast | asked Stonley if he would like a
snoke. He glared at me suspiciously. It was perhaps the first tine
anybody had offered hi manything since comng into prison. | produced

the pouch and papers, and pushed them over to him ~They're yours, |
don't snoke.'

He studied them suspiciously for a few seconds, like a stray cat who
has been given a tenpting norsel by a stranger, then pounced, expertly
crafting a rollie and lighting up. As soon as the cell was nicely full
of snoke, | got up and pushed the “room service' bell to call a screw
It was supposed only to be used in energencies and | risked getting a
day down the block for its abuse. M Richards arrived a few minutes
later to investigate. ~Tominson, what do you want?' he asked
i mpatiently through the perspex w ndow.

"M Richards, you never told me Stonley was a snoker.'
M Richards | ooked at me quizzically. “~So what?' he asked.

“Prison regulation 12a,' | replied, A non-snoking prisoner cannot be
forced to share a cell with a snoking prisoner against his w shes.'

M Richards glared back at me for a moment. “Tomlinson, |I'Il “ave you
one day,' he replied, exasperated. But he knew he was beaten. Mbst
prisoners didn't know about the rule, but my study of the prison
regul ati on book during associations had paid off. “OK get your stuff,
cell 8 on the first landing is free.' M Richards held the door open
while | bundled ny stuff back together and escorted me up to my new
hone, a single cell.

Early in January, Belmarsh received a visit fromthe "Health and Safety
at Wrk' inspection teans. When we were unl ocked to queue for lunch the
spur and hotplate area had been plastered with signs warning us of
dangers. By the stairs was a neat sign announcing, ~Caution: Steep
Stairs'. Around the hotplate notices warned us, " Caution: Hot
Surfaces'. It was absurd to pretend that these presented serious
hazards to our wellbeing, when we were cooped up in such confines with
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some of the nmost violent men in the country. “~What a bleedin' liberty,"’
| aughed Oni on-head, scornfully eyeing the warning on the stairs. "They
| ock up an ordinary, decent arned robber |ike me wi th dangerous, book-
witing ex-secret agents like you,'" he said to me, “and then they warn
us about steep bleedin' stairs." Wth a quick glance around to ensure
no screws were watching, he drew heavily on his roll-up until the tip
glowed red, and lit the corner of the sign. As flanes leapt up the
paper |aying long, black soot streaks up the wall, Onion-head chuckl ed
m schievously, "That's that fixed then, eh? They shoul d put up another
sign saying "~ Caution: Inflamable Signs''.'

Shortly after the next conputer workshop session a few additiona
notices appeared, witten on identical paper with the sane typeface.
Above each toil et appeared the notice, "Caution: this toilet is fucking
filthy'. On the wall behind M Richards' desk appeared another,
“Caution: this screwis bloody thick'. It took M Richards a few days
to notice and then we never saw any nore of the "Health and Safety at
Work' notices.

Even though Belmarsh was a maxi mum security prison and el aborate
precauti ons were taken to prevent prisoners snuggling contraband on to
the spurs, there was still a fair anount of drugs about. For severa
prisoners, especially those facing long sentences, getting high was
their only relief from the nunbing boredom and |ack of challenge in
prison life. Drugs were smuggled in by two routes. One was by a crooked
screw who had been recruited by a former inmate. The other was via the
visiting-rooms. Now that | was a B-cat prisoner, | could attend open
visits and saw for myself how it was done

Open visits took place in a large hall, filled with six rows of
vi siting-booths. There were 20 booths on each row, separated by |ow
di viding partitions. Around the edge of the room was a raised gantry
where the screws could observe the visits. W waited in a |arge, snoke-
filled holding-cell for our turn to go forward, be briefly searched and
to receive a coloured, lettered bib to wear. The colour and letter
corresponded to a particular booth. Wen all the prisoners were seated,
the visitors were permtted to enter. They had been checked for drugs
with a sniffer dog, but it was not legal for the prison staff to search
them physically. Wves and girlfriends of the prisoners defeated the
dog without too much difficulty by wapping the drugs in cling-film and
secreting the package in their bodies. Prisoners were allowed to kiss
their partners briefly at the beginning and end of the visit, and the
package was transferred. W were searched on leaving the visits hall,
but prisoners who were seen kissing suspiciously were searched nore
t horoughly, including inside their nmouths. Snugglers therefore had no
option but to swallow their package, which was potentially fatal should
it burst. They later retrieved the package, as Ronnie explained, “from
one orifice or the other'.

Prisoners were regularly tested for drugs. Those suspected of drug-

taking were called up nore often to give urine sanples. | had ny first
mandatory test on 2 February. As | was preparing to go to work, a screw
came to ny cell. "No work for you today, Tominson. Drink that tea down

fast and don't have a piss.' He escorted ne down unfamliar corridors
to the drug testing centre, and put me in a holding-cell with couple of
ot her prisoners. Amongst them was the Italian guy | had briefly met
when first remanded to Brixton, his cockney English now fl uent.
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VWen nmy turn cane | was asked to confirm that | was not on any
nmedi cati on. ~No bad back, then?' the screw asked suspiciously. Mst of
t he dope-using prisoners had permanent “bad backs' and queued every day
to get a dose from the doctor of Brufen pain-reliever which nasked
traces of marijuana in their blood, rendering the test worthless
I ndeed, Ronnie's bad back was so "bad' the doctor had ordered himto
have an extra mattress in his cell. The screw | ead nme over to a urinal
gave ne a small receptacle and told me to fill it. “Tominson, if you
hear of any drug use, you'll give us a nod, won't you?' he asked |anely
afterwards. “You'll have to do better than that to recruit ne,' |
| aughed.

The probation service sumoned ne on 29 March, and | went to the | ega
visits roons to find a young female officer waiting for ne. “~There is
somet hi ng very odd about your case,' she frowned. "Normally we have a
first appointment with a prisoner three nonths before they are
rel eased, but we were only told about you by the Hone Office two days
ago and the Governor wants to talk to me about you after this neeting.'
| suspected the nmeddl esone hand of M6, but said nothing. She explained
that | would be on probation for three nonths after ny rel ease, and
during that time | could be reinprisoned for breaching any probation
conditions. "But frankly, for somebody like you who is a first-tine,
non-vi ol ent offender, there won't be any conditions and we probably
won't bother you nuch.' She nmade an appointnent to see ne three days
before my rel ease, and wi shed ne luck for the rest of ny sentence.

The mpod on the spur varied fromday to day, depending on which screws
were on duty. If the good-natured and cheerful M Richards was in
charge, associations were quiet and generally troubl e-free. But when M
Ri chards was on |eave, senior screws from other spurs stood in and
their different nanagenent style, or unfamliarity with the foibles of
a troubl esone prisoner, could quickly antagoni se the whole spur. In
early April the atnosphere became so tense that even M Richards was
losing his cool. First, a bottle of hooch was found brew ng behind the
washi ng nachi ne and because nobody would own up association was
cancelled for the day. Then the |ocal newsagent went bankrupt and al
the prisoners, nyself included, |ost the noney paid in advance for the
deliveries. Then we | ost another association because nost of the screws
took leave to attend the funeral of a colleague who had hung hinsel f.
Wth mssed associations and trivial annoyances, the spur was in a
tetchy nmood and there were sone mnor scuffles in the | unch queue. That
afternoon association was |late starting because a screw had fallen ill
and a replacement could not be found imredi ately. W were late getting
to the gym so our session was shorter than usual. “Spur 1, in your
cells, no shower, no water.' M Richards bellowed as soon as we were
back, the timetable disruption forcing himto cut the ten mnminutes we
normally had to get a shower and hot water. A cup of tea at every bang-
up was an inportant part of the daily routine, and having it denied was
denor al i si ng.

"M Richards, yer a fat, fat bastard,' hollered Onion-head from the
bal cony, ducking into his cell before M Richards could identify him A
few prisoners tried to make a dash for the urn, but M R chards
collared them and enptied the nugs of those who had succeeded in
filling them Oher screws starting banging-up prisoners |like me who
had reluctantly gone into their cells, and the spur resounded with the
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clunking of the heavy locks and the slapping of the flaps. One
irritated prisoner banged his netal waste-paper bin against the cel
door and soon everybody joined in. | lost nmy tenper too, and ki cked ny
cell door so hard that | bruised nmy toe, making me nadder still.

A few prisoners who had not yet gone into their cells were putting up a

protest, Craggs the npbst vociferous. | heard M Richards hollering at
Craggs, In your cell, Craggs!' even his good hunobur tested to the
limt.

“I'"m havin' ny fucking nug of water,' screaned back Craggs.
“Craggs, get in your cell NOW'

The argument was hotting up and | hopped over to ny flap. The screw had
slanmed it shut with such haste that it had bounced back open slightly
and the spur floor was just visible. M Richards was standing in front
of the hot water urn, blocking the furious Craggs. "Craggs, if you take
one step closer, you' re down the bl ock.'

Craggs glared at M Richards and then rushed, |eaping for his throat.
M Richards just had time to press his belt alarm before the angry
inmate was on top of him Craggs' monment of vengeance and glory was
short-1ived. He was quickly overpowered by screws bursting in fromthe
ot her spurs and was hauled off down to the segregation block, never to
be seen agai n.

The tension of the day's events was too nuch for Mockal enny. That
eveni ng at unlock for dinner he energed fromhis cell wearing nothing
but his underpants, singing ~CGod save our Princess Anne' to the tune of
the British national anthem He had painted his face with toothpaste
for tribal war paint, had fashioned a head-band out of threads fromhis
bl anket and was brandi shing a pool -cue |like a spear. The screws all owed
him get his dinner, still singing and waving his spear. Wen he had
eaten his nmeal and we were all banged-up once nobre, he was escorted
fromthe spur and we never saw him again either.

A few days before release, M Richards called ne up for another
probation visit. Making my way over to the legal visits roons, | was
expecting to see the pretty young officer again. But this time it was a
senior male officer who didn't smile or shake hands in greeting.
“Tom i nson, here's your probation conditions.' He handed ne a two- page

sheet. “You will not be allowed to |leave the country after you are
rel eased and you will have to hand both your British and New Zeal and
passports to the Metropolitan police SB. You will not be allowed to
speak to any journalists or any nmenbers of the media. If you do you
will be immediately reinprisoned. Do you understand?' | nodded, though
| found it difficult to believe that they could inpose such Stalinist
conditions. "And finally, you will not be allowed to use the internet
or e-mil .’

“You're not serious,' | laughed. "Don't tell me, | amnot allowed to
use a tel ephone either, or read a newspaper, | suppose?

The probation officer glared hunourlessly at me, and didn't reply.
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Dobson kept telling ne that the |last few days before rel ease woul d be
the longest of my life but they were little different fromany of the
ot hers. Even when the remmi ni ng days of incarceration could be counted
on nmy fingers, the intense feeling of anger at ny inprisonment never
left me. The manner in which M6 had di sm ssed me, abused their powers
to block my right to expose their malpractice with the argunment that
the courts were “not secure,' and then hypocritically and glibly used
the same courts to sentence me still rankled deeply. Unable to cone to
terns with nmy fate Ilike the other prisoners, even one day of
i ncarceration was too nuch. All the six months of boring frustration
had succeeded in doing was to increase ny resolve to publish this book.

14. ON THE RUN

FRI DAY, 1 MAY 1998
L ONDON

“Morning, Tominson, you're out and about early,' M Richards greeted
me cheerfully as he pushed open ny door at 7 a.m He nust have unl ocked
many ot her prisoners on their rel ease days, but he still got pleasure
fromit. The previous evening | gave ny spare food, nagazi nes and books
away, leaving only a few items to stuff into a bin liner while M
Ri chards held the cell door open. He gave nme a nonent to bang up Dobson
and Oni on-head to say goodbye through their flaps.

“Good luck wi' yer book. If ye' need a hand snugglin' it into Britain,

yer know who to call,' shouted Dobson, already up and reading at his
desk.
"Tell “em I'm an innocent man!' yelled Onion-head from his pit. M

Ri chards then escorted me down the nowfam liar corridors to reception.
“And | hope | never see you again,' M Richards said with a smle as he
handed me over to the reception staff.

Even though ny release was inminent, there were still the famliar
strip-searches, X-rays and long waits in smoke-filled holding-pens.
“You mght be nicking sonething for all we know ' explained one

reception screw. ~Them prison shirts are all the rage at the Mnistry
of Sound these days.'

The process had dragged on for three hours when a screw stuck his head
around the door of the holding-cell. “Wich one of you's Tominson,
then?' he asked, glaring around at wus. | stuck up ny hand. “You're
wanted down at Scotland Yard this afternoon, 3 p.m,' he announced
seriously, “and you've to take your passports.' The rel easees waiting
with me whistled and cheered. “You'll be back in “~ere Mnday norning
then,' I|aughed one black guy. “They'll charge you with sonfin' new
tonight, hold you in the police cells over the weekend, then nick yer
back “ere Monday sharp.' It was gut-w enching to know he was probably
right. If M6 were planning on bringing new charges, they would do it
on a Friday afternoon, neaning a | ong weekend in the police cells unti
a Monday court appearance.

St eppi ng through the heavy gate of HWP Bel marsh clutching ny bin |iner,
brought no feeling of jubilation, just a quiet sense of relief that it
was over and pleasure at seeing ny nother waiting for me. Thankfully
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there were no journalists, just a couple of police in a Mni Mtro who
wat ched as | wal ked to greet her. She drove ne to Richborne Terrace for
nmy first decent shower in six months and a quick lunch before nmny
appoi ntment at Scotl and Yard.

A WC nmet me in the |obby and took nme upstairs, where Ratcliffe and
Peters were waiting in an interview room A pile of polythene specinen
bags were spread out on a table. “To put your mnd at rest, Richard,"
announced Ratcliffe, “we are not about to charge you with anything new
- we just want to give you your stuff back.' One by one, Peters opened
the bags and gave back ny possessions. It was |ike opening Christmas
presents, the items were so unfamliar after nonths | ocked in a bare
cell - my Psion (from which they had "accidentally' erased all the
data), video camera, various books and vi deos.

"There are some itens you can't have back, unfortunately,' Peters said
when the itens were all displayed on the table. "M 6 have told us the
phot ographs and videos that you took in Bosnia could damage nati onal
security,' he said with a hint of sarcasm The photos and vi deo footage
of burned out Bosnian villages and the Balkan countryside were
compl etely unconnected with nmy work and coul d have been taken by any of
the soldiers on duty there, and Peters was clearly sceptical of M6's
claim

"One other thing,' interjected Ratcliffe. "~Have you brought vyour
passports?’
“Sorry, | forgot," | lied, using my M6 training to sound vaguely
convi nci ng.
Ratcliffe | ooked annoyed. “~OK, since you've just got out of jail, we'll
gi ve you a break, but we'll make an appoi ntnent with your local police

station for you to hand themin there first thing tonmorrow norning.'

TOK, I'Il give them nmy British passport,' | replied superciliously.
“You've the legal right to take that, but you're not having my New
Zeal and passport.' My probation terns were so unreasonabl e and irksone

that | was determ ned to be awkward. Ratcliffe said nothing, but |ooked
nonpl ussed, so | continued. "My New Zeal and passport belongs to the New
Zeal and governnent and it is against international law for a foreign
police force to confiscate it.' | wasn't sure that ny clai mwas correct
but | said it with conviction and Ratcliffe, who probably didn't know
hi msel f, seened to believe ne.

"Well in that case, you'll be in breach of your probation and we'l]l
have no choice but to re-arrest you,' he replied.

"Ck then,' | replied defiantly, “1'Il ring the New Zealand Hi gh
Commi ssion right now and tell them that you want to arrest me for
refusing to surrender my passport.' | picked up ny nobile phone that

Peters had just returned, and started dialling an imaginary nunber.

"OK, forget surrendering your New Zeal and passport to us. How about if
you surrender it to the New Zealand Hi gh Commission until vyour
probation is over? suggested Ratcliffe resignedly. It was a fair
conmproni se and my point was nmade. W agreed that | would post it to the
Hi gh Comm ssion first thing the follow ng norning.
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Ratcliffe, his duty done, got up and left, leaving me with Peters who
escorted me to the exit with ny things in a bin liner. "Richard,' he
said guardedly in the lobby, "I just want to let you know | agree with
what you've done. They were bastards to you, and they should be held
accountable. But if you are going to carry on your canpaign, just nake
sure you do it abroad. It causes us too much work here '
Unfortunately | was not to come across Peters again.

Leaving my flat the following morning with my nother, it was evident
that we were under surveillance. A green Vauxhall Astra with two nale
occupants was parked facing ny flat only a few nmetres away at the
junction of Richborne Terrace and Palfrey Place. It was the only
“trigger' position that would enable themto watch both the front door
and side entrance. There were no obvious followers as we wal ked the few
hundred metres to the Oval Underground station, but once ny nother was
on her way back honme | was al one and had the opportunity to do a few
basic anti-surveillance nmoves. WAl king down Kenni ngton Road towards
Kenni ngton police station, | picked up a possible watcher, a young,
slightly plunp female. There were probably others but it would take
nore rigorous anti-surveillance to be sure. M6, anxious to ensure that
| stayed in Britain, would be watching to check that my New Zeal and
passport was posted to the High Commission. | was equally determined to
mess them around as much as possible and decided to hang on to the
passport as long as | dared, to see what would happen.

The police station was al nost within the shadow of Century House, now
unoccupi ed and boarded up. It was Saturday norning, so there were half
a dozen other people awaiting attention to enquire about relatives
| ocked up the night before, or to present driving licences after the
usual Friday evening drink-drive controls. | sat down on the bench in
front of the duty sergeant's counter, picked up a copy of the |ocal
newspaper and prepared for a long and tedious wait. | was getting into
a good article about a gang who had just been remanded to Bel marsh for
hol di ng up a Securicor van when there was a sharp rap on the w ndow of
the interview counter. The elderly duty sergeant peered at nme over his
bi focal glasses. "M Tomlinson, step this way. Inspector Ratcliffe is
waiting for you.'

“How do you know nmy nanme?' | m schievously called back.

The sergeant | ooked sheepish; he shouldn't have let on that he already
knew nme, as it revealed that they had followed nme to the station.
"Never mind, just get in there,' he replied inpatiently, indicating one
of the interview roomns.

“There you are, just as you asked,' | announced sarcastically, slapping
nmy British passport on the desk.

“And have you posted your New Zeal and passport to the Hi gh Comni ssi on?'
asked Ratcliffe.

"Oh yes, indeed | have,' | lied brazenly. ~Wen and where,' asked
Ratcliffe suspiciously. "In the postbox by the Oval tube station, just
after | said goodbye to my nmother this nmorning,' | replied, stifling a
smrk. Ratcliffe knew | was |ying, because the watchers had not
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reported me posting anything. Ratcliffe could not admt that he had ne
under surveillance, so he had to accept nmy fal se assurance.

Wth my New Zeal and passport still in my top pocket, M6 had no choice
but to keep nme under surveillance. That afternoon would give the
opportunity to nake them earn their living. On the | ONEC we practised
anti-surveillance against teams fromM5's A4 and the Met SB in London
on a couple of exercises, and recced two routes. The first, from
Waterl oo station across the Thames to the Barbican centre, was a

beginner's route, full of easy and obvious surveillance traps, and
there was no obvious cover reason for ne to go to the City. Taking that
route would make it obvious that | was surveillance -aware and they

woul d possibly back off. The second, nore conplicated and advanced, was
down Oxford Street. The crowds nmade it nmore difficult for both dogs and
hare, but there were sone really good anti-surveillance traps. Also

there was a plausible cover reason for ne to go there: | badly needed
some new cl ot hes.

That afternoon was spent trudging up and down the fanous shopping
street, feigning interest in <clothes and taking advantage of
surveillance traps. |In Debenhamlis department store, the sw tch-back
escal ators allowed ne to scan the shop floor below and | picked up one
wat cher. At the tube station, a little-used short-cut forced another
follower to expose hinself as he exited the side entrance like a rabbit

froma hole, anxious not to lose ny trail. Browsing aimessly in the
| abyrinthi ne bookshelves of Foyles bookstore at Charing Cross Road
forced two others to do the same. By the end of the afternoon, | had

confirmed repeat sightings on three watchers and had picked up a
possi bl e fourth.

Sunday dawned with clear blue skies and a refreshing wind. It was a
perfect day to skate in the park and that would provide an opportunity
to bait ny surveillance. Mst surveillance teans train only against
targets on foot or in a motor vehicle, and they are ill-prepared to
foll ow targets who choose unusual npdes of transport. Skating was
ideal; too fast to follow on foot, and followers would be reluctant to
expose thenselves in a slownoving car. About 11 a.m, | strapped on ny
K2s, grabbed a Wal kman and burst out of the side entrance of ny flat.
Some rapid skating took me down Palfrey Place, Fentimn Road and
towards Vauxhall Cross. It was a gorgeous, uplifiting norning and it

was exhilarating to be on skates again. Passing Vauxhall Cross, | gave
the surveillance cameras an exuberant one-fingered salute. Skating
backwards over the snmooth pavenent of Vauxhall Bridge gave ne an
opportunity to confirmthat there was no obvi ous surveillance behind.
Arriving at Hyde Park 20 mnutes later, | was feeling buoyant,
confident that | had escaped.

"Hey, yo,'' a famliar voice called out. "Were yo' been?" | spun around

to see Wnston and Shaggy, weaving towards ne through the strollers and
joggers on the broad asphalt path in front of Kensington Palace. "“Were
the hell yo' been these |last nonths, fella?" Shaggy grinned, pulling
asi de his heavy-duty stereo headphones so that he could hear ny reply.

“I've just done a stretch down in Belmarsh,' | replied, sniling coyly.

Bot h Shaggy and Wnston had done short stretches in Brixton for
peddling in Notting Hill and so they would know Bel marsh. W nston
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| ooked at nme disbelievingly. "“Like fuck, fella, educated white-boys
i ke you don't get bird!"

| explained how I1'd ended up in Belmarsh, but they were stil
di sbel i evi ng.

"Nah, yo's pullin' ny arse,' |aughed Wnston scornfully. “~Yo can't get
locked up in “dis country for witin' no book.' Wnston skated off,
I aughi ng nocki ngly.

"Right fella,' Shaggy addressed ne, suspicious but prepared to believe

me, if yo's really done bird, what d'ya call a fella |like Wnston?' he
asked.
A fraggle? | answered

Shaggy | aughed, “Hey Wnston, git back here, you fraggle, dis fella
really has done bird!’

W nston skated back over. “If yo's really done bird in Bel marsh, that
takes respect!' | held out the palns of ny hand and W nston sl apped
them enthusi astically, delighted to find that the educated white-boy
really was an ex-con.

“Shit man, dat helicopter is pissin' nme right off," Wnston exclainmed a
few minutes later, glaring at a Metropolitan police helicopter that was
droni ng a thousand feet above us. “Let's get sone quiet by d'|ake, see
what' s happenin' there,' he suggested.

Dodgi ng through the anbling pedestrians, we skated over to the
Serpentine, on the other side of the park. There were half a dozen of
the regulars already there and we joined in the banter. But the

helicopter followed us over, the buzzing noise intrusive.  Hey,
W nston, yo' been dealin' again? shouted Shaggy. "Dat bleedin' "copter
is followin' yo',' he laughed. Wnston canme over to join us, |ooking

nervously at the helicopter. “What yo' bin doin' den, badboy? |I|aughed
Shaggy.

I bin good dees days,' answered Wnston. "He ain't followin'" me, no
fuckin' way man, but he's gettin' right on nmy tits.'

They had used a helicopter to escort nme on ny prison transfer from
Brixton to Bel marsh, but that was because it was a standard operating
procedure for A-cats. It wuld be difficult to keep ne under
surveillance while |I was on nmy skates, but surely they wouldn't go to
the expense of using the police helicopter to follow ne? There was only
one way to find out. “Let's go down to Trafal gar Square,' | ventured.
"See what's up over there.' W took off through the heavy Piccadilly
traffic, Wnston blowi ng his whistle, skating backwards just in front
of any taxi-driver who dared get in his way, giving abuse or the
finger, and Shaggy, ghetto bl aster bal anced on his shoul der, hopping on
and off noving buses or grabbing the back-rack of passing
notorcyclists. The trip only took a few minutes but it was | ong enough
for the helicopter to appear over our heads agai n.

W nston was now even nore agitated. “~Dat bastard, he followin' ne!' he
gl ared skywards indignantly, frowning hard as he planned how to dea
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with this unwanted intrusion on his day's skating. "~Hey, Shaggy, wot
you say, we go back over the lake, if he follows us, den we give “im
sonfin' interestin' to |look at?" W skated back up Piccadilly, around
Hyde Park Corner and back over to the Serpentine. The helicopter droned
over a few minutes later. Shaggy and Wnston glared hard at the
intruder. "Right,' dem nosey bastards are asking what for,' announced
W nston. Wthout a further word, they turned around, bent over and
dropped their shorts. “Stick your fuckin' lense up my fuckin' arse!'’
yell ed Wnston gl eefully.

The helicopter surveillance that afternoon made me realise that M6
were serious about keeping nme under watch and persuaded ne that it
woul d be prudent not to play around any nmore. That evening | posted ny
passport to the New Zeal and Hi gh Comm ssion on Haynmarket. A few nonths
|ater, a probation officer told me that SB, under instructions from
M6, put in a warrant to re-arrest nme after | failed to post it on
Saturday norning. The magistrate threw out the application, pointing
out that warrants for breach of probation must be requested by the
probation service and not the police. M6 were not deterred and on
Monday norni ng ordered probation to put in another application. But by
then nmy passport was safely in the post and they couldn't justify an
arrest.

After ny New Zeal and passport was out of my hands there was no nore
obvi ous physical surveillance. But M6 were tapping ny hone and nobil e
phones and it was irksonme know ng that people | knew in UKZ would be

listening to me. \Whenever | heard a good joke down the pub, | rang ny
honme ansaphone and repeated it so the transcribers wuld at |east have
something to liven up their day. | confirmed that ny mail was under

surveillance by posting a couple of letters to nyself, building into
themthe anti-tanper tricks we learnt on the |ONEC. Any letters posted
at the nearest postbox to ny house on Richborne Terrace were also
i ntercepted.

In early June | saw a television docunentary about the death of the
Princess of Wales and Dodi Al Fayed in the Alma tunnel in Paris in
August of the previous year. It revealed that the chauffeur, Henri
Paul, who also died, worked normally as the Rtz security nanager.
Mysteriously, a large sum of cash was found on his body. It dawned on
me that he was the sane Ritz security manager | had come across while
readi ng BATTLE s file in SOV OPS section in 1992. Realising that this
informati on would be inportant to the immnent inquest into the deaths,
but knowi ng that going to the British police would see ne i medi ately
re-arrested, | wote to the father of Dodi A Fayed, M Mhanmed Al
Fayed, the owner of Harrods departnent store. There was no reply from
Harrods, so, presuming that he was not interested in the information, |
t hought nothing nore of it. Six nonths later, after casually nmentioning
this to a journalist who inmediately recognised its significance, a
representative of M Al Fayed contacted ne. He assured ne categorically
that the letter had never arrived.

Getting out of jail was a relief, but living in the real world meant
working to pay for a roof over nmy head. My flat was nortgaged
commensurate with ny M6 salary, so a new job would have to be as well
paid if | wanted to stay there. My experience in M6 had al ready proven
difficult to market, and to add to ny difficulties M6 said that they
woul d not use their contacts to help nme. | didn't want another soul -

page- 201 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

destroying descent into debt, so | chose to sell nmy flat. It was in
central London, had a snmall but well-kept garden, a garage and was in
good condition, so it sold quickly. It was gut-wenching to nove out
for the last time in md-June and | oad up ny possessions for the drive
up the notorway to ny parents' honme in Cunbria, where | could stay
until the probation was over. When nmy travel restrictions were lifted,
| planned to nove to Australia or New Zeal and where it woul d be easier
to start afresh at the bottom of a new career w thout the mllstone of
a nortgage. | bought a | aptop conputer and hooked up the internet so |
could research job opportunities there. It was in direct breach of ny
probation conditions, but M6 would have to admit that they were
tappi ng ny parents' telephone if they wanted to re-arrest ne. |In any
case, it gave me pleasure to break an absurd and technophobic
condition. The internet proved fruitful and soon my Psion was filling
with contacts in Auckland and Sydney. One career that interested ne was
telejournalismand | nade contacts with TV conpanies in both cities.
Among them was Australia's Channel 9 TV and their young London
correspondent, Kathryn Bonella, nmet ne a couple of tines in London.
These neetings had to be discreet, because although | was just |ooking
for a job, M6 would view them as a breach of probation and would try
to have ne re-arrested.

As the end of my probation neared, | started to fear that M6's
reluctance to provide any resettlenent help was an oninous sign. |f
they believed that | was such a threat that it was necessary to

confi scate my passports, ban ne fromthe internet, prevent ne talking
to journalists and oblige nme to rigidly check in with a probation

of ficer every week until 31 July, how were they planning to control ne
from1l August? Fromthat date onwards, | would be legally free to talk
to journalists, use the internet and travel abroad. It was too

suspi ci ous that they would use the stick until the end of probation but
then not offer even a whiff of a carrot thereafter.

There was only one conclusion to draw. M6 nust have an el aborate

possi bly sinister, plan in place, to control ne after 31 July. | feared
that they planned to frame me for a crine with a lengthy prison
sentence. They had exanples of ny fingerprints and genetic signature
and it would not be difficult to use this as evidence in, say, a drug-
smuggl i ng prosecution. | concluded that it was better not to stay in
the UK to find out. It would nean going before the end of my probation
and without a passport. But how? Luckily there was my training in HW
Bel marsh to fall back on.

Dobson advised nme that one way to slip out was to take a ferry from
Li verpool to Belfast, then the train to Dublin. A passport was not
required to travel to Northern Ireland because it was part of the
United Kingdom nor was one required to travel between the two Irish
capitals because that woul d antagonise the Irish Republicans. Once in
Dublin, | could apply for another New Zeal and passport from the Hi gh
Commi ssion and fly out. But the security forces had such an obvious
| oophol e swanped with surveillance, including CCTV caneras that could
identify a face in a crowded station, and it was ground | did not know.
Dobson al so gave me some of his Dover tobacco-snuggling contacts who
had fast boats. But getting caught up in a smuggling racket would play
into M6's hands. After reviewing the options, the best was the nost
brazen - just blag ny way on to one of the cross-channel ferries to
France. Dobson told me he had succeeded a couple of tinmes when the
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check-in staff were too busy with other passengers to pay him nuch
attention.

| chose Monday, 27 July for my abscondment because it was the schoo
hol i day season, so the ports would be busier than usual. M6 would be
particularly vigilant during the |ast week of ny probation, meaning
subterfuge was needed. On 12 July | telephoned a travel agent and
booked a Qantas flight from Manchester airport to Sydney for 2 August,
the day after the end of ny probation and just when M6 would
anticipate ny departure. Friends who rang me were informed that the
last week in July was to be spent on a cycling tour of Scotland. This
woul d all be picked up by the UKZ tel ephone transcribers and rel ayed
t hrough the corridors of Vauxhall Cross.

On 22 July an unexpected visit forced ne to bring my plans forward. At
about 11 a.m, as | was upstairs in ny bedroomworki ng on the internet,
| heard the crunch of two sets of heavy footsteps on the gravel drive
Spying from behind a curtain, their odd and inappropriate clothing
reveal ed they were from SB. The el der was in a dark pin-stripe suit and
heavy brogues, the younger in jeans and a blue fleece top; they |ooked
i ke The Professionals with Bodie off sick

Presumabl y they wanted to question ne, though about what | didn't know.
I had not committed any new of fence and SB had no business inquiring
about breaches of ny probation conditions. | paid no attention when
they rang the front door bell and ignored their banging on the back
door. They must have known | was at hone through surveillance, for they
did not give up easily and rang and banged until Jesse, now nearly
st one deaf, heard the noise and started barking. Luckily | had | ocked
all the doors so they could not enter w thout using force. They would
have brought a bigger teamif they had a warrant, so as long as | lay
| ow, they would give up and go away. After a poke around the garden and
outbuildings, as if recceing the lie of the land for a |later arrest,
they trudged back up the drive sone 40 mnutes after their arrival.

They woul d be back with a warrant and a bigger team so there was no

choice but to leave. It took half an hour to pack. | had time for a
qui ck lunch once ny parents were back, said a fond goodbye to Jesse,
knowi ng that | woul d never see her again, and put nmy two cases on the

back seat of my nother's Saab. In case SB had posted surveill ance,
hid in the boot |ike Gordievsky until clear of the village. W arrived
20 minutes |later at Penrith railway station, fromwhere the picturesque
west country line took me to the southern port city of Poole.

The norning of 24 July broke cloudy and dull, like so many others
during the sumrer of 1998. As planned, the terminal was thronging with
fam lies and children, off to France on the first day of the schoo
hol i days. Flourishing my birth certificate, driving licence and credit
cards at the harassed check-in girl at the "~ Truckline' counter,
expl ai ned that my passport had been stolen a few days earlier and,
after some cursory questioning and a quick but nerve-w acking phone
call to her superior, she issued a boarding pass for the 1245 Cherbourg
ferry.

Wth my luggage stowed, | went up on the pronmenade deck to catch ny
| ast view of England and watched the nyriad wi ndsurfers and jetskiers
flitting across our bows as we pulled out of Poole harbour. Just as
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when | left the country two years earlier on my way to Spain, it gave
me no jubilation or triunph to slip from under the nose of M6, just
sadness that the dispute had ever arisen and that it was still not
resol ved.

I hung back from the other foot-passengers as we disenbarked at
Cherbourg and joined the back of the queue, thinking that if the French
custonms officers stopped ne it would be better not to hold up a line of
grunmbl i ng hol i daymakers. My caution was prudent because French custons
were havi ng one of their periodic clanpdows. As soon as | presented ny
limted docunentation and caught the sceptical glare of the French
Douane, it was evident that getting into France w thout a passport
woul d be harder than getting out of England. In rusty French, |
explained to the first Douane ny cover story; | had left my New Zeal and
passport in Paris and travelled to England on my British passport,
whi ch had subsequently been stolen, and so needed to get back to Paris
to pick up the New Zeal and one. He called his boss over, who asked ne
to explain again. We were then joined by a third officer and my cover
story was starting to sound very thin even to nmy own ears. " C est
i npossible,' the first Douane told me repeatedly. " You must go back on
the next boat.' But after nuch discussion, grumbling and criticism of
the English authorities for permtting ne to travel, the senior officer
allowed ne to proceed. Grabbing ny bags, | nade a dash for the
Cherbourg train station, eager to get away before they changed their
mnds. By 11 p.m, | was |lodged in a cheap hotel on the Rue d' Arsterdam
by the Gare St Lazare in Paris. The first part of nmy return to New
Zeal and had gone reasonably snoothly. Now, all that remmined was to
persuade the New Zeal and Hi gh Conmi ssion in London to send ny passport
to Paris.

The switchboards of the New Zeal and enbassy in Paris opened at 9 a.m
on the Monday norning and the receptionist put me through to Kevin
Bonici, the second secretary in the consular section. He agreed to ring
the High Comm ssion in London and request that ny passport be sent over
in the next diplomatic bag. It was a relief that he saw no objection to
returning it imediately. “Sure you can have it back. You' ve broken no
New Zeal and |law, and no French law, ' he assured me. This sensible
attitude was encouragi ng, but a couple of hours later he rang nme back
again. “We have new instructions from Wellington not to return your

passport until the expiry of your licence on 1 August,' he expl ai ned.
It was astonishing that Wellington had taken an interest in such a
trivial incident - the M6 liaison officer there nust have swung his

axe. WAs not New Zeal and a soverei gn country with conpl ete i ndependence
from the United Kingdon? Wellington had no legal justification to

refuse to return ny passport, as ny breach of the OSA was not ill egal
in New Zeal and or France. Guessing that Wellington's capitulation to
pressure from M6 would be of interest to the New Zeal and nedia, | rang

a few journalists there.

Their inquiries nust have caused a bit of uneasiness in Wllington, for
the followi ng norning, shortly after 10 a.m, Mary Oiver, the consul
in Paris and Kevin Bonici's boss rang ne. ~Sure you can have your

passport back,' she enthused. “Wellington have now issued a fresh
instruction. You can collect it as soon as it arrives from London on
Friday nmorning. Come round here at noon. | look forward to neeting
you.'
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| spent the next two days enjoying Paris in glorious weather, though
fears about M6's next nmove were never far fromny mnd. Drinking a
beer on the Chanps Elys,e in the sumrer evening sunshine, the
possibility that the French police would arrest me at the request of
M6 seermed nmere fantasy. M6 would be reluctant to give the DST the
opportunity to question me about their operations against France. Even
if they did arrest ne, what would be the charge? Skipping a few days of
probation was not an extraditable offence. But that gnaw ng feeling
that re-arrest was imm nent never totally disappeared. Realising that
the best defence against M6's excesses was to ally nyself wth
journalists, | rang the Sunday Times, and told them the story of nmny
abscondnment. David Leppard of their “Insight' teamwas already in Paris
covering another story and we arranged to go together to the New
Zeal and enbassy.

The following norning was warm and hunid, and it was a relief to step
into the air-conditioned | obby of Leppard's hotel on Avenue Lafayette.
After a couple of calls to his room from reception, Leppard anbled
down. "Bl oody phone's playing up. |I'm sure it's bugged.' | let his
comment pass. It amused nme that even experienced journalists inmagined
that a few crackles on the line were signs that their tel ephone was
i ntercepted.

We took a taxi round to the enbassy on the Avenue Leonardo da Vinci
near the Place Victor Hugo. To take sonme photographs for the
acconpanying article, a Sunday Tinmes photographer, Alastair Mller, was
waiting outside as we pulled up. Even the heavy-handed DST woul d shy
away from arresting ne in front of a journalist and photographer. My
suspi ci ons about the New Zeal and enmbassy staff were well-founded. Now
they had changed their tune for the third tine. “~We've had new
instructions fromWellington,' explained Mary Oiver, “You can't have
your passport back until tonorrow.'

The enbassy's capitulation to M6 pressure over ny passport was
di sappointing, and Oiver's farewell pleasantries fell on deaf ears as
| stormed out. On the street outside | felt guilty about my rudeness
and consi dered goi ng back in to apol ogise, but MIller was inpatient to
get on with the photo-shoot. W wal ked over to the Trocadero, five
m nut es away, where the Eiffel tower would nmake a suitabl e backdrop,
had a light lunch in an outdoor bistro, then MIler set to work. Soon
we had a small crowd around us, presuming that | was a rock star or a
football player.

We finished at around 1430 and since we were goi ng the sane way hail ed

a taxi together from the Place Victor Hugo. | kept an eye out for
surveillance as we ploughed through the slow nmoving Paris traffic, but
saw not hi ng obvious. | asked the taxi-driver to drop me at the Gare St
Lazare, as it was easier than giving directions to my hotel. The

station was being refurbished and heavy polythene dust sheets and
scaf fol di ng obscured the fam liar facade, disorientating me. G ancing
around to find another |andmark, | noticed a dark grey VW Passat
pulling up 150 metres away. A similar car had been waiting near the
taxi rank at the Trocadero. | didn't note the number so | couldn't be
sure they were the same, but it added to ny unease. | wal ked up the Rue
d' Amst erdam past the entrance to ny hotel and bought a bottle of Evian
from a Lebanese delicatessen. Doubling back to ny | odgings, there was
nobody obviously foll ow ng.
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No sooner had | |ocked the door of my room behind me and sat down on
the narrow bed than there was a knock at the door. It was the sharp,
aggressive knock of sonebody in authority, not the soft apologetic
knock of a hotel maid. “Qui, qu'est ce-que vous desirez?' | asked

unabl e to hide the suspicion in ny voi ce.

"Cest la r,ception.' The voice was too belligerent and in any case
reception would have used the internal phone if they needed to speak to
me. | stood up, took a deep breath and turned the key in the door. It
burst in as though there was a gas explosion outside. Three heavily
built nen catapulted through the door, screanming, "Police, Police!',
cartwheel i ng me backwards, smashing ny head on the desk and crushing ne
to the floor. Resistance would have been futile, even if | was so
inclined. My arns were westled behind ny back and handcuffs snapped
into place, biting into the flesh. | was helpless, but blows stil
rai ned down on the back of my head until a well-aimed kick in the ribs
sucked the breath out of me. Only when | fell conpletely notionless did
the assault stop. | was haul ed upright, then thrown on to the bed.
Three heavies stood over ne, their glowers relaxing into triunmphant,
toothless grins. One was sucking a knuckle that had split during the
assault. Behind them stood two nore officers, their revolvers pointed
at nmy chest. The taller of the two appeared to be in charge. A wave of
the barrel and the three heavies started searching the room

L' ordinateur, o—est |'ordinateur?" he snapped at nme. | pointed at the
overturned desk where ny laptop lay on the floor, face down, open at
the hinge, but seenmingly still in one piece. A heavy picked it up,
dusted it down, slamred it shut and ranmed it into a specinmen bag. E
Il e Psion?' continued the gun. | nodded at the bedside table and the
bl oody knuckle slung it in another bag. Wrking in silence, they
gathered my other possessions and clothes together, crushed them
untidily into my suitcase, struggled to close the zip, gave up and
strapped it together with my belt, leaving ny suit trouser-leg and a
shirt-tail hanging out.

Silently they dragged me out of the room and down the narrow corridor
to the lift. The commnder stabbed the button but then nuttered an
order and decided on the stairs. There were five steep flights of them
and for a nonent it crossed ny mind that they mght give me a shove. As
the five police led nme past the front desk of the hotel, ny hair
di shevell ed, shirt splattered with blood, shirt-tail hanging out, |
sm | ed apol ogetically at the receptionist. He gl ared back, presuning
must be guilty of some villainous offence.

Qutside, a small group of onlookers had al ready gathered. Two plain
clothes police cars waited with an anbul ance behind them suggesting
that they expected ne to put up a fight. "Wy did you smash me up?' |
asked one of the officers in French as he pushed ne into the back seat
of the first car. He grunted nenacingly and | shut up

Sitting inpassively in the back of the car, handcuffed to a flic on
each side, we made our way westwards and then al ong the south bank of
the Seine. It was a sickening feeling to lose control of my freedom
again and dull helpless resignation set in, like a rabbit caught in a
snare knowing its tine is up. M6 had got me again on a Friday
afternoon, neaning a whole weekend in an unconfortable police cel
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before a court hearing. Still, on the bright side, French handcuffs
were a lot nmore confortable than British ones, and Ronnie had told ne
that French jails were not too bad.

The traffic becane nore fluid as we left central Paris and we picked up
speed down the southern enmbankment. Turning suddenly left, we passed
under an elevated section of the netro and then abruptly right down a
steep ranp into an underground compound.

My captors hauled ne out of the car, led me through a few dimy [lit
corridors and shoved me into a custody cell. | gave it two stars: no
toilet, no window, only a wooden bench with a dirty blanket and no
mattress or pillow British police cells were a category above. The
front wall of the cell was entirely reinforced glass, allow ng the
guards to watch ny every nove. My handcuffs snapped of f and the heavies
ordered me to strip, then handed back my clothes, mnus ny belt and
wristwatch. Wordlessly, they left and locked me in. | sat down on the
bench and put nmy head in ny hands. | had no idea how |l ong they would
hold nme, so prepared nyself nentally for the worst.

Per haps an hour later they returned, handcuffed nme again and escorted
me down a short corridor into a wi ndow ess and stuffy interview room
lit by flickering neon lights. There was a | ong desk, behind which five
police officers sat, Ratcliffe ampbngst them snmiling triunphantly as
the heavies pushed me into a chair. Ratcliffe caught ne glaring and
spoke first. “You can't be surprised to see me here, Richard.

I knew that Ratcliffe was only doing his job and follow ng orders from
on high, but it was difficult not to feel hostility towards himas the

executor of this inconvenience. | ignored himand turned to the French
of ficer who had overseen ny arrest. “Je suis desol,, mais je ne veux
pas r,pondre ...I'Inspector en anglais ici sans votre perms.' There was

no better way for an Englishman to annoy a Frenchman than by speaking
English on his territory, as Ratcliffe had done. If | spoke French, it
could only be helpful to my cause. His stern face cracked into a half
smle and he introduced hinmself as Commandant Broi sniard of the DST.
Al ongside him was Captain Guignard, a new face who had not been
present at the arrest. He had a small |aptop conmputer in front of him
used by the French police to record interviews instead of a tape
recorder. Another SB officer, Inspector Mark Whal ey, sat alongside
Ratcliffe and between the British and French officers sat an
interpreter. In front of them scattered across the desk, were ny
| apt op, Psion, nobile phone and various papers and faxes.

“You have been arrested under the Mitual Assistance Act,' explained
Broisniard in French. This agreement obliges a foreign police service
to arrest a person at the request of another police force, whatever the
reason. It was a piece of legislation that was open to abuse and SB
were testing its spirit. I am sorry', he explained, “but we are
obliged to arrest you.' He advised nme to cooperate fully with the
guestioning, assured ne that Ratcliffe and Whaley were not entitled to
question nme directly and expl ai ned that the only | anguage permtted in
the interrogation would be French. The SB officers could propose
questions via the interpreter but only he and G uignard could directly
question nme on French soil
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As Broisniard explained this, every now and again the interpreter
paraphrased a few sentences into English for the benefit of Ratcliffe

and Whaley. They tired of listening to the French, and in a lull,
Ratcliffe interjected inpatiently, "W think you nay have used the
internet in breach of your probation conditions.' | ignored him and

replied to Broisniard in French.
"What did he say?' | asked, innocently.

Broisniard's snile broadened. The interpreter translated Ratcliffe's
question into French and G uignard opened up the laptop and started
typing. He seened unfaniliar with a keyboard and typed using his two
i ndex fingers, pausing occasionally while he searched for a key, his

lower |ip mouthing the letters as he tapped themin. “Voil .., announced
Gruignard finally, evidently pleased with his work. "“Est ce-que vous
avez utilis, |'internet,' he read out aloud, checking his handi work.

Broisniard put on his glasses and |leant over to read the conputer

screen. " Est ce-que vous avez utilis, |'internet,' he repeated to ne
sternly.
“Jamais,' | lied enphatically.

Ratcliffe renmenmbered enough school boy French to understand and, eager
to get on with the interview, started to ask another question. But
Broisniard cut him off. "“Attendez, attendez un nonment,' he said,
hol di ng up his hand, and | eant over the |laptop to watch Gruignard type

inmy reply.

Gruignard's lower lip quivered as he tapped out the letters J - A- M-
A- 1 - S his eyes scanning the keyboard for each key. "Et voil..,"' he
triunmphantly announced as he conpleted the word and hit the "“Enter’
key.

Ratcliffe tried again to get in his question, but Broisniard cut him
off with a movement of his hand. It was the interpreter's turn to speak
next. He sat up fromhis slunp with a jolt. “Never!' he transl ated.

Broi sniard | ooked satisfied and at |ast Ratcliffe could begin his next
gquestion. “We believe you may have spoken to an Australian journalist,
Kat hryn Bonella, in breach of your probation terms.'

| waited while the interpreter rephrased the question in French,
Gruignard | abouriously tapped it into the PC and Broisniard finally put
the question to ne in his own | anguage, all of which provided at | east
five mnutes to think of a good answer. “Bien s-r, j'ai parl,
Madenvoi sel | e Bonel | a quel quefois.'

My response went back through the recording and interpretation process,
while Ratciffe fidgeted inpatiently. He sensed that he had got ne when
the English translation finally arrived. “~Wat did you speak to her
about ?* he demanded urgently. Again, the interpreter translated the
question, Guignard slowy typed the question into the PC and
Broi sniard put the question to me.

“Un enploi.' | replied and the process started again. Broisniard was
starting to look irritated. Not with his officer's anmateur typing or ny
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facetiousness, but with Ratcliffe's irrelevant questions. They had
arrested me at gunpoint, as if | were a terrorist, and now Ratcliffe
just wanted to know about my job interviews and whether | had used the
i nternet.

The Janet and John style of the interrogation was |eaving me plenty of
time to think, and I went through a nmental l|ist of everything on ny
computer and Psion. | was not confident they would find nothing
incrimnating. Files on ny |laptop were encrypted with PG and the hard
di sk had recently been defragnented so there was no danger there. But
al though everything in ny Psion was al so encrypted, | feared that they
m ght succeed in breaking the small encryption program Moreover, they
woul d probably keep the conputers, and the Psion contained inportant
information including all ny contacts and research on the job market,
ny bank account details and PIN nunbers. | would be crippled wthout
it. The Psion sat tenptingly close on the desk between Broisniard and
nyself; if only |I could get hold of it w thout being seen

| asked Broisniard for a drink, as the adrenaline rush of the arrest
had made ne thirsty and it was hot in the interview room Broisniard
barked an order into the internal phone and one of the guards cane back
a few minutes later with a bottle of Evian and put it on the desk. |
pi cked it up with both handcuffed hands, took a swig and replaced it
close to the Psion. Ratcliffe wanted to know the password to ny
encrypted files and while his question was being translated and typed,
| took another swig and replaced the bottle even closer. The question
was put to ne in French by Broisniard.

"The password is " “Inspector Ratcliffe is a nonce''," | Ilied.

"C est quoi, un "“nonce''?" Broisniard asked seriously. After ny
expl anati on, the smirking Broisniard repeated the phrase to Gruignard
to tap it into the laptop and the interpreter |eaned over to help with
the spelling. Qut of the corner of ny eye, | could see Ratcliffe and
Wal ey conferring, heads down. This was ny chance. | reached for the
bottl e of Evian, took a swig, replaced it next to the Psion, slipped ny
hands down fromthe bottle, and grabbed the pocket-sized conputer. Wth
it under the table and out of their sight, | slipped out the stanp-
si zed menory di sk, stuffed it down ny boot and replaced the Psion. None
of the five police officers noticed anything and | couldn't stop nyself
grinni ng.

The first interrogation session |lasted about an hour but Ratcliffe got
nowhere. The heavi es took ne back to ny cell and gave ne a baguette, a
pi ece of cheese and a cup of coffee. One sat down at the desk outside
and switched on a soap opera on the portable TV. Once he was no | onger
paying me any attention, | pulled my boot off and slipped the Psion
di sk under the sole-lining. It was a tight fit around the toe but |
could wal k without showing a |inp.

Ratcliffe and Whal ey were not present at the second interrogation. ~O—
sont les anglais? | asked politely.

“Pah,' Broisniard flicked his wrist dismssively. He explained that he
was hol ding ne “garde en vue', neaning he could hold me for up to 48
hours w thout pressing charges, wi thout allowing me to make a phone
call and without allowing ne a lawer. Only a police | awer could visit
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me after 20 hours to explain ny legal rights. He then continued the
interview disinterestedly, running through a list of questons Ratcliffe
had given himwhile Guignard slowmy tapped ny banal responses into the
| apt op.

The increasingly bored Broisniard interviewed me once nore that evening
before putting me back in a cell at about 11 p.m w th another bottle
of BEvian and a greasy bacon sandwi ch. Sleep would be difficult enough
in normal circunstances on a hard bench with no pillow, with the strip
lights on and a guard watching, but as soon as | lay down, | realised
that the police had cracked a rib during their assault. The pain
prevented me lying on my |left-hand side, and even lying on ny back the
rib hurt every time | inhaled. It would be a long, sleepless night
giving me plenty of time to reflect on the events of the day. The sheer
stupidity of M6! What did they hope to achieve by arresting nme? They
woul d get a whole load nmore bad publicity once the details got out.
Even if GCHQ set one of their Cray conputers churning and six nonths
| ater cracked the PGP files on ny |aptop, what would that prove? The
French would never extradite ne for having encrypted files that were
shown to nobody, whatever the contents. | consoled nyself with the
nmessage they would find if they did crack the book-sized decoy file on
ny laptop; "M6, you are a bunch of sad fraggles and are wasting your
time and taxpayers' noney,' repeated thousands of tines. The real text
was snuggl ed up under ny big toe.

Broisniard cane to ny cell at about 9 a.m wth a plastic cup of
instant coffee, syrupy with sugar. It was Saturday norning and he was
probably not happy about having his weekend wasted on a pointless
arrest. As | held out my wists for the usual handcuffs, he shrugged
di sm ssively. “No handcuffs this nmorning,' he replied in French. " But
if you fuck around, we'll beat you up,' he added, waving a finger at ne
sternly. | had a sneaking admration for the DST - they didn't
pussyf oot around.

Fortunately, the nmobod in the interrogation roomlightened. Broisniard
was relaxed and even irreverent. He asked a few nore of Ratcliffe's
questions, but with nme repeating the same rubbish as yesterday he soon
got bored and his questioning took another direction, which at first
left me unsure how to respond. "~How many tinmes did you cone to France
on operations?' he asked, with a sly grin. It was not a straightforward
question. | had indeed been to France a few tines on operations which
were not declared to them WAas Broisniard really expecting me to
cooperate, or was he leading ne into a trap? Revealing details of M6
operations agai nst France would breach the very law for which the DST
arrested me.

| decided to play it safe. "I'msorry, | can't tell you about that.'
“Why not?' asked Broisniard, slightly disappointed.

“The British might ask you to arrest me,' | replied gravely.

Broi sniard gave up around lunchtime. Back in ny cell, the guards bought
me anot her sandwich and a bottle of water and then, as | had been in
custody for nmore than 20 hours, a young police lawer visited to
explain nmy legal rights. "By lunchtine,' he explained, “you will have
been in custody for 24 hours, and so a judge will decide whether to
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extend the garde en vue. You will probably be released as you have
broken no French law.' | kept ny fingers crossed.

Gruignard cane to ny cell an hour later to say that the judge had given
them perm ssion to hold me for a further 24 hours. My spirits had been
reasonably high until then, but the news that they would not rel ease ne
hit hard. Guignard told me that they still had not been able to
decrypt the files in ny conputer and they would not release nme until
they were cracked. "But it is inmpossible to crack PGP encryption,' |
retorted in French. “Breaking it would take a Cray superconputer at
| east six months!'

“Alors, donnez-nous le not de passe,' replied Guignard. They were
bl ackmai | i ng ne: no password, no rel ease.

Fortunately, Guignard was bluffing. At about 2200, Broisniard and
Gruignard had had enough and came to ny cell with broad smles. " You
are free,' Broisniard announced. "~You have broken no French | aw. '

"So if | broke no French law, why did you arrest me? | asked
furiously.

"The English asked,' shrugged Broisniard. “~They said that you were a
terrorist and dangerous. That is why we beat you up,' he continued,
matter-of -factly.

“Can | see the warrant?' | demanded.

“You're free wthout charges, why do you want to see that?' he
retorted.

"The English want your conputers,' Guignard said, changing the
subject. He showed ne ny Psion and brand new | aptop, snmothered in red
seal i ng wax and string, ready to be sent off to London for exam nation.
(I did not see them again for five nonths, despite energetic recovery
attenpts by Anne-Sophie Levy, a young Parisian |lawer who vol unteered

to represent ne. It wasn't until Christnas 1998 that she rang nme to
tell me that SB had finally agreed to return them They did not find
anything illegal on either conmputer and did not charge nme with any

of fence. SB posted them back to ne, but although ny | aptop cane back
unhar med, exasperatingly, ny Psion, containing nost of my inportant
personal information, never arrived. SB claimed that it nmust have been
“lost in the post'.)

“Je veux parler avec les anglais cons,' | demanded to Broisniard,
intent on giving Ratcliffe and Whal ey a piece of nmy nmnd.

“They've gone down the Pigalle,' he replied with a smirk. | considered
going to the notorious red-light district with a camera to |ook for
them but settled for a good night's sleep. Broisniard and Groignhard
led me out to the car, at last wthout handcuffs, and drove nme round to
a nearby cheap hotel. They handed over ny NZ passport with the
expl anation that the British had picked it up fromthe enbassy for ne
and even shook hands as they left me in the | obby.

Wth little sleep the whole weekend, my instinct was to crash out but
there was work to be done. Adverse publicity for M6 would be the best
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weapon to di ssuade themfromtrying the same tactic again and | got to
work ringing London. Most of the British papers carried the story
prom nently the follow ng norning, portraying M6 adversely.

SB had been busy in London the same weekend. At 6 a.m on the day of ny
arrest, they burst into the south London flat of Kathryn Bonell a,
pul l ed her out of bed and took her down to Charing Cross police station
for questioning about her meetings with me. She was eventual |y rel eased
wi thout charge, but not before SB threatened to cancel her UK work
permt.

After a few hours sleep, | got up early the next nmorning, packed ny
bags and checked out. M6 would be di sappointed they had not been able
to detain me and they woul d be working overtime on the computers. |If
they realised that the Psion disk was mssing, there was no point in
hangi ng around waiting for another chat with the DST. | took the Paris
nmetro to the Gare du Nord, where there was a small independent travel
agent who specialised in cheap tickets to Australasia. They sold ne a
ticket for a N ppon Airways flight which left from Charles De Gaulle
airport |ate that evening to Tokyo, where | changed for the New Zeal and

| eg.

“Are you Richard Tom i nson?' a spotty, callow young man in a cheap suit
addressed me with a Kiwi accent.

"No," | replied dismssively, thrusting ny trolley through the airport
crowd. He | ooked Iike he m ght be trouble, and having just stepped off
the long flight fromParis | was not in a nood to do an interview

"You are Richard Tom inson, aren't you?' he persisted, inpatiently
strutting al ongside ny trolley.

"I nost definitely amnot,' | replied in a Pythonesque French accent,
"I am M Napol eon Bonaparte. And who are you?'

But the stranger was undeterred. “You are Richard Tom inson, and |
hereby serve you wth this injunction,' he announced ponpously,
thrusting a thick sheaf of official-looking papers on to ny trolley,
and scuttled of f anonynously into the crowds.

Thunbing through the 85 pages of legal jargon intended to stop ne
speaking to the nedia in New Zealand, it nystified ne what M6 were so
afraid of. | learnt nothing in M6 that would be of interest to the New
Zeal and nmedi a. The gaggi ng order, taken out at considerabl e expense to
the British public, was intended only to stop me criticising the way
M6 had treated nme. Sitting in the back of the cab on ny way to the
Copt horne hotel on the Auckland waterfront, the thought of all those
civil servants slaving away over their weekend putting together the
i njunction against ne made me smle.

M 6 could not have used a nore stupid tactic, as everybody wanted to
know why t hey had gagged nme. The next few days were a hectic whirlw nd
of interviews with New Zeal and tel evi sion and newspapers. The news soon
crossed the Tasman Sea to Australia, and the Australian media wanted
interviews with ne. Even Tinme magazine picked up the story and ran a
full-page article covering ny arrest in Paris, the injunction and the
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stupid obstinacy of M6 in refusing to admt that the root cause of the
whol e problem was their own glaring managenent faults.

The injunction meant that NZSI'S (New Zeal and Security & Intelligence
Service) would take an interest in ne. Although New Zeal and has sone of
the nost |iberal |aws governing individual freedons anywhere in the
worl d, their actions in injuncting me had shown that they were prepared
to drop all these laws without hesitation if asked by M6. NZSIS
mai ntains very close links to M6, to the extent that every year one of
their new-entry officers is sent to the UK to attend the |IONEC and
spend a few years working as a UK desk officer. Dual-nationality
hol ders of New Zealand passports, such as nyself, were not
automatically barred from working in NZSI'S, unlike dual-nationality
citizens of other closely allied countries such as Australia or Canada,
and there is at |least one fully fledged New Zeal ander working full-time
in M6. It irked me that NZSIS would be intercepting my phone and
following me, and nade me feel unwelcome in the country of ny birth.

Mor eover, wi thout my Psion all the job | eads in New Zealand that | had
researched back in the UK were lost. | decided to give up ny thoughts
of settling in New Zealand and try Australia instead. | had a good
network of friends in Sydney and had a job offer there with a conpany
whose name was still in ny head.

Wth the New Zealand authorities watching my every nove, it would
require some subterfuge to get to Australia unobserved. | laid a false
trail, telling journalists that | was going to spend the weekend up on
the Coramandel peninsula, a well-known beauty spot on New Zeal and's
north island. The nessage woul d get back to the authorities one way or
anot her, whether through the bugging of my hotel tel ephone or through
word of mouth from one of the journalists.

Late on the afternoon of Friday 7 August, | packed ny suitcase, checked
out of the Copthorne and took a taxi to Auckland airport. The Qantas
sal es desk sold me a one way ticket to Sydney for a flight that woul d
be | eaving an hour later. From the nonent | checked out of the hotel
until the aircraft took off, there would be just over two hours. Even
if NZSI'S had seen me | eaving the Copthorne, they would not have much
time to react and stop ne |eaving New Zeal and. Hopefully, it would
allow me to sneak into Australia wunnoticed. But | had greatly
underestimated the determination of M6 to cause me as nmuch bother as
t hey coul d.

"M Tomlinson?" | |ooked up frommy seat, into which | had just settled
on the packed Qantas MD-11, to see two of the stewards standing over
me. “Would you mnd stepping off the plane please, M Tonlinson,'
conti nued the senior of the two men. “And bring your bag,' he added, to
underline that | would not be going to Australia. At |least there was no
sign of the police, so | hoped that | wasn't about to be arrested.

The two stewards led me off the plane and escorted nme back through
custonms to a Qantas adm nistrative office. There a nore senior official
expl ai ned what had happened. ~We have had a fax fromour head office in
Canberra saying that you have not been given an Australian visa,' he
said apol ogetically. "We're holding the plane back while we get your
suitcase out of the hold - | amreally sorry about this.' He had seen
me on the television and knew who | was.
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“Can | see the fax?' | asked, suspecting that there was sone foul play.
The Australian authorites could only have learnt of ny intention to go
to Sydney a few hours earlier and the fax probably didn't really exist.

“Sorry, we're under strict instructions not to showit to you. If you
phone Marien Smith at the Australian consulate in Auckland, she wll
expl ain everything.' The fax was probably just an invention to buy them

nore time to find an official reason to pull me off the plane. | rang
Marien Smith imediately and my suspicions were confirmed when she
adm tted knowi ng not hi ng about the visa refusal. | felt really |l et down

by the New Zeal and and Australian authorities' attitude to me. They
were joining in with M6's bullying and harassment without examn ning
the i ssues for thensel ves and making their own nminds up based on their
own laws. It was far easier for themjust to bow to political pressure
fromM®6 than stand up for the rights of one individual.

Back at the Copthorne, the receptionist insisted that as the hotel was
full, he would have to give me the main suite at the price of a nornal
room The hotel |obby and dining area were deserted and the hotel
didn't appear full to me, but | shrugged ny shoul ders and took the key.
As soon as | was up in the suite, the tel ephone rang. TVNZ had heard
the news of my renoval fromthe plane and wanted to cone over with a
camera crew to do an interview for that evening's late news slot. |
agreed to let them cone over and in the nmeantine started to unpack ny
suitcase whi ch had been packed only a few hours earlier. They arrived
at 8 p.m and shot a short interview, during which | protested at the
harassnent | was receiving at the hands of the New Zeal and authorities,
then they rushed back to edit it for the main news at 9 p.m

Al one at last, | grabbed a Steinlager fromthe mnibar and sat down on
the bed to decide what to do next. It was disappointing to be banned
from Australia. Although as an New Zealand citizen a visa was not
normally required, there was a clause in their agreement that all owed
each country to ban nationals of the other if they were of "“character
concern'. The clause was drafted to allow each country to ban the
other's serious crimnals such as rapists and nmurderers, but Australia
had i nvoked it to keep ne out. The Australian authorities had nothing
against me but just like the New Zealand authorities, they had been
asked by M6 to make life difficult for ne and so had obliged.

Lying on the bed, | dialled a friend in Sydney to tell himthat ny trip
was off. No sooner had he answered than there was a soft knock on the

door. | told himto hang on for a mnute, put the phone down on the
bedsi de table, and got up to answer. M previous arrests made ne
suspi ci ous of unexpected visitors. "Who is it? | asked cautiously,

wi t hout opening the door.

“It's Susan. |s Caroline there?' a female voice answered.

“Sorry, wrong room"' | answered, and went back to the phone. But there
was anot her nore inpatient knock. Somewhat irritated, | got back up to

answer the door again.

“I't's Susan here, | think | may have |l eft something in the room'
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There was no spyhole so | slipped on the security chain and turned the
key. The door smashed to its |limt against the chain, then again and
again. “Police, police, open the fucking door,' shouted an irritated
mal e voice. Al right, all right, calmdown,' | replied, slipping the
chain to avoid a big bill fromthe Copthorne.

A pugnaci ous-| ooki ng Maori |ed the charge. "~Get back over there, in the
corner,' he yelled, shoving me backwards away from ny hal f-unpacked
suitcase. Two nore officers followed him up.

Once the room was secured and they had me under control - not that |
was resisting - a fourth entered. |I'm Detective |nspector Whitham
Auckl and Threat Assessnent Unit,' he announced, flashing his ID at me.

He introduced the glowering Maori, who | ooked disappointed | had not
hit him as Constabl e Wai hanari

"We have a warrant to search you and your belongings,' announced
Wai hanari, waving a sheet of paper at ne. “Strip,' he ordered. Wile ny
clothes were being searched, a female officer and a portly fourth
officer pulled on latex gloves and started a careful search of ny
bel ongi ngs. The telephone was still off the hook, with ny friend
listening in from Sydney, so the fenmale slammed down the receiver and
for good neasure pulled the tel ephone | ead out of the wall socket.

“Can | see the warrant?' | demanded after Wi hanari had allowed nme to
get dressed again. | checked it for accuracy - any discrepancy would
make it invalid and | could force the police to |leave - but every

detail was correct. They even had the correct hotel room nunber,
expl ai ning why the receptionist insisted | took the suite.

| heard other voices lurking outside in the corridor and as | finished
readi ng the warrant they entered. To my surprise, one was Ratcliffe.
“What the hell are you doing here?" | shouted, |leaping to ny feet and
causi ng Wai hanari's eyes to light up. Ratcliffe had flown all the way
to New Zeal and at the British taxpayer's expense (and | |ater |earnt
that Whaley had acconpanied him for this |atest episode of petty
harassnent. "~ CGet out of this room now' | shouted. Wiihanari was
linmbering up with a gentle haka and | turned to him “If he doesn't get
out of here right now, you can have your fun.' Ratcliffe held up his
hands to cal m me down, and backed out of the room He knew this |atest
pi ece of harassment would be relayed to the press the next day and he
did not want a repeat of the bad publicity of the Paris.

The New Zeal and police searched nmy hotel room nore professionally and
t horoughly than the French. Anything unscrewable was unscrewed - al
the light fittings, electrical sockets and desk fittings, and they
di smantled all my personal bel ongings. They found the Psion disk after
an hour and a half, hidden inside a clunky British adaptor plug. The
porky officer smled with delight when he opened it up and pulled it
out. | smled too, as | had backed a copy up on the internet that
norni ng i n an Auckl and internet caf,.

Just after 11 p.m the police left with the disk and a few ot her pieces
of paper that they decreed were evidence that | was "~ endangering New
Zeal and security'. Feeling bloody annoyed, | went out into downtown
Auckl and to get drunk. The second pub |I stunbled into had a pronotion
evening for a canned vodka cocktail called “KGB'. Wen | was hal fway
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through my first can, a young nman came up to ne and cl apped me on the
shoul der. "1 know you, mate, |'ve seen you on telly every night this
week. You're that fella those pomry bastards have been chasing around
the world," he grinned. “Here, have a K& on ne.' He waved over the
waiter and got ne anot her can.

Soon all his mates joined in and | knew | was in for a long night and a
rough tonorrow. “Stick at it and put one over the bastard poms,' they
urged me. Their fighting spirit and irreverent attitude to state
authority was a refreshing contrast to the attitude of many people in
Engl and who linply advised me to give in to M®6.

Despite the support fromthe drinkers that night in the pub, and from
many other ordinary Auckland folk who approached ne on the street
during the next few days, one even asking for an autograph, |
reluctantly decided that it was not advisable to stay in New Zeal and.
If M6 had twisted the arns of the New Zeal and authorities into the
confiscation of ny property, then it was inevitable that sooner or
later they would try to press charges against me. | decided to go back
to Europe, and chose Switzerland because of its reputation for
neutrality.

But first | had to find nyself a | awer who could help ne get back ny
confi scated property, as once back in Europe it would be inpossible to
act for nyself. One of M®6's objectives in continually having ne
detained was to force me to spend ny savings on |lawers to recover
property that they confiscated fromne. Wilst they had unlinited | egal
resources at their disposal, they knew that my reserves were finite. |
was therefore pleased to find a | awyer who was prepared to represent ne
pro bono. Warren Tenpleton, a diligent and independent barrister from
Auckl and, had seen coverage of my case on TVNZ and tracked nme down to
the Copthorne Hotel. | accepted his kind offer gladly and he has worked
ceasel essly ever since to put an end to M6's treatnment of ne, not only
in New Zeal and but al so el sewhere around the world.

15. SI NI STER CI RCLES

SUNDAY, 30 AUGUST 1998
JOHN F. KENNEDY Al RPORT, NEW YORK

“Good evening, |adies and gentlenen. For security reasons would all
passengers kindly return to their seats.' There was a collective groan
as passengers replaced their coats and hand-luggage in the overhead
| ockers while the Swissair captain repeated the nessage in French. |
hadn't stood up to join the rush to the exits and paid little attention
to the delay as | buried ny nose back in The Econom st. My nei ghbour in
the aisle seat sat down inpatiently. “JFK's a goddarn disgrace,' he
drawl ed grunmpily to nobody in particul ar.

| took a circuitous route from Auckland to Munich via Singapore and
Bangkok, hoping M6 would lose nmy trail somewhere along the way. After
two days in Miunich, rollerblading in the English gardens to keep any
surveillance on their toes, | took the train to Zurich then Geneva,
where | found sonme digs. There lawers for M Al Fayed contacted ne,
i nqui ring about ny know edge of Henri Paul's relationship with M6. |
had not given it any thought since posting the letter to Harrods a year
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earlier, but after a casual coment to a journalist who realised its
signi ficance, his lawers wanted a full statement. Judge Herv, Stephan,
the magi strate in charge of the inquest into the crash that killed the
Princess of Wales, Dodi Al Fayed and Henri Paul hinself, invited me to
Paris shortly afterwards to give evidence. It was a breach of the OSA
for me to do so, but | felt entirely justified, given the significance
of the tragedy. | told Stephan about Paul's M6 file, the notes | saw
of his meetings in 1992 with his M6 case officer, Fish's plan to
assassinate President Mlosevic in a tunnel car-crash and about the
papar azzi phot ographer who worked for UKN. | do not know anything nore
about the fatal crash, but | am convinced that there is information in
M6 files that would be useful to the enquiry, in particular concerning
the novenents of Henri Paul on the evening of his death. For despite
t horough police inquiries, his whereabouts for an hour have not been
accounted for. | suspect that he was having a drink with his M®6
handl er, as a large sum of cash was found on his body |ater that
eveni ng. Exam nation of his M6 file would clarify this and m ght shed
light on the nysteriously high levels of al cohol and carbon nonoxide
found in his bl ood. Disappointingly, Stephan did not request the files
fromthe British government.

NBC wanted to interview ne live on their Today news programe on
Monday, 31 August about this evidence and M6's pursuit of me around
the world, hence my flight to New York. But, watching a group of
uni fornmed, arnmed nen nethodically counting down the seat rows of the
MD-11, | feared M6 had other ideas.

"Can | see your passport please, sir?" the badly overweight |INS
(I'nmigration and Naturalization Service) officer asked politely as he
and three col |l eagues stopped at my row. | handed over ny passport, open

at the page with the nultiple-entry indefinite visa issued while a
student at MT. The official flipped to the photograph and gl anced at
me to verify the resenblance. “~Come with us please, sir,' he ordered.

My grunbling nei ghbour stood to allow me out and as | stepped into the
aisle, two INS men grabbed my wists and sl apped on handcuffs. ~Were's
your hand | uggage?' one snapped, and picked out ny canvas shoul der bag
fromthe | ocker | nodded towards. | sniled back at the hostile glares
fromthe plane's passengers as they frogmarched nme off the plane, two
in front, two behind, through the docking gantry into the crowded
arrivals area, then down into the bowels of the airport.

The INS detention centre was dominated by a substantial desk on a
raised plinth, behind which two officials surveyed the detainees
sitting in a row on a bench against the opposite wall. M captors
uncuf fed me, sat ne down between a snhoozing Mexican in a sonbrero and a
greasy-haired Russian in a tight T-shirt, and manacled nme to the bench

with leg-irons. "1 thought you gave up legirons for new arrivals 200
years ago,' | qui pped.
"We've been ordered not to let you into the United States,' a

margi nal ly slimrer officer replied hunourlessly. “Wait your turn here,
and you'll find out why.'

Fortunately my turn for an interview came quickly. “Sit down over
there," the INS officer indicated a plastic chair in the corner of a
small interview room containing a desk and conputer. “Right, M
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Tom i nson,' he announced as he fired up the PC and took his seat.
"We've got here a standard list of questions that we put to every alien
who has been denied entrance to the USA. First, | expect you'll be

wanting to know why you've been denied entry?’

I already know,' | replied. "The CIA told you not to let ne in.'
“How did you know that?' he asked, confirm ng nmy guess. He pushed over
a directive fromthe State Departnent denying ne entry at the request
of a “friendly governnent'.

“But what reasons are you giving ne?' | asked, knowi ng that a request
from another government, no matter how friendly, would not be
sufficient | egal reason to expel ne.

"We haven't got to that yet,' he replied, tapping ny passport details
into the PC. "Right, first question. Have you ever been convicted of
any offences relating to the supply or snuggling of drugs?'

"Nope,' | replied confidently and waited while he tapped in ny answer.
“Have you ever been convicted of any firearns of fences?

" Nope. '

"Have you ever been convicted of any serious offence carrying with it a
jail sentence of nore than one year?

"Nope,' | replied truthfully.

“Have you ever used any alias nanes?

"Oh yes, indeed,' | replied cheerfully.

"Well let's have them' he ordered.

“Dani el Noonan, Richard Harwin, Richard Ledbury, Ben Presley, Tom
Pai ne, Alex Huntley,' | rattled off. One by one he tapped theminto his
computer, asking nme to spell themout. The |ast nmust have flashed up an
INS record because he exanined the screen for several mnutes when it

went in.

"OK, have you ever been involved in any espionage or terrorisn? he
eventual | y asked.

| hesitated for a nonent. Under British law it was illegal to admt
menbership of M6, but lying to the INS would be grounds for denying
entry to the USA. “Yes, | used to work for British intelligence,' |
adm tted.

He | ooked round his PC at me sceptically. ~OK, between what dates and
where?' He grilled ne for 20 m nutes about ny work and operations. |
replied fully and cooperated conpletely. At the end of the interview,
he picked up an ink stanmp from his desk and stanped ny passport. "M
Tom i nson, you are a former intelligence officer, and under regulations
217.4(b), 212(a) and 212(c) of US imm gration policy you are banned
fromentering the territory of the United States of Anerica.'
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He led ne back to the hol di ng-pen and nanacled me to the bench, this
time in a row of Chinese |abourers wearing identical dark-blue

“Chai rman Mao' suits. “You'll be going back to Switzerland on the next
avail able flight, in about seven hours. W'Il|l get you a Big Mac and
fries.'

"Great!' | replied with exaggerated enthusiasm When it arrived, | gave

it to my Chinese conpanions, who jabbered with excitement as they
opened up the evil-snelling carton. He did not even allow ne to ring
the NBC producer who was waiting for me in the arrivals hall.

As the INS officer admitted, the CIA were behind ny entry refusal,
banning me for Iife fromentering "the land of the free and t he honme of
the brave', just for criticising a foreign intelligence service. M6,
however, unwittingly saved nmy life. If all had gone according to plan,
I would have boarded Swissair flight SR-111 on Wdnesday, 2 Septenber
to return to Geneva. The MD-11 took off as scheduled at 8.19 p.m from
JFK and crashed into the Atlantic ocean at 9.40 p.m killing all 229
passengers and crew.

“I'd like to make it clear that you are not under arrest,' Conmandant
Jourdain assured ne snoothly, “but we think that you may be able to
hel p us safeguard the security of Switzerland.'

Hi s col |l eague, I nspector Brandt, nodded enthusiastically in agreement.
"We'd like you to tell wus all about illegal British espionage
operations agai nst Switzerland,' he added.

Jourdain of the Swi ss Federal police, and Brandt of the Geneva Cant onal
Speci al Investigations departnment, sent ne a convoqu, a conpul sory
interview request, a few days after ny return fromthe USA, ordering ne
to report to the Geneva police headquarters on Mnday, 21 Septenber
1998. "The British asked us to put you under surveillance when you cane
to this country because you were a dangerous terrorist who could
jeopardi se Swiss security,' Jourdain explained, nudging a copy of M6's
letter towards ne on the desk. ~We watched you for the first couple of
weeks. Did you spot anything?' Jourdain asked.

"No, nothing,' | replied truthfully. | hadn't been |ooking, but in any
case | knew that Swi ss surveillance was anong the best in the world.

"Good," replied Jourdain, pleased that his teams hadn't been
compronmi sed. “We saw you arrive at Zurich Hauptbahnhof at 1225 on 17
August, then you stayed at the Hotel Berne for the night.'

If they picked ne up arriving at Zurich railway station, they must have
been tipped off that | was arriving fromMnich. M6 nust have put in a
massi ve operation to foll ow me from New Zeal and.

"We then followed you until 31 August, when you tried to go to New
York,' continued Brandt. “But when we realised that you were not
presenting any danger to Swiss interests, we decided to invite you
here, to see if you could help us.'
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Jourdain and Brandt were putting me into an awkward position. They
wanted me to break the OSA by telling them about Britain's operations
in Switzerland, which could lead to prosecution in Britain. On the
ot her hand, since M®6's undeclared operations in Switzerland were
illegal under Swiss law, refusal to help the police in a crimnal
i nvestigation would be an offence for which | could potentially be
i mprisoned, and it would certainly scupper any chance of getting Sw ss
resi dency. Jourdain appeared to read my thoughts. “Failing to help us
will not help your application for a residency pernmt,' he added
menaci ngl y.

| had to think of my long-termfuture. M6 had used their influence to
prevent nme making a fresh start in New Zeal and and Australia, despite
Warren Tenpl eton's and John Wadhami s strenuous efforts to persuade them
to negotiate an end to the pyrrhic dispute. | would have settled just
for the return of ny conmputer and for an Australian visa, but M6 were
set resolutely on a Thatcheresque, no-conprom se, no-turning-back
policy. Gven their intransigence, | decided to pledge nmy future to
Switzerland in the hope that | coul d get permanent residence status, a
work permit, then find constructive and permanent enpl oyment.

"OK, how can | help? | replied cautiously.

Over the next three nonths, the Sw ss police convoqu,'d nme four tines.
Each time, | cooperated fully with their enquiries and | built up a
good personal relationship with Jourdain and Brandt who even showed ne
M 6's increasingly irate requests to have ne arrested and deported to
Britain, or at least expelled from Switzerland. Jourdain assured ne
that they had ignored the letters, as | had done nothi ng agai nst Swi ss
I aw.

"C est wvrainment vous? laughed the French Douane incredul ously,
poi nting out ny description, which had flashed up on the screen in the
border ki osk after he had tapped my passport details into the conputer.
In French, under my police mugshot, was witten:

Nane: TOMLI NSON Ri chard John Charl es

Nationality:British and New Zeal and

Bor n: Hami | t on, New Zeal and, 13/01/63

Resi dent: No fixed abode

Det ai | s: Subject is forner menber of British Special Forces and

Speci al Services, trained in firearms, explosives, unarned
combat, scuba-diving, pilots licence, parachutist, expert
in cryptography. Subject is a nenace to the security of
Fr ance.

"Ridiculous," | laughed. "It's a joke. The British are pulling your
leg.'

"Sit down there,' the Douane replied, ignoring my protests. "Wt until
the police arrive.' He indicated a chair in the corner of the kiosk

For the sixth time in a year, | was being detained at the request of
M6. It was late on the evening of Wednesday 6 January, and | had just
pi cked up nmy parents in a hire car from Geneva airport. W were heading
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to a rented chalet in the French Al ps, an hour's drive over the border,
for a week's skiing holiday. But M6 had |earnt about the arrangements

through their tap on my parents' phone and decided to spoil our
holiday. They alerted the DST of my intended novenents and DST notified
the Douanes to stop us at the Swi ss-French border. | now had to wait

until the DST turned up fromtheir regi onal headquarters in Grenoble.
It was a bitterly cold evening, and although |I was warm enough in the
custonms kiosk, my parents were waiting outside in the freezing car.

Four DST officers turned up at 10.30 p.m Although the French Douanes
had been happy to | eave me unattended in their kiosk, confident |I was
not a troublemaker, the DST slapped on handcuffs the nonent they
arrived. “Alors, we have sone questions for you, Monsieur Tomlinson,'
announced the senior officer. They escorted ne out of the kiosk into
the main police building at the frontier, sat me down in an office and
interviewed me for 90 mnutes. They asked no questions relating to any
formof crimnal activity and all they were interested in were details
of an M6 officer who owned a chalet in the Haut-Savoie, on their hone
turf around Grenoble. | refused to help, so at the end of the interview
they served ne with papers banning ne for life from entering French
territory. Just like the US inmgration officials, the DST had to find
a reason under their regulations to justify the ban. On the standard
entry-refusal proforma, there were four possible justifications. He
could not tick the “lack of correct papers' box because my British
passport entitled nme automatically to entry. | could denonstrate that
had the funds to support nyself in France, so that option was denied. |
was not the bearer of any infectious diseases, so he could not select
that. Al that remained was “threat to the security of France'. He
ticked the box with a flourish, stanped the docunent and handed it over
to me. “You nust go back to Switzerland,' he ordered. "If we find you
in France, we wll inprison you imediately for six months, no
questions asked.'

Back in the hire car, two stern-faced officers stood bl ocking the route
south just to ensure that | didn't try to dash for it. There was no
choice but to turn around and return to ny digs. It was too late for ny
parents to go to the chalet that evening, so they had to stay in a
hotel in Geneva.

The DST were in blatant breach of European |law by stopping a British
passport hol der entering France. M6 and the DST were ganbling that
woul d not have the | egal backing to mount a chal |l enge via the European
courts, and if | did try, that it would take many years for my appea
to be heard. Two days before the first stage of my appeal came before
the Grenoble district court on 5 May 2000, already over a year after
the illegal order was served on ne, the DST served an injunction to
delay the hearing. | cannot take ny case to the European courts in
Strasbourg until all donestic renedi es have been pursued, so | have no
alternative but to spend nore noney on |awers and wait.

Al though | was enjoying life in Switzerl and, had nmade sone good friends
and was earning some noney with casual work, getting a work permt and
permanent job was difficult. | therefore nounted an appeal against the
Australian ban, using a firmof lawyers in Canberra. | suspected that
M6 had used their influence with ASIO (Australian Security and
Intelligence Organisation) to get nme banned, though M6 denied this,
i mprobably clainming in a letter to ne that they “would not interfere in
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the policies of another country'. A few nmonths later, via the
Australian Freedom of Information Act, nmy |awers got proof that M6
were |lying. They obtained a copy of a telegramsent by M6 to ASIO on 2
Novenmber 1998. Although many paragraphs were blacked out with the
censor's ink, it was clear that it was a request for a ban, to which
the Australians had conplied |inply. Mreover, the date of the request
was two days after nmy arrest, but long before | was convicted of a
crime; M6 were not content to see ne receive only the punishnent
deemed fit by British law and had decided to add to it by stopping ne
fromemgrating to Australia. Getting an Australian visa becane a nmjor
preoccupation but after spending thousands of dollars of ny savings on
legal fees, | realised that | was falling into the financial trap M6
had laid for me.

Reasoning with M6 was not working either, and the energetic efforts of
Warren Tenpl eton and John Wadham were futile. My only renedy was to use
publicity again to bring themto the table. At the end of April, |
bought some web-design software and | earnt how to build internet pages.
My first site was an amateurish and jokey affair and appeared on the
Geocities server late on the evening of Saturday, 1 May. The pages
contai ned nothing secret and were just a |lighthearted poke at M6. On
the front page, there was a photograph of me in a silly hat
superi nmposed agai nst Vauxhall Cross, with the Monty Python theme tune
playing in parody of M6's absurd pursuit of me, and on the inside
pages were copies of the docunents served by the Australian, American
and French authorities banning me from their countries at M®6's
request. Nevertheless, on Mnday norning the Geocities security
officer, M Bruce Zanca, e-mailed me to say that they had received a
compl ai nt about ny website from a “third party' and were therefore
closing down the site. By late nmorning my pages had disappeared. |
found anot her enpty space on the Geocities server and re-posted them

i ncluding Zanca's e-mail. A few hours later | got another, nore irate,
e-mail from Zanca telling me they had renpved ny new pages, and
ordering me not to post anything else onto their server. | copied this
e-mail into nmy pages and posted everything back. That came down a few
hours later and Zanca got badly annoyed and threatened |egal action.
Fortunately, | didn't need to put them up again because word spread

around the internet of the preposterous way that M6 and Geocities were
censoring ne, and nunmerous "mrrors' of my site sprang up.

On 13 May, another site about M6 appeared on Lyndon Larouche's
website, publishing a Iist of 115 names purporting to be of serving and
former M6 officers. This news exploded onto the front pages of
newspapers worl dwi de. Because of the publicity about ny first site, |
was i mredi ately assuned to be the author.

To this day, | do not know who published the fanous list, but it was
not nme. | have ny suspicions, however, that it was M6 thensel ves. They
had a notive - to incrimnate and blacken ne. They had the neans to
make the list and the knowl edge to post it onto the internet wthout
| eaving a trace. And, despite their protestations to the contrary, the
list was not particularly damaging to them Later | got the chance to

study it for myself. | did not recognise nost of the names and so
cannot comment as to whether they were fromM®6 or fromthe FCO O the
nanes that | did recognise, all were retired fromthe service or were

al ready widely blown. If M6 had set out to produce a list that caused
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me the maxi mumincrimnation, but caused them the nini num damage, they
could not have done a better job.

The way the existence of the list was publicised to the world's press
was also odd. The first announcement was made when the British
governnent's official censor, Rear-Admiral David Pulvertaft, issued a
"D-notice' to stop UK newspapers publishing the web address of the Ii st
or any of the names. There was no better way to generate publicity
because i mrediately every journalist in Britain wanted to know what the
D-notice was censoring, and forei gn newspapers the world over, to whom
the D-notice was irrel evant, published the web address and even the
entire list. The next peculiarity was the nmanner in which the FCO
announced the incident. If M6 really wanted to limt the damage, they
woul d have used a junior spokesperson to dismiss the list as a hoax.
Instead, British Foreign Secretary Robin Cook announced at a packed
news conference that not only was the list accurate but, wthout
presenting a shred of evidence, naned ne as the culprit. Both these
tactics can only be explained by a plan to incrimnate and discredit
ne.

They certainly succeeded if it was their intention. Until the |ist was
produced, the press had been fairly synpathetic to ne. But after Cook's
accusation, the nmedia turned on me with vitriol. In Britain, the Sunday
Tel egraph | ed the charge. They accused ne of being a traitor who had
reckl essly endangered the lives of M6 officers in a selfish pursuit of
an enploynment tribunal and printed the I/OPS propaganda that M6 sacked
me for being “unreliable' and “going on frolics'. Their columist
Andrew Roberts, a contenporary at Canbridge but now an establishment
toady and friend of M6, wote a petty personal attack on me, naking
absurd clains such as that | cheated to gain admission to MT. The
tabl oi d newsapers were equally hostile. The Sun tracked down Tosh, now
out of 602 Troop and working in the City, and paid him ob00 to claim
that | took the troop to a brothel in Split on his birthday. He e-
mai l ed me afterwards to apol ogi se and at |east he had the guts to give
the newspaper his nane, unlike some of the anonynmous worns they also
dug up from ny old TA reginment. The Sun also published ny e-nmail
address and encouraged its readers to send ne hatemail. | received over
ten thousand e-mamils over the next week, some of them ampunting to
death threats. Interestingly, however, by no nmeans all of the e-mails
were hostile, perhaps indicating the lack of judgement of the Sun's
editor and the lack of public support for M6. The majority of readers
who e-nmailed me thought that it was a good thing to publish the nanes
of M6 officers, one witing that | deserved an OBE for services to
humanity and another stating that taking Tosh to a brothel was a good
use of M 6 noney.

The publication of the list had all the hallmrks of a classic |I/OPS
operation to winkle me out of fortress Switzerland, an objective that
was acconplished three weeks later. On Monday, 7 June, Inspector Brandt
rang to sumon me to the Geneva police headquarters at Chenin de |la
GaviSre for a nmeeting at 2 p.m | arrived to find a stone-faced
Commandant Jourdain, in no mood for small talk. “~You nust |eave
Switzerland imediately," he told ne. “You are banned from entering
Swiss territory until 7 June 2004, and must be out of the country by
1800 this evening.' My protests that this was an unreasonably short
period of notice fell on deaf ears. It would scarcely give ne tine to
pack ny suitcase. “And we don't want any publicity in the press,"
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conti nued Jourdain. “If you talk to the newspapers about this, we wll
increase the ban to ten years.'

"So where do you want to go to?' asked Brandt. “We will book the ticket
for you.'

I really don't know,' | replied angrily. Just about every reasonable
option was closed off. Al of the angl ophone countries were out of the
question and | feared that | would have | egal problens if |I stayed in
Europe. "OK,' | replied, after some consideration, "get me a ticket to
Moscow.' | didn't really want to go there, but | knew that Jourdain
woul d be unconfortable with expelling me from Switzerland at the
request of the British only for ne to seek refuge in Moscow.

Jourdain stared at me for a nmoment while the inplication sunk in. ~You

don't want to go there,' he replied. "It's cold and you don't speak
Russi an.'
"OK, then I'll go to Havana. It's warmand | speak Spanish.'

From Jourdain's point of viewthis was no better, and he needed to seek

advice from his superiors. “Wait here while | call Berne,' he
announced. “All right,' announced Jourdain on his return a few m nutes
later. "“Berne have given you an extension until 1800 tomorrow, so that

you have nore time to find a place to go,' he smled weakly. " Tel ephone
| nspector Brandt before 1200 tonmorrow with your decision.'

| was very disappointed by the attitude of the Swiss authorities. They
had a reputation as a neutral country who were prepared to shelter
i ndi vidual s harassed by foreign powers, and | had hel ped them a | ot
over the past six nmonths. Now they were blatantly siding with M6 and
were expelling nme for the publication of the list wi thout any evidence

that | was the culprit. Even with the extension, there was not nuch
time to sort out my plans. | had become quite established in
Swi tzerland, even though | did not yet have a resident's permt. My
French was fluent, | had made sone good friends and | was getting sone

serious job interviews and felt that it would only be a matter of tine
before one materialised into a job. The Swiss had dealt nme a | ow bl ow
in forcing me to start again from scratch somewhere else (I Ilater
di scovered the full extent of their double standards: every tine | went
for a job interview, Jourdain rang the conpany afterwards and told them
not to enploy me). My threats to go to Havana or Mscow had bought ne

some extra time, but | did not really want to go to either of these
cities. | would not be able to work there and guessed that after a few
nonths | would be bored. Also, | was in no nood for a long journey. |

rang up Geneva station and asked for a rail ticket to the nearest town
not in France or Switzerland. They booked me onto a train |eaving at
1735 the followi ng evening, 25 minutes before my deadline, arriving at
Konstanz in southern Germany at 2235.

“Herr Tom inson?' The voice behind me was friendly, but still ny anger
flashed within. It was late in the evening, | had arrived in a strange
town in a country | hardly knew and whose | anguage | hardly spoke, it
was raining outside, | had nowhere to stay and | had only struggled a
few yards off the station platformwith nmy two heavy suitcases, yet
al ready sonebody - presumably an official - wanted a word with ne. |
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spun around, scowing with hostility. "Nein, Ich bin nicht Herr
Tom inson.' It was about the linmt of nmy German.

A stone-faced uni formed police officer and two civilians, one male in
his m d-40s, one a bl onde femnl e, stood before nme. “~Ausweis, bitte,'
ordered the uni forned officer.

“What?' | replied inpatiently and rudely.

“Your papers, please,' interpreted the civilian male.

“Oh fuck off," | replied and picked up ny luggage. | couldn't help ny
| anguage. The Swiss must have tipped off the Germans and now, |
presunmed, | was about to be arrested. If they wanted to arrest ne, |

woul d not meke it easy for them

"No, no, wait, you're not under arrest, Herr Tomlinson.' The civilian
grabbed me by the shoulder, as if to get nmy attention rather than to
restrain me. "We just want to talk to you, Richard,' the fenmale spoke
for the first tine, smling sweetly.

| shifted to face my interlocutors squarely, still suspicious. | am
Herr Kugel, fromthe BfV (Bundesant f[r Verfassungsschutz), and this is
ny col |l eague, Fr,ulein Gajabski.'

"We guess you nust be tired after your journey, and as it's so |late,
we' ve booked you into a hotel for the night,' Gajabski said in flaw ess
Engl i sh.

"We'll help you with your luggage,' added Kugel. He disnissed the
uni fornmed police officer with a short command and whistled up a railway
porter who scuttled over with a baggage trolley.

“Don't worry, you are not in any trouble,' Gajabski assured me. “We'll
just have a quick drink tonight, then if it is OK with you, we'll have
[ unch tonorrow. '

Kugel and Gajabski escorted ne in the drizzle over to the Hal m Hot el
opposite the station, the porter struggling behind with my heavy
| uggage. Kugel checked me in, paying the bill in advance, while
Gaj abski tipped and di smissed the porter. "W guess you'll want to go
up to your room for a few minutes. We'Il neet you at the bar at 11
p.m,' Kugel said. It was nore of a firmrequest than a direct order,
but in any case | was intrigued to know what they wanted. Also, |
needed a beer.

"Fr,ulein Gajabski and nyself are fromthe BfV,' explained Kugel once
three bottles of Becks had been served, with glasses. “Qur duty is to
protect the German constitution, particularly against the activities of
foreign intelligence services. W've read about your case in the
newspapers, and we think that you may be able to help us with our
i nvestigations into British and American operati ons agai nst Germany.'

The Swi ss Federal police nmust have tipped them off about ny arrival in
Konstanz. Jourdain had previously questioned ne about ORCADA, the spy
in the German mnistry of finance that Markham had run in Bonn, even
offering me money for his identity. The Swi ss Federal police work
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closely with their counterparts in Germany, particularly on the banking
and finance sectors, and it was inevitable that Jourdain would tip off
the Germans. The two BfV officers did not push me hard at the first
neeting, but they asked ne to reflect on their request overnight and
insisted that | take lunch with them the next day.

"So, have you decided if you are going to help us? asked Kugel
hopefully. We were nearing the end of a long lunch in the Seerestaurant
of the Steigenberger Inselhotel overlooking Lake Constance. Kugel and
Gaj abski used all the cultivation tricks on me that | learnt on the
| ONEC. They were synpathetic to ny situation, flattered ne on ny very
limted German, assured ne that any information that | gave them woul d
be treated with the utnost confidentiality and offered nme help in
settling in Germany. Now, as the neal was ending, they were putting to
me their final recruitment pitch. | could imgine how eagerly
anticipated nmy reply would be and how they nust already be nentally
witing up their contact report.

"No, | amsorry, | really can't help you,' | replied. | could see the
di sappointnent in their eyes. They woul d have to report back negatively
to their line-manager, and woul d not get the pat on the back they were
hoping for. "I could go to jail for 40 years in Britain under their
O ficial Secrets Act, and it is just not worth it.' The 1911 OSA, which
stops Britons “collaborating with a potential eneny', was enacted just
before the First World WAr to stop British naval engineers hel ping the
Germans to rebuild their navy. | could just imagine ~expert wtnesses'
li ke Redd taking the witness stand to argue that Germany was still a
potential eneny.

"But we can assure you, Richard, that your identity will never go
beyond the two of us at the table,' Gajabski argued.

It was just what we had been trained to say to potential informers too,
and | knew that it was not true. "But even if | do help you,' | argued,
“how do | know that you will help ne? | hel ped the Swiss police with
their enquiries and where did that get nme?

Kugel and Gaj abski had no reply.

Though | had arrived in Konstanz with the intention of quickly noving
on el sewhere, the meeting with the BfV persuaded nme that | was better
of f staying put in Germany. They would be unlikely to bother nme at
M6's request after they had tried to recruit ne. As there was a

| anguage school in Konstanz, | decided to study until ny German was
good enough to look for a job. | found a bedsit and started an
i ntensive four hours per day |anguage course. Living in a European
Uni on country had other advantages. Unlike Switzerland, | needed no
work pernmit or residence pernt because ny British passport
automatically gave ne those rights. | registered as a resident, opened

a bank account, obtained a phone-line in nmy own nanme and even bought a
car. The little second-hand BMN | got from a deal er in Hanburg gave ne
mobility and so if | had to nove again suddenly, | would not have to
t hrow away nmost of my possessions as | had done in Swtzerland.

Kugel and Gaj abski contacted nme several tinmes over the next few nonths
and took me out to two further lunches at the Tolle Knolle restaurant
on the Bodanplatz in Konstanz to persuade nme to talk about ORCADA or
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ot her aspects of British and American operations against Germany, but
finally they realised that | would not cooperate with themand told ne
that our nmeeting in Septenber would be the last. | was relieved when
they assured ne that | could stay in Germany and that they woul d not
bot her me agai n.

Driving back to Konstanz froma day out in Austria one Sunday in late

September, | accidentally strayed into a Swi ss border post near
Bregenz. Before | realised nmy mstake, the guard tapped on ny w ndow
demandi ng ny docunents. | |owered the window, "Nein, nichts," | replied

honestly, and tried to reverse away fromthe control post.

But that just made the guard suspicious and he blocked ne off.
“Auswei s,' he snapped, holding out his hands for ny passport. Realising
that there was no way out | handed over ny papers and he took theminto
his kiosk to check them Two guards cane out five mnutes |ater, haul ed

me out of the car and threw ne into a holding cell. The police arrived
two hours later, strip-searched me, handcuffed me and took nme to the
police station. A day in a Swiss police cell was not rmuch hardship - it

was really very confortable with cl ean bedding, a spotless toilet and
sink and even a wel com ng bar of soap and a towel, neatly folded on the
bed, just like in a Hilton - but nevertheless the inconvenience was
annoying and did not endear either the Swiss or M6 to me.

By Cctober my German was fairly fluent and | found a job as a private
mat hematics coach for a wealthy German family in a town in southern

Bavaria. | noved to Oberstdorf, a small village nearby, nestled in the
foothills of the German Alps. | only had to teach for a couple of hours
per evening, so as soon as the snow started to fall | bought a new
snowboard and got a day-job teaching snowboarding on the nearby
Fell horn range. Things were starting to look up for me - | was earning
enough to make ends neet, was making a few friends in Oberstdorf and
M 6 appeared to be leaving me alone. But | was wong on that |ast
count .

Since arriving in Germany, | had avoided talking to journalists and

there had been scarcely an article about ne in the British press.
Warren Tenpl et on neanwhil e was energetically seeking to open dial ogue
with M6 to put an end to the dispute. But despite my ceasefire and
genui ne attenpts at conciliation, M6 were deternined to cause ne as
much inconveni ence, cost and hassle as they coul d.

In February 2000, Patrick, a friend from Geneva, invited me to his
chalet in Chamonix, at the foot of Mnt Blanc, for a fortnight of
skiing and snowboarding. Strictly, | was not allowed in France but |
ganbl ed that the DST would not realise | was on their patch. 1'd not
been there I ong when nmy landlord in Oberstdorf rang me. ~What have you
done?' he asked ne accusingly, "the police are here.' He expl ained that
at 6 a.m he had been awoken by a sharp knock on the door. On opening
it, he had been bow ed over by four uniformed police and two civilians.
The latter turned out to be ny friends Herr Kugel and Fr,ulein
Gaj abski. They were searching the flat as we spoke with a warrant to
confi scate my computer.

Presumably the BfV bowed to M6's pressure and sided with them once
they realised that | would not help them Whether Kugel intended to
arrest me or not, there was now no way that | could go back to Germany.
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M6 had ratcheted down on ne again, cutting me off from another
potential opportunity to put the dispute behind me. Luckily | had ny
comput er and ot her val uables with ne.

| was in France illegally and could not stay there for long. | needed
to find another hone, and was running out of options. The only sensible
choice was Italy, and an internet search found a |anguage school in
Rimni, a holiday resort on the Adriatic coast. On 2 March | packed up
ny car again, said goodbye to Patrick and noved out of Chanoni x.

| found a little holiday apartment a block away from the beach in

Ri mini w thout problem - being the of f-season still there was plenty of
empty tourist accomopdation. Having previously learnt French and
Spani sh, Italian was relatively straightforward and | nmade rapid
progress in the classes. | found the lifestyle in Italy agreeable too,

and started to think about building a long-term future in the country.
But before | could nake any firmcommtnments to an enployer or a | ong-
termrental contract, | needed to sort out ny dispute with M6. Despite
everything that they had done to nme, | still felt some perverse loyalty
to them and wanted to find an amicable solution. |I had nore or |ess
gi ven up any hope of getting themto an enploynment tribunal - the only
fair settlenent - and | would have settled just for an assurance that
they would lift their surveillance on ne, let nme travel freely and
allow nme to get on with ny life. But all my letters to this effect to
them were ignored and Warren Tenpleton's attenpts to nediate were
firmy dismssed. They seemed absolutely determned to break ne both
financially and nentally, and once again ny only option was to pressure
themto mediation. After | had been settled in Rimni for a couple of
nonths, | wote to M6 to informthemthat a Swiss literary agent was
negotiating on my behalf with a publisher who was interested in
publi shing ny story, and asked them how I could submt ny manuscri pt
for clearance. | hoped that M6 would agree to nediate, in which case |
was prepared to withdraw conpletely fromthe publication deal. But M6
reacted a week later with their customary vindictive stupidity.

“Emergenza, Energenza!' cried the overweight and sweating figure,
perched on the tip of a |adder swaying just below the bal cony of ny
apartnment. "“There's a gas |leak!' he shouted urgently in Italian. ~Gas

| eak, get out of your apartment imediately!’

The police had been knocking on the door of my third-floor apartnent
for the past two hours. They must have watched me arrive honme on ny
bike from ny Italian class shortly after 1 p.m, as they started

knocking as soon as | put the kettle on. | wasn't expecting anybody
and, peeping through the spyhole, | realised fromthe training videos
in Bel marsh that they were plain clothes police - they all had large
noust aches and bad haircuts. The door was heavy duty, so | let them
exercise their knuckles. | realised that M6 nmust have used my |etter
admitting that | had a book manuscript as an excuse to raid nme yet
again and confiscate my conmputers. Quickly, | encrypted everything

i mportant on ny |aptop, defragmented the hard di sk for good neasure and
hid the tiny but crucial Psion nenmory disk inside the apartnment's
television set. Wth everything secure, | went out onto the bal cony to
escape the increasingly inpatient banging, lay on ny sun-lounger and
opened up a book. They eventually adnitted defeat to two-inches of
dead- | ocked oak and called out the fire brigade. Now the police chief
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was peering up at ne fromhis wobbly perch, sweating profusely in the
m dday sun, pretending that there was a gas |leak in the hope that this
woul d trick me into opening the door.

“You've got the wong building," | replied mockingly from ny sun-
lounger. "This building is electricity only! Try that building over
there," | pointed out the neighbouring block. “Yes, |I can snell the gas
fromover there!' | said with an exaggerated gesticul ati on.

“Open the door,' he ordered back inpatiently, pulling out fromhis top
pocket a heavily chroned police | D badge and thrusting it at ne, the
gesticulation sending the |ladder into a worrying sway. ~Police, open
the door.'

TOK," | snmiled, “but why didn't you just come up the stairs and knock
on the door? It's a lot easier than com ng up a |ladder.' | ducked back
into the apartnent before | could see his reaction. It was Wdnesday,
17 May, the same day that Ms Stella R mngton, the former head of M5,
announced that she intended to publish her menmoirs about M5, and was
negotiating a huge advance with a British publisher. Unlike ne, she had
not been arrested or had her conputer confiscated and the British
authorities were happy to let her publish. As in the Patten case, it
was one rule for the people at the top and another for the little guy
like me. Britain's 24-hour news channel, Sky News, had booked me for a
live telephone interview at 1530 to discuss this jaw dropping
hypocrisy. The phone started ringing as the Italian police burst into

nmy flat.

"Up against the wall,' screaned the two heavies who |led the charge,
their pistols drawn and pointing at my chest.

“All right, cal mdown,' | urged them It was ny tenth police bust and
had nmy hands up against the wall and feet apart before they'd even
recovered their breath. Five other officers entered the room and one
put the lights on. "Hey, turn themoff,' | ordered, remenbering a tip
gi ven ne by Onion-head. "~You mght have a warrant to search nmy room
but you haven't got one to steal ny electricity.' The irritated officer
flicked them off and went over to raise the blinds. The sweaty chief
arrived a few minutes later, introduced hinself as |Inspector Verrando
of Rimni DIGOS, the Italian special investigations police, and
presented two British SB officers who had conme along for a day's outing
on the Italian seaside. \Wereas Peters and Ratcliffe had some human
decency and intelligence, these were a couple of jobsworths, selected
to follow M 6 orders unquestioningly.

The search of my flat took about two hours. The jobsworths waved a
vaguel y worded warrant that enpowered them under the Miutual Assistance
Act to confiscate anything they wanted. My conputer and Psion were
first in the pile. Then ny whole CD collection, both nusic and
software. " 1'm not conpetent to exam ne them for hidden files,
announced Jobsworth One.

“Are you conpetent to do anything? | replied helpfully.
Next all my |egal papers. Then ny nobile phone. “So that we can see who

you' ve been calling,' explained Jobsworth Two.
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Then the television renmote control. “So you can see what |'ve been
wat ching on telly?' | asked.

Finally they hel ped thenselves to one of ny suitcases, loaded it up and
announced they were ready to interview ne at the Rimni police station.
@ anci ng behind as they escorted me out, | realised they had cl eared ny
room of everything of value. The only thing they couldn't get in ny
suitcase was the television containing the precious disk.

Verrando interviewed me for six hours before he realised that | had
done nothing illegal and that the British police had abused the powers
of the Miutual Assistance Act. But by then it was too late. The
jobsworths were on their way back to London with all ny bel ongi ngs.
They returned ny suitcase a few days | ater when | faxed the head of SB
in London with a description of their inconpetence, but | never saw ny
computers, software, CDs, npbile phone or TV renote control again

A few days later, Verrando wote asking me to go back to the police

station. | ignored his request, thinking it meant trouble. | had just
applied for registration in Rimni, which | needed in order to
legitimse my presence in Italy, and presuned that Verrando wanted to
tell me that | couldn't have it and order me to leave Italy. If they
wanted me urgently, they would conme and get ne, | reasoned. | heard
not hing more until | bunped into an off-duty Verrando browsing the top

shel f of a newsagent's in the town centre. Wiy didn't you cone to see
us the other day?" he enquired politely, hurriedly grabbing a
phot ography magazine from a |ower shelf. ~Your permt is ready. The
British embassy in Rome rang us and asked us not to give you one, so we
decided to give you it inmediately so that they would not be able to
take the decision up to the Interior Mnistry.'

But | was underestimating their capacity for spite. M6 mght have | ost
the support of the Italian police, but that didn't deter them Driving
up the autostrada to Mlan to see an Italian |awer about the

confiscations, | found that | was under surveillance. It started off
di screetly just outside Rimni, but by Bologna | had nmade repeat
sightings and noted the number plates of three cars - a white Fiat

Punto, a silver Vol kswagen Golf and a grey Fiat Bravo. The Golf got so
cl ose on several occasions that | could clearly make out the driver, a
swart hy character dressed in a red vest. | rang the lawer in Mlan for
advice, and he called the police. They told ne to pull into the
Stradal e Nord service station, just outside Piacenza, and | watched in
ny rear-view nirror as the Punto and Golf foll owed nme off the notorway
and parked up behind the service station conplex, partially shielded by
some bushes. The Fiat Bravo continued up the notorway, no doubt to park
up in a lay-by to watch for when | left the service station. The
Italian police arrived 20 mnutes later in a Fiat patrol car, and |
expl ained the situation to them They were sceptical at first and | had
to stretch my Italian vocabulary to persuade them that | was not
compl etely mad. They realised | was not a crank when they eventually
approached the two vehicles. The four occupants pronptly abandoned
their cars, scattering into the nearby woods. “~Go on, shoot, shoot!' |
urged the police, pointing at the machine-guns hanging from their
wai sts, but disappointingly they were not too enthused by the idea.

The police poked around the vehicles to see if the occupants had |eft
any traces of their identity, but there was nothing except enpty coke

page- 230 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



The Big Breach; From Top Secret to Maximum Security Compliments of http:/mww.192.com

cans and hanmburger wappers. “~They're not police surveillance,' they
assured ne. | had already guessed as much. The surveill ance was far too
amateurish to be fromthe Italian authorities, and the occupants woul d
not have run away if they were officials. The only expl anation was that
M6 had hired an amateur surveillance team to watch me once the
Italians had refused to help themany nore. Wien the patrol car left, |
bought a Stanley knife in the service station and slashed their tyres.

Back in my car, | faxed the British anmbassador in Rome using ny newy
purchased repl acenent Psion and nobile phone and asked himto send ne
the bill. Not surprisingly, he didn't send ne the bill - | would have

sent it straight to ny |awer.

A few days later, ny stay in Rimni was over. The |andlady of ny

apartment did not |ike the enbarrassment of the police visit and she
told ne that the apartnent had been "~booked by some Germans | ast year'.
She asked ne to leave with a week's notice. | was w thout a hone and
with the holiday season approaching fast it was inpossible to find
ot her accommpdation in Rimni. But perhaps that was a blessing in
di sqguise. | noved north and after a few weeks roughing it in various
hostels | found an apartnment in Riva del Garda, a far nore pleasant

town on the northern edge of Lake Garda. It was a sportsman's paradise,
with fantastic cycling, wi ndsurfing and wal ki ng opportunities for the
sumer, and with good skiing nearby in the winter. | decided to settle
there for a while, M6 permtting.

But nmy optim sm was short-lived. A few days later, on a trip to Monte
Carlo for a job interview, M6 had me arrested again by the Mbnaco
Speci al Investigations Unit, who threw nme into the cells of their
station, by the harbour front. Sitting on a hard bench for a few hours,
| rued that | was beconing even nore of a connoisseur of police cells
than Ronnie from Bel marsh. M6 asked the Monaco police to confiscate nmy
new Psi on and mobil e phone, but fortunately they rang for advice from
the DST, who advised themto let ne go. After six hours of detention
they rel eased ne on condition | went straight back to Italy.

Shortly after returning home to Riva del Garda, | found that M6 had
been busy again in ny absence. The estate agency with whom| had found
nmy flat rang me up and called nme into their office on the pretext of
requiring a copy of my passport. "Richard,' announced Betty, the el der
of the two sisters who ran the agency, "while you were away, we had a
visit fromtwo men who said that they were from the police.' Anger
welled up inside me at this latest intervention fromM®6, but worse was
to come as Betty explained. "But we realised straight away that they
were not really fromthe police because they asked such unprofessional
questions about you.'

“Li ke what?' | asked.

"They wanted to know how much you were paying in rent for your flat,
and whether you had a telephone line - the real police would not be
interested in that.'

"Did they say anything el se?'" | asked.
“Yes,' Betty hesitated for a nonent before continuing. “They told ne

that you were a paedophile and warned nme to keep you away from ny
daughter.'
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| left Betty's office scarcely able to contain nmy despair and anger at
the depths to which M6 seened prepared to stoop in order to weck ny
chances of settling anywhere. For although Betty realised i nmediately
what was going on, Riva del Garda is a small town and | knew that she
woul d not have been the only person whom M 6's hired goons approached.
| soon detected hostility from other acquai ntances who had presumably
been fed the sane line, then after a nmonth or two nmy new | andl ady got
cold feet and told nme to | eave ny new flat. Once again | was wi thout a
honme, and yet M6 still had not finished with ne.

Another trip to MIlan was necessary, but nore surveillance i nmediately
appeared, this time a white Vol kswagon Pol o. The sane fat bloke in a
red vest was behind the wheel, with a |ong-haired, scruffy conpanion
al ongside. This time they made no pretence at discretion and sat gl ued
to my bunper. If | stopped in an autostrada |lay-by to check nmy nap,
they stopped right behind me. On the roads leading into Mlan, if |

indicated left, but turned right, they did the sane. | dived on to a
roundabout near the central station in the city centre and drove around
it, indicating at every turn-off, but swerving back on at the |ast
nonent. They did the same, right on ny bunper. | drove around again

this time a bit faster. They did the sane, the narrow tyres on their
Pol o squealing. | accelerated, my BMNgripped firmy and | pull ed away

a car length from them Once nmore around the roundabout and | had
pul l ed out half a lap lead on him Two nore sinister circles and | was
right on his tail. The fat bloke was grinmacing in his rear view nmrror
unsure how to react, and his conpanion was shouting down his mobile
phone for advice fromhis controller. | flashed nmy Iights and gave them
a friendly wave. “Were will this end?" | thought to nyself, unsure
whet her the story was farce or tragedy.
EPI LOGUE

M 6 have spent a substantial anpunt of British taxpayers' noney on
preventing me fromtaking themto an enploynment tribunal or informng
the public of the toll that their |ack of accountability has had on mny
life - atoll that mrrors the harmthe unaccountable agency inflicts
on ot her individuals whose civil liberties are violated. M6 prosecuted
and inprisoned me under laws which on 20 July 2000 were scathingly
condemmed by a UN report into Britain's human rights record. They took
expensive injunctions out against ne in the UK, Switzerland, Gernmany,
the USA and New Zeal and, all in disregard for |aws governing freedom of
speech, guessing correctly that | did not have the funds to appeal
t hrough the courts. They have had ne arrested or detained a total of 11
times in the UK, France, New Zeal and, the USA, Switzerland, Germany,
Monaco and Italy and have used these detentions as excuses to
confi scate val uabl e personal property which has not been returned, and
whi ch Special Branch have spent thousands of man-hours exam ning. M6
seni or managers have used their leverage with friendly intelligence
services to have me banned from France, the USA, Switzerland and
Australia, again guessing correctly that | would have limted funds to
appeal

M 6 have never justified to the government why this expenditure is
necessary; M6 is not accountable so it need not do so. They need only
make a vague claim that ny attenpts to seek an enploynent tribuna
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“damage national security' and other government agencies or foreign
intelligence services spring to their assistance. No attenpt is ever
made to substantiate their claim or explain exactly how " nationa
security' has been damaged (though ironically, when one of their
officers recently got drunk in a tapas bar and |lost his l|laptop, and
another fell asleep on a train and nmislaid his briefcase, on both
occasions they gravely assured the nation that the |oss of secret
docunents had “not in any way prejudiced national security').

M 6's actions against me, purportedly to safeguard "national security',
have had the opposite effect. By using their contacts with foreign
intelligence services to pursue ne so relentlessly, they have notified
them as to my whereabouts. Several foreign services have pronptly taken
advantage of my captivity or dislocation to ask me to revea
informati on about M6 to them M6 have thereby confirnmed that they
regard it as nore inportant to harass, inprison or inconvenience ne
than to keep secret whatever it is that | am supposed to know.

M6 cannot justify all this expenditure for any genuine notive to
protect national security. During the cold war, the stakes were high
enough that perhaps they could make a legitinate case for the
prerogati ve for absolute security transcending the rights and freedons
of individuals. But the cold war has been over for two decades. M6 has
noved into new pastures, mainly nuclear and biological weapon
proliferation, organised crinme, noney-l|aundering and drug-trafficking.
All these are sources of possible danger to Britain, but they are
probl ens that have been efficiently dealt with for years by the police,
the custons service and open di plomacy. M6 has attenpted to grab these
new areas from other perfectly conpetent governnment agencies, but in
doi ng so has not shed its cold war culture. M6 managers have retai ned
all the baggage that acconpanies excessive secrecy and |ack of
accountability: i nefficiency, poor deci si on maki ng, arrogant
managenent. They have got away with it because, despite all their cock-
ups over the years, M6 is still eulogised by powerful parts of British
society and wi el ds di sproportionate power in Wiitehall. The reason that
M 6 has spent so nuch noney suppressing this book is not because it
contai ns anything damaging, but because they fear it may underm ne
t hei r quasi - nythi cal status.

Through my | awyers, Warren Tenpl eton in New Zeal and, Anne- Sophi e Levy
in France, John Wadham and latterly Madel eine Abas in the UK, | have
attenpted to negotiate with M6 throughout this pyrrhic battle. All
have ever asked for is an independent judgenment on the legality and
fairness of ny dismissal. M6 could have diffused this dispute at any
time over the past five years by picking up a phone and opening an
honest di al ogue to achieve this basic human right. Instead, they have
teased and played me on a line, encouraging me to negotiate, not with
any genui ne intention of finding a solution, but sinply and cynically
as a means to gather intelligence on ny intentions and whereabouts.
They have then used this information, which |I have given themin good
faith, to persuade foreign police forces to take punitive actions
agai nst nme or confiscate ny possessions.

All M6 has acconplished with its expensive strategy is to drive ne
into a corner, forcing nme to fight back. They have forced ne to flee
fromthe UK and |ive abroad, then obliged me to hop fromone country to
anot her, never living at the sane address for nore than a few nonths.
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They have made it difficult for me to get fulfilling enploynent and
have actively sought to disrupt ny career plans. This ceaseless
harassnent has ironically left ne with no choice except to publish this
book. Once ny story is in the open, M6 will find it difficult to
exaggerate the threat posed by nme and thereby persuade allied police
and intelligence services to act against a "terrorist'. | hope that it
may put an end to the dispute and allow me to move forward in life.

| chose to publish first on the Internet, because it is the only neans
to circumvent M6's gagging orders or other persuasive nmethods. Shortly
after | sent my manuscript to a UK publisher, Fourth Estate, their
prem ses were raided by special branch police and their conputers
confiscated. Fourth Estate declined to publish this book and other UK
publi shers were put on notice that they would face serious |egal and
illegal action if they attenpted to do so. An Anerican publisher |
approached quickly received a nenacing visit by the FBI, acting on
behal f of M6, and was persuaded to drop the project. The FBI then

recruited an Anerican literary agent to gather intelligence on ny
intentions and waste my tine and noney. Publishers | spoke to in
Australia and New Zeal and al so received threatening visits fromtheir
respective security services. Even the Swiss literary agent who
initially brokered a publishing deal was hit by a sw ngeing injunction
and was forced to withdraw his services. | have also offered on three

occasions to submt the manuscript of this book for vetting but M6 has
nerely responded with menacing letters threatening ne with inprisonnment
or used ny admi ssion of having a text as justification to confiscate ny
computers.

This waste of tine, noney and resources woul d have been avoided in the
first instance if M6 were properly accountable to the governnent. The
belief anbngst senior M6 officers that they are above the |aw,
encapsul ated in the head of personnel's claimthat “nobody can tell the
Chief what to do', was the cause of this debacle. If the Chief were
account abl e, he would have ensured that personnel officers were trained
in enployment | aw and that professional personnel nanagenment practices
were in place within the service. (lronically, the Spycatcher debacle
of the 1980s was also caused by shoddy personnel managenment; M5
refused to allow Peter Wight to transfer pension credits from his
previ ous enploynment in another branch of the civil service, resulting
in his disaffection.) The way to stop a repeat of simlar farces in the
future is not to spend | arge amounts of public nmoney w elding a big
stick to punish mscreants, but to prevent disputes in the first place
by inplementing synmpathetic and fair managenent practices. This will
only happen when the Chief, and the entire service, is really
accountable to denocratically el ected governnent.

A step towards greater denpcratic accountability was taken when the
Parlianmentary Intelligence and Security Committee, chaired by Tom Ki ng
MP, was given limted powers to examne the activities of the
intelligence services. But its role remuins entirely advisory, and
attenpts by King to extend its powers have been resisted by M6, who
pay only lip service to his recomendations. In his 1998 annual report
to the Prime Mnister, anongst several other criticism of M6, King
made an indirect reference to ne, witing, “recent experiences on both
sides of the Atlantic underline the inmportance of having a range of
ef fective neasures for dealing with staff problens as they arise'. King
was also referring to the case of Edward Lee Howard, a Cl A officer who
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was perenptorily sacked, then forced to seek refuge in Mdscow when his
former enployer vindictively stifled his protests at his treatnent. But
M6 paid no attention to King's recomendation, did not |learn fromthe
ClA's mistake and continued to enploy the sane counterproductive
tactics against nme throughout 1999. In his 1999 report, M King
repeated nore strongly his recommendati on, made a direct reference to
me, and wote in bold text, "W strongly support the right to have
access to an enploynent tribunal.' Still M6 paid no attention to this
criticism or many of his other recommendati ons, and refused to grant
me a tribunal. M6 will continue to ignore King' s recommendations until
there is a radical shake-up of the Oficial Secrets Act and the way the
intelligence services are run.

The Official Secrets Act should be abolished i mediately and repl aced
with a Freedom of Information Act, similar to the laws that exist in
Australia and New Zealand. “~National Security' should be clearly
defined in the act. The Chiefs of both M5 and M6 shoul d be repl aced
by a single Intelligence Tsar from outside the services who is not
i ndoctrinated with the existing cover-up secrecy culture, and who is
fully answerable to a Parlianmentary Select Conmittee. Only then will
there be full denocratic control over the intelligence services. The
new head shoul d noreover oversee the merging of the two services into a
single entity, perhaps renamed the United Kingdom Security and
Intelligence Service. Expensively naintaining separate overseas and
domestic intelligence services makes no nore sense than having separate
health services for nmen and wonen.

National security will not in any way be conprom sed by the nerging of
the two services into a single accountable entity - simlar procedures
work fine in the USA, Canada and New Zeal and - and indeed security wl|
be greatly enhanced as an answerable service will rapidly review its
managenent procedures and there will be no repeat of the nunerous
intelligence fiascos which the country has suffered in the past five
years.

I am not sure how M6 will react when this book is published. | hope
that they will react positively by reform ng their obvious shortconings
to ensure that no other enployee is driven down the same route.
Unfortunately, past experience suggests that they wll not be so
prudent. In reality, their vindictive efforts to stop me telling this
story are not to protect anything that is still sensitive - | left M6
si x years ago, and even then knew nothing of major sensitivity - but
just to cover up exposure of their unreasonable nm smanagement of ny
di smissal and their inconpetent attenpts to stop me having a fair
hearing. Every tine they have taken a punitive action against me, they
have been forced to dig yet deeper to cover up each new piece of
unr easonabl e vi ndi ctiveness.

Yet M6 could save thenselves all these efforts, legal battles and the
British taxpayer considerable expense if they were to accept this
sinmple pledge fromnme. | will conme back to the UK voluntarily, hand
over to charity all my personal profits fromthis book, accept whatever
| egal charges M6 wish to bring against me, and if necessary go to
prison again, on one sinple condition: that | first be allowed to take
them to an enployment tribunal. If M6 were a noble and fair
organi sation, genuinely interested in protecting national security and
accountable for the public nmoney that they spend, then they would
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accept this offer with alacrity. But having both worked for, and been
targeted by, them for nearly a decade, | doubt that they will.

16. The Final Chapter
By the Publi sher

Readers of this book may be bemused by the press coverage it has

recei ved since publication and they are entitled therefore to have an
account of the actual circunstances surrounding it. Havi ng
unsuccessfully attenpted to prevent distribution of the book in the
United Kingdom and el sewhere, the British government then, as its
second |line of defense, sought to discredit it by secretly briefing
national press and clainmng that its publication was an undercover
operation by 'the K@ as revenge for the earlier British publication
of The Mtrohkin Archive - based on disclosures by a Russian defector
of secret documents snuggled out by himto the West. It was all eged
that certain parts of the book had been witten, not by the author
Ri chard Tom i nson, but by Russian intelligence agents for the sole
pur pose of enmbarrassing Britain's secret service. Although the KG no
| onger exists- its successor in the post-Soviet Union is the FSB - the

nane is still better known in the Wst and understandably perhaps it
was 'the KGB' which was therefore widely quoted as the source of 'the
sting' on Britain's MG&6. It made better headlines, and nmade the
count er-operation |aunched against the book nmore credible to the
average newspaper reader. Renmenbering the Cold War they would know

that the KGB enployed 'black propaganda' and therefore they would
easily believe that the book was just another exanple of the Russians
up to their old tricks again.

The truth, in contrast, is that the Russian intelligence service has
pl ayed no part whatsoever in any part of the book's publication, in
dealings with the author, or have now or at anyti me had any connections
what soever with the publishers or any associate of the publishers.
Al though the author has, of course, his own reasons for seeking
publication, for the publishers it is sinply a commercial undertaking -
no nore and no | ess.

Furthernmore, no part of the book has been inserted by or 'doctored' by

Russian intelligence. Apart from conventional editing of the kind
which occurs in the publication of any author's manuscript - in this
case by a US journalist living in Washington - the story is as witten
by Richard Tomlinson - as he has hinself confirmed: 'The Russian

version was printed as it was supplied by ne with maybe 3% changes j ust
to inmprove reading in terns of granmar. The final version was approved
by me'. The same applies to the later British edition of the book -
the content of which is as the original Russian.

Tom i nson has not withdrawn any of his allegations made in this book.
He has confirned that there is no direct evidence linking M6 with the
death of Princess Diana - only that he did recognise the driver of her
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car, Henri Paul, as an M6 informer and that the circumstances bore a
simlarity to plans suggested within M6 for the possible assassination
of the Serbian president MIlosevic; he also confirnms that Nel son Madel a
has been in contact with M6 for years but concedes that Nel son Mandel a
may not have been aware that he was dealing with M6 in his contacts
with their agents over the years. Nothing in this book stated
ot herwi se.

However, these are not the reasons why the British Governnent were so
determ ned to prevent publication. British objections to publication
can be sunmarised by an extract from the affidavit given to the High
Court by the Head of Security and Counter Intelligence for British
Intelligence (SI'S), on January 23 2001, in arguing against the lifting
of a long-standing injunction against any publication by Richard
Tom i nson. The affidavit stated that:

"Tom inson's book contains information which, if it cones to the
know edge of foreign governments and foreign intelligence and security
services, would cause danmage to national security, by revealing SIS
nmet hods and operations and endangering the security of menbers of staff
and agents. Information in his book could help identify agents whose
wel |l -being and safety would be endangered if they were clearly
identified as agents of SIS. Some of the operations described involve
assi stance from foreign |liaison services. Disclosure of such operations
woul d call into question the Service's ability to protect those who co-
operate with them and the information they provide. Such disclosures
therefore risk causing serious and |ong term damage to the Service by
di scouragi ng co-operation from existing and prospective agents and
liaison contacts. The book is also likely to give details about
prem ses and facilities used by the Service. Though the | ocations of
some SIS premises are in the public domain, other details of SIS
premi ses and facilities remain secret. The detailed information in the
book woul d be of value to terrorist organisations w shing to target
these prem ses/facilities and nmenbers of the Service using them The
rocket attack on the Service's headquarters in Septenber 2000 confirns
the seriousness of this risk'

The affidavit went on to allege that the publisher, Kirill Chashin, was
"acting on behalf of a Russian intelligence agency' and that M6 had
assessed 'the publication project to be under their control'. It went

on to claim that the publishing conpany 'has no public record of
publi shing or any other activity'.

The last is npst certainly true. Narodny Variant Publishers had not,
at the tinme of publication, published any other book and that this is
its first venture inthis field. It is also true that the conpany was
earlier dormant and that the publisher, Kirill VI adislavovich Chashin,
used a variety of other names during the negotiations which led up to
publication and that Richard Tom inson knows him as Serge Korovin,
ot hers as Stepan Ustinov, Mkhail Arsenov and Val entine K Pirogov. The
use of aliases was sinply intended to confuse M6 in his travels
abroad. He guessed rightly that he would come under surveillance by
British intelligence; he did not intend to make that easy for them -
t hough he has adnmitted to being flattered to learn that the British, in
the same M6 affidavit quoted above, classed his tactics as the 'use of
pr of essi onal intelligence nmethods including anti- surveillance
t echni ques' .
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The facts are these: Kirill WVl adislavovich Chashin was born in Mscow
in May 1969 and educated at Moscow Aviation Institute, where his father
was a lecturer; his younger brother Serge is now known as Father
Theoktist and is a Russian Othodox nonk, working in Siberia. After
| eaving the Institute in 1994 Kirill Chashin worked for a US technol ogy
conmpany and was then enployed in a number of business and governnent
organi sations -none of theminvolved in intelligence work. He and an
associ ate set up Narodny Variant for the sol e purpose of raising funds
intended to assist Serbian resistance in the event of a |and invasion
by Nato forces during the Kosovo crisis; in the event the conflict
ended with the coffers still enpty and the conpany | eft with no purpose
what soever - which was why it then becane dormant.

Kirill Chashin becane interested in the present book when he read press
reports about the author having published nanes of M6 agents on the
Internet. Having browsed the site he e-mailed the contact address and
for the first time found hinmself in correspondence with Richard
Tom inson. It was then that the idea of publishing the book in Russia
occurred to him though the author was at that stage not convinced that
it would be in his interests to do so.

The first face-to-face nmeeting took place in Constanz in southern
Germany on July 24, 1999, where Richard Tominson then had a snall

apartnment. They net at a hotel opposite the train station. It was
cl ear that Tom i nson was not satisfied that 'Serge Korovin' - the nane
used in negotiations by Kirill Chashin - was the partner he wanted and

that he woul d need further reassurance before commtting himself in any
way.

On January 11, 2000, in Minich, the two nmen
met again but wthout naking any further
progress. Two nonths later, on Mrch 8,
2000, another nmeeting took place at Rinini
in Italy, with a British journalist
present. He was Nick Fielding of The
Sunday Ti mes, whom Kirill Chashin
understood to be a trusted friend of the
author - in an earlier e-mail he had said
t hat Fielding was advi si ng him on
publication of his book. Richard Tonlinson
woul d later say that the idea of publishing
his story came from N ck Fielding, after he
had conpl ained to the journalist about the
harassnent he had been suffering. Fi el ding suggested that by
publ i shing his book the British authorities woul d have no choice but to
| eave him al one.

At the Rimni neeting all three agreed in principle that Chashin's
conmpany woul d publish the book, provided that a literary agent acting
for Tom inson approved the contract. Fielding proposed his own London
agent, Robert Kirby of Peters, Fraser and Dunlop. |In the event Kirby
declined to be involved, but passed on to Fielding the nane of a
possi bl e agent for the project in Mdscow

On May 5, 2000, two nonths after their neeting in Rimini, Fielding e-
mailed Kirill Chashin from The Sunday Ti mes, suggesting that he contact
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Ludmi Il a Sushkova 'who works for the Andrew Nurnberg agency'. He did
not know her tel ephone nunber, but gave her e-mail address, adding that
hi s London agent had already contacted her. 'Hopefully this will get

t hi ngs nmoving', he said.

However Kirill Chashin - inpatient with the delay over an agent - had
al ready taken steps to 'get things noving'. He had contacted
Tom inson directly and urged himto find another agent in any other
country but Russia. On April 17 - some two weeks before Fielding' s
suggestion of an agent in Mscow - Tominson had appointed
Medi aPartners GmbH in Zurich; the deal was concluded in Switzerland on
Friday May 9 after Kirill Chashin flew in to meet the conpany and

deposited $40, 000 as an advance on royalties.

It was to be a short-lived arrangenent. Three days |ater, on Mnday,
May 12, 2000, Media Partners received a letter fromlawers, pronpted
by London, threatening action against them and citing a Swss
i njunction agai nst Tom inson granted in June 1999. The literary agents
were a small firm without the kind of resources they woul d have needed
to fight an expensive |legal battle; in the circunstances they felt they
had no choice but to withdraw and to refund the noney to Chashin.

Recognising that now there was virtually no chance of any Wstern
literary agent being willing to take the risk of finding thenselves
embroiled in a war with the British government, Kirill Chashin briefly
consi dered the alternative of the Moscow agent suggested by Fielding a
week earlier but quickly decided that it would not be in his interests.
If she was appointed she might well start 'trading' the book anong
ot her publishers, as she would be entitled to do - and he m ght well
then find hinself being priced-out with nothing to show for the efforts
he had al ready nade.

So he imedi ately contacted Richard Tomlinson directly to suggest that
instead they should just deal between themselves on the sane
contractual terms which had been just been negotiated and settled in
Swi tzerland. The author agreed. Chashin then arranged for a $10, 000
advance to be deposited into Tom inson's account; with that the author
sent off his manuscript to Mdscow. It was just in time; a few hours
| ater on Saturday May 17 Italian police arrived at Tom inson's Ri mni
apartment and - presumably on instructions from London - arrested the
aut hor and confiscated his computer.

However, with the manuscript safely in Mdscow, there was now nothing
that could be done to prevent its publication. As a necessary first
step Kirill Chashin needed an editor; the man chosen for that was an
American journalist Steve U who had worked in Mscow years ago, and
whom he had conme to know as a friend. Steve U had gone back to
Washi ngton, but he was willing to take on the job - the terms being
that he woul d be paid all his expenses, including the costs of a trip
to RRmni to meet the author.

It would not be long before Steve U would also find hinself under
pressure fromthe authorities - in his case, the FBI. They sumoned
him to their local offices and there produced M6 surveillance
phot ogr aphs of Chashin and Toml i nson together in Rimni. On the basis
of information provided to them by London the FBI clainmed that Chashin
was ‘'an undercover agent with the FSB' - and warned Steve U to keep
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well away fromhim Echoing M6's spin, the FBI asserted that the book
woul d reveal the identities of serving intelligence officers and woul d
endanger the national security of the United States and the United
Ki ngdom The FBI al so indicated that they had conducted surveill ance of
Steve U s hone and had nonitored his telephone conversations An
astoni shed Steve U told the FBI to '"mind their own business'. The FBI
| ater requested neetings with Steve Us wife and nenbers of his fanily.

Steve U finished his editing on October 23, 2000 and sent off his final
draft of the book to Moscow. On January 27, 2001, he received a letter
from Jeffrey Snith, forner Chief Counsel to the CIA and currently a
partner at the Washington law firm of Arnold & Porter, acting on
instructions fromthe British government. Arnold & Porter was enpl oyed
by fornmer Secretary of State Henry Kissinger to harrass Seynour Hersch,
a leading Anerican investigative journalist, and has sued and
threatened litigation against other reporters who disclosed i nformation
t hat enmbarrassed governnent officials. The two-page letter threatened
both civil and criminal action against himunless he withdrew from any
further involverment in the project. He was told that injunctions 'are
currently in place in the United Ki ngdom Gernany, Switzerland and New
Zeal and prohibiting the publication of information relating to M.

Tom i nson's enploynent in the Secret Intelligence Service. It is our
view that these injunctions are enforceable in the United States.' The
letter went on to claim that "United States law prohibits the

revel ation of the identities of secret intelligence offices. See 50
US. C 421 (1991). This law may be applicable to the publication of
the identities of British Secret Intelligence Oficers and therefore
creates possible crimnal liability in the United States.' The
witer, Jeffrey Smith, ended by saying 'thank you in advance for
under st andi ng the seriousness of this matter'. Not surprisingly, Steve
U understood it only too well.

However, by that stage the printing in Mdscow was nearing conpl etion.
Despite the inevitable delays attached to book publishing - and this
was no exception - Kirill Chashin had a final proof copy in his hand
by January 20. A few days later he received a tel ephone call from N ck
Fielding at The Sunday Times in London. Telling Chashin that he was
di sappointed to hear of the del ays he asked when the books woul d be on
general sale in Mbscow. His newspaper was seeking to lift a 1996 Hi gh
Court injunction against publication by themof extracts fromthe book;
but in order to succeed they had to show that the book was already

being distributed and in the public donain. He ended by asking
Chashin to contact the newspaper's representative in Mscow - Mrk
Franchetti .

Chashin did so, and The Sunday Tinmes journalist then arranged to
coll ect one of the 20 proof books; the freelance photographer working
for Sunday Times, Dmitri Beliakov, then went to his nearest book store,
The English Book at 18 Kuznetsky Mst Street, paid the owner to rent
the wi ndow space, put the book on display, and took pictures of it.
Two days later, on January 23, the photograph was produced at the
London Hi gh Court as evidence that the book was in the public domain.
The court ruled that the book coul d be published once ‘w dely avail abl e
el sewhere’ which was a slightly ‘inconvenient’ result. It nmeant that
The Sunday Tinmes, which was eager to serialise the book, had to request
Chashin to also authorised relevant extracts from the book to be
publi shed on the Internet at www.thebi gbreach.com
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In fact it was not until February 19, 2001, that published final copies
were available for actual distribution in Mdscow (though |ess that 140
in just 2 stores), though by then Miinstream a British Conmpany, had
al ready printed and distributed a 12,000-run paperback versi on of the
book.

This, however, remmins the original and therefore the nost interesting
edition of a book which the British government has gone to
extraordinary lengths to suppress - and at the same tine discredit as
worthl ess. There is no doubt that had it not been published in Myscow
as it was it would have been unlikely to have been published at all.

As for the KGB, the arts of 'black propaganda' are better illustrated
in this instance by the British, not by the Russians. Maybe they are
better at it.

POSTSCRI PT

By The Aut hor

| n view of the considerable press comment on this book I should like to

reply to some of the points raised and make clear nmy own position in
regard to them

1. The Guardi an newspaper did not, as they claimed on January 30, 2001

refuse to serialise the book for 'ethical reasons'. |In fact, after a
personal visit by their journalists they, together with Fourth Estate
publi shers, offered me £100,000 for rights. They only w thdrew after
receiving a letter from the Treasury Solicitors, and after Fourth
Estate had a visit from Special Branch to confiscate their conputer
containing the manuscri pt.

2. As the Russian publishers assert, they did conmission a US
journalist living in Wshington as editor. Hs task as with al
editors was sinply to inprove the readability and to nake it nore
enj oyabl e. Such changes and editing affected no nore than 3% of the
book and in no sense altered the content or neaning of the book. The
book is otherwi se exactly as | wote it save for those editing changes
which | approved at all stages.

3. There were no changes of any kind i ntroduced 'by the KGB' and the
only change to the original manuscript suggested by Serge Korovin - the
nanme by which | have always known Kirill Chashin - was the inclusion of
the death of Sarah. For personal reasons | was reluctant to do so but
Serge Korovin felt that it added a human touch.

4. In order to mnimse any risk to individuals, | have not used rea
nanes where it was appropriate to do so, and to avoid conpromsing M6
| have also altered the details surrounding some events. For exanple
the trip to Russia described in the book was in fact two trips; | have
also omtted details which related to them and which | judged should
not be revealed. It was not, and is not nmy intention to reveal M®6
secrets which could be damaging to national security.
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5. O herwise the events | have described are true to the best of ny
know edge. I have sworn an affidavit to that effect and this can be
viewed at http://ww.thebi gbreach.comtom inson/statenent. htm

6. | note that M6 now claimthat this book is untrue or witten by the
KGB while at the same tinme assert that they have copyright over it.
This is clearly inconsistent. It is also inconsistent with the extrene

nmeasures whi ch they have taken to prevent its publication - 13 arrests,
injunctions in six countries, and a one-year prison term

7. | have not described events in this book, which did not happen,
during ny service. The article by The Tinmes, on February 15'" relating
to Obukhov partly happened during ny time at M6; the later information
included in the book was not provided by 'the KGB' - as has been
claimed - but was published in the Guardian. A search of the Quardi an
website on Obukhov's name will confirmthis.

8. It was true that | was forced under duress to sign an assignnent of
copyright to the Crowm. However, | was not paid £60,000 as reported in
The Daily Tel egraph, on 21%" January 2001, but £15,000 - in the form of
a down paynent of £3,000 and then £1,000 per nonth for one year.
Al t hough t he nobney was paid, the Crown breached the other terms of the
Agreement relating to additional support and assistance (the full
copyright assignnent from 1997 can be viewed on the Internet at

http://ww.t hebi gbreach. conftonm inson/assignment.htm ). My dispute
with M6 stems from the failure of its personnel department, and to
that extent is entirely personal. | amafraid that | was not prepared

to go quietly.

9. | have never passed information over to any other intelligence
agency but | admit that in anger | did once say to M6 that | had done
So. | regret that. It was not true and | said it only for effect.
However, | was approached by the Swi ss Secret service and the Gernan
Secret Service on two separate occasions and encouraged to pass secret
informati on over to them On both occasions | refused to do so. Under

no circunmstances would | ever cooperate with a foreign intelligence
servi ce. Accordingly my book does not tell them anything they did not
know al ready, as M6 knows full well - it is only the public which now

knows nore than they otherw se woul d have done.

10. | hope and believe that this book has made a difference to the way
in which M6 is administered - which is the main point of it - and that
in future its |loyal enployees will receive better treatnent than | have
done. | shall, however, continue my attenpts to obtain justice in ny

own case. This book is not, therefore, the end of the story.

*

p.s. Christopher Andrew, who actually wote the Mtrokhin Archives,
charged in a newspaper columm that The Big Breach was not well witten,
so we chall enge anyone to conpare the two books and offer a prize for
anyone who actually read the Mtrokhin Archives cover-to-cover w thout
havi ng been paid to do so!

page- 242 - TO purchase the original limited edition hardback version of this book
please call 08000 192 192 or go to http://www.192.com



