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  Preface




  ‘We all know he didn’t do it.’




  The words of one of the friendly prison officers who, every few weeks, would usher me into a tiny room at Greenock prison, where I would meet Britain’s supposed worst mass murderer. We

  knew him as Baset; to the uninformed he was the Lockerbie Bomber.




  A few minutes later I would hear a door unlock and the familiar quiet voice greet the officers with, ‘Good morning gentlemen’. Then Baset would enter the room, shake my hand and sit

  down facing me across a small table. Invariably he would have with him a bundle of papers, the very same documents that, a few years earlier, had been used to convict him.




  He had employed me as a researcher to work alongside the lawyers who were battling to overturn that conviction. He would take me through fine points of detail and I would update him on my work.

  He was demanding, but unfailingly polite, his frustration at his plight never sublimated into anger. He had scoured every last page. He felt he had no option. Why, after all, should he trust us

  when we were part of a justice system that had failed so catastrophically?




  We were allowed two and a half hours together. Once we’d talked detail, the conversation usually turned to the injustice itself. The same questions always recurred. Why had certain

  witnesses changed their stories? How could the Crown justify withholding vital evidence? And, most importantly, how could three learned judges have reached such a perverse verdict? We had no

  answers.




  When our time was up, Baset was escorted to his wing to resume prison life. Walking back to the railway station, it was almost impossible to imagine his daily reality. It was rather easier to

  daydream. I fantasised, childishly, about the day he would walk free from court and be reunited with his family. We had a strong case – the most spectacular appeal victory in memory was

  within our reach. And yet, after two years of visits, we were still having the same conversations and were still nowhere close to starting the appeal. The system had failed him again, this time

  through inertia, rather than misjudgement.




  In September 2008 came the terrible news that Baset had aggressive and incurable cancer. The psychological pain which, for years, had consumed him now had a physical

  manifestation. Those who had called for the death penalty had got their way.




  A couple of weeks later he asked to see me again. He told me he wanted to tell his story in a book and needed me to write it. He knew he would never live to see the conviction overturned, but he

  wanted the public to know he was innocent. I wanted to make a start immediately, but he was, understandably, too distracted by his plight to help me.




  It was not until almost a year later that I got under way. By then his dream of freedom had finally been realised. In other ways, though, he remained trapped in a nightmare. Not only was he

  terminally ill, but in the eyes of the law, he remained guilty of one of the worst acts of terrorism ever committed. In order to secure his release he had abandoned his appeal against that guilty

  verdict. It was a terrible choice to have to make, as he never doubted that, if they considered the evidence objectively, the appeal judges would overturn the conviction. From the moment he made

  that decision, he was determined that, if he could not be judged in a court of law, then he should be judged in the court of public opinion.




  I had to make numerous trips to Tripoli, where I visited him at his suburban home. Although now free, he was no less eager to set the record straight and ensure that I had every fact correct.

  Once again my visiting hours were restricted, not by prison rules this time, but by his pain and tiredness. Back among his beloved family, he no longer wore the strained look I had witnessed in

  Scotland, but our conversation was, nevertheless, punctuated by the savage symptoms of his illness.




  The book tells two stories. The first is Abdelbaset’s: of his life before 14 November 1991, when, out of the blue, he was charged with the bombing; and of the 20 years of suffering that he

  and his family have endured since then. The account is based on the numerous interviews that I conducted in Tripoli and on our informal prison conversations. With his agreement, I wove them

  together with his previous legal interviews to create a first-hand account, which appears in italics. It is by no means complete; in particular it contains little about his

  emotional state at key moments in the drama of the last two decades. He has always focused on facts rather than feelings, and, perhaps typically for his generation, he is not at ease with public

  expression of private emotion.




  The second story is that of the bombing itself and the subsequent international investigation. It also recounts the evidence that would have been heard at Abdelbaset’s appeal. It argues

  that Abdelbaset and the Libyan people suffered a grave injustice. The Gadafy regime was responsible for many appalling crimes, its brutal response to the February 2011 uprising only the latest.

  Lockerbie, however, was almost certainly not among them. There is no more reliable evidence of its involvement than there is of Saddam Hussein’s involvement in the 9/11 attacks. No one will

  shed a tear that Gadafy was wrongly accused; what made this miscarriage of justice so uniquely appalling was that it was suffered by an entire nation. Libya endured 12 years of UN sanctions,

  predicated on paper-thin evidence, some of it concocted. By surrendering themselves for trial, Abdelbaset and his co-accused, Lamin Fhimah, removed the country from that headlock. Small wonder that

  each received a hero’s welcome on his return to Tripoli.




  Both stories are, at times, complicated and involve a large cast of players. To help readers navigate, I have provided a glossary and notes on some of the more important people and organisations

  at the back of the book (see pp. 472 and 476).




  Abdelbaset insisted on checking the manuscript for accuracy, but gave me the final say on its contents. He did, however, demand that I make three things clear. The first was that he wished me to

  present the cases for both the prosecution and the defence, and report all the important available facts. Some of these facts are common knowledge, others have never been told before. Many of the

  latter concern his activities in the years before the bombing. While he swears that he is entirely innocent, he accepts that his account of those days may appear suspicious to some, especially

  those unfamiliar with the Libyan way of life at the time. On the advice of his lawyers, he opted not to give evidence at his trial, in part because it was clear that, in the hands of a skilful

  cross-examiner, some of the details could be made to appear damning. We could easily have avoided those subjects in this book, but it is important that readers know all the

  available facts, not only those that are most favourable to him. He provides explanations for them all and leaves it to you judge those explanations.




  Secondly, he does not accuse anyone else of the bombing; all he knows is that neither he, nor Libya, was involved. As the book explains, the international investigation by the police and Western

  intelligence services initially suggested that other individuals, groups and nations were responsible. This information is included in order to provide you with a full picture; however, the case

  against those others may be as flawed as the one against him.




  The past few years have seen the Western powers wage a disastrous ‘War on Terror’ in the Middle East and on the basis of false evidence. As the drums of war continue to roll, he is

  concerned that, even so long after Lockerbie, the old evidence will be resurrected and used as a pretext for new battles against the West’s enemies. He therefore says, loud and clear, that he

  holds no other individual, group or nation responsible for the bombing, and Lockerbie should never become an excuse for further bloodshed.




  Finally, we are both painfully aware that publication of this book will upset the many relatives of the Lockerbie dead who believe him to be guilty. They continue to have our utmost sympathy for

  their terrible loss.




  Abdelbaset said to me many times, ‘I understand that the public will judge me with their hearts, but I ask them to please also judge me with their heads.’ To make that judgement, you

  need the facts. This book presents many that were previously hidden. Please consider them all – you are now his jury.




  I’m often asked, ‘What’s he like?’ I answer that he is a normal man who dealt with his appalling circumstances with remarkable patience and good grace. He is intelligent,

  a little shy, often humorous and quietly generous. His family and his Muslim faith are the twin pillars of his life and mean everything to him. For me, as for the prison officers, one

  characteristic stands out above all others – he is innocent.
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  Alan Topp was the first person on the ground to know something was wrong. An air traffic controller based at Prestwick Airport, he was monitoring Pan Am flight PA103 as it

  cruised over the Scottish border at 31,000 feet. The Boeing 747 Clipper Maid of the Seas was about to head west over the North Atlantic on its way from London Heathrow to New York JFK.

  Everything seemed normal. Then, suddenly, the radar image on his screen fragmented and the altitude data disappeared. PA103 was no more.1




  It was 19.03 on Wednesday 21 December 1988. He didn’t yet know it, but Topp had witnessed Britain’s worst ever aviation disaster. Within minutes, the flight’s 259 passengers

  and crew were dead. Something had torn through the fuselage, opening the mighty aircraft like a tin can.




  Until that night, the small Scottish border community of Lockerbie was unknown to most outsiders, but by morning it was known across the world. By a wretched twist of fate, much of the aircraft

  had fallen on the town. At Sherwood Crescent, close to the main A74 road, the fuel-laden wings had exploded, leaving a crater where houses once stood. Eleven residents were killed, bringing the

  deathtoll to 270. A few hundred yards away, the Rosebank estate was hit by a large section of fuselage. Incredibly, no one was killed, but the locals faced the twin horrors of destroyed homes and a

  neighbourhood that had become a charnel ground. Three miles to the east the aircraft’s decapitated cockpit came to rest in a field, providing the tragedy with its defining image.




  Twenty-one nationalities were among the dead. The great majority were Americans returning home for Christmas, including US Army personnel stationed in West Germany and 35 Syracuse University

  students who had been studying abroad.




  Many of the victims’ families learned of the disaster through the newsflashes that punctuated the Christmas TV schedules. As the terrible realisation dawned that

  their loved ones were on the flight, some congregated at Heathrow and JFK, desperately seeking news. Eventually it became clear there were no survivors, and they were left to cope with the searing

  pain of sudden bereavement.




  The trauma was not confined to the relatives. Everyone who attended the scene was affected. For the police, military and civilians tasked with combing the scene for bodies it was especially

  distressing. One of the officers later recalled: ‘They were in all sorts of states: some were intact, others weren’t, a lot of them had their clothes completely ripped off them. I

  remember every single one of them, every single one. I mean most of us were family men and you’re looking at all these kids – what on earth do you say to your kid when the plane’s

  falling apart?’2




  As dawn broke on 22 December, Lockerbie’s full horror was revealed. Not since the Second World War had the UK witnessed such devastation. For miles east of the town the landscape was

  peppered with debris. The bodies were removed within a few days, but for weeks searchers came across shattering reminders of the human catastrophe.




  Scattered among these Christmas presents, photographs and personal mementos lay clues to the disaster’s cause. Within a week there were sufficient to sustain a shocking conclusion: PA103

  had been downed, not by an accident or an act of God, but by callous and calculating humans intent on murder. It sparked the biggest criminal inquiry in UK history. By its end just one man had been

  convicted. The wrong man.




  Plane crashes hold a particular terror for anyone who has worked in the airline industry; we all secretly fear that it will one day happen to us. Whenever I learned of one I

  felt a shudder of dread and my stomach knotted. Lockerbie was no different. I remember seeing the unearthly scenes from the crashsite and the raw grief of the newly bereaved. Their torment seemed

  unimaginable and, as with all decent people, my heart went out to them. As an airline man I also had great sympathy for the staff of Pan Am, who I knew would be deeply affected.




  It was not until at least a day later that I learned of the disaster. As the horror was unfolding on the Scottish hillsides, I was at a family gathering to mark the

  birth of my niece a week earlier. It was the only landmark in an otherwise ordinary day. That morning I had flown back to Tripoli after an overnight stay in Malta and, as far as I recall, I then

  went to my office and spent the afternoon meeting the partners in my latest business venture.




  Like most people, once the immediate shock of the disaster had faded, I didn’t follow the story closely in the media. It was not until spring 1991 that I received the first inkling that

  my fate would be inextricably coupled to the bombing. Out of the blue, a Libyan Arab Airlines (LAA) colleague in Zurich called me at work. He said he was checking that I was there and would call

  back, which I thought odd. A few minutes later he rang back from a pay phone. He said the FBI and the Scottish and Swiss police had just paid him a visit and were asking questions about me. I asked

  why. He said they seemed to be investigating the Lockerbie attack and were interested in my background and my activities. He told them all he knew: that I was a normal, decent man who, when in

  Zurich, would buy presents for his wife and children. He advised me against travelling to Switzerland, but I said that, if the police wanted me, then I would go.




  I called my relative Abdulla Senoussi, who had a senior position in the Libyan intelligence service, the JSO, to see if he knew what was going on. He didn’t and he advised me not to

  travel until we had a clearer picture. I repeated that I was happy to speak to the Swiss police. He could have issued an order preventing me travelling, but he merely repeated his advice and

  promised to let me know if he learned anything more.




  Not long afterwards I received a call from a Maltese man called Vincent Vassallo, who ran a travel agency in Malta with my former LAA colleague, Lamin Fhimah. He said he was trying to get

  hold of Lamin as the Scottish police and FBI had been to the office and were asking questions about us. They were especially interested in Lamin’s desk diary for 1988. I called Lamin, who was

  as puzzled as I was. He was happy for Vassallo to hand over the diary and was prepared to go to Malta to answer questions, but he too was advised against it. I didn’t give the matter too much

  thought over the coming months. We were curious to know why the police were interested in us, but assumed they considered us as potential witnesses.




  Nothing, then, could prepare us for the shock to come. On Thursday 14 November 1991, American and Scottish prosecutors simultaneously announced that they were charging us with the Lockerbie

  murders. I heard the news on the BBC’s Arabic radio service. At first I assumed it was referring to some unknown namesakes, but, as the details were described, I realised with horror that we

  were the wanted men. In an instant I was plunged into a nightmare from which there seemed no escape. Amid the mental firestorm, all I could think was, ‘Why us?’ We were loving family

  men, who respected all human beings regardless of their nationality, religion or colour.




  As I began to compose myself, it struck me that we had become pawns in the long-running power game waged against Libya by the US government. My next thought was that I did not want my family

  to hear the news, especially my wife Aisha, as she was five months pregnant with our third child. They had always believed me to be gentle and honest, but what if they thought I was guilty? The

  shame would be too much to bear.




  On Thursdays, I used to go home early for my lunch and then in the afternoon drive around Tripoli with Aisha and our two small children.i

  Aisha would usually listen to a BBC music programme, but I was anxious because it was always followed by a news bulletin, so I persuaded her to listen to a Libyan station instead. She

  didn’t comment, but I’m sure she noticed that I was behaving oddly.




  On Fridays we always went to lunch either to my parents or hers. When Aisha said she wanted to go to hers, I pretended to be unwell and she agreed that I should stay at home.




  The next day the story was being reported across the world. The time had come to break the news; if Aisha didn’t hear it from me, she was bound to find out from others very soon.

  Naturally she was horrified, although she’d guessed by her family’s rather strange behaviour at lunch that something was wrong. I swore to her that I was entirely innocent, but she knew

  very well that I was incapable of harming anyone. The news soon spread to my whole family. Everyone was shocked and upset, especially my mother. Thankfully, no one for a

  minute believed I was guilty – ‘Anyone but Abdelbaset’ was the universal refrain.




  Lamin had been in Tunisia when the indictments were announced, and had not returned until the following day. His face was on every news bulletin and newspaper in the world, yet no move was

  made to arrest him. This was perhaps the first indication that some of our enemies had no desire for the accusations to be tested in court.




  What, then, was the case against Abdelbaset Ali Mohmed al-Megrahi and Lamin Khalifa Fhimah? Under normal Scottish criminal procedure, it would not have been made public until

  the men reached court. But this was no ordinary case. The Scots and American prosecutors each set out the basis of the charges in detailed indictments, which were announced to the media at

  simultaneous press conferences in Edinburgh and Washington DC.




  Both men were alleged to be undercover agents of the Libyan intelligence service the Jamahiriya Security Organisation (JSO). It was claimed that on the morning of 21 December 1988, the day of

  the Lockerbie bombing, they put an unaccompanied brown Samsonite suitcase containing an improvised explosive device (IED) on board Air Malta flight KM180 from Malta to Frankfurt. This so-called

  primary suitcase was tagged for New York on Pan Am flight PA103, causing it to be transferred at Frankfurt to Pan Am feeder flight PA103A to London Heathrow, and at Heathrow to Pan Am flight

  PA103.




  The device incorporated an explosive, which Lamin was alleged to have stored at his office in Malta, where he had been the Station Manager for the state-owned Libyan Arab Airlines. It was built

  into a Toshiba RT-SF16 radio-cassette player, a large number of which had been bought by the General Electronics Company of Libya. More importantly, it was activated by an unusual timer, made by a

  Swiss company called Mebo, that was allegedly one of unique batch of 20 supplied exclusively to the JSO.




  The two men were said to have packed the device into the suitcase along with clothes and an umbrella, which Abdelbaset had allegedly bought in Malta two weeks before the bombing, on 7 December

  1988. They supposedly took the case to Malta on 20 December, with Abdelbaset travelling on a coded passport under the name of Ahmed Khalifa Abdusamad. The following morning he

  flew back to Libya on an LAA flight, which checked in shortly before KM180. It was alleged that, prior to departure, with the help of luggage tags illegally obtained from Air Malta, they were able

  to subvert the baggage system of Malta’s Luqa Airport to get the suitcase onto KM180. They were alleged to have used a number of JSO front companies in the course of the conspiracy, most

  importantly ABH, which shared Mebo’s premises in Zurich, and Medtours, the travel agency run by Lamin and his friend Vincent Vassallo in the Maltese town of Mosta.




  Although no one else was charged, various other alleged JSO members were mentioned in the indictment. Among them were two good friends of Abdelbaset, Said Rashid (to whom he was also related)

  and Ezzadin Hinshiri, both of whom were fairly senior JSO officials, and who were said to have procured the timers from Mebo in 1985. Among the others were Badri Hassan, who was said to be

  ABH’s man in Zurich, and another of Abdelbaset’s acquaintances, Nassr Ashur. Shortly before the bombing, Hinshiri and Hassan had allegedly attempted to obtain 40 more of the timers from

  Mebo.




  Taken at face value, the evidence against the two men appeared to be strong. Again, in a normal Scottish criminal case it would be closely guarded, but that was of no concern to the US

  government, who issued a summary of it in a ‘fact sheet’ accompanying their indictment. Even without the sheet, sufficient details of the evidence had been leaked out over the years to

  paint a fairly detailed picture of the prosecution case well before it was presented to the Court nine years later.




  The first reported breakthrough was the discovery that a number of blast-damaged garments in the primary suitcase were made in Malta. Enquiries on the island linked the clothes to a small

  family-run shop in Sliema called Mary’s House. Miraculously, the shopkeeper, Tony Gauci, remembered selling the clothes to an oddly-behaved man shortly before Lockerbie. Later to become the

  star witness against Abdelbaset, he said the mystery customer was Libyan and had little regard for the clothes’ sizes.




  The Malta link was confirmed by baggage records unearthed from Frankfurt Airport. These appeared to show that a suitcase from an Air Malta Flight, KM180, had been

  transferred to the Frankfurt to Heathrow feeder flight, Pan Am 103A. There was no record of anyone having transferred from KM180 to flights PA103A and PA103, and none of the victims were known to

  own a brown Samsonite suitcase like the primary case. The police inferred from all this that the suitcase contained clothes from Mary’s House, and was placed unaccompanied on KM180. They

  believed that it must have been labelled for automatic onward transfer at Frankfurt and had somehow evaded Pan Am’s security checks prior to being loaded onto PA103A.




  The third key plank of the case was a fragment of electronic circuit board, which a British forensic expert found embedded within a piece of blast-damaged shirt, of a type sold at Mary’s

  House. In 1990 American investigators matched the fragment with a timer, known as an MST-13, which was eventually linked to the Swiss company Mebo. The company’s co-owner, Edwin Bollier, said

  that the timers were designed and made to order for the Libyan intelligence service and that only 20 were produced, which he personally delivered to Libyan officials. He also told the police that

  the firm shared its offices with ABH. This company had been established by Badri Hassan and Abdelbaset was one of five partners, all of whom were Libyan. Bollier said that he had attended tests in

  the Libyan Desert, near the town of Sabha, in which the timers were used to detonate explosives. Then, in December 1988, Hassan had asked him to produce 40 more devices. His account appeared to be

  borne out by the fact that, a few months prior to Lockerbie, one of the timers was reportedly seized, along with explosives, from two Libyans who were attempting to enter the West African state of

  Senegal.




  Abdelbaset was the common link between Bollier and Malta. He had left Malta on the morning of the disaster and had visited the island two weeks earlier, at approximately the time that Gauci said

  he sold the clothes. It was speculated that, as former Head of Security for LAA, he knew how to best get a bomb onto an aircraft undetected and, as LAA’s Malta Station Chief, Lamin was

  ideally placed to help him.




  In February 1991 the police appeared to have scored a bull’s eye when Gauci picked out a photograph of Abdelbaset as resembling the clothes buyer. Three months later, with Lamin’s

  consent, they obtained his Medtours diary. There were two suspicious entries for 15 December 1988. The first was preceded by an asterisk and read ‘Take taggs from Air

  Malta.’ The word ‘taggs’ [sic] was in English and the remainder in Arabic, and the letters ‘OK’ had been added at the end in a different coloured ink. The second

  entry, which was in Arabic, said ‘Abdelbaset arriving from Zurich’. A further note at the back of the diary read ‘Take/collect tags from the airport (Abdelbaset/Abdusalam)’.

  Again, the word ‘tags’ was written in English and the remainder in Arabic. The entries supposedly demonstrated that Lamin had obtained the Air Malta baggage tag required to smuggle the

  bomb onto KM180.




  The case against the two men appeared to be sealed when a Maltese-based employee of Libyan Arab Airlines, Majid Giaka, told the FBI that, at around the time of the disaster, Abdelbaset had

  arrived in Malta with a brown hard-sided suitcase similar to the Samsonite one that contained the bomb, and that Lamin carried the case through Customs. He also said that Lamin had stored

  explosives in his office desk.




  The media was briefed that Lockerbie was Libya’s revenge for the US’s 1986 air raids on Tripoli and Benghazi. There was no evidence to implicate any other country, the prosecutors

  made clear; this was ‘a Libyan job from start to finish’.3




  Under the 1971 Montreal Convention, those accused of aviation terrorism are entitled to be tried in their own country, but, having issued the indictments, the US and UK governments tore up the

  rule book, demanding that Libya hand the two men over for trial in Scotland or the US.4 Incredibly, despite the charges being unproven, they also

  demanded that the country admit responsibility and pay compensation for the bombing. When the Libyan government refused to buckle, the two countries successfully sponsored two UN Security Council

  resolutions, 731 and 748, which echoed the demands.ii Libya again refused, and in 1992 the UN announced sanctions against the country.




  In March 1992 the Libyan government launched legal actions against the United States and UK at the UN’s judicial body, the International Court of Justice, alleging a

  breach of the Convention. The application stated: ‘Whereas Libya has repeatedly indicated that it is fulfilling its obligations under the Convention, the United States has made it clear that

  it is not interested in proceeding within the framework established by the Convention, but is rather intent on compelling the surrender of the accused in violation of the provisions of the

  Convention. Moreover, by refusing to furnish the details of its investigation to the competent authorities in Libya or to cooperate with them, the United States has also failed to afford the proper

  measure of assistance to Libya required by Article 11 (1) of the Montreal Convention.’5




  Lamin and I, of course, denied that we had been involved in any way in the bombing. It was clear, however, that the Libyan authorities were not prepared to accept our

  denials. We were ordered to attend JSO’s offices, where we were grilled for hours. Lamin faced tougher questioning than me because he had been based in Malta. They asked if we might have been

  duped into putting a bomb on an aircraft and we were adamant that we had not. Lamin had a relative in America who was known to be an opponent of the Libyan government, so I suspect that the JSO

  believed that we might have been put up to the bombing in order to cause trouble for Libya. Most of the questions were asked by a man called Abdusalam Zadma, who had a fearsome reputation in Libya.

  Lamin became very upset, which, to our great relief, eventually helped convince Zadma that we were innocent and should be released.




  Nevertheless, a judge was appointed to investigate the case. He confiscated our passports, identity cards and driving licences and placed us under house arrest. We were ordered to report

  weekly to a police station and not to leave Tripoli without the Court’s permission. The investigation got nowhere, because it proved impossible to obtain further details of the evidence from

  the Scottish and American authorities, but, despite my objections, the restrictions remained.




  We were advised to take legal advice, so a few days later met with two well-known Tripoli lawyers, Dr Ibrahim Legwell and Kamal Maghour. It was decided that Legwell would represent me and

  Maghour, Lamin. We saw them a few times over the next week or so. There were never any government people at the meetings, but on one occasion Maghour introduced us to a

  British lawyer, who explained English, rather than Scottish, criminal law.




  No Arabic translation of the indictment was available, so we had only a limited understanding of the charges. The lawyers set out what they saw as the key allegations: that the JSO had

  procured bomb timers from Mebo; that on 7 December 1988 I had bought the clothing in Malta; that we had travelled together to Malta the day before the bombing; that I had travelled under a false

  name; and that we had taken with us a brown Samsonite suitcase.




  I told the lawyers the truth: Lamin and I did fly to Malta on 20 December and I travelled under a different name, but neither of us took a suitcase; I was connected to Mebo, via the company

  ABH, in which I was a partner, but I knew nothing about timers; I was in Malta from 7 to 9 December, but I didn’t buy clothes there. Most importantly, we both made clear that we had nothing

  whatsoever to do with Lockerbie.




  Twelve days after the indictments were issued, Legwell called to tell me that the government had requested that we do a TV interview with the American channel ABC. He explained that the

  American media had reported that we had been executed, and it was feared that the US government would believe Libya was trying to evade justice and might therefore attack the country, as it had in

  1986. He said that the purpose of the interview was simply to demonstrate that we were still alive, but, to my horror, added that the TV crew would be arriving at my house at lunchtime. He

  reassured me that the interviewer, Pierre Salinger, knew our Foreign Minister, Ibrahim Bishari, and that the questions would focus on the impact of the indictments upon us and our families. He said

  that Lamin and I would be interviewed separately, and further reassured me that one of our legal representatives would be present, along with an interpreter. Just in case the interview strayed

  outside the agreed areas, he advised me strongly against discussing any of the specific allegations.




  At 13.00 two government cars pulled up outside our house, each with an official driver. Salinger got out, along with a cameraman, a soundman and a producer. Accompanying them were

  Bishari’s secretary and another Arab man, whose role was unclear to me, but there was no sign of a lawyer or interpreter. While the crew set up their equipment, Aisha

  and I organised refreshments. Bishari’s secretary told me that Salinger was a good friend of the Minister and promised me that the interview would be very easy and would cover only family

  matters.




  We made small talk while waiting for the lawyer and interpreter to arrive. Salinger asked if I was really a flight dispatcher for Libyan Arab Airlines. I told him I was and that I had a

  licence from the United States, which surprised him.




  After half an hour neither the lawyer nor the interpreter had appeared. I asked Salinger if we could delay the interview, but he said he was working on a tight deadline and had another

  assignment to fulfil while in Libya. He reassured me that the interview wouldn’t be challenging and said my English was good enough to cope without an interpreter. I agreed that the interview

  could go ahead, but remained concerned by the lawyer’s absence.




  Unfortunately Salinger failed to keep his promise and repeatedly asked me about the indictment. Had a lawyer been present, he could have intervened to stop the questions, but, with no one to

  guide me through the minefield, the interview was a disaster. I knew I should avoid discussing the allegations, but refusing to answer these direct questions would inevitably fuel suspicions that I

  had something to hide. However, if I told the truth, it was inevitable that the US government would reject my claims of innocence and seize upon the admissions that tallied with the allegations.

  Caught in the headlights, I did what I thought best, which was to lie.




  His questions about my movements on 20 and 21 December 1988 were especially awkward, as I had not only used my Abdusamad coded passport, but had done so behind Aisha’s back. Although

  she by then knew about the coded passport, she wasn’t aware of all my travels and would have been upset by the deception. I flatly denied making the trip, claiming that I was at home in

  Tripoli, and said I’d never heard of Abdusamad. I also denied any connection to Mebo, although I told him truthfully that I knew nothing about timers. I admitted that I was in Malta from 7 to

  9 December and asked Aisha to bring my passport so I could show him the entry and exit stamps. I couldn’t recall why I’d been there, but was certain that I’d never bought clothes.

  On the most important issue I also told the truth – I was innocent. I added that if British and American investigators wished to come to Libya I was prepared to answer

  their questions. Salinger subsequently became convinced I was innocent, but, by lying to him, I’d badly undermined my chances of proving that innocence in court. If I were ever to take the

  witness stand, the prosecution would make hay branding me a liar.




  In 1992 our lawyer Dr Legwell instructed Scottish lawyer Alastair Duff, of the Edinburgh firm McCourts. Shortly afterwards he was invited to Tripoli and we met him at Legwell’s office.

  I asked him directly: ‘If we went to Scotland to appear before the court there, would we receive a fair trial?’ His answer was immediate and unequivocal: ‘No.’ In his view

  it would be impossible to find a jury which would not have been swayed by the media coverage of the case since the indictments, almost all of which assumed we were guilty. I greatly respected him

  for his honesty, as he could easily have given an answer that was good for his career and bank balance.




  When, years later, we agreed to be tried by judges rather than a jury, Duff again warned us that we were unlikely to receive a fair trial. If only I had heeded his words.
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  I was born on 1 April 1952 in Tripoli, the third of eight siblings. It was my father who chose my name. He worked for the Libyan Customs service and my mother looked after

  the home and supplemented the family income by sewing for neighbours. Libya at the time was a poor country, and for most people everyday life was a struggle. Until I was nine we shared our house

  with two other families. We then moved to our own house, which my father had built.




  As a young child I was sick for several months with a chest infection and for two months had to endure twice daily injections. My school was supervised by the United Nations Educational

  Scientific and Cultural Organisation, UNESCO, which ensured that we received daily vitamin supplements.




  After primary school I attended intermediate school for three years, followed by three years at secondary school. By the standards of the time, I had a fairly normal childhood and teenage

  years, and had the usual range of interests. My passion was football and, when we could afford it, I liked the cinema.




  Like most people in Libya, I was brought up a faithful Muslim. Islam was, and remains, the binding force of our society; but, although we’re a devout country, we have never been an

  extremist one. Sadly, that is a distinction that has been obscured by the hysterical rhetoric of the War on Terror. To me, and every Libyan I know, Islam is a religion of peace and charity, which

  can never be twisted to justify violence.




  Shortly after finishing school in 1970, I read an advertisement by the Libyan Commercial Marine Organisation, which was recruiting students to study marine engineering in the UK. I applied

  and was one of 55 candidates accepted onto the five-year course at Rumney Technical College in Cardiff.




  In truth marine engineering held no great appeal for me, as I really wanted to be a ship’s captain or navigator. Unfortunately, I subsequently discovered that my

  eyesight was not good enough. My hopes dashed, I decided to abandon my course and return home.




  Back in Libya I was torn between getting a job or going to university. My father had retired, leaving the family short of money, so I opted to find work. I answered an advert for the job of

  flight dispatcher with Libyan Arab Airlines. I was one of 12 of the 30 applicants who were accepted. A flight dispatcher is responsible for preparing a so-called flight plan for each flight, which

  contains details of the route, meteorological information, the time of entry to each country, the flight level, the arrival time and an alternative airport in case there are problems. The plan is

  given to the pilot and representative of the aviation authority at the airport of departure, each of whom have to sign and keep a copy.




  Most of our training took place in Libya, but at one point we were sent to Pakistan to obtain a Flight Operations Officers Licence. This didn’t go well, so we returned home and were

  subsequently sent to complete the training in the United States. I returned to the country twice for refresher courses in 1977 and 1981.




  After four years in the job, I had risen through the ranks to become the airline’s Chief Flight Dispatcher and then Controller of Operations at Tripoli Airport. I was next appointed

  Head of Training, but by then I had grown restless. I wanted to improve my education, so in 1975 I entered the University of Benghazi as an external student to study geography. I came top of my

  class every year, and on graduating in 1979 accepted an invitation to join the staff as a teaching assistant in climatology, on the promise that I would be sent to the United States to do a

  Master’s Degree or a PhD in climatology. The Chairman of LAA at the time, Badri Hassan, wanted me to stay with the airline and said it could sponsor my studies in America, but the University

  was having none of it, so I had to resign from LAA.




  Despite my obtaining an offer from the University of Pennsylvania, my own university’s promise never materialised, as various academics had persuaded the government that there was no

  need to send students abroad to study. It was a ridiculous notion, especially in relation to my chosen field, which was reliant upon comprehensive meteorological records of

  the kind that were simply not available in Libya. There was no point holding on to a dead-end academic job, which paid less than half of what I was earning when I left LAA. Disillusioned, I

  resigned at the end of 1979 and returned to work for the airline. I was immediately sent to Toulouse in France to attend a course organised by the Airbus company, as LAA had recently signed

  contracts to purchase a number of Airbus aircraft.




  As I approached my 30th birthday, I knew it was time to think about marriage and settling down into family life. My parents and older sisters suggested that I should

  consider a girl called Aisha, one of ten siblings from a neighbouring family who had lived in our area of Bab Akarah for a long time. I was attracted by the fact that her parents were modest, yet

  highly respected among local people. Her father Al Haj Ali was a medical assistant in a local hospital and her mother Salma was the head of a primary school.




  My eldest sister Zeinab took the lead, and along with other family members visited Aisha’s family to discuss the matter. The discussions went well, and after a few weeks the engagement

  was completed. At this point I had still not set eyes on my bride-to-be. Western readers might find this strange, but the arrangement was in accordance with Libyan community and family traditions.

  In contrast to Western convention, an engagement marks the beginning rather than the end of the courtship process, and allows a couple to get to know each other and establish whether they are

  compatible.




  I met Aisha for the first time shortly after the engagement was agreed. We chatted and got on well. I visited her a few more times, and eventually it was decided that we should go ahead and

  get married. We tied the knot on 18 March 1982, around nine months after our first meeting.




  Our first home was a flat on the fourth floor of an apartment block in the Bab Bengashir area of Tripoli. In 1983 we were blessed with the birth of our first child, a baby girl, who, at my

  mother’s suggestion, we called Ghada. She was followed three years later by our first son, Khaled, whose name I chose. We were very happy, but the flat wasn’t suitable for raising a

  family, as it was fairly small and the lift was usually out of order. I could see the physical and psychological toll that it was taking on Aisha and I feared for the

  children’s health. We decided that the best and most affordable solution was to build our own house. I bought a plot of land in Ben Ashour from the Tripoli municipal authority and took out a

  bank loan to pay for the construction, but progress was to be painfully slow.




  By the time I returned to LAA after working at the University of Benghazi, Badri Hassan had been ousted as Chairman of LAA as he had been caught receiving illegal commission

  payments. He was subsequently convicted, and for a few years was forbidden to leave Libya. His replacement, Captain Ali Hannushi, created a lot of petty problems for me. The Minister of Transport

  didn’t like him and wanted to get rid of him, so decreed that the airline should be run by a committee, rather than a chairman. Six or seven people were selected to serve on the committee,

  four of whom were from within LAA and the others from outside, including a military man who was appointed as Chair. When I was subsequently promoted by LAA to the position of Tripoli Station

  Manager, I became one of the four LAA representatives.




  It was during this period that I first got to know Lamin Fhimah. He had joined LAA in 1975, three years after me, and, like me, was originally trained as a flight dispatcher and based at

  Tripoli Airport. He was later selected to work in operations control at LAA’s head office and was appointed Malta Station Manager in 1982. In 1984, Aisha and I stopped over on the island for

  a few hours on our way back to Tripoli. On learning of our arrival, Lamin invited us to lunch with his family. Until that day I had never got to know him socially. His family were very welcoming

  and kind. When his wife learned that we had had a daughter a few months earlier, she gave Aisha as a gift a small bag for carrying baby items.




  After that I would make a point of seeing Lamin whenever I travelled through Malta. We would often go shopping together, as he knew the best places to buy essentials and gifts that I wanted

  for my family. We were never close friends and didn’t socialise much together, but he was a nice man and good at his job. After the indictments were issued against us,

  one newspaper quoted an anonymous source who claimed he was a religious fanatic committed to destroying America.1 This was a total fabrication. Lamin

  loved life in Malta and the Western-style freedoms on offer there, including the chance to drink. He was popular and considerate, in short the last person who would commit mass murder in the name

  of Islam, or any other cause.




  In 1985, after I had served on LAA’s committee for around two-and-a-half years, the Minister decided to reinstate Captain Hannushi and disband the committee. Although I continued to

  receive a salary I was, effectively, out of a job.




  At that time LAA’s security was provided by the JSO. It was JSO personnel who searched passengers and travelled on flights to prevent hijackings, which were quite common at that time.

  Relations between the regular airline staff and the security people were often strained, especially over the issue of firearms on aircraft. The JSO routinely carried their guns on flights and made

  it quite clear that they would use them against hijackers. The crews were very concerned, as a misplaced bullet could easily endanger the whole plane. In order to resolve such conflicts it was

  decided that the security officers should become full-time LAA employees. It was expected that the change-over would take around a year to enact. To accelerate the process, Abdullah Senoussi, who

  was then a departmental head in the JSO, and my friend Said Rashid, who was one of his deputies, asked if I would help to train the JSO staff who were to be transferred in all the relevant aspects

  of the airline’s operations. I agreed, and soon after was appointed LAA’s Head of Airline Security for the transition period. I remained in the position from the start of 1986 until the

  end of November that year. Officially I was on secondment to the JSO, but my salary continued to be paid by LAA.




  In addition to the training, my primary responsibility was to ensure the safety of all flights and passengers. Ironically, given the false accusations that were later made against me, I had

  to keep abreast of warnings about potential terrorist threats, which I received from the JSO and the International Air Transport Association (IATA). I remember in particular receiving warnings

  about the Lebanese Shia faction Amal, which at one point was alleged to be threatening Libya.iii




  At a more mundane level, I was also required to resolve any residual conflicts between security staff and flight crews. The crews liked to deal with me because they viewed me as one of their

  own, but the ex-JSO people were mistrustful, considering me to be an airline man with little understanding of intelligence and security matters.




  During my tenure as Head of Security, it was decided that every LAA Assistant Station Manager would be chosen from among the former JSO employees. All were required to submit security reports

  to me. Among them was Lamin’s Deputy, Majid Giaka, whose name would return to haunt me. It was agreed with the JSO that LAA would continue to pay the Assistant Station Managers’

  salaries and would recover the money from the JSO. I was different, however, as officially I was an LAA staff member who was on secondment to the JSO. I continued to receive my salary from LAA and

  was never paid by the JSO. It was the only time I ever worked for the JSO, yet the US and Scottish prosecutors branded me a senior intelligence agent, a claim slavishly parroted by the

  world’s media ever since.




  My interim post finished at the end of 1986. In January 1987 I was again co-opted by Abdullah Senoussi, this time to become the coordinator of the Centre for Strategic Studies in Tripoli. The

  Centre, which was the brainchild of the former Foreign Minister and JSO chief, Ibrahim Bishari, was intended to ensure that the government was better informed about world events. It was one of six

  centres in Libya operating on similar lines, the others being for African studies, Libyan history, oil studies, industrial research and marine biology.




  There was no money in the Foreign Ministry budget to establish the Centre, so funding was found from the JSO’s. Senoussi oversaw its creation and maintained a close interest in its

  work; however, it was not, as some have portrayed it, a sinister wing of the JSO. Its annual budget was only the equivalent of around £30,000, some of which came from

  other government departments. It was never headed by a military or JSO officer – indeed, only three employees belonged to the JSO: an administrative and financial supervisor, a typist and a

  driver.




  More importantly, its work was straightforwardly academic; its research was based almost entirely on publicly available sources and its reports were distributed to all its sponsoring

  departments. With one exception, the research studies were wholly unrelated to security or intelligence matters. Subject areas ranged from water resources in Africa, to strategies for developing

  the desert region, and the economy of the Soviet Union. The exception was a study of Islamic fundamentalism among young people in Libya. There had been an upsurge of the phenomenon resulting in

  some violent disturbances, which had generated serious security concerns. The Centre was called upon to help the JSO, and the government as a whole, to understand the problem. I met with some of

  the professors to discuss how they might best research the issue. It was agreed that we should gather as much international literature as possible on the subject. They also wanted to interview

  fundamentalists who had been jailed following the disturbances, but permission was refused, probably because the JSO didn’t trust the Centre to do its spying.




  The Centre was not at all secretive. Academics would come and go freely, and on one occasion a French TV company, Channel 5, filmed the outside of the building for a feature on the Paris to

  Dakar car rally, the Libyan stage of which I was involved in organising. This would never have been allowed at a JSO facility. I often met friends there and held business meetings unconnected with

  my job as coordinator, as it had fairly advanced facilities by Libyan standards, such as telex machines and reliable phone lines. I enjoyed working with the professors and found the academic

  atmosphere very stimulating. I was able to put to use the organisational skills that I’d learned at LAA. My proudest achievement was organising the construction of an extra storey for the

  building, which meant the professors no longer had to share rooms.




  Given the Centre’s very limited budget, it was decided that my salary should continue to be paid by LAA, so officially I was only ever on secondment from the airline. I knew there was a

  good chance that I would one day return to LAA and therefore took care to maintain my flight dispatcher’s licence. This required me every six months to undertake a

  so-called route check, which involved flying with LAA as a dispatcher.




  In truth, my job at the Centre was rarely taxing and was effectively only part-time. It meant I had plenty of time for other, more lucrative ventures. In 1986 my former LAA boss Badri Hassan

  told me that he had established a Liechtenstein-registered business in Zurich called ABH, which was acting as a mediator in the sale of an ex-LAA aircraft to a Swiss company. He chose the name ABH

  after the initials of his son Ali Badri Hassan, although the company letterhead said Aviation Business Holding Company. He explained that there was considerable commercial potential in supplying

  equipment and replacement parts to LAA and other state enterprises. Libya was subject to strict US sanctions, which banned the sale of many industrial and technical goods. Since many of its

  aircraft were made by the American company Boeing, the impact on the airline was especially severe. The only way in which LAA and government departments could source such equipment was via third

  parties, which were often small companies. As these firms were uneasy about dealing directly with Libyan state bodies, the government slightly eased its tight restrictions on private enterprise,

  enabling Libyan entrepreneurs to make deals on behalf of LAA and other organisations affected by the sanctions. Hassan asked me if I’d like to become a partner in ABH. I agreed, and thus

  began my career as a sanctions-buster.




  While the work might have been out of the ordinary, there was nothing unusual in me combining my work for the Centre with business activities. Many state employees became small-time

  entrepreneurs in order to supplement their meagre wages. The government generally tolerated this moonlighting, especially after the tightening of sanctions in 1986.




  Soon after taking up Hassan’s offer we were joined by one of my friends, Mohamed Dazza. Hassan suggested bringing in two other people: Nun Seraj, his former LAA secretary, and

  Abdelmajid Arebi, who was commercial manager of African Airlines, for which Hassan was an advisor. Hassan told me that he had earned $70,000 from the aircraft deal and that this would serve as

  working capital for the company. I opened an account at the Zurich Airport branch of the Credit Suisse bank, for which I needed only my passport and $100. I didn’t have

  to invest any more of my own money, as Hassan was instead relying on my experience in the aviation world and my good relationships with a number of state organisations, in particular LAA and the

  Civil Aviation Department.




  There can be no doubt that my connection to such organisations was one of the reasons that I became a target of the police investigation. I could easily have lied and denied any close

  connection to state bodies and to the JSO officials named in the indictment, such as Abdullah Senoussi, Said Rashidiv and Ezzadin Hinshiri, but

  it’s important that readers know the truth. They are all known to many other entirely innocent people. Libya’s professional class is small and its members often have a number of diverse

  jobs over the course of their careers, so intermingle professionally and socially more than they might in a larger country.




  Unfortunately, my contacts within government departments were not sufficient to guarantee ABH’s success. The $70,000 injection proved to be insufficient seed funding. We realised that,

  if the company was to develop as we hoped, we required a commercial loan. We knew this would be very difficult if ABH was perceived to be Hassan’s company, as his corruption conviction was

  common knowledge in Libya. I offered to approach a personal acquaintance who was the head of one of the country’s commercial banks. As the application was to be in my name, it was decided to

  assign 90 per cent of the company’s shares to me as a default guarantee and to divide the remaining 10 per cent between the other partners. I only subsequently

  discovered that the bank required me to put up my property as security. Since my house was still under construction and was fully mortgaged, this was a non-starter. Without the loan we were heavily

  reliant upon our personal efforts and connections within Libyan companies and public authorities. I retained my 90 per cent stake in the company, but we agreed to split the profits equally between

  us.




  Hassan had rented office space for ABH in Zurich from the small electronics company Mebo, which did a lot of business with Libyan state bodies. He agreed to use our connections to help the

  company’s owners, Erwin Meister and Edwin Bollier, to retrieve substantial sums they were owed by some of these organisations. In return ABH would receive a percentage of the recovered debt

  and an opportunity to participate in some of Mebo’s business activities. A memorandum was prepared to this effect, but our failure to secure a loan meant it remained unsigned.




  In the event we only did two deals with Mebo, both of whch were in 1987. One was for a satellite receiver, for use by the JSO, and the other for 50 field communication radios required for

  military and civil aviation purposes. ABH’s many other commercial activities were wholly unconnected to the Swiss firm, and I conducted almost all of my ABH business a thousand miles away

  from Zurich in my office at the Centre for Strategic Studies.




  Initially most of ABH’s business was within the aviation sector. Many of the deals were for spare parts, but, among other things, we organised the retreading of 600 LAA aircraft tyres

  by a Swiss company, and the servicing of aircraft engines in Ethiopia. Some deals did not breach US sanctions: for example, we arranged for LAA pilots to be trained in Switzerland using a flight

  simulator belonging to the national airline Swissair. At one point we tried to obtain a Fokker 27 aircraft from a Canadian company, Aero Leasing and Sales, whose boss, Victor Pappalardo, we met at

  the Savoy Hotel in Zurich.v Given that Libya was then the US and UK governments’ public enemy number one, the frequent

  foreign travel was potentially risky for me, but more so for our US suppliers, some of whom faced long prison terms if caught.




  My numerous absences created difficulties at home. Like most Libyan marriages at the time, ours was very traditional. Aisha’s life was focused on the home and family, and she rarely

  questioned me about my work. Nevertheless, she was understandably unhappy about my frequent foreign trips and would often become very upset on learning that one was imminent. I therefore fell into

  the habit, on the shorter trips, of telling her that I was visiting people elsewhere in Libya. I disliked deceiving her in this way, but neither did I wish to see her upset, so I considered it the

  lesser of two evils. At the time the Libyan telephone system was fairly poor and no one had mobile phones, so, even if she wanted to, it would have been difficult to check up on me.




  The Libyan government had by then introduced a policy of issuing those involved in the importation of embargoed goods with so-called coded passports, which concealed their real names and

  their connections to state bodies. These passports were in no sense forgeries, but were rather official documents issued by the Secretary of Transport and tightly regulated.




  In autumn 1987 I was due to travel to Nigeria to finalise a deal for aircraft spares. A senior Nigerian official had indicated that he could broker a deal for Airbus spares via British and

  American contacts. Although Airbus was a European company, many of the components were American, so the suppliers would be breaching US sanctions. The Nigerian said he was concerned that they would

  get cold feet if they knew I worked for LAA and therefore suggested that I conceal my connection to the airline. Since my regular passport stated that I was a flight dispatcher, anyone studying it

  might have correctly inferred my connection to LAA. I approached Hinshiri, who then had a senior position within the JSO, to ask if he could instruct the immigration department to provide me with a

  coded passport. He agreed and the department duly issued one in the name of Ahmed Khalifa Abdusamad, and recorded my occupation only as ‘Employee’. In the event the deal did not go

  ahead, as I didn’t trust the Nigerian, but I was allowed to retain the passport, in case similar situations arose in future. A further advantage was that it enabled me

  to leave my normal passport at home, which made it easier to travel abroad without Aisha knowing.




  ABH soon branched out from aviation. In 1987 we imported a million disposable cigarette lighters from South Korea, and at the end of the year we travelled to Brazil,

  Argentina and Uruguay with representatives of the Libyan Arab Foreign Investment Company, Lafico, in an effort to source supplies of meat. In 1988 we purchased Audi and Opel cars, uniforms and

  other equipment for the Libyan police. One of the companies that offered to supply these items was a West German firm called Chemical Marketing. It is possible that this gave rise to the claim,

  which appeared in a US State Department ‘fact sheet’ handed out to the press the day after we were indicted for the Lockerbie bombing, that ‘An Al Megrahi subordinate operating in

  Germany in 1988 played an important role in acquiring and shipping chemical weapons precursors to Libya.’2 vi If this had been so, the CIA would perhaps have difficulty explaining the numerous telexes that we received from a company executive named Trinckert. A typical example, dated 27

  January 1988, read:




  

    

      

        ‘ACC[ORDING] TO YOUR INQUIRY FOR OPEL ASCONA, 4-DOOR, LS, 1,6 L EURONORM MOTOR, 55 KW (88E) (75 HP) NORMAL STANDARD.


		WE CAN OFFER TO YOU AS FOLLOWS:




        

          ASCONA, 4-DOORS, LS


        




        COLOUR GREEN AND WHITE




        WITH ANTENNA




        RED LIGHT ON THE TOP




        POLICE SIGNAL




        CANDF TRIPOLI DM 21.675,--




        DELIVERY TIME: PART SHIPMENT 3 WEEKS AFTER RECEIVING THE LETTER OF CREDIT




        

          WE HOPE TO HEAR FROM YOU SOON’3


        


      


    


  




  Chemical Marketing also provided quotes for the supply of washing machine powder, and tallow and coconut oil for use in soap, as at one stage we were looking to broker a contract with the

  Libyan National Soap Company.4 The deal never came off, as we found the soap company very difficult to deal with. If ‘Opel Ascona’,

  ‘machine powder’ and ‘coconut’ were merely our code for chemical weapons precursor chemicals, then Trinckert would surely have been arrested and his firm closed

  down.




  In late 1988, when I was supposedly using ABH as cover for the bomb plot, the company was in fact finalising the police equipment deal. It was also negotiating with a Swiss aviation company

  for the supply of aerial crop-spraying equipment and pilot and engineer training programmes, and was looking to purchase satellite TV equipment from a Swiss electronics firm.5




  If ABH had been a JSO front company, we wouldn’t have needed to fight for government contracts. Although at times we did quite well, in the case of the soap contract and other ventures

  we lost out because we didn’t know the right people in the relevant departments. On other occasions we fell victim to changes in Government policy; for example, we were hoping to broker a

  deal with a Brazilian company to build and supply schools in Libya, but when negotiations had reached an advanced stage we were told by the Libyan authorities that we should only deal with European

  firms.




  As time passed, the other partners and I suspected that Hassan was concealing financial information from us. It was clear that ABH was not doing well and, following meetings

  in November and early December 1988, we decided to order him to liquidate the company. At that point my involvement with ABH came to an end.




  By then I was immersed in a new business venture with my ABH colleagues Mohamed Dazza and Abdelmajid Arebi. We had secured the rights to run the Libyan leg of the following year’s Paris

  to Dakar car rally, which involved organising accommodation, fuel and other services to the competitors and their backup teams. Since it was one of the very few globally

  prestigious events to involve Libya, it was being overseen by the Ministry of Justice, which added to the already considerable pressure we were under.




  Arebi had by then begun his own venture, a Prague-based travel agency called Al-Khadra. According to the indictment, both it and Lamin’s travel agency, Medtours, were merely fronts for

  the JSO, but, like almost everything else in the indictment, this was total nonsense. Arebi established the company purely because he identified a gap in a potentially lucrative market. In those

  days many Libyans travelled to Czechoslovakia for medical treatment and to buy consumer goods, which by our standards were relatively plentiful there. Although the official exchange rate was not

  especially favourable, it was easy to get much better rates on the black market. Travel arrangements were overseen by the Libyan Embassyvii in Prague,

  which had previously used a Kuwaiti travel agency. Arebi knew that he could offer a cheaper service, better tailored to Libyans’ requirements, especially to those travelling for medical

  reasons. He approached the Ambassador, who said he’d be happy to put business his way. So too did the head of the Embassy’s military procurement section, which separately organised

  travel and medical care for military personnel, many of whom were veterans of Libya’s war with Chad.




  At the time foreigners could only establish businesses in Czechoslovakia as branches of foreign companies. Arebi therefore asked Lamin if he could use the Medtours name in return for a

  commission. Lamin agreed, and Arebi had a shop sign and stationery printed in the name of Al-Khadra Medtours. The law then changed, allowing foreigners to set up companies in partnership with Czech

  citizens, so he dropped the Medtours partnership and set up the company with his Czech secretary.6




  Although I had only known Arebi since 1986, I considered him a close friend, and in October 1988 I decided to pay him a visit in Prague. I had a good time there, as he was great company and

  laid on lots of entertainment. The city’s hotels were quite expensive, but the Embassy could obtain substantial discounts, so through him I was able to get the military procurement section to

  book me a room at the Intercontinental. The Scottish and US prosecutors viewed this as evidence that I was in Prague on government business, but the truth is that it was

  commonplace for Libyan tourists to use their connections in this way and I settled the bill privately. While I was in Prague, Arebi asked me if I could loan him $50,000 to help get his company off

  the ground, offering me a partnership in the business in return. I thought better of becoming a partner, but on leaving Prague I immediately transferred the money from my Credit Suisse account

  during a stopover in Zurich Airport. While the police may have viewed this as sinister, helping out friends in this way is normal in my culture.




  The following day I flew to Belgrade to see a doctor who’d been recommended by an acquaintance who worked for the Yugoslavian state airline JAT. My two-year-old son Khaled had a medical

  problem which we thought might require surgery and I wanted the doctor’s advice. He reassured me that the problem was not urgent, and that we should wait a further year before considering

  surgery. He said that, in the meantime, we might be able to solve the problem with a particular type of medication. As far as I recall, while I was in the city I arranged to meet up with another

  good friend, Mohamed Ben Rabha, who was LAA Station Manager in Sofia. After an enjoyable three-day stay, I returned to Tripoli on 22 October.




  Apart from my job and my business ventures, my major preoccupation at the time was our new family home. Almost three years had passed since work had commenced, but the house was yet to be

  completed. Libya had been subject to sanctions since 1981, which tightened considerably following the US air raids on the country in April 1986. As a consequence, building materials and interior

  fittings were hard to come by, and I often had to source them outside Libya. In early December I decided to return to Czechoslovakia, primarily for this purpose. We particularly wanted some crystal

  chandeliers, and knew there was little chance of finding them for a reasonable price in Tripoli. In the run-up to Christmas consumer goods were relatively plentiful in Eastern Bloc countries and a

  fair selection of chandeliers was available in Prague. Apart from the shopping, I looked forward to another chance to sample the city’s manifold attractions.




  I booked to fly from Tripoli to Malta on 7 December and planned to travel on to Prague, via Zurich, the following day. It was one of two trips to Malta in December that

  became central to the case against me. On 7 December, I supposedly bought the clothes from Tony Gauci at his Mary’s House shop, and on the second, between 20 and 21 December, Lamin and I

  allegedly prepared and executed the bombing. As later chapters explain, both visits were entirely innocent.




  As I jetted around Europe I was unaware that elsewhere events were unfolding that many believe were a prelude to Lockerbie. The remainder of this chapter describes those events. I had no idea

  about any of them until I was indicted for the bombing, and it was not until my trial that I became aware of much of the detail. The facts and allegations were all uncovered by the international

  investigation. I have made it clear that I do not wish to blame anyone for the bombing. The information is set out here simply to give readers a full picture of the investigation.




  For the Western intelligence services in late 1988, the news that a terrorist attack was imminent came as no surprise. The writing had been on the wall since 3 July 1988, when

  an aviation catastrophe equal to Lockerbie briefly stunned the world. The cursed flight was Iran Air flight 655 from Bandar Abbas to Dubai, which was shot down over the Persian Gulf by an American

  battle cruiser, the USS Vincennes. A total of 290 people were killed, most of whom were travelling to Mecca on the annual Hajj pilgrimage.




  The Pentagon immediately shrouded the massacre in a fog of disinformation. It claimed that the Vincennes had believed itself to be under attack from an Iranian F-14 jet fighter descending

  rapidly towards it, and in the short time before the attack had issued ten radio warnings, but received no response. Vice-President George Bush Snr later claimed that the ship had gone to the aid

  of a neutral vessel and was under attack from an Iranian gunboat.




  It eventually emerged that the airliner had not been descending, but was, in fact, still climbing after take-off. Seven of the ten messages were broadcast on a frequency that was unavailable to

  civilian aircraft, and the other three were unlikely to have been received. A message might well have got through from a neighbouring US Navy frigate, the Sides, but this was sent just 39

  seconds before the attack. The Commander of the Sides, David Carlson, was so perturbed by the affair that he undertook his own investigation. By interviewing members

  of the Vincennes’s crew and studying its data tapes and video footage shot by a TV crew, who happened to be on board at the time of the attack, he eventually discovered that the

  gunboat did not initiate the attack, but merely returned fire after the Vincennes attacked it. In 1992 the former Chair of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Admiral William Crowe, admitted that, at

  the time of the incident, the ship had illegally entered Iranian territorial waters. Carlson established that it had chased the gunboat inside the waters and continued to fire. Small wonder that

  the Vincennes was known to Carlson and other commanders by the nickname ‘Robo Cruiser’.7




  US President Ronald Reagan offered neither apology nor compensation for the mistake and, in a staggering act of insensitivity, the Vincennes’s entire crew received the Combat Action

  Ribbon. In 1990 the ship’s Commander, William Rogers, received the Legion of Merit decoration from George Bush Snr, who was by then President. The citation said the reward was for

  ‘exceptionally meritorious conduct in the performance of outstanding service as commanding officer’.8




  The Iranian government was, unsurprisingly, enraged by the slaughter. State radio warned that the deaths would be avenged ‘in blood-spattered skies’ and President Ali Khamenei

  promised that the country would employ ‘all our might . . . wherever and whenever we decide’.9




  The threats were taken very seriously. Two days after the shootdown, the US Air Force’s Military Airlift Command warned its civilian contractors, ‘We believe Iran will strike back in

  a tit for tat fashion – mass casualties for mass casualties . . . We believe Europe is a likely target for a retaliatory attack. This is due primarily to the large concentration of Americans

  and the established terrorist infrastructures in place throughout Europe.’10 Within a couple of days the US State Department disseminated the

  warning to its own staff.




  Later in July, the West German foreign intelligence service, the Bundesnachrichtendienst (BND), passed on a number of more specific warnings to the country’s Federal Police, the

  Bundeskriminalamt (BKA). They concerned a radical Palestinian splinter group, the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine – General Command (PFLP-GC), which was suspected to be planning

  attacks in the country. The group was formed in 1968 by Ahmed Jibril, who broke away from the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine (PFLP), which had been created the

  previous year by George Habbash. While Habbash’s group was the larger and better-known of the two, Jibril’s was the more violent. In 1974 both factions withdrew from the Palestine

  Liberation Organisation’s executive committee following the Arab League Summit in Rabat. Together with a number of smaller groups, they formed an alternative coalition known as the Rejection

  Front, which in April 1987 was re-formed as the Salvation Front.




  Based in the Syrian capital Damascus, the PFLP-GC was closely connected to the country’s intelligence services. It also developed close ties to Iran following the Revolution of 1979.

  During the 1970s it was among a number of Palestinian groups that trained Iranian radicals who were later at the forefront of the Revolution. The group subsequently built a strong relationship with

  the Iranian Revolutionary Guards and their Lebanese Shi’ite proxies Hezbollah, who were especially active in the Syrian-controlled Bekaa Valley. It also received financial support from Libya

  in the 1980s.viii




  The BND was probably warned about the PFLP-GC by the Israeli intelligence service, Mossad, as one of the warnings suggested it might target Israeli football and handball teams that were touring

  West Germany. Another claimed that ‘a joint commando’ of the PFLP-GC and Hezbollah could be about to attack American installations in West Germany.11 In fact the PFLP-GC had already launched bomb attacks against American targets in West Germany in August 1987 and April 1988. Remarkably, on both occasions the group had

  targeted US military trains as they passed close to the town of Hedemünden. No one was killed in either blast.




  The group’s West German cell was led by Hafez Kassem Dalkamoni, a 43-year-old Palestinian, who in 1969 lost part of his right leg during a botched bomb attack on an Israeli power line. In

  January 1988 he moved to the town of Neuss near Düsseldorf, where he stayed in a flat at 16 Isarstrasse owned and occupied by his brother-in-law, Hashem Abassi, who ran a nearby

  greengrocery.




  When, six months later, Iran was looking to avenge the downing of Flight 655, its trusted friend the PFLP-GC was the obvious choice to do its dirty work. Not only did it

  have a well-developed European infrastructure, but, more importantly, it also had a specific expertise in targeting civilian aircraft. In February 1970 it successfully smuggled a bomb on board a

  Swissair flight from Zurich to Tel Aviv. The device, which was thought to have been built into a transistor radio, exploded when the plane reached 14,000 feet. The resulting crash killed all 47 on

  board. On the same day the group also targeted an Austria Airlines flight from Frankfurt to Vienna. The bomb detonated at 10,000 feet, blowing a hole in the fuselage, but this time the pilot was

  able to navigate safely back to Frankfurt. Investigators established that the device was in a mailbag that was due to be transferred to a flight to Israel, and that it too was housed within a

  transistor radio. Two years later the group struck again, this time targeting an El Al flight from Rome to Tel Aviv. The explosion occurred at 15,000 feet, but again the pilot was able to land

  safely at the originating airport without any casualties. It was discovered that the bomb had been built into a record player, which had been given to two unwitting British women by an Arab man who

  had befriended them in Rome.




  All of the bombs were thought to have used barometric switches, which were activated by the drop in pressure in the baggage holds as the aircraft gained altitude. They were believed to be the

  handiwork of a young Jordanian PFLP-GC technician called Marwan Khreesat.




  Imagine, then, the BKA’s alarm when, on 13 October 1988, Khreesat arrived at Dalkamoni’s flat in Neuss. Dalkamoni had been under 24-hour surveillance since at least as early as 5

  October, when he arrived back in West Germany following a trip to Cyprus. So too had been another senior group member, Abdel Fattah Ghadanfar, who rented a flat at 28 Sandweg in Frankfurt. For

  three weeks the BKA followed Dalkamoni as he met with various Arab associates around the country. The operation was code-named Herbstlaub, meaning Autumn Leaves.




  Khreesat was less visible, spending most of his time in the Isarstrasse apartment. On 20 October he received a call from Dalkamoni, who told him that he was about to receive ‘three black

  tins with lids’, ‘gloves’ and ‘paste’ from Ghadanfar, whom he referred to by the cover name Masoud. Dalkamoni said he would personally also

  bring ‘at least seven white pointed buttons, four of which would be electric’. Khreesat subsequently made a call to Jordan to someone called Abed, telling him, ‘I’ve made

  some changes to the medication. It is better and stronger than before.’ Two days later, Khreesat emerged from the flat and drove with Dalkamoni to Frankfurt, where they were observed visiting

  two electrical shops. On 24 October they again went shopping, this time to the Huma-Markt store in Neuss, where they bought alarm clocks, and a local shopping centre, where they bought batteries,

  electric switches, screws and glue. Later the same day, in a telephone call to Jordan, Khreesat said he had started work the previous day and would be finished in a further two to three

  days.12




  It was clear that whatever the group was planning might be imminent. On 26 October Dalkamoni and Khreesat again left the Isarstrasse flat together and drove away in Dalkamoni’s Ford Taunus

  car. A short distance away they stopped, and Khreesat went to make a call from a telephone box. As he emerged, the BKA struck, arresting both men and simultaneously swooping on Ghadanfar and

  fourteen others, most of whom had been visited by Dalkamoni that month. In Ghadanfar’s Frankfurt apartment they found an extraordinary terrorist arsenal, which included 5 kilos of Semtex, 6

  kilos of TNT, 14 sticks of dynamite, 30 hand-grenades, mortars and 6 automatic rifles. Also recovered were a number of Lufthansa luggage stickers and 14 airline timetables, including ones for

  Lufthansa, Air France, Iberia and British Airways.13, 14 The BKA found far fewer weapons in Neuss;

  however, in view of Iran’s threat to avenge Flight 655, an item recovered from the boot of the Ford Taunus was much more significant than the weaponry. It appeared to be an ordinary

  single-speaker Toshiba radio-cassette player, model type BomBeat RT-F453D. When BKA technicians dismantled it, they discovered that the device lived up to its name, because concealed within was a

  sophisticated bomb incorporating 300 grams of Semtex and a time-delay mechanism. More significantly, there was a barometric pressure switch. In other words, the bomb had been designed to detonate

  on board an aircraft. It seemed that the PFLP-GC had been at it again. And it seemed that they had no intention of stopping at one bomb, because in the Isarstrasse flat they

  found more barometric switches, soldering irons and a detonator.




  In November there was a further raid on another PFLP-GC safe house in the Yugoslavian town of Krusevac, which was kept by senior group member Mobdi Goben. Among the items seized were detonators,

  fuse-wire and seven-and-a-half kilos of Semtex. Goben managed to evade detection15 and fled to Syria. Dalkamoni’s passport contained an entry

  stamp for Yugoslavia dated 16 September 1988, and Khreesat’s had one dated 21 September.16 According to Khreesat, while there he met Dalkamoni

  and Goben, whom he knew as Abu Fouad.17 Ghadanfar met Goben and Dalkamoni in the Yugoslav capital Belgrade in the middle of October.18 Another of Dalkamoni’s associates to visit Goben in Yugoslavia was Martin Kadorah, who, like Ghadanfar, lived in Frankfurt.19 He travelled there by bus on 24 October, arriving the following day,20 and did not return until 28 November, when he was

  arrested and held in custody before being released without charge on 17 January 1989.21 Dalkamoni admitted that he had ordered Kadorah to make the

  trip.22




  Within days of the 26 October raids, most of the suspects had been released owing to lack of evidence. There was apparently no shortage of evidence against Khreesat, Dalkamoni and Ghadanfar, all

  of whom had been caught red-handed with weaponry capable of killing hundreds of people. Remarkably, however, Dalkamoni and Ghadanfar were only charged with the 1987 and 1988 troop train bombings.

  It was three years before they were convicted, with Dalkamoni sentenced to 15 years in prison and Ghadanfar 12.




  Khreesat’s fate was stranger still. Interviewed by the BKA the day after his arrest, he volunteered a few details about the PFLP-GC’s structure, but said he knew neither of a

  European cell, nor of a plan to target airlines. Interestingly, he said that there were two PFLP-GC members in West Germany to whom Dalkamoni was subordinate. Khreesat said he had not met them and

  did not know their names, but thought that one of them lived in Frankfurt.23




  On 5 November he reportedly asked to make a phone call to Amman.24 Later that month the BKA applied to the Federal High Court in Karlsruhe for the

  bomb-maker to be kept in custody. To their amazement, Judge Christian Rinne refused the application and allowed Khreesat to go free on the grounds that ‘the strong

  suspicion of crime necessary for warrant of arrest is . . . lacking.’ He went on: ‘It is not possible to prove at present a connection between the residence at 28 Sandweg in Frankfurt,

  in which weapons of warfare and explosives have been secured, and the accused. No weapons, or similar, were found in the residence at 16 Isarstrasse in Neuss, where he stayed. It has not been

  possible to discover a target or location for a crime of explosion. Also, the involvement of the accused as regards the purpose of his stay in the Federal Republic, the nature of his relationship

  with the other accused parties and his ignorance of the preparations for the crime, have not been so clearly refuted that a strong suspicion of crime can be confirmed.’25




  The explanation for this extraordinary leniency, it later emerged, was that Khreesat was a mole, who was reporting back to the Jordanian intelligence service, the Mukhabarat, and their West

  German counterparts, the BND. Both services have historically been very close to the CIA. Interviewed a few months later back home in Jordan, Khreesat said that, on the day of his arrest, a German

  officer told him, ‘Don’t say anything. You will get a call from your case officer in Jordan.’ The case officer subsequently called and assured him that he was coming to West

  Germany immediately. Khreesat added that, following his release, a BND officer thanked him in the name of the West German authorities for the important role he had played in avoiding a

  massacre.26 With hindsight, the Khreesat story was the first indicator that the Lockerbie bombing was far more complex and murky than it first

  appeared.




  Although they had disrupted the PFLP-GC’s plans, the BKA knew that other members and bombs might be at large. On 9 November 1988 it issued a warning through Interpol, which gave details of

  Khreesat’s Toshiba bomb. Over the next couple of weeks it was disseminated to government authorities worldwide, including the UK Department of Transport and the US Federal Aviation Authority

  (FAA), which in turn forwarded it to the world’s airlines.




  The last few weeks of 1988 brought further indications that an airline attack might still be imminent. The best known of these warnings was received by the US Embassy in Helsinki on 5 December,

  when a man called to say that during the next fortnight there would be a strike on a Pan Am flight from Frankfurt to America. Three people were named, an Arab man living in

  Finland called Yassan Garadat, a Frankfurt resident referred to only as Abdullah, and a Mr Soloranta. The caller said that Garadat and Abdullah were members of the Abu Nidal Organisation (ANO) the

  well-known Palestinian faction, also known as the Fatah Revolutionary Council, which carried out a string of high-profile terrorist attacks against Western targets during the 1980s. He claimed that

  Abdullah would give Garadat a bomb, which he would in turn plant on an unwitting and unidentified Finnish woman.




  When the Finnish police investigated the warning they discovered that Garadat had nothing to do with the ANO, or any terrorist group, and concluded that the call had been made by a Palestinian

  student living in Helsinki called Samra Mahayoun, who harboured a grudge against him. The reference to Mr Soloranta, however, was intriguing, because the ANO’s most notorious commander, Samir

  Kadar, was married to a Finnish woman called Soloranta.27 Kadar had supposedly been killed in Athens in July 1988 when a car carrying explosives blew

  up a few hours before an attack on a tourist ship, the City of Poros, in which nine people were killed and 90 injured. However, the body was too badly damaged to identify, and some believed

  it unlikely that such a senior figure would be involved in high-risk, frontline operations.28




  Two days after the call was received, the FAA circulated a security bulletin to all US airlines and embassies. On 9 December, Pan Am’s European Corporate Security Manager Jim Berwick flew

  to Helsinki to check out the warning with US Embassy officials. They told him that it had been thoroughly checked and was found to be a hoax. Berwick nevertheless ordered that all Finnish women

  transferring to transatlantic flights in Frankfurt should be specially screened.29




  Another who took the warning very seriously was William Kelly, an administrative counsellor at the US Embassy in Moscow. On 13 December he produced a memo summarising the warning, which was

  marked for the attention of all embassy staff and posted on the staff noticeboard. Despite the Helsinki Embassy’s dismissal of the warning, the memo stated: ‘The FAA reports that the

  reliability of the information cannot be assessed at this point, but the appropriate police authorities have been notified and are pursuing the matter. Pan Am also has been

  notified.’ It went on, ‘In view of the lack of confirmation of this information, post leaves to the discretion of individual travellers any decisions on altering personal travel plans

  or changing to another American carrier.’ Kelly’s actions were in breach of the FAA’s guidelines on the dissemination of warnings; however, embassy staff claimed that, prior to

  posting the warning, the FAA had failed to respond to a request for clarification.30 It is not known how many embassy staff changed their Christmas

  travel plans as a result of the warning, but a consular official later revealed that there was ‘a real push in the Embassy community to make sure that everybody was aware that there had been

  a terrorist threat made, and that people flying Western carriers going through such points as Frankfurt should change their tickets’.31




  Whether or not the warning was a hoax, the US intelligence community knew that the Autumn Leaves raids had not eliminated the Iranian threat. On 1 December, the US Defence Intelligence Agency

  (DIA) issued an intelligence summary, which stated: ‘Although there have been no recent publicised threats of retaliation against the US for the 3 July Iranian airbus shootdown,

  Tehran’s general intent to conduct terrorist attacks against the US continues . . . Some Middle Eastern terrorist groups have conducted assassinations and bombings in West Germany and have

  the infrastructure to conduct both bombings and assassinations.’32




  Incredibly, the intelligence community also had information suggesting that a radical Palestinian group, matching the description of the PFLP-GC, was planning to attack Pan Am in Europe. The

  warning was received by the US State Department’s Office of Diplomatic Security. A departmental digest of it reported: ‘Team of Palestinians not assoc[iated] with Palestinian Liberation

  Organisation (PLO) intends to atk [attack] US tgts [targets] in Europe. Time frame is present. [Targets] specified are Pan Am airlines and US mil[itary] bases.’33 The warning was dated 2 December 1988 and was therefore entirely unrelated to the supposedly hoax Helsinki phone call, which was not made until three days later. It was not

  made public until seven years after the Lockerbie bombing.34




  Unlike the Helsinki warning, it received hardly any media attention, yet, unlike the Helsinki warning, the US government never claimed it was a hoax.




  Could it have been referring to the PFLP-GC? It was certainly one of the Palestinian factions hostile to the PLO, it had a recent track record of attacking the US military in West Germany, and

  it was clearly planning to target airlines. However, the Autumn Leaves raids had destroyed the group’s European infrastructure six weeks before the warning, and there was no evidence to

  suggest it was specifically targeting Pan Am. Or so it seemed. But evidence would eventually emerge that cast grave doubt on both of these supposed facts.
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  As they stumbled across the fields on the dark night of 21 December 1988, the shell-shocked police had no idea what had caused the carnage around them. Nevertheless, they knew

  the crash-site must be treated as a potential crime scene. Once it was apparent that there were no survivors, their priority was to locate the victims’ bodies and begin the search for clues

  to the disaster’s cause.




  By chance the plane had fallen on the patch of Britain’s smallest police force. The Dumfries and Galloway Constabulary had only around 400 officers, yet was faced with a crash-site that

  covered 845 square miles, fanning out eastwards from Lockerbie to the North Sea coast 70 miles away. Within hours hundreds of officers were drafted in from forces across Scotland and Northern

  England. They were joined by military personnel, some of them still teenagers. Mountain rescue volunteers and search dog-handlers from across Britain also became essential to the recovery effort,

  many of them dedicating hundreds of hours to the task.




  Constables David Connel and Alisdair Campbell found the first vital clue. On 24 December the two British Transport Police dog-handlers were searching a field near Carruthers Farm, a few miles

  east of Lockerbie, when they recovered a small piece of twisted and blackened aluminium.1 The following day, detective constables from the Lothian and

  Borders Police found another nearby.2 On 26 December, the items were sent to the Ministry of Defence’s Royal Armaments Research and Development

  Establishment (RARDE), at Fort Halstead in Kent.3 Although primarily a weapons research and development facility, its forensic division had

  responsibility for investigating most British terrorist bombings committed outside Northern Ireland. Chemical residue tests were conducted on the two items. The results were consistent with plastic

  explosives.4 The next day it was publicly announced that PA103 had been destroyed by a bomb. Lockerbie was now officially a

  criminal inquiry.




  The crash-site was divided into 11 areas, designated A to K, with a senior officer placed in charge of each. Search teams combed each sector, collecting the debris in plastic sacks. Aircraft

  fragments and items belonging to passengers were separated out. The police set up two main storage centres in Lockerbie: the Blue Band Motors garage was used for the aircraft debris, while personal

  belongings were stored in a disused warehouse belonging to a company called Dexstar. It was soon obvious that the Blue Band garage was too small, so the aircraft debris was moved to a Ministry of

  Defence ammunition depot at Longtown in Cumbria.




  Both stores were divided into areas corresponding with the alphabetical search sectors. Every item that arrived at the stores was labelled by the police and given a reference number comprising a

  two-letter alphabetical prefix and a sequential number. The first of the two letters was either A or P, depending on whether the object was aircraft debris or a personal item, while the second

  denoted the search sector in which it was found. Thus the 200th personal item from sector F would be labelled PF/200. Each sector had its own log, in which all the items were documented. The logs

  and labels were supposed to record details of exactly where each item was found, when and by whom; however, the volume of debris was so overwhelming that the task became impossible. For the most

  part, therefore, the person recorded as having ‘found’ an object was not the person who actually found it at the crash-site, but rather the officer who labelled it in the store. The

  original locations and dates of recovery of many items therefore remained unknown.




  The police investigation was conducted in tandem with the Department of Transport’s Air Accidents Investigation Branch (AAIB). Despite the massive challenge of the evidence-gathering

  operation, the early months of 1989 saw them make good progress. The two pieces of blast-damaged aluminium proved to be struts of one of the luggage containers that had been loaded into the

  747’s belly at Heathrow. These containers were approximately five-feet-square cubes, with an extended section incorporating a 45-degree angled floor to accommodate the curvature of the

  fuselage. All the surfaces were thin aluminium, and one of the sides was open to allow bags to be loaded. Once loading was complete, a curtain was pulled across this aperture

  and secured.
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  Further pieces of the container were recovered, which revealed that it had the serial number AVE4041. When investigators checked Pan Am’s load plan for Flight 103, they discovered that it

  had been loaded into the aircraft’s front left hold. The AAIB was able to reconstruct the container and much of the front of the aircraft. The results appeared to be consistent, enabling the

  AAIB to conclude: ‘The inflight disintegration of the aircraft was caused by the detonation of an improvised explosive device located in a baggage container positioned on the left side of the

  forward cargo hold.’ They calculated that that the centre of the explosion was within the angled section of the container, only around 25 inches from the fuselage skin.5




  In the early months of 1989 the police and volunteer searchers found a number of fragments of reddish-brown suitcase shell. Forensic analysis by RARDE’s lead examiner, Dr Thomas Hayes,

  suggested that the inner surface of some were blast-damaged, which was a strong indicator that they originated from the primary suitcase, as the case containing the bomb was

  by then known.




  Attached to one of the fragments was piece of lining bearing a pattern, which the police recognised to be the logo of the American luggage manufacturer Samsonite. On 3 March, Detective Inspector

  Donald MacNeil, accompanied by an FBI agent, took a piece of the lining and a shell fragment to the company’s headquarters in Denver, Colorado. Technical manager Owen Schneider confirmed that

  they originated from a Samsonite suitcase, and was able to narrow it down to their System 4 luggage range.6 The cases were available in a number of

  colours, this one being known as Antique Copper.




  More fragments were found over the next few months, including, most significantly, on 16 May, a suitcase locking mechanism. On 22 May DS Macleod, again accompanied by an FBI agent, paid a

  further visit to Samsonite, taking with him photos of the lock. Noting that it had a gold square painted on it and an embossed number 351, Owen said that it originated not from the System 4 range,

  but from a very similar one known as Silhouette 4000. The System 4 was produced primarily for the US domestic market and the Silhouette 4000 for the company’s international division. He

  handed Macleod export sales figures for both ranges,7 which showed that a large proportion of the Silhouette 4000 range were sold to the Middle

  East.8 The range was available in different sizes. On the basis of some fragments of its outer trim and inner frame, the police were eventually able to

  determine that the primary suitcase was the 26-inch model.




  The discovery was potentially highly significant, not least because of information gleaned by the BKA from the Neuss shopkeeper, Hashem Abassi. Questioned about the October 1988 visit of his

  brother-in-law, the PFLP-GC commandant Hafez Dalkamoni, and the bomb-maker Marwan Khreesat, Abassi told the BKA: ‘I think I can remember that on his visit Khreesat had a rigid dark-coloured

  Samsonite suitcase’, although, when shown photos of brown Samsonites, he said, ‘I have never seen before the two suitcases which are shown on the photograph. In reply to a question I

  also can’t remember whether Dalkamoni or Khreesat had such cases with them when they were living with us.’9 Abassi and his brother Ahmed

  also recalled seeing a hard-shell Samsonite suitcase in the boot of Dalkamoni’s green Ford Taunus shortly before the arrests on 26 October 1988. This prompted Detective

  Superintendent Pat Connor to note in a June 1989 report on the PFLP-GC’s West German activities: ‘There is also some significance between the fact that the IED used to bring down PA 103

  was carried in a hard-sided Samsonite suitcase and the evidence provided by the Abassi brothers which clearly suggests that the bomb radio recovered from the boot of the Ford Taunus motor vehicle

  on 26 October 1988 was also being carried in a “brown or dark coloured suitcase.” This is denied by the BKA although they do agree that a bomb radio as previously described was found in

  the cardboard carton for a radio within the boot of the vehicle previously referred to. However to date photographs showing the contents of the boot of the car when it was first opened by the BKA

  and which would support their denial, have not been made available to the [Senior Investigating Officer] at Lockerbie.’10 The police eventually

  accepted that there was no hard evidence that there was a brown Samsonite in the car boot, but it was never disproved that the suitcase Khreesat brought to Neuss was a dark Samsonite one. A number

  of suitcases were recovered from the PFLP-GC’s apartment in Sandweg, Frankfurt, one of which was described by the BKA as grey plastic. This almost certainly meant that it was hard-sided,

  although the make was not recorded.11




  What of the bomb itself? Within a day or so of the incident the police were told of the Autumn Leaves raids in West Germany and of Marwan Khreesat’s barometric Toshiba

  radio-cassette bomb. Although the raids had supposedly disrupted the PFLP-GC’s plans, the group was, inevitably, the prime suspect. On 15 January 1989, evidence emerged that confirmed the

  link. While examining the remains of AVE4041, senior AAIB inspector Peter Claiden found a small mass of carbonised material trapped within the fold of a small aluminium identification plate, which

  was originally attached to the container.12 On close inspection, the debris was found to contain a number of tiny fragments of electronic circuit

  board which were given the reference number AG/145.




  It was one of the police’s most promising leads. On 17 January the fragments were delivered to RARDE, where they were examined by Allen Feraday, an expert in the

  electronic aspects of terrorist improvised explosive devices (IEDs), who, along with Hayes, had primary responsibility for the Lockerbie forensic investigation. He was certain that they were

  explosively damaged and thought it more than likely that they originated from the bomb. On 23 January he visited the BKA’s forensic laboratory in Wiesbaden to compare them with

  Khreesat’s device, but they did not match.13 Undeterred, Feraday continued to pursue the Toshiba connection and eventually was able to match

  the fragments with a circuit board that was used in five similar models of stereo radio-cassette players, plus close variants of two of them manufactured outside Japan. Although all seven models

  had two speakers, and looked rather different to the mono BomBeat RT-F453D model used by Khreesat, the Toshiba connection was surely no coincidence.




  On 5 May the police discovered a crucial item, which for months had languished at the Dexstar property. Given the reference number PK/689, it consisted of two stuck-together pages of what

  appeared to be a radio-cassette instruction manual. Although badly damaged, the letters ‘IBA’ of Toshiba were clearly visible; more importantly, so too were the words BomBeat

  SF-16.14 It was obviously the manual of a Toshiba BomBeat RT-SF16 radio-cassette player, which, critically, was one of the seven models containing

  the particular circuit board from which AG/145 had originated. Furthermore, the BomBeat prefix was a yet another firm circumstantial link to Marwan Khreesat and the PFLP-GC.




  On 14 July DCI Harry Bell sent a lengthy memo to SIO John Orr, spelling out why he believed the bomb had come from Frankfurt. Under the subheading ‘I.E.D. Radio-cassette Player’ he

  wrote: ‘It is some what of a coincidence that the “SF16” has a model name of “Bombeat” the same as the “Bombeat” radio-cassette player recovered in

  Frankfurt [sic]. It is appreciated that the Frankfurt radio is a different model namely the “453” but the significance of the “Bombeat” name cannot be underestimated in the

  contexts of the circumstantial evidence.’




  Over in West Germany, April 1989 saw a dramatic development. The BKA raided the Neuss greengrocery owned by Dalkamoni’s brother-in-law Hashem Abassi, and in the basement

  found two radio tuners and a Sanyo monitor, which, unbeknown to Abassi, also contained barometric bombs. To the BKA’s embarrassment, Abassi said that all three devices

  had been in the Isarstrasse apartment when it was raided as part of Operation Autumn Leaves the previous October.15 Tragically, when two BKA

  technicians attempted to examine one of the tuners it exploded, killing one and badly injuring the other. The second tuner was disabled with a water cannon, leaving only the Sanyo monitor

  intact.




  The BKA appeared to have missed the three devices during the Autumn Leaves raids. Could they also have missed one built into a Toshiba RT-SF16? Of the four devices

  recovered in total, none were contained in anything resembling an RT-SF16; however, when the police originally raided the Isarstrasse apartment, they found three other radio-cassette players, one

  of which, like the RT-SF16, was a stereo model.16 Since it is unlikely that temporary residents of a small flat would need three such machines purely

  for entertainment purposes, they may have been an indication that Dalkamoni and Khreesat were planning more bombs.




  Khreesat was obviously the person the Scottish police most wanted to interview, but, to their intense frustration, they were unable to get access to him. The FBI had better luck. In November

  1989, Special Agents Edward Marshman and William Chornyak questioned him for two days at the headquarters of the Jordanian intelligence service in Amman. He claimed that he was first ordered to

  make barometric bombs in 1985 by PFLP-GC leader Ahmed Jibril. He bought five Toshiba BomBeat RT-F453D radio-cassette players and partially constructed the bombs, but said he subsequently dismantled

  them. He claimed the bomb components were returned to the group’s office and he stored the radio-cassette players at his cousin’s house. His wife took one of the machines with her when

  they travelled to West Germany in October 1988.




  He confirmed that, prior to that trip, in September 1988, he had met Dalkamoni and Mobdi Goben, a.k.a. Abu Fouad, in Yugoslavia. Goben had avoided arrest during the Yugoslavian police raid on

  his house in Krusevac in November 1988. They were later joined by a young man who was introduced as ‘Salah’, whom Khreesat recognised as a Salah Kwekes, a.k.a. Ramzi Diab, one of those

  arrested during the Autumn Leaves raids. Dalkamoni said that they would also be joined by an individual called Abu Elias, but he did not arrive. Elias was to prove the most intriguing and elusive

  of all the suspects. Seemingly always one step ahead of the authorities, his name was to crop up time and again, but his identity remained one of Lockerbie’s enduring mysteries.




  Khreesat said he was subsequently ordered to travel to Neuss by Dalkamoni, who said he would meet him there. He confirmed that while in the town he made all four of the barometric bombs later

  recovered by the BKA. More importantly, he said he had made a fifth device, using another radio-cassette player, which Dalkamoni gave him on 22 October. He said it was larger than the Toshiba

  RT-F453D, but, unlike the RT-SF16, it also had only one speaker. Khreesat insisted he had designed all the devices so they would not explode. Earlier on the 22nd, he and Dalkamoni had driven

  Khreesat’s wife to Frankfurt Airport, as she was returning to Jordan. Khreesat recalled that, while there, Dalkamoni had said something about Pan Am, but couldn’t recall what. He did,

  however, remember that Dalkamoni had also commented that many people were flying to the USA and that some airlines flew there twice a day. Dalkamoni later mentioned that Abu Elias had just arrived

  in West Germany, adding that Elias was an expert in airport security. Khreesat told Marshman and Chornyak that he was concerned because he thought that Elias might spot that the bombs had been

  designed not to work.




  Two days later, Dalkamoni told Khreesat that he was going to Frankfurt. Later that day Khreesat noticed that the fifth bomb was missing. The following day, 25 October, the two men drove to

  Düsseldorf airport, where Dalkamoni picked up several airline timetables. Among them was one for Pan Am. Dalkamoni said he was keen to target a flight during the next week and had settled on

  Iberia Flight 888 from Madrid to Tel Aviv, via Barcelona. The plan was for a courier to fly with the Toshiba bomb from Madrid to Barcelona, where he would arm the bomb and leave it on the plane. An

  Iberia timetable was among the 14 recovered from the Sandweg apartment in Frankfurt.17 The next day Dalkamoni took the Toshiba bomb and placed it in

  the boot of his car before they drove off. He said they were going to Frankfurt, and Khreesat was under the firm impression that they would be meeting Abu Elias, but within

  minutes the pair had been arrested.




  Khreesat’s two surviving bombs had been thoroughly analysed by BKA technician Rainer Gobel. He established that the Toshiba radio-cassette device had to be primed by inserting a mini jack

  plug into a corresponding socket. Once activated in this way, the barometric mechanism would trigger the time-delay switch when the atmospheric pressure had dropped to around 950 millibars, which

  would be approximately seven minutes after take-off. The time-delay switch would then detonate the bomb approximately 40 to 45 minutes later, i.e. between 47 and 52 minutes after take-off. The

  time-delay in the Sanyo monitor bomb was shorter, at around 30 to 35 minutes.




  PA103 took off at 18.25 and was destroyed at 17.03, 38 minutes later. Again, this seemed to be further evidence that one of Khreesat’s devices had destroyed the aircraft. However, Gobel

  poured cold water on the suggestion, pointing out that such a bomb would have detonated on the 78-minute flight PA103A from Frankfurt to Heathrow. There was no question of Khreesat having

  circumvented the problem by using a longer time-delay, Gobel said, because the time-delay switch would have reset itself as the aircraft plane reduced its altitude. He concluded, ‘If we

  assume that an explosive of similar design was used for the attack, it must have been put on board in London, or primed there by plugging in the main switch.’18




  The Scottish police could be forgiven for believing that the BKA was trying to put them off the scent of the PFLP-GC’s West German cell. After all, the BKA had failed to discover three of

  Khreesat’s bombs until after Lockerbie, at least one other radio-cassette bomb was missing, and a key PFLP-GC operative, Abu Elias, remained at large. If the Scots could prove that the

  Lockerbie plot was launched from West Germany, the organisation would have some very awkward questions to answer.




  The police asked RARDE’s Allen Feraday to consider Gobel’s calculations. On 23 June 1989 he sent DCI Bell a four-page handwritten memo headed, ‘Some comments concerning the BKA

  analysis of possible flight durations’. It concluded: ‘In view of the aforementioned 9 points, it is apparent that for a variety of reasons it would be perfectly feasible for any

  unknown improvised explosive device not to function aboard PA103A yet to subsequently function aboard PA103.’19




  The mass of circumstantial evidence against the PFLP-GC and Iran was bolstered by leaks from within the Western intelligence services. Detailed reports appeared in the media, alleging that

  negotiations between the group’s leader Ahmed Jibril and hardliners in the Iranian government had begun shortly after the downing of Iran Air Flight 655. It was claimed that the Israeli

  intelligence service, Mossad, intercepted messages between Iranian Revolutionary Guards in Lebanon’s Bekaa Valley and the PFLP-GC’s Damascus Headquarters, shortly after which Jibril

  travelled to Tehran. US intelligence sources claimed that the US National Security Agency had eavesdropped on a telephone call between the Iranian Interior Minister, Ali Akbar Mohtashemi, and

  Jibril, in which the Palestinian offered to attack a number of unnamed European targets in return for an appropriate fee.20 One report suggested the

  fee was $1.3 million,21 while another put it as high as $10 million.22




  On 11 September 1989, the FBI’s Associate Deputy Director responsible for anti-terrorism, Oliver ‘Buck’ Revell, told a US congressional committee that the Bureau believed it

  had identified the organisation responsible for Lockerbie.23 He did not mention any names, but it was obvious to anyone who had followed the case

  that he meant the PFLP-GC. It was the closest that any official figure had come to an on-the-record statement of blame.




  As the first anniversary of the bombing approached, a new prime suspect emerged. Mohamed Abu Talb, an Egyptian, was based in the Swedish university town of Uppsala, near Stockholm, and was a

  member of the PFLP-GC’s fellow Salvation Front group, the Palestinian Popular Struggle Front (PPSF).




  Born in Port Said in 1952, Talb joined the Egyptian army as soon as he left school at 16. Soon afterwards he was sent to Armenia on a six-month commando course, and in 1969 spent 18 months in

  the Soviet Union, where he learned how to use SAM 3 surface-to-air missiles. He returned to the Egyptian army in 1970, but at the end of 1970 escaped to Jordan, where he joined the military wing of

  the PLO. He then went to Lebanon before returning to Egypt, where he again worked for the PLO, this time on political matters. He was arrested in 1972 and was imprisoned

  until the end of 1973, when he fled to Lebanon and joined the PPSF. Five years later, he became the personal bodyguard of the group’s leader, Samir Gousha. While in Lebanon, he met and

  married another PPSF member, Jamila Mougrabi, who was from a well-known family of violent activists. Her sister Rashida was jailed for 12 years in the UK for her part in an attack on the Iraqi

  Ambassador in London in 1978, and another sister, Dalal, was killed during an attack on an Israeli bus. Talb and Jamila moved from Lebanon to Uppsala in February 1983. He claimed to have given up

  on the armed struggle, but this proved to be a lie.




  On 13 October 1988, the BKA had observed a white Volvo with Swedish number plates arrive at Hashem Abassi’s apartment in Neuss, where Dalkamoni and Khreesat would arrive later the same

  day. The car belonged to a close associate of Talb’s called Martin Imandi, a.k.a. Imad Chabaan, and the driver was Talb’s brother-in-law Mohamed Mougrabi, who, like the other two, lived

  in Uppsala. His brother, Mahmoud, shared an apartment in Uppsala with Abassi’s brother Ahmed, who himself travelled to Neuss on 22 October and was later observed visiting electrical shops in

  Neuss with Dalkamoni and Khreesat.




  Mohamed Mougrabi had been asked to drive to West Germany by Imandi to collect his brother Jehad Chabaan and cousin Samir Ourfali, who were staying with Hashem Abassi. Mougrabi stayed overnight,

  and the three of them left together the following day.




  Jehad Chabaan and Ourfali subsequently travelled to Sweden separately on the Kiel to Gothenburg ferry.24 It was their second attempt to get to

  Sweden. They had arrived in East Germany from Damascus on 5 September, along with a third Chabaan brother, Ziad. In September Imandi himself had tried to drive them to Sweden, via Denmark, but they

  were apprehended at the Danish border town of Rødbyhavn on suspicion of having false identity papers. Jehad and Ziad Chabaan and Ourfali were refused entry to Denmark, following which Ziad

  flew back to Damascus, while Jehad and Ourfali remained in West Germany. Imandi was allowed to travel on to Sweden alone, but only after spending two days in custody, during which he was

  fingerprinted. By chance the Danish police discovered that his prints matched one found in June 1985 on a piece of paper wrapped around an unexploded bomb that was intended

  for the Copenhagen offices of the Israeli airline El Al. The same day there were two other bomb attacks in the city, one at a synagogue and the other at the offices of Northwest Orient airline. One

  person was killed and 22 injured. It was thought that the same gang was responsible for a similar bomb attack on El Al’s Amsterdam office later that year, and one on the Stockholm office of

  Northwest Airlines in April 1986. Imandi had been under surveillance ever since the Rødbyhavn incident.




  Shortly after the Autumn Leaves raids, the BKA told the Swedish Security Police, the Säkerhetspolisen (SAPO), what they had observed. On 1 November the SAPO swooped, arresting Talb, Imandi,

  Mougrabi and several of their associates. All were released without charge, but the investigations into the airline office and synagogue bombings continued, and on 18 May 1989 Talb, Imandi, Mohamed

  and Mahmoud Mougrabi, their brother Mustafa and 11 others were arrested.25 Among the items seized during the raids were four false passports

  belonging to Talb, one of which was very burnt, and two other burnt ones, the names of which were obscured.26 The SAPO also found a calendar

  belonging to Talb’s wife, Jamila. Someone had put a small mark next to the ‘21’ of 21 December 1988,27 although Talb denied that it

  was him.28 ix




  Talb and his wife had little visible means of support other than a small café and video rental business in Uppsala, yet the SAPO discovered that in 1988 a total of 86,000 Swedish kronor

  was paid into his bank account in five instalments, one of which was of 45,000. He claimed that the 45,000 was a bank loan for the business, and that another deposit of 20,000 kronor was the

  repayment of a loan he had made to another Arab man. He could not explain the origin of two 10,000 kronor deposits, but speculated that they were from the café. He claimed that 16,000 kronor

  in cash found at his home during the first raid belonged to his wife.29, 30




  More intriguingly, the SAPO found stored under a bed 14 wristwatches, some of which were also missing parts, plus a barometer, which was missing its barometric mechanism, and electrical

  components. Talb said the watches were intended as gifts for his family in Egypt, and that he was not aware that anything was missing from the barometer.31




  Mahmoud Mougrabi confessed to his involvement and implicated Talb, Imandi and his brother Mohamed. He claimed that in 1985, at Talb’s behest, he had travelled to Lebanon to learn

  bomb-making under the tutelage of a man called Abu Hassan and a close relative of Imandi’s, called Sultan, who was responsible for the PPSF’s terrorist operations abroad. He said that,

  among other things, Hassan taught him to adapt wristwatches as bomb timers. At the end of his training he was given $4,000 to $5,000 for him, Talb and Imandi to launch attacks against Jewish

  targets in Scandinavia and elsewhere. He was also given a bag to take back to Sweden, plus a letter, which he was told not to open until he was home. On reading it, he learned that four detonators

  had been concealed within the handle. They had been wrapped in carbon paper in order to avoid X-ray detection.32




  Imandi also confessed that he and Mahmoud had accompanied Talb to Copenhagen when the bombs were planted. All three were convicted, along with Mohamed Mougrabi, on 21 December 1989, the first

  anniversary of the Lockerbie bombing. Talb and Imandi were each given life sentences while Mahmoud and Mustafa were sentenced to six and one year respectively.33 By that time it was being reported virtually as fact that Talb was a lynchpin of the Lockerbie plot. This was, in large measure, because evidence had emerged to link him to

  Malta, which by the autumn of 1989 had become a focal point for the investigation.x




  For the couple of weeks after Lockerbie our Paris to Dakar Rally business venture held most of my attention. The rally took place in January and went very well, netting the

  six partners around $200,000 in total. Our confidence riding high, we went along with Mohamed Dazza’s suggestion that we should reinvest the money in another commercial venture.




  At the time the Libyan government had introduced a policy to encourage small trading with neighbouring countries, which amounted to a system of barter. It didn’t want people to sell

  goods abroad for hard currency, so the theory was that small businessmen would take Libyan produce abroad and exchange it for goods that could be sold in Libya.




  The reality turned out to be rather different, as the traders took with them hard currency and then sold the Libyan goods and used the money raised, plus the hard currency, to buy much more

  than they could have hoped to barter for. As far as the government was aware, however, Libyan produce was being exported and foreign goods imported.




  Our plan was to import foods that are popular during the festival of Eid, which marks the end of the holy month of Ramadan, such as bananas, nuts and dried apricots. We knew that pistachio

  nuts were available cheaply in Dubai, so decided to mainly import those. Our chief export products were to be potatoes and garlic, which were particularly expensive in Dubai, and we also planned to

  take lemons, oranges, tomatoes and tuna.




  Through our LAA connections we were able to lease a Boeing 707 for 22,000 dinars, which at the official exchange rate was $66,000, but at black market rates amounted to only $10,000.




  Dazza travelled out to Dubai with hard currency and Lamin followed shortly after with the cargo and more hard currency. They successfully sold the cargo, then visited various traders buying

  goods to bring home, eventually managing to buy 13 tonnes of pistachios, plus bananas, dried apricots and children’s toys. Bananas were particularly expensive in Tripoli at the time and we

  were able to sell them at a good price. The apricots and toys also sold well, but the pistachios were a disaster. We had hoped that they would fetch 11 dinars per kilo, but by the time we returned

  the price had plummeted to just 3 dinars. We decided to store them in a warehouse and wait for the price to rise, but a couple of weeks later we found that some of the sacks had become infested

  with insects. We then discovered that one of them contained a severed cow’s head. We had hoped that the venture would set us up for life, but ultimately it brought us only a small profit and

  badly burned fingers. By the end of the episode it was time to start preparation for the 1990 Paris to Dakar Rally, but my appetite for the project had diminished and there was a lot of quarrelling

  between the various official bodies involved, so I decided to bow out.
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