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Introduction


As always I write a little out of context and with the usual Manchester accent so readily accused as bad grammar on Amazon comments with regard to my first two books but at least I have written what is now a trilogy. In making such comments the critics however few, fail to give any reference to their perfect works. As they say, especially in sport ‘If you can’t do it, teach it’. However that being said the following passages are important at this stage so that the value of what I have to say is fully appreciated for maximum effect and all the humour that entails.


In my acclaimed surveillance company I paid all my men a little extra on their salary, on a results basis, the key to which was that the company guarantee of No Film, NO Fee meant just that. My men were paid a bonus for the production of a film of evidential quality and such a scheme was self-motivating leaving no room whatsoever for film, described as agent provocateur or report fabrication. For the uninitiated to such legalise, agent provocateur means that the surveillance operative in obtaining such film had made the subject undertake an activity which would not normally be attempted in order to illustrate the fact that the subject was not as disabled as claimed. With regard to report fabrication subjects were reported as being seen to undertake activities, possibly in their home through a window which could not be filmed. Such a report would encourage the insurance client instructing further at greater expense in the belief that the claim was not genuine. My offer of expertise or no charge was passed on to clients in addition to other and many quality guarantees passed on to the insurance companies throughout the UK. Despite this absolute no brainer some Insurers, probably believing what I offered was too good to be true, continued to pay through the nose in accepting such devious charging procedures which must always have left a lingering doubt. They were paying for days when it was claimed that the subject never left the house but were they sure observations had actually been taken? They were content because they knew no better.


Again, in the market of today insurance companies who are reputed for their diligence in admitting and paying the claims of their customers, examining every detail of a claim and disputing every detail seem to act with the same blind devotion as a lemming, believing everything that applicants say in tender form applications to become a surveillance service provider without any diligent enquiries whatsoever. Companies with no surveillance expertise whatsoever claim to have multitudes of surveillance staff on their books whilst actually only employing personnel, untrained and inexperienced, once they have been accepted as a surveillance provider. The days of claims managers choosing their own providers has now long gone with most of the larger insurance companies. Instead a central Procurement Department now has the responsibility of choosing the surveillance service providers despite having no claims experience. One day they are ordering stationary, toilet rolls etc. and the next vetting the notoriously tricky industry of private detectives with no more than a paper tender application and awarding points for each answer attracting the obvious result and lies on which they were content to rely on being their only option without any real diligence at all into the veracity of such answers.


Such a ridiculous selection procedure was highlighted with an Approved Judgement at the Royal Courts of Justice on the 21st of November 2012 in the case of Marlene Samson and Mohammed Ali when an already notorious security company famous for many failures in the recent past. Having been accepted by a market leading insurance company after a supposedly detailed tender application, they were instructed on the above matter as an approved supplier with surveillance experience. A real and unbelievable scenario of chaos, inexperience and abysmal working practices followed which was allowed to go to Court where the full facts exploded into the public domain and the following brief summary explains.


The full summary of the Judgement which ran to a total of 36 paragraphs in 7 pages stated the following.


Over a two year period the Claimant Marlene Samson alleging a disability as a result of an accident was observed on a total of 14 dates. During that period there was movement logged by a surveillance operative but inexplicably not filmed. During the Court hearing the fact that the subject could have been filmed under normal circumstances. On 20 other occasions she was sighted in public transport places and not filmed as was the case as she was seen to enter and leave a motor vehicle. On an incredible 74 occasions the subject was actually filmed but the filming ceased inexplicably as the subject was walking. The movement logs used for notes during every observation did not match the actual sightings. During the following of the subject in a vehicle, contact was lost but the subject was claimed to have been found just by coincidence in a busy shopping area.


The surveillance exercise and limited film were heavily criticised in a detailed report by what was accepted as an independent expert resulting in the claimant being awarded a sum in excess of £100,000 when under normal circumstances the claim at the outset would have been totally disproved by a surveillance company with basic expertise, perhaps a small payment for liability if indeed that existed with the surveillance at a cost of about £5,000. The total loss should never have been such a ridiculous figure.


The actual recorded circumstances given as evidence tended to prove that the surveillance operative was working alone, untrained with no expertise and as a result choosing to park some distance from the subjects home address to prevent detection but also preventing the ability to obtain film of the comings and goings at the subjects home address and vital film of her entering and leaving a motor vehicle which in itself gives medical examiners a good insight into a true level of disability. The fact that the subject was lost in traffic again indicates a sole operative with little expertise and the fact that the vehicle was inexplicably found again must indicate the use of a tracking device to compensate for the lack of ability. This is a device which is totally forbidden with regard to the investigation of insurance claims for a number of reasons, ethics of the company, The Human Rights Act etc.


Solicitors acting for the claimant (plaintiff) instructed the evidence to be criticised at great depth by Geoffrey Simm of a company titled Don’t Be Watched. In the absence of any contradictory evidence for the insurance company, the learned Judge was forced to accept this evidence from a man practically unknown in the industry, claiming to be an expert in filmed surveillance and made the judgement accordingly in the absence of any contradictory evidence.


This matter was actually the last straw in my mind. I had witnessed the standards in the surveillance provider sector fall to such depths over the years since my retirement. Such standards are being readily accepted by the Procurement Departments and there strange selection procedures. Such a system as I have said encourages any level of fiction without any attempt whatsoever to investigate the actual truth. In the example above, note the number of occasions that the subject was allegedly observed all at what would be a daily cost of approximately £800 whether a successful result or not. Such a lack of exhibited expertise was being paid for by the insurance client a cost which is of course was passed on to the long suffering policy holder and we all wonder why we pay such horrendous insurance premiums. The surveillance provider had no confidence in their own abilities and was compensating such a lack of expertise by raising invoices for nothing at all. The fact they were being accepted must surely ring alarm bells with shareholders and of course such financial wastage is reflected in insurance premiums, accumulating by the day and causing real hardship to many honest drivers.


The point I am attempting to make is that such a selection procedure is now common place with many of the larger insurance companies apparently with no real idea or maybe concern of how to correct this wasteful selection procedure. The answer is simple, revert to the old days of proven quality. Surveillance providers should be selected on their abilities proven by filmed results and basically be as good as their last result and all at the behest of the actual experienced Claims Manager.


Being the only proven expert in filmed surveillance I have offered my services through my website www.thevideoexpert.com to insurers and to their legal advisors in an effort to halt the rot and return to real standards. Will it happen? It has not to date, a fact I find more than surprising.


How did it all start, how can I make such a claim? Well read on, it was a bumpy ride, some of the methods are taboo today in the PC society, but we saved insurers millions of pounds with what was then the market leader, Specialised Investigation Services Ltd. The fact remains that without all the trickery a simple filming exercise is not to be trusted to a man merely taken off the street and supplied with a camera. Training, knowledge of the legislation of the day and a natural level of expertise are vital.


As I said, all out of context but read on and it all becomes clear.




A Brief Mention…My Past Life, My Current Concerns and Moving On


Well I asked for it. I had moaned, whinged and criticised the route that the job we loved was taking and now I had joined the rest of the disillusioned throng of serving police officers. As one, we had all openly stated a desire to leave, often over the congealed, greasy and badly prepared bacon and eggs barely scraping the bottom of the bucket as far as culinary expertise was concerned and all in the less than clean and certainly unhygienic canteen. We all spoke out with the inevitable two fingers to ‘the rotting job’ and a desire to move on into reality. In truth very few actually had the balls to make the move, then during my 1960s service and onwards through the years to the same situations of today. As always, as they were in my day and continuing to do so today, constantly moaning, disillusioned and frightened of their own shadow in the knowledge that the ‘Y Department’, anti-corruption to Joe Public were constantly in the shadows, slyly and even corruptly preventing real police work in the proven style of the old school and instead detaining, suspending and firing unsuspecting officers at every opportunity for the most innocuous of concocted offences. I could not stand it all any longer, no one was interested in detecting real crime, certainly not interested in preventing crime and when the public suffered and looked for help, they were not interested. “Oh that’s a civil matter” was and still is the popular police get out.


I’d had enough, I resigned, Charlie Horan the Detective Chief super of all the CID tried to talk me out of it. Even the Chief Constable had a half-hearted attempt but of course appeared, at least in his own mind to believe that he was actually doing a good job having considered my criticism and in any case what did I know. Suddenly, there I was in the big wide world. A world full of corruption at the highest levels of Government and law enforcement and now without the protection of The Biggest Gang. No longer a gang member and no longer able to follow the masses if I desired and pervert the law to suit. I was very vulnerable but maintaining the mistaken belief that I still had many friends who would want to see me succeed and be ready to help for the usual bung where ever necessary in the pursuit of my new profit making enterprise . How wrong could I be, I was amazed at the jealousy which followed me, the pettiness and ignorance even during passing, casual meetings in the Royal Oak pub in Didsbury. The unwritten rule was. ‘You Don’t Leave the Police and Succeed’ and the jealousy was palpable. After thirteen years, wallowing in a culture of dishonesty, evidence fabrication on oath with total disregard for the teachings of Christianity and of course the violence often directed at totally innocent individuals who did nothing more than question an issue of legality on the streets. In reality they had no rights to confront any member of the Police, yes that fine body of men claiming to act to the rule of law and in doing so maintain public trust. What a joke. I was no longer party to it, however remotely and no longer accepted by my so called friends unless of course, I was buying the beer.


Today the police continue to be out of control. Of course there are so many instances appearing with alarming regularity in the media which surely prove that they are very badly led with little direction from Government level and blundering on through the senior ranks. It has now become common place to have Chief Constables suspended, investigated and even committing suicide when found out. Whilst the Metropolitan Police tends to attract more criticism than most, it is certainly not alone and throughout the UK many Police Forces are actively failing in many areas and as a result are being forced to lie about their success and detection rates which during November 2013 caused headlines for a couple of days as the Biggest Gang was forced to admit “we fiddle the crime figures”. Hillsborough, The Miners’ Strike demonstrations, Cyril Smith MP, Jimmy Saville and the Welsh Children’s Homes are but a few of the major conspiracies for which the police are now being held to account. On the other hand the police continue to shoot unarmed suspects with impunity and until July 2014 have never been charged with any criminal offence relating to such a killing. Incredibly this again is not an isolated incident. Since 1990 54 individuals in England and Wales have been shot and killed by the police. There is actually a total of 340 deaths recorded during the ten years up to January 2014 attributed to contact with the police whether it be from shooting, Tasers, driving incidents and of course deaths in cells. Not one single police officer has been charged in relation to any of these recorded deaths.


On the 3rd March 2011 Anthony Grainger was sat in a car in Culceth, Cheshire with other men. They were unarmed. Armed police approached the car and shot dead the driver, Anthony Grainger. The two other men were arrested and charged with a conspiracy offence based on little evidence. At Manchester Crown Court on the 21st September 2012 the two men were found not guilty after a three week trial. The jury took only one hour to reach this decision, which really does say it all. The arresting officers had given evidence on oath, they had sworn on the Holy Bible and yet the jury did not believe them. Of course there was not a criminal prosecution for perjury, these were serving police officers and of course above the law and even licensed to kill. By inference Anthony Grainger was also not guilty, proved innocent by the British Justice system and yet the officer who shot dead Anthony Grainger for no more than sitting in a parked car, has not been prosecuted. Incredibly as the officer claimed that he believed Grainger to be armed, he had made a fatal mistake and amazingly the Coroner’s Jury decided that Grainger had been lawfully killed.


Of course, even with such horrific incidents the public confidence in the police quickly wanes but just as quickly forgotten due to the media finding another front page usually relating to Coronation Street and I Am a Celebrity. But loe and behold, Plebgate reared its head and again fabrication and corruption at all levels in the police was revealed and bared for all to see. Throughout the UK more Chief Constables, Police Commissioners and the many ranks below are now being investigated, suspended and forced to resign and yet many are never prosecuted over a multitude of criminal offences.


In May 2013 Teresa May MP the Home Secretary, at the annual Police Federation Conference told the police in no uncertain terms to smarten their act, show some honesty, reveal the many millions in their accounts and lead honestly from the front. Surely such a ground breaking declaration would have led Mrs May to keep up the pressure and take over further controls of the police.


In my moaning mode, grumpy old man etc. I started a petition on the respected website Change.org in the real belief that the British public at large will have had enough and eagerly sign to display a mutual concern. In truth I have probably now proved that the British public generally just don’t care and allow the police to commit murders, crime generally, fabricate evidence and even give evidence having sworn on the Holy Bible to tell the truth.


In September 2014 the petition was one month old and had only 300 signatures when I believed it would snowball at an amazing rate. The petition read as follows


Petitioning Teresa May MP Home Secretary (Home office. UK Government


Recognising the need for a full enquiry into police practices.


Yet again media publication of Police failures. Only in the last two years there have been many examples of police failure. Recently Rotherham, 1400 abused children & a Chief Constable accused of lying and failures by a Commons Select Committee and more to come. The CC of Hampshire, glory grabbing and proved to be a power crazy fool in having caring parents arrested.


The recent horrendous report on Police failures by their own Inspectorate in dealing with crime. The admissions that crime figures are fabricated. Police implication in allowing paedophile activities with Cyril Smith MP, Jimmy Savile and MPs in Welsh Children’s Homes.


Remember the corrupt conspiracy with Hillsborough and Plebgate.


Remember 340 deaths in contact with the Police and no prosecutions in ten years.


Remember Mark Duggan and Anthony Grainger unarmed and shot dead, said to be lawfully killed whilst unarmed. When will it end?


TERESA MAY MP THE PUBLIC CARES, WE NEED A FULL ENQUIRY.


At least I tried and the petition remains there seeking further support.


In July 2014 I was invited to a lunch at the Town Hall Tavern a splendid hostelry and now the current hiding place of Greek George, late of the Circus Tavern and the Sir Ralph Abercrombie on Bootle Street and adjacent to the now closed Bootle Street Police Station where I started my police service. There were only about thirty of us at this select gathering of retired bank robbers and burglars, con men, bookies and of course ex-police. At my table for twelve were two men, I don’t know why and totally uninvited, Bob Cummings who was A185 when serving with me at Bootle Street Police Station in Manchester and David Thornton A77, a constable at the time of my service again at Bootle Street but having risen to a rank of Superintendent was now retired. These were men I had served with, I had arrested prisoners with them in the style of my two previous books The Biggest Gang in Britain and Fifty Shades of Black ‘n’ Blue. David Thornton chose to ignore me until he had taken a few beers, some purchased by himself and Bob but mostly by other guests and George the licensee. In true police fashion they bought no beers in return. In a conversation which followed they both wanted to argue the fact that not all police are as bent and dishonest as I have written. They admitted they had not even read the books but formed that learned opinion from word of mouth, from other ex-police they meet once a week for another of their sad little ex-copper meetings. It must be a real cabaret to see who buys the next round when there are no ‘civvy’ mugs about. I wasn’t prepared to argue such ill-informed points and merely said to him “Did you never verbal anyone, did you never give that in evidence, did you never receive meals and drinks to turn a blind eye?” And the reply “Yes of course I did, we all did” but we weren’t bent. In failing to read the books, on which he was suddenly an expert he would have seen that I try to show the dividing line between total corruption and what was seen as every day police work. Stealing property was wrong, telling lies whilst giving sworn evidence on oath was ok then, despite if being the criminal offence of Perjury and of course the ultimate sin against God. They are all in denial and they should as I have done, turn to Jesus, for forgiveness and guidance for the rest of their lives. Those who know me will be amazed at that statement but they should visit the Ivy Church, at Parrswood, Manchester 20! AUDACIOUS Church on Trinity Way in Salford and if you cannot, go to the internet where every service is transmitted from Tuesday of every following week and can be watched where ever and whenever. The Churches are so different, they are full of new ideas. They are bold, fearless and intrepid. They are Churches built on old theology but show a better way for better results. The congregations are mainly young people of all origins, many families and all singing from the heart. The service is like a pop show, for want of a better description but with a clear and honest message, love Jesus and he will return the love. Have a look, if you cannot visit go to their websites and play a typical service, it will make a difference. These amazing Churches with their young leaders believe that they get new followers, one at a time and their lives are transformed. Perhaps Greater Manchester police could send a contingent every week to see that all young people, all young black people and the rest are not all criminals deserving of fabricated arrests and should be shown some Christian respect, rather than the ‘be nice’ courses that are being attempted in the police. It has worked for me.


Churches actually teach the explanation for the unbridled jealousy I have experienced. No one is satisfied with their lot. There is no real contentment and nothing on earth which can satisfy our deepest longing. We actually long to see God and will not be satisfied until we do so and such deep longing is displayed in so many unbridled acts of selfishness in the many forms. Apparently this is the explanation for multi-millionaires doing more and more deals whilst they can’t possibly spend what they already have.




Onward and Upward and into The Big Wide World


My days were numbered in the repossession industry, at least, whilst a serving police officer. The naively conducted murder investigation, directed at yours truly, was underway with the amateurish stamp of an administration ‘detective’ which consequently got nowhere but was an obvious concern to yours truly. In the past I had seen individuals imprisoned for lengthy terms on much less evidence. I have witnessed at first hand the innocent led to the ‘slaughter’ on the weakest evidence assisted by a few chosen lies and fabrication known fondly as ‘verbals’ and ‘Enids’ which in plain civvy terms is fictional conversations and even fiction to the extremes of planted evidence. Here was a man with absolutely no experience of such technical investigations, possibly trying to make a belated name for himself and I was concerned for that reason alone.


The full circumstances are related in my previous book, Fifty Shades of Black ‘n’ Blue. I hadn’t done the murder but the victim a drug addict, had signed a note to the effect that I had injected him with a large syringe. Unfortunately and don’t such things return to haunt you, I had been in the Drug Squad and seen such a syringe used as a lie detector in a threatening manner to move an interview on to a full confession. Apparently whenever milk is injected it causes massive stomach cramps but no real lasting complaints. The drug addicts knew this. The note was now being regarded as a dying declaration, very strong in law and difficult to disprove as the accuser was now arguing the point of his wasted life with Jesus in the sunshine of the afterlife, probably watching with some satisfaction if not already transported to the penal colony in the clouds. My only saviour in these circumstances was the fact that I was being investigated by a senior officer who in police parlance, couldn’t detect ‘a fart in a shithouse’ and hopefully didn’t have the knowhow to introduce Enid Blyton into the proceedings. The job was getting difficult, it had been for many years but this was a typical if somewhat an extreme example of the very suspect path ‘the job’ was taking and now with this as a last straw giving that little extra pressure, I decided to resign.


Whilst a serving detective I had a fee earning side line which surprisingly was totally honest. This was in total contrast to many serving police officers of varying ranks who had chosen a blatantly dishonest route to improved economic stability. In my early police days I had worked with Harry Kite, a seasoned uniformed officer capable of greater things but as myself chose to work and attempt to do some good. In addition I also had to improve the social life and in my case and no reflection on Harry, chase women on my way through my police service. He was as straight as most, accepted drinks and meals, but remained in that culture of acceptance merely for social reasons and certainly no further down the ladder of corruption and inevitably past the invisible line between perks and dishonesty. In accepting the culture of fabrication and evidential dishonesty as all of us had I was to join in to some degree or be totally ostracised and regarded as highly suspicious. Harry made it perfectly clear that whatever the circumstances I should never accept a bribe however disguised. He focused his advice on bribes of every description. Some to turn a blind eye to a criminal act, bribes to arrest someone on a cocked up charge on behalf of a third party and bribes to take part in actual criminal acts. If his advice was aimed at making the best of Manchester club land with the host of very generous Cypriot club owners then he had failed already with his heartfelt advice as far as I was concerned and which was already ignored by the rest of the City centre A Division, from Chief Superintendent downwards and no doubt by all forces throughout the world in various forms.


I was unhappy and as I continually bemoaned my unhappiness at remaining in the police I could not recognise any reasonable means of exit. I was ably supporting my family with my salary and the repo readies. I had been given masses of unconsidered and perhaps well-meaning bull by Chris and Sid at Contact Investigations for whom I completed the repossessions. I had seen the company operate to a degree, which by no means was the maximum potential and had seen the fees possible with very little effort. I had no business expertise or real wish to compare the apparent turnover with the actual overheads purely from inexperience and the ability to do so. I should have known better, I could not possibly improve on my existing accumulated earnings but believed in the possibility at the time. Clearly I wanted to believe the tale and gave the consequences little consideration. Even so early in my chequered career, I had a totally optimistic view, fuelled by my belief in my guardian angel and my controlling voices which so long ago I now see as a preordained path and again, whilst appearing to be a crank in that area I make no apologies. Everyone had a leaving do, even me and whilst the usual ne’r do wells bemoaned the fact they were not leaving, I was presented with an engraved beer mug by Jack Monks, one of the few who remained a passing friend. The mug was engraved with my illustrious career dates and a wheel with a pack of cards, denoting ‘Wheeler Dealer’ which pleased me greatly.


Contact Investigations Ltd was at the time operated on a similar style to the Mexican Army…. all Generals. With my addition there were four Directors and no staff except for a typist. It did not take long for me to realise I could have made a serious mistake; I had two young children of four years old, the inevitable wife and mortgage. The house, a semidetached in the nicer area of Cheadle Hulme had only cost £4850, not because of a special deal, but such a figure represented property prices at the time. The mortgage with a take home pay of about £50 per week, still needed paying. I had frittered the intermittent ‘bonus’s’ acquired during my suspect drug squad and CID days, going with the flow of all around me with no real regard for the strict honesty line which was clearly adaptable at a whim, with sincere but ill-considered Robin Hood thinking. Such casual repossession income enabled me to take full advantage of my newly found social life and the need to rent an occasional decent hotel room.


We had planned everything at home so that my wife could continue to work and we did not have the kids immediately and therefore all the contents and luxuries were paid for. By the standards of the day we were what was known as ‘comfortable’ but I knew I was capable of better, much better. Whatever a commercial mistake it certainly was in leaving the police, I soon realised that I had no basic business experience but I still had to make it work for me. It didn’t take me long to realise that even in such a small enterprise there were none fee earning passengers recruited for the mass tracing investigations which we could ill afford if they didn’t pull their weight. The bread and butter side of the business hinged on tracing absconded HP customers for finance companies. From the masses of instructions we were receiving it appeared that the entire country must have been littered with three months deposit, Hillman Avengers, hiding away at relative’s homes only to appear under cover of night, to taxi in some Asian enclave or town centre. All finance companies were giving away brand new cars for a mere three months deposit based on the most basic of status enquiries, of which the Asian and Liverpool Scouse populace took full advantage giving fabricated addresses and employment details which were not checked as today, enabling them to disappear immediately with the vehicle. Scousers had the built in radar for any trace of attempted detective work under whatever guise or pretext. Such awareness appeared to deteriorate as one moved eastwards towards Yorkshire where such absconders were like lemmings throwing themselves to financial and car less ruin in falling for any and all primitive pretexts, liberally used to establish the location of the vehicles. Without any prejudice at all I can say that Asians were a breed apart. In business I have often found that they tell lies when the truth would have sufficed, just out of habit rather than necessity. Of course the fact that they had very common and similar names which they adapted and changed around and made any denial of identity very simple. This was further confused with the fact that ten of them would live in a small terraced house. They would come and go at all hours, sleeping in shifts in the same beds and unwashed bedding. They would all then assume each other’s identity but remained polite to extremes adding ‘sir’ at every opportunity, cringing, wringing hands and swearing on the Koran and Allah to give the lies some religious credibility.


Before a car could be repossessed, the hirer and the car had to be traced by any means, fair or foul. We quickly learnt that the most successful style of tracing performed by Frank and Sid was based on pretending to be anyone to suit the purpose either on the telephone or even in person on the doorstep which was actually very rare. Initially there were no real computer systems at Government offices or at least none that were totally relied upon, as today and through trial and error Frank, one of my co-directors broke the systems and jargon at the DHSS and the Inland Revenue. If unemployed despite showing an employer on the original hire purchase document, the HP absconders were traced with their dole payments and to gain the maximum of benefits available, inevitably gave their correct address and name in case of a personal DHSS visit. There were of course many such methods to go at. All the tracers worked to a sort of league system and had to show that everyone was doing their bit and had to earn the money we all sought to keep our own figures up and in doing so, supporting the company as an entirety. It was not advisable to leave any stone unturned or take anything for granted either in the office based tracing systems or in the field which was my speciality during the attempts to repossess the vehicles.




Asian Dreams


What is today considered as a heinous crime, trickery on the telephone, now known fondly as blagging was common place and even allowed with an early High Court decision, to the effect that in a Manchester interpretation, “if they are stupid enough to give information over the telephone, then it is their fault”. Of course the law has changed and now such a call is a ‘hanging offence’ and no longer part of everyday private detective work in a great many companies but of course not all.


A Peter Sellers, Asian accent had surprising success. Even so many years ago the fear of being accused of racial prejudice reigned in Government offices and they bent over backwards to assist and advise any hapless Asian caller, inadvertently giving out all matter of confidential information, usually asking the caller for verification of certain facts. Only the police on a daily basis and Dougie Flood the ultimate British Nationalist at Bredbury Hall, when enforcing his door policy appeared to have carte blanche. Both factions ignored the racial niceties and creeping legislation to protect these vulnerable unfortunates from racial prejudice and ploughed on to ever increasing criticism but oblivious to any kind of prejudice in the knowledge that they were untouchable. Such pretexts with the various Government departments were successful provided that the conversation was prepared properly with the necessary background of previous addresses etc. Armed with such background any pretext conversation resulted in the DHSS clerk giving the caller what they believed to be his own address as confirmation, provided all the other information fitted. Another proven method was to use the details from the finance application form which often had a date of birth or even a National Insurance Number. Again the method would be to telephone a DHSS office closest to the subject’s address, in the belief they would handle the subject’s claim, as another DHSS office, a ruse which was immediately accepted. Claim confusion reigned at the DHSS and apparent difficulties due to the lack of a suspected poor education or English on the part of the ‘Asian’ claimant certainly helped. The DSS clerk usually gave all the information in the file in total frustration as she was wound around a chain of poor English and information usually resulting in the clerk going through all in the file as confirmation of the detail in the belief that the caller had a better command of English when heard rather than spoken.


Contact Investigations Ltd had already been trading for several years and as I left the police it was situated on Wellington Road North in Stockport. The existing staff of four, three directors and a typist occupied three rooms on the first floor of a building owned by a solicitor. It was later to be extended into the attic, giving us all our own office rather than share as we previously did as the business grew at a very surprising and acceptable rate. The offices were bright with skylight curtain less windows and the decorative fashion statement of the day, white emulsion wood chip wall paper. Each office giving the silence and independence necessary for the trace work which used the telephone for tricking information from a variety of people. A system of pretexts, as I have already said, now mostly redundant and often illegal in the information confidentiality obsessions of today was expertly developed. Tracing in a shared office presented its own problems. One operative could be on the telephone claiming to be a police station whilst the other was rabbiting away as an Asian claimant in the background. As the tracing expertise grew we actually introduced background noises such as police sirens driving away, background call centre type noises to give the impression of a large busy office or even a barely heard choir practicing as the caller pretended to be a catholic priest.


Whatever the method, job done and possibly the following morning the newly established address was visited. It was vital to act immediately as these subjects were regular absconders for a variety of reasons and any delay could result in a visit to an empty property. Tracing through the DHSS was not always possible if the subject proved to be employed. It was common for Asian absconders to have full time employment during the day at a local weaving mill and drive a taxi in the evening. They really did have a good work ethic. I continue to stress Asians in all these examples because they formed the majority of such investigations but were certainly not the only ones as we also had many investigations involving the general British white scroat population, again a popular police term which appears to say it all, of many council estates throughout the UK, unemployed, smokers, 26” television and the apparent belief that they had the right to a free car. The HMRC system gave other opportunities in relation to the subjects employed on a full time basis. Their systems operated around what was known as the part one document. The end result being, that this form could be followed through the tax system and various tax offices as the subject changed employments until he was found at an employer and residing at another cosy little terraced residence often painted in a luminous shade of green or blue again with rather suspect ‘kerbside appeal’. Whatever the prevailing circumstances the well versed operational methods evolved and of course the car was inevitably repossessed.


One of the Directors was Sid Almond, without doubt a man of immense talent on the telephone who regarded tracing below him, as indeed, so did I. Tracing is regarded as the bottom of the ladder in the world of telephone blagging. During these halcyon days the charge for a successful trace was £40 and to earn such a figure, the hysterical operative had to remain on the telephone all day, often earning nothing at all, whilst on others completing as many as ten traces. Without doubt Sid certainly pulled his weight in the area of his more specialised and lucrative instructions. He specialised in enquiries, impossible to anyone else which generally related to Banks and what was actually written on manager’s comment cards, his opinion of the lender, turnover etc. Ground breaking at the time, but today common knowledge with many London based enquiry agents abusing every system to breaking point and even to the point of stupidity as the prosecutions, prison sentences and media headlines proved particularly during 2013 and with regard to the News of the World and their sources of information. In our early days, telephone systems were not digital, crossed lines were common and faults regular. During his complex enquiries Sid would need to speak to a subject who was attempting hide often out of the UK. He would call a relative as a friend of the subject from way back and asked for his number. It would usually be the case that the relative had already been blagged by an amateur previously and was certainly very cautious. Sid would immediately put them at their ease by showing he had knowledge of the difficulties and fully understood the reasoning. Having made friends again he asked them to call the subject as soon as they could and ask him to call him back. In his office he had what was known as ‘the red phone’ and which was only used for that purpose. Having phoned the relative he would hold the line open as they replaced their receiver. Within seconds they were calling out again, Sid picked up another phone and held it against the red phone to give a dialling tone. The caller couldn’t dial out because the line remained open and yet a dialling tone was present. Then Sid is on the line with one of his other regional accents “hello engineers, we are working on the line, what number do you require?” Without hesitation and in total belief they were involved in one of the regular BT line failures, they gave the number. Stage one over. Stage two was to get the address for the number. He dials the number “Hello engineers, can you tell me the fault you have reported, we can’t find anything wrong” “I haven’t reported a fault” replied the victim. “Is this a business line or private” Having accepted the call as genuine the address of the bill payer was eventually given with question after question and another trace was in the bag. In his multitude of daily calls Sid would inevitably get a ‘crossed line’, a feature not present today with the digital service unless you are being bugged, but quite common in the seventies and eighties. One such call was a pompous, disillusioned and condescending female voice. “Is that Harrods, put me through to deliveries immediately”. Sid as the perfect operator, asked her to hold, played about with a dialling tone and then answered in a different accent. “Hello who is this?” “Lady Chalmers, I am disgusted, I have not had my delivery” the conversation continued and delayed by long periods of waiting as ‘deliveries’ supposedly checked all manifests. More sugar in his tea, bite of his bacon butty, pick up the phone, “just hold a minute” “I’ve been waiting ten minutes already, I am……………………………………………” Sid cut her off, continued with the supposed search and returned having finished his tea and butty. “Hello your ladyship, I can’t find it and I am a bit busy to look anymore, will you call back.” With this she exploded at the other end with torrents of “Do you Know who I am, I am to get you dismissed what is your name.”” Piss Off” replied Sid and put the phone down. Can you imagine the investigation in the Harrods of the old days into this unbelievable scenario?


In another crossed line incident, Sid took a call as the head office of a building firm from the foreman of a building site which was being constructed within a compound of an already built perimeter, many years old and kept for the aesthetic effect. The compound had an arch of limited height, built in brick and stone proudly displaying a carved stone plaque….1813 and of course it was listed. Inside the compound they were building houses and had progressed to the point where the wooden roof trusses were to be fitted. The trusses had been manufactured off site and delivered on the back of a large wagon. Basically they were large wooden triangles, professionally jointed at the angles. The call related to the fact that they would not fit under the listed arch, whilst on the wagon. The only solution the foreman could see was to bring in a crane and lift them over the wall in smaller bundles. This would have wasted a day at least as the trusses would have to be transported again in the site and at considerable extra cost in man hours and crane hire fees. An easy solution said Sid, “saw them in half and plate them together again”. The foreman was aghast; this would be in total contravention of the building regulations, even of those days. “ Don’t worry, get the tiles on asap and no one will know” retorts Sid before putting the phone down and moving on to yet another specialised bank enquiry.


In addition to the status and trace enquiries with the entertainment factor of crossed lines we also undertook private instructions from the public at large who had found us via our free advert in the yellow pages. We tried to avoid women who had discovered lip stick on the husbands under wear and had found us in yellow pages. As the investigation rolled on in a half-hearted fashion around the bread and butter work they all tended to believe they were our only client having seen too much James Rockford on TV. In every episode he gives every hour of 24 to the tearful client, dodges bullets, never mentions a fee and unsurprisingly lives in a battered caravan.


Not for us, the public were the icing on our fee cake especially if they wished to pay in cash. The quotes by Sid always amazed me and I have on several occasions seen him charge fees in excess of £1000 and on one particular occasion £2500 for just a few simple enquiries. To put this in proportion, when I joined the police I was paid the princely sum of £20.00 per week and as I have said my first house cost £4,850. Sid’s quotes were a lot of money in the 80’s. In most cases the results relied on tricky preparation and a couple of phone calls all taking much less than half an hour. Having sealed a deal, Sid would swagger from office to office boasting of the ‘cricket batting’ as it was known, with an appropriate two handed gesture, slapping his hands together with outstretched hands as though a head was between them. The art of completing excellent investigations is the combination of many unique features, honed to perfection which can be used in a variety of ways, whatever and wherever the circumstances. Pretexts are based on downright lies and being believed. They were and still are used to identify a subject of an enquiry where identity was in doubt usually for the service of a writ, repossession of a car or obtaining a film as a result of an insurance claim relating to a personal injury accident which would eventually produce a film which illustrated the true level of disability. Sid was the master on the telephone with higher profile investigations but the bread and butter enquiries involving tracing HP defrauders also had the need for many such ruses on rare occasions to maintain our 100% success rate. Even so many years ago there was the big brother element within the Government financial offices and all had a system or sorts which was so poor that it was a simple matter to be another office in the same department somewhere else in the country and ask for the present address of a subject as he owed money. In typical fashion of a short sighted revenue collector they gave the address without any real qualms in the belief that they had once again done their little bit to stuff yet another hardworking tax payer. Frank, now sadly passed, was another director in this Mexican Army of a company and one of the Generals as he had to be in the absence of any other troops initially, very early in the business. With our amazing successes and building reputation the staffing levels were soon to be continually supplemented with other staff. As I briefly mentioned earlier Frank perfected the tracing of P45 part 1 forms which is a revenue form in three parts handed to leavers from a company. One part is held by the revenue, the second at the employers. The Revenue knows where the next employment is and it is a simple matter to trick the new address from the Revenue office or from the personnel department of the employer, posing as the Revenue, claiming to have lost the Part 1. in the system. On the Part1 is the national insurance number and should the subject have left an employment he may not have commenced a new job and was signing on for unemployment benefit. Such a situation caused the HP payments to stop on the car and hence the need for a trace. As the years passed even the HMRC became computerised and accordingly the ‘system’ as it was known failed on too many occasions. Computers enabled tax offices throughout the country to keep track without the need for a telephone call and when we called suspicions were raised.


Computers were the future and telephone calls were becoming less and less successful and the claim that his terminal was down was becoming seen as farfetched. Such difficulties increased as the Government sources deteriorated and eventually dried up and without doubt new methods had to be derived. From the simple call to a subject’s mother…….” Hello Mrs Jones, its Peter, how are you, I am trying to speak to Dave” He doesn’t live here anymore, who is this?” she asks suspiciously, perhaps already having been chased by debt collectors concerning yet another debt situation. “It’s Peter, you know with the red hair, I’ve been working away and back now, looking up my old pals, I’ve been away so long I have no friends now and chasing the old gang.” Playing on the heart strings of a mother, causing concern was always a good approach. What were the chances of him having a red haired friend but…. “I remember you Peter, he’s with a girlfriend now, just a minute I’ll get the address”. She returns to the phone with the information and then to put the icing on the cake, the telephone number is also requested. As with the private jobs and the batting gestures from Sid boasting his way through our suite of attic offices the tracers had their own boastful version. A successful trace was announced with a loud sarcastic ‘ching’, supposed to be reminiscent of a cash register, made verbally at full voice so the rest heard. This created a competition element and on some days you were able to trace five people, sometimes none at all and even ten on rare occasions. The staffing levels had expanded but individuals in the company riding on our successes were soon identified, through the lack of ‘chings’. Several were often’ retired’ in the midst of this high pressure system. They was unable to adapt to the long periods of pressure involved and eventually their established work ethic was falling by the wayside and inevitably there was a gap in the office abilities which had to be quickly filled. The pretexts themselves were adapted for use in the field where I specialised and soon became an internal competition with regard to originality and who could perform the most outrageous deception Amongst the vague memories of so many traces and repossessions only a couple remain in the memory as worth relating as I will do later.




Costa Cardiff, No Sun, No Resort A Legend in His Own Life Time


The tracing side of the business, took full advantage of our pretext expertise and grew to the point where we actually had a direct computer terminal contact with Chartered Trust Finance, based in Cardiff. Tony Costa was the security boss of the company and we came to be very good friends both in business and socially, especially in Cardiff where he appeared to know everyone. Such immediate contact was necessary, because Chartered Trust was selling fast finance, and required a reply in 24 hours in relation to whether the applicant actually lived and worked as stated. Common today, but pioneering in its time. Such work was based on a standard fee for which we had to confirm the basics of the information on the form.


We were sat in a steak house wine bar which was very popular in Cardiff, where several with the same theme operated. The secret of these businesses was to look like a Spanish wine bodega with barrels and wooden wine racks everywhere on which was roughly chalked the wine deals, which never changed for years. The steak and fish was displayed in refrigerated cooler displays, totally raw and the idea was to select the actual piece you wanted which was then cooked to order. Of course a rather simple and unexciting feature in today’s restaurant market place but so many years ago in the late seventies, it was cutting edge to pardon the pun. Tony was very sharp, he noticed everything and within a couple of seconds of entering the place he had spotted an ex staff member who he quickly explained as a complete bull shitter with dishonest tendencies which led to his dismissal. He had the briefest of opportunity to explain that he would approach us and in his usual style boast of his amazing success since ‘leaving’ Chartered Trust. As predicted he immediately joined us, boasted of his wealth and offered to buy the wine. He suggested Marques de Caceres a robust Rioja, a Spanish wine which at that time was the most expensive on the wine list. With some surprise Tony accepted and was further surprised with a second bottle as the evening continued, littered with financial exaggeration’s which was clearly playing on Tony’s sensitivities and which were further aggravated by our ‘host’ with a round of brandies, not just any old brandy, but Remy, again the supposed market leader at the time. My actual wine and spirit tastes were in their infancy, I didn’t know any better and judged everything on price. The couple of hours continued to grind on from Tony’s point of view, but tempered with the exciting and totally unexpected knowledge that the visiting host was to pay the bill. Wrong!... he slipped away on the pretext of a toilet visit having pointed out Tony to the waiter for the payment of the bill. I wasn’t sure whether he was pleased to be proved correct or totally embarrassed by the circumstances.
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