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  Introduction




  Before the growth of today’s sophisticated, hi-tech surveillance techniques, sending a woman or man undercover to infiltrate organised crime at the highest level possible

  was often the only way to gather credible evidence for a prosecution. This collection features extracts that chart the growth of undercover and plain-clothes policing from the 1930s and 1940s to

  the present day. It features true stories from the 1970s and 1980s – the “glory days” of major undercover operations against the Mafia and organised crime, and closes with a look

  at the future of covert police work in today’s terror-stricken, Internet-driven age.




  From stake-outs to sensitive operations in which officers can spend weeks, months or even years high on the adrenaline required to live a life-threatening lie, many of the chosen extracts

  exhibit the sustained bravery, presence of mind and care required when even the smallest inaccuracy could be enough to expose an undercover officer to certain death, whether fast or slow.




  In many undercover operations, a police officer need only make one mistake. A corporate director who falls out of favour can rue the day from the relative comfort of a golden parachute, or at

  least the provisions of a pension plan. The undercover cop who puts a foot wrong may face a more grisly fate altogether. And of course your typical gang leader is far more mercurial, menacing and

  capricious than your average bunch of shareholders (even if that is an image cultivated to a purpose), increasing the relative likelihood of that fall from grace.




  Additionally, the deployment of undercover cops and even surveillance techniques has always been problematic as well as dangerous: for starters, there is the costly

  infrastructure required to establish fake identities and subsequently support them in the field.




  One person’s undercover cop can be another’s secret policeman. Laws that necessarily exist to protect the civil rights and personal freedoms of those without criminal intent –

  just as a cop works to preserve the order of these people’s lives, allowing them to exercise those freedoms in peace and in line with their reasonable expectations – can mean that a cop

  operating “in the field” must weigh and balance the legal implications of their actions day by day or even minute by minute.




  In undercover and surveillance work, there is a significant chance that evidence gathered undercover at great risk and expense would, at least in broadly democratic countries, be found to be

  inadmissible. This would undermine a case were it presented in court or, if it provided the sole basis for the prosecution, mean that a case could not be brought at all, however “bang to

  rights” a suspect may be. The latter has applied to phone-tap evidence in the UK, for example, where several terrorism suspects live under T-PIMs (or Terrorism Prevention and Investigation

  Measures – which “control orders” were rebranded as in January 2011), because Whitehall argues that there is conclusive evidence against them that would not be admissible in

  court.




  Second only to their personal safety, an undercover cop must consider the case they’re building, and this can also be undermined where the cops themselves have

  participated in crimes or even could be said by an attentive defence lawyer to have precipitated them, acting as an agent provocateur. It does not matter if the accused has a history of drug

  trafficking; any case is tried on its specifics. If you were carrying drugs at the behest of a police officer, well, my learned friends, the laws on entrapment may be complex but few would put

  money on your being found guilty, were the case even allowed to proceed to a verdict.




  The simple-seeming principle of gathering admissible evidence proves highly complex in practice: there’s a thin line between preserving a cover story and participating in crime in order to

  do so, especially when crime is the business of the people you are hanging out with and you are there to gather evidence of it! (And how do you rise to the inner circle of a ruthless criminal gang

  without being involved in policy decisions?) An undercover cop must remain aware of when to make this call. If the slightest reluctance to take part in a job would arouse potentially fatal

  suspicion on the part of crooks hip to the possibility of infiltration, then it requires the most acute and focused judgement to determine what to do. Do you participate in a crime? Can you

  contrive to excuse yourself while preserving your cover? Do you abort your mission altogether (the de facto consequence of your non-participation)? That’s if you still have the time and

  opportunity to do so and it’s not your fate to be haplessly carried along by events.




  Joe Pistone, for example, in Donnie Brasco: Unfinished Business, describes an incident that occurred while he was undercover with the Bonnano crime family, in which he was due to take

  part in a hit. In the US, situations have occurred in which undercover cops have been required, in order to maintain their cover, to discharge their guns into a still-twitching corpse. However in

  Pistone’s case, even this course of action would not have been enough to allay the suspicions his associates would have had, had he not been as eager as any of them to deliver the kill shot.

  What happened is detailed in the extract in Part 3, Chapter 12.




  Participation in crime can not only weaken an undercover cop’s credibility as a witness, but there’s also a real risk that an agent may “go rogue”,

  seduced by the fringe benefits of their assumed identity and their new-found loyalties to associates who, as personal contacts, may be more sympathetic than they were portrayed as being in

  briefings. Many crooks are able to do what they do because they’re possessed of a loyalty-inspiring personal charisma that’s matched only by their sociopathic, manipulative tendencies.

  To the undercover cop’s handlers there is, ironically, little to choose in appearance between an undercover operative who is feeling compromised as to their allegiances, and an undercover

  officer who is simply excellent at what they do.




  Pistone, again, details how, to his extreme annoyance, his FBI superior in a major southern US city resented Pistone’s secondment to his regional office. Pistone’s operation had

  begun in New York, but the Bonnanos’ business took him to Florida. Either his superior resented having the responsibility thrust upon him for a cop engaged on a long-term operation who was

  not going to expedite any fast arrests and help him meet his targets, or he really believed that Pistone – a seamless operator – was a rogue officer.




  To generalize, authority abhors this ambiguity, especially when long-term operations can tie up resources for years and, even if successful, may not produce arrests until the authorizing

  officers who would deservedly take the credit are drawing their pensions and tending rosebushes instead.




  In the UK, any covert activity on the part of a police force must be open to inspection by the Office of Surveillance Commissioners, and carried out in line with the Police Act

  (1997) and the Regulation of Investigatory Powers Act (2000), and its Scottish Parliamentary equivalent. Police forces differ from intelligence agencies in that for what they do to have a point, it

  must be credible enough to present to the Crown Prosecution Service, collated in case files.




  Having a single office for the supervision of all ongoing police-run intelligence operations at any time is designed to serve the dual purpose of ensuring that surveillance is not used against

  any individual as a punishing form of harassment in itself, and that resources are not wasted in duplication or with a lack of proper process that would leave a prosecution flawed.




  The legislation identifies three types of covert activity open to police forces: intrusive surveillance, which is covert and involves a cop working on someone’s private premises or in

  their vehicle, and also covers surveillance devices; and directed surveillance, which is covert but does not intrude on their property. When these ways of obtaining private information about people

  are insufficient, it authorizes the use of Covert Human Intelligence Sources (CHIS) – or undercover cops, with the following guarantees: “The authorizing officer must be satisfied that

  the authorization is necessary, that the conduct authorized is proportionate to what is sought to be achieved and that arrangements for the overall management and control of the individual are in

  force.”




  Whether or not these conditions were fully met in Mark Kennedy’s case is bound to remain a matter of debate in the UK for the time being, with ongoing inquiries into the nature of

  undercover policing, and questions asked in parliament. Kennedy was an undercover police officer who, as Mark Stone, was tasked with infiltrating a group of environmental activists. Events came to

  a head in 2009 as protesters planned to occupy a coal-fired power station at Ratcliffe-on-Soar in Nottinghamshire, and are open to a number of interpretations: as Stone, Kennedy was an excellent

  infiltrator – perhaps too good, with the irony that his very suitability for the role seems to have contained the seeds of his downfall, based as it was on his pre-existing sympathies with

  the environmental movement.




  He excelled in his first undercover job in south London, buying drugs and guns and passing information back to Scotland Yard. Resulting from this, he was recruited by the National Public Order

  Intelligence Unit, which maintains a database of political activists, to gather information on race-hate crimes. Kennedy considered himself a modern copper, respectful of minorities in a way that

  Sir Ian Blair would be proud of, one who saw police work as a means of guaranteeing a democratic and fair society.




  Whereas the dealers, however, had wanted to know as little about him as possible, gaining the trust of Nottinghamshire’s environmental activists required a comprehensive back story (which,

  conveniently, involved drug dealing), together with the ability to empathize and, quite simply, a willingness to get his round of beers in. With his ponytail, tattoos and a childhood eye injury

  that was, at least, atypical of a policeman, Kennedy took his job as seriously as a student in Lee Strasberg’s method-acting classes, and rationalized that, when not collecting information on

  potentially violent extremists, he would be using his time to benefit the environmental cause, out of a personal commitment as much as the need for a cover story.




  For seven years until 2009, Kennedy involved himself ever more deeply in the group, and describes his long-term girlfriend from this period as the most real relationship of his life, despite his

  wife and two children. In effect, Mark Kennedy became Mark Stone.




  Nottinghamshire police had Stone earmarked as a ringleader within the group, a person of special interest. He was even jumped by five officers in 2006 during a protest at Drax power station

  – when he had tipped them off about the protest. Kennedy still feels that some of the best, most inspirational experiences of his life happened while he was Stone: “So many people I

  knew, or Mark Stone knew, became really good friends. It wasn’t just about being an activist all the time.”




  In April 2009, 114 activists were arrested ahead of the planned occupation of the Ratcliffe-on-Soar power plant. Twenty-seven were due to be charged with public-order offences, one of whom was

  Stone. Kennedy was told, naturally, not to worry about being charged. But he did worry, wishing for a number of reasons to preserve his cover. The Nottinghamshire detectives putting together the

  prosecutions had had no idea that an undercover officer had been involved. If charges were dropped against him alone, this would look highly suspicious when it came to continuing as Stone.

  Kennedy’s planned role in the protest had been as a driver, and he argued with his handlers that charges should be dropped against other drivers too. Shortly after this, he was told that the

  operation was being wound up, and that he should tell his cohorts in the environmental movement that he was off to America to visit family.




  Following his extraction, Kennedy returned to the Met in October 2009, and found himself a square peg. According to him, he was seen as having, however unavoidably, failed to keep abreast of the

  changes in policing and its technology and, he maintains, was told he wasn’t really qualified to do anything. Incredibly, he returned to his Nottingham friends, as Mark Stone, in early 2010,

  having left the employ of the police. But the discovery of a passport in his real name led to his unmasking.




  At the outset, Kennedy had rationalized that he would be helping both sides. In the end, perhaps he fantasized vainly about being accepted by his girlfriend and friends for who he was, or at any

  rate despite who he had been. Psychologists might offer such an explanation, or one involving guilt, as to why a former undercover officer experienced in tradecraft would leave his real passport in

  the glove compartment of his van. Unmasked but to date unharmed, Kennedy seems relieved to be no longer deceiving the people he came to care about.




  Twenty activists were convicted of trespass offences in relation to Ratcliffe-on-Soar, but the case against the remaining six collapsed. One version of why has Kennedy going rogue, threatening

  to give evidence for the defence. Another says that he had become an agent provocateur, thus undermining a credible prosecution, although in tapes of meetings he passed to his handlers, he demurs

  from climbing the power station himself, lest he be seen as leading the protest. (This is Kennedy the thoughtful copper, still keen in April 2009 not to prejudice the case his handlers were putting

  together.) It may simply be that the tapes not only provided insufficient evidence for a prosecution, but would have helped the defence, showing that the campaigners concerned were in fact

  vacillating about whether or not to take part in the protest, and to what extent. Using them could have undermined the prosecution case, begging the question as to whether the operation mounted

  involving Kennedy had been proportionate to the threat in the first place, while not to have done so could have led to allegations of non-disclosure from the defence.




  According to Kennedy, the police have distanced themselves from him, but it would appear that the role confusion he experienced is not unique. Similar stories have emerged, including that of the

  undercover cop who married a “fellow” activist from protest-group Reclaim the Streets. But psychological confusion has not altogether elbowed out the good old British cock-up, such as

  the officer embedded for four years with anti-capitalist group Globalise Resistance, who inadvertently called a campaigner on his mobile phone while discussing photographs of demonstrators with a

  fellow officer while at a police station. According to the BBC’s Newsnight, the activist’s recording contains such gems as, “She’s Hanna’s girlfriend, very

  overt lesbian. Last time I saw her, hair about that long, it was blonde, week before it was black.”




  The Kennedy case, along with others, would appear to be bringing about a rethink in the way the UK conducts its covert policing. If so, it is to be hoped that resources remain directed where

  they belong: at apprehending the prime movers of terror and organised crime.




  Undercover policing is fraught with legal difficulties. (For one thing, for example, if an officer has sex undercover, it could raise the question as to whether the consent his

  partner gives is properly informed.) No wonder, therefore, that the number of specialized undercover operatives – those who assume false identities to gain credibility within criminal groups

  – is relatively small when compared to the number of police officers deployed in other frontline roles.




  For the most part, where they exist, undercover activities take their place alongside covert surveillance and the use of informers in any given investigation – activities less likely to

  induce a tendency to go beyond their boundaries, as undercover work can, it seems. Therefore, the following tales present undercover investigations in the context of police work as a whole,

  together with the plain-clothes detection and surveillance activities that bring in collars for cops as quickly and efficiently as possible. It shines a broad torch beam across cases that have been

  made or broken by cops acting covertly. Enjoy.




  
 





  PART 1




  OLD SCHOOL: The UK and Europe




  
 





  1




  You’re Nicked!




  Dick Kirby




  Dick Kirby’s series of memoirs capture the flavour of life in the Flying Squad during the 1970s and 1980s. Tasked with busting London’s gangs of blaggers, grafters

  and hooligans, these cops were every bit as tough as the characters they surveilled, infiltrated and arrested. This is the world harked back to in the TV series The Sweeney and, more

  recently, Life on Mars.




  These “glory days” of British policing, with their certainties, cynicism and villains straight out of central casting, are the subject of nostalgia today, but were the stuff of

  everyday life to cops like Kirby. In our terror-obsessed culture, the idea of things being what they seem is oddly comforting, however ruthless the villains concerned.




  In the following extract, operations aimed at busting one gang of fraudsters and a separate gang of forgers are described in Kirby’s characteristic, to-the-point tone. From its inception,

  the Flying Squad, otherwise known as “the Sweeney” from rhyming-slang “Sweeney Todd” was tasked with apprehending robbers and – importantly back then, in 1919 –

  pickpockets, and originally consisted of twelve specialized detectives answerable to Scotland Yard. Today, they tackle the toughest of Britain’s bank robbers.




  Since a conspiracy to rob can pose a huge threat to the public at large, intelligence has always been of paramount importance to the Sweeney in solving the dilemma of gathering enough evidence

  for a prosecution that is effective in taking villains off the streets, without having to allow a crime to be committed in order to do so. The Mobile Patrol Experiment, as the Flying Squad was

  originally known, was tasked with gathering intelligence on known robbers, and to do this it made use of horse-drawn carriages with eyeholes cut into their canvas! When a conspiracy is brought to

  the Sweeney’s attention, more often than not, covert surveillance plays a key role in gathering subsequent intelligence, as the following two episodes show . . .




  It was around about this time that Charlie Kray was released from prison, having served a ten-year sentence for being an accessory after the fact

  in the murder of Jack “The Hat” McVitie, for which his brothers Reggie and Ronnie had been convicted and had been sentenced to life imprisonment. Now that the Dixon brothers and the

  Tibbs family were out of the way, would Charlie try to fill the gap?




  We concentrated on Charlie and his known associates and followed him everywhere but very little was happening; Charlie was attempting to muscle in on the strength of his brothers’

  reputation, although not with any great success or, indeed, enthusiasm. He seemed to be spending more and more time in the country and several individuals were brought to our attention.




  But there was one person that Charlie did keep in contact with, more than any other, someone who had been a friend of the family for twenty-five years. His name was Geoffrey Leonard Allen.




  The friendship had a fairly inauspicious beginning. During the 1950s, Allen had threatened Reggie and Ronnie Kray with a shotgun when they had tried to collect the winnings from a crooked game

  of cards. But their acquaintance blossomed to such an extent that Allen later purchased a restaurant in the Essex town of Thaxted and renamed it “The Blind Beggar” in honour of the

  twins – and you can’t get much chummier than that, can you? To the locals in Pulham Market, Norfolk, Allen, then fifty-seven years of age, was a ruddy-faced, wavy-haired, portly and

  rather flamboyant businessman, the owner of “Whiteoaks”, who specialized in buying property. But, as Charlie Kray, through his own inactivity, started to drift further into the

  background, so we became more and more interested in the activities of Allen. It appeared that many of the properties which he had purchased had been heavily insured, before being burnt to the

  ground. The insurance companies had started refusing to pay out, and Allen commenced civil litigation proceedings against them; in the meantime, he continued buying up properties but put up

  “front men” as the purchasers; these properties, too, were going up in flames. And on just about every occasion, Allen had convincing alibis; he was, it appeared, nowhere near the scene

  of the blaze. Unsurprisingly, he was known as “The Godfather”.




  A whole team of us was moved up to Suffolk; the chief constable obliged us by stopping recruitment and we took over the training wing accommodation at Halesworth Police Station, situated in the

  north of the county. From there, now much closer to Allen and his associates, we followed and kept an eye on them. Our presence had caused a great deal of speculation among the locals, but the word

  had been put about that we were working with Customs and Excise on immigration matters, and given the close proximity of the coastline this was accepted.




  The Criminal Investigation Department had been in existence for almost a hundred years when, that autumn, its members were, for the first time, paid for overtime. Until then, detectives had been

  paid an allowance which, for detective constables, amounted to just £38 per month. Now, given the tremendous number of hours we were working up in East Anglia, our salaries doubled. We

  carried out an enormous amount of observation and surveillance; at the time, I was driving a Ford Corsair 2000GT, an exceptionally powerful, fast car, and it was much needed.




  We had been there for months, quietly gathering evidence, before we were ready to make arrests. On one occasion, we heard that one of Allen’s properties was going to be torched and we kept

  observation on it all night; it wasn’t until the following day that we discovered that it was another of his properties which had gone up in flames! I later followed Allen to a hotel, where I

  saw him meet up with one of his top associates in the lounge. I managed to get close enough to hear Allen say:




  “How did that bit of business go, the other night?”




  “Like a house on fire!” was the response, and both men roared with laughter.




  This revelation drew predictable, scathing cross-examination from Allen’s barrister at the trial at Norwich Crown Court the following year:




  “So you, disguised, one assumes as an aspidistra plant, got close enough to hear one comment, and one comment only – of a highly incriminating nature – from my client?”

  he asked, and sorrowfully shook his head. “What a clever, fortunate Serious Crime Squad officer you are!”




  When Allen and his associates came to be arrested, my goodness, it was a testing time. At 3 o’clock in the morning, on Saturday, 13 September 1975, we were assembled for a briefing, which

  included every available Serious Crime Squad officer from London, officers from No. 5 Regional Crime Squad, local officers and the Special Patrol Group, after which we went out and made the

  arrests. Many of the officers found that the early start had thrown their body clocks right out of kilter. I helped search a large industrial complex. Suddenly one of the constabulary officers came

  hurrying towards me, his face contorted.




  “Quick!” he groaned. “Where’s the shit-house?”




  I pointed. “Down there, second left.”




  “Thanks!” he grunted and hobbled away.




  I saw him again, about twenty minutes later; he looked considerably relieved. “Everything all right, now?” I grinned.




  “Ah!” he beamed. “It come out like a flock a’starlings!”




  Twenty-three people were arrested – six of them women – and we worked; and when I say we worked, I mean we worked for twenty-four hours straight off. Then we fell into our beds for

  four hours and then we worked for twenty hours, followed by another sleep of four hours and then working for another twenty hours. We all found different ways to keep going: my own patent way was

  to sip cups of hot, weak, sugary, milkless tea. We would have regarded any officer who drank alcohol during that time as being potty and, in fairness, I don’t believe anybody did. But by the

  time the gang was charged, the officers from the Serious had the appearances of zombies; bumping into each other was commonplace and I managed to excel by walking straight into a wall.




  By the morning of Tuesday, 16 September, Allen and nine others were charged and en route to Great Yarmouth Magistrates’ Court. The charge for Allen and seven others was that they had

  conspired together, and with other persons unknown, to induce the Royal Insurance Company to settle £153,369 for a fire insurance claim for Briggate Mill, Worstead, near North Walsham,

  Norfolk, with intent to defraud. Despite a number of ardent pleas for bail being made by all of the defendants, it did them no good at all.




  A delicious moment occurred when the senior officer who had outlined the circumstances of the case and the objections to bail was cross-examined by the defence. There were two matters which

  weighed heavily against any of the defendants getting bail. The first was that the officer giving evidence was Detective Superintendent Randall Jones, a tall, knowledgeable and very frightening

  ex-Flying Squad officer, who had a loathing of violent criminals. And the second was that the defence barrister who was cross-examining him was a dope.




  The barrister’s client had a conviction for an assault occasioning actual bodily harm, for which he had been fined £75. Therefore, thought the brief, the circumstances of the

  assault must have been so trivial that, in all probability, it had been no more than his client giving someone (who probably deserved it) a clip round the ear.




  “It was, officer,” the brief intoned, “no more than a very minor type of assault, was it not?”




  Randall raised his eyebrows. “Depends, I suppose, on what you would describe as being ‘minor’,” he replied.




  Now, I should mention that in those days, three things were quite different regarding bail applications as opposed to the present time. Firstly, police officers, rather than the Crown

  Prosecution Service, voiced their objections to bail, which made sense because they knew all the ins and outs of the case and, what was more, knew the defendants. Secondly, convicted felons’

  CRO files were made out of paper, rather than microfiche. And lastly, one could refer to any part of that paper file, which not only showed the result at court but also revealed the offence for

  which the prisoner had originally been arrested.




  Sadly, the defence counsel had much to learn because he was obviously unaware of the cardinal rule of all competent briefs: “Never ask a question, unless you know the answer!” So in

  a sustained bout of silliness, he gave a contrived sigh of exasperation and drawled, “Pray tell the court of the circumstances of this ghastly assault for which my client was fined the

  staggering sum of £75.”




  Unfortunately, he was so wrapped up in the sound of his own rhetoric that he failed to notice the wild anxiety in his client’s eyes, nor his vigorous and negative head-shaking.




  A smile flitted across Randall’s face as he looked up from the prisoner’s CRO file and nodded. “Certainly.”




  He waited a couple of seconds to ensure that he had the undivided attention of the Bench before casually replying, “He pulled the victim’s toenails out, with a pair of

  pliers!”




  The prisoner buried his face in his hands, the barrister’s face turned chalk-white and the beak roared, “WHAT!” Rightly or wrongly, he tarred all the defendant’s

  co-accused with the same brush and remanded the lot in custody for seven days. The magistrate then demanded to know how anybody could have been fined such a paltry sum for such a serious assault

  and an investigation was launched.




  This was the explanation. The prisoner had been arrested by a police constable and, given the gravity of the offence, he had quite rightly been charged with inflicting grievous

  bodily harm with intent, to be tried only at the Old Bailey and punishable with life imprisonment.




  However, between arrest and the initial court appearance, the prisoner had been spoken to – interviewed would have been far too harsh a term – by a venal CID officer whom I shall

  refer to as Detective Constable Barry Smithson. Both the charge and the evidence were impressively watered down, hence the resultant fine of just £75; I have no doubt that the

  arrangement and consultancy fees were somewhat steeper.




  At the conclusion of the discipline board which followed, Smithson was sacked in double-quick time and although his senior officers probably sighed with relief, they were not the only ones to

  experience a sense of salvation.




  With the gang locked up, there was no need for any further secrecy. For many years, it had been suspected that Allen had been carrying out his fire-raising; now sweeping

  enquiries could be made.




  Between 1955 and 1969, eight of the properties which Allen had purchased in the mid-Anglia region had gone up in flames. In the weeks and months following the arrests, I went all over Essex,

  Hertfordshire, Suffolk and Norfolk, investigating those fires and the people who witnessed them. Because of the time that had passed, some of the witnesses were dead, but I found others who, though

  elderly, possessed memories which were amazingly sharp. One old chap, then in his eighties, had been a volunteer fireman in the 1950s when a fire occurred in the middle of the night at the Oast

  House, Saffron Walden, which was one of Allen’s properties.




  “I went along because it was in an out-of-the-way place and only I knew where it was,” he told me. “We had nearly got there when I saw Mr Allen’s car coming towards us; I

  knew it was his – there wasn’t all that many cars round here after the war and you couldn’t miss his one – it was a great big flash American job!” He chuckled.

  “The next day, I read in the paper that Mr Allen said he’d been at a club in Southend at the time of the fire, but he couldn’t have been – could he?”




  The retired fireman was just one of many witnesses I found. I would work one week from home – meaning that I would carry out all the enquiries closest to home, so that I could return each

  night; and then the following week, I would cram in as many enquiries, as far afield as I could, moving from hotel to hotel. And remember, in all of these enquiries, it would not be the case of

  completing one enquiry before going on to the next; quite often, while carrying out one particular investigation, the result would be three or four more different lines of enquiry. It was nothing

  other than pure detective work, and I loved it.




  In some of these cases, straw was brought into the property prior to the blaze occurring; not only because straw was a good accelerant, but because it burnt away to almost nothing and what was

  left was usually washed away, courtesy of the firemen’s hoses.




  One such case occurred when Allen purchased Witham Lodge Farm, Witham, Essex, which lies back from the Hatfield Road, in 1965. The premises were run-down, and in fact had been used as a barn. In

  an effort to be helpful, the previous owner removed bales of straw which had been deposited in the library. To his amazement, Allen was furious, saying that he wanted them in the library.

  Even more astounding was that on the night of the fire, the previous owner witnessed the firemen throwing out bales of burning straw, which had mysteriously found their way back into the

  library.




  A year later, Allen purchased Shortgrove Hall, Essex, for £47,000. It had been intended, so it was said, to turn it into a hotel and a casino and, it was further said, Allen went to

  the Colony Club in London’s West End, seeking advice on this venture from the Hollywood film star (and gangster) George Raft. It was during that night that the premises burnt down. The same

  fate was in store for Coldham Hall, Stanningfield, Suffolk, where the model Claudia Schiffer now lives.




  The latest venture had been the purchase of Briggate Mill, in March 1975, for £10,500. It was the subject of planning permission to convert it into six flats and three maisonettes

  and had been insured for £175,000. On the evening of 7 August 1975, six fire appliances were called to deal with a fire at the premises. In the fifteen minutes it took them to arrive,

  the blaze had gutted the building. By an incredible coincidence, the fire was witnessed by the manager of the Royal Insurance Company, who had insured the building, and who was visiting friends

  next door; the heat was so intense, it was feared that the blaze would spread to the neighbour’s property, which fortunately proved not to be the case.




  The trial began on Friday, 10 September 1976 at Norwich Crown Court, before Mr Justice MacKenna. John Marriage QC, a highly competent barrister, appeared for the prosecution and he was assisted

  by the late James Crespi. Three years previously, Crespi had fortuitously escaped death when an IRA bomb had exploded outside the Old Bailey, and he was one of the 162 persons who sustained injury.

  A press photograph depicting the blood-splattered torn shirt on his corpulent body was flashed around the world. A great character and a lover of good food, his enormous girth precluded fast

  movement; during Crespi’s stay at Norwich, his journey between the court and the Old Crown Hotel opposite, was covered by taxi.




  In the dock were eight defendants; all of them were charged with conspiracy to cheat and defraud in respect of the insurance claim at Briggate Mill and to this charge, all of them pleaded not

  guilty. In addition, Allen and his former wife were charged with conspiring to defraud the County Fire Office Ltd of £150,000 in respect of Shortgrove Hall, Saffron Walden, and both of

  them pleaded not guilty to this charge. She would later be acquitted.




  Quite simply, the case for the Crown was that all of the defendants had played a part, to a lesser or greater degree, in burning down buildings, preparing false insurance claims or in some way

  covering-up; all, except for Allen, who was described as the organizer.




  Just as simply, the case for the defence was that none of the defendants had done anything of the kind and the police had fitted them up. Allen went further – he made no secret of his

  friendship with the Kray brothers and that he had considered bringing Charlie into his businesses in East Anglia (although this had not happened). Moreover, he claimed, the police had never

  recovered the proceeds of the Kray crime empire and they had maliciously decided to bring charges against him, because of his association with them. Sounds as though the stage was set for a

  no-holds-barred fight, doesn’t it? You’d be right.




  Everything witnessed, overheard or written down by the police, said the defence, was a lie. Allen, said the prosecution, had suggested to several police officers that he could “put them on

  to big things”, if only they would drop the charges. If they would not, he said, he would have no option but to “turn Queen’s Evidence” and tell the truth, this being the

  only way out for him. This was definitely disputed by Allen. Since the police thought that this would certainly be the case, Detective Sergeant Terry Brown GM went to the remand prison where

  Allen was being held, in the hope that he would repeat himself. Brown had been fitted with a “Nagra” or concealed tape recorder. So had Allen. It’s what’s known as “A

  Mexican Stand-off”.




  And so it went on, “Yes, you did,” “No, I didn’t,” until the defence suddenly dropped a bombshell.




  Detective Chief Superintendent Len Gillert was being cross-examined by Allen’s barrister, who suddenly, and out of the blue, asked him:




  “Have you been tapping my client’s telephone?” Consternation in court!




  Gillert swallowed and then replied, “I can neither confirm nor deny the question.”




  The barrister furiously stated that that was not an answer; Gillert replied that it was. Eventually, the judge decided that he would make a ruling on whether the question should be answered or

  not, but not until Gillert had had the opportunity of legal advice, to discuss all the imputations of the question. Which is what happened: Gillert consulted with the director of public

  prosecutions and the attorney general, who came to the conclusion that, if the judge decided that Gillert should answer the question, he must do so. And the judge did ask the question and

  the answer which Gillert gave was, of course, “Yes”.




  Knowledge of what one criminal is saying (or indeed writing) to another is an immensely important weapon against crime and it has been for years. Special Branch officers tapped the telephone

  lines of insurgents before and during the First World War, and the whole business has always been shrouded in secrecy. Many people think that when the police wish to intercept a criminal’s

  telephone calls, it is done at the drop of a hat. Not so. There are only a specific number of “lines” available and the majority of these go to the security services, Special Branch and

  the Anti-Terrorist Squad, because of the threat to national security. In every case, including requests for more common-or-garden criminals’ telephone calls to be intercepted, a report has to

  be made out, showing that an intercept is necessary in order to frustrate an impending and serious crime. Even then, the request may not be supported by senior police officers. But if it is, the

  report has to go to the Home Secretary for signing and then the warrant will be only for a specific period; it is very difficult to get that period extended. Of course, the whole thing is kept

  under wraps and, for many years, anybody under the rank of detective inspector was not even supposed to be aware of telephone intercepts.




  So, when the use of telephone intercepts was suddenly aired in open court at Allen’s trial, there was, as I have already said, considerable consternation. I believe that this daring gambit

  by the defence was made purely to shock the establishment to such a degree, that flushed with embarrassment, the director of public prosecutions would direct that no further evidence would be

  offered in the case. Well, if that was the case, they were wrong. All it did was to alert the jury to the fact that Allen was such a dangerous criminal that the Home Secretary had issued a warrant

  for his telephone line to be tapped. It was not as though what had been said on the telephone between Allen and his associates had been evidence; it would have been nice if it had been. And when

  Gillert simply answered that he could not “confirm nor deny” that Allen’s telephone had been tapped, he was only saying what he had been instructed to say in that sort of

  eventuality.




  What had caused Allen’s defence counsel to ask the question? Well, I don’t know, because I didn’t take part in Allen’s interview at the police station. But perhaps during

  the questioning Gillert asked, “Isn’t it right that you asked a co-defendant this, that and the other?” Then, Allen might have thought to himself, “Yes, I did ask him those

  matters but surely it was all said on the telephone?” It would not be long before an even halfway intelligent criminal came up with the right answer, and Allen was a very intelligent criminal

  indeed.




  Well, back now to Norwich Crown Court. It still had its fair share of mishaps to go. Following a submission to the judge, one of the defendants was acquitted. Two weeks later, the judge caused

  an enquiry to be held after it was alleged that approaches had been made to the jury; at the conclusion of the investigation, one of the jurors was discharged and the trial continued with just the

  eleven others.




  Eventually, on 7 January 1977, after deliberating for fifty-one hours and fifty minutes, the eight men and three women members of the jury returned their verdicts. Allen was found guilty of both

  charges.




  Telling him, “Your villainy has at long last been exposed,” Mr Justice MacKenna sentenced him to concurrent sentences of seven years’ imprisonment and ordered him to pay his

  own defence costs.




  Two more of the defendants each received four years’ imprisonment, another was sent down for three years, one was sentenced to twelve months’ imprisonment, suspended for two years,

  and ordered to pay £2,000 prosecution costs and £5,000 defence costs, and one was acquitted.




  And after eighty-three days, that was the end of the longest criminal trial that had then been held in an East Anglian court. The cost was estimated at £750,000.




  The Allen enquiry spawned offshoots. In February 1976, I was investigating a long-firm fraud (one in which increasingly large orders are placed with a supplier of goods and

  settled promptly, until payment is evaded on an especially large one) in Lincolnshire; then I was searching a farm, making arrests for conspiracy to cheat and defraud, and for possession of a

  firearm; within days I was up in Leicestershire, staying at the Holiday Inn for a couple of weeks, to look at the activities of a gang of fraudsters; and then I went down to Dorset, in connection

  with a blackmail enquiry.




  Everything that we did was recorded in maroon “Confidential” dockets, so when I went to the Yard that March, nattily attired to attend a board for selection to the rank of detective

  sergeant, I was taken aback when a crusty-looking old commander asked me:




  “And what are you up to now, Mr Kirby?”




  I gulped and replied, “I’m most awfully sorry, sir, but I can’t tell you.”




  He frowned and looked at my papers, again. Suddenly, realization dawned. “Oh, my dear boy!” he cried. “I’m so sorry – I shouldn’t have asked you!”




  After that, everything went well; I was asked a few charming questions by the chairman of the board, Deputy Assistant Commissioner Ray Anning, and that was that – I was in and out of that

  board in record time – and more importantly, one month later (and having spent a bare three years in the rank of detective constable) I was promoted to detective sergeant. Better than that,

  instead of being posted off the Squad (as was quite normal following promotion), I stayed exactly where I was.




  I flew to the Isle of Man to arrest a very disagreeable fellow for conspiracy to cheat and defraud. I remember that I had to speak to him quite sharply, but who he had conspired with, and who

  they were going to cheat and defraud, and what happened to them thereafter, I have no idea. There were so many enquiries being run, and I moved around, helping out on one, then going on to the

  next.




  By then, I had been part of the Serious Crime Squad for a year and had thoroughly enjoyed myself. Everything tackled was top-level criminal investigation; the officers who staffed the Serious

  were top-notch and I’d hardly had a moment to draw breath. What happened next was going to transport me, for the first time, into the world of international organized crime. I’m going

  to tell you what I remember. It’s difficult, because the enquiry was so vast. I didn’t know the full picture at the time, and I’m not sure I do now.




  It all started when we were given an East End gangster as a target. It was suspected that he was involved in fraudulent dealings with stolen and/or forged cheques, and he was

  kept under observation. He was followed from his home in the morning and usually he went to Prince Regents Lane in Plaistow, East London, where he had a scrap metal business. The business premises

  was kept under observation, and the comings and goings of his associates were photographed, noted and logged. From there, he would be followed, and who he met later would also be recorded and

  photographed. Some of these meetings took place in London’s West End. And one of the watchers, Detective Sergeant Hilda Harris, noticed that he met a “funny, fat little

  foreigner”. The following day, he met him again. And the next . . .




  Before long, the foreigner became the subject of surveillance. He too met up with other foreign nationals. Long-distance cameras were used – over 5,000 photographs were taken – and

  bugging devices were utilized. That they were deeply involved in international fraud was clear. What also became clear was that we were not alone in observing them. One night, during an observation

  at one of the suspect’s addresses, Detective Sergeant Trevor Cloughley had a word with one of our co-watchers; his explanation was neither satisfactory nor convincing and a huge row

  developed. It later transpired that the man was attached to MI5. They dropped out of the picture thereafter, and somebody unkindly remarked that the whole business was far too complex for them!




  On one occasion, members of the gang left the country, taking with them a suitcase full of money. We were monitoring their every movement. There was a hiccup when they were searched by customs

  and the money was discovered. Customs and Excise were outraged when we told them to return the money and let them go – after all, this was a clear breach of the currency regulations in force

  at the time. But the word came from very high up; and they were allowed to continue on their way.




  We had to pick them up upon their return, but this was most difficult of all. Simply because they had produced return tickets to Paris, it did not mean that they were going to return from Paris;

  it could have been any airport in the world. Nor could we rely on circulating their passport details to the Immigration Officers; by now, we knew they were in possession of forged passports, in

  different names and allegedly issued from different countries. So what I had to do was stake out the whole of Heathrow and check every single incoming flight. This I did with a team from the

  Leytonstone office of the Special Patrol Group, who were really excellent. We started so early in the morning and finished so late at night, we never had any trouble with the traffic – and

  this was before the M25 had opened, remember. Between checking the flights, there were distractions; seeing Concorde take off was a staggeringly impressive sight, and also seeing Jacqueline Onassis

  step off an all-night flight from New York. She looked stunning.




  But best of all was suddenly seeing the conspirators strolling towards immigration. I tipped the immigration officers the wink and they held them up long enough to photocopy their passports

  – they had used, of course, entirely different passports from the ones with which they had left the country. With the photocopies in my possession, we raced for our cars, and drove round to

  the terminal just in time to see them get into a taxi and set off for London. They were deposited at various addresses and that facet of the enquiry was over for us. I sighed with relief. If the

  gang had slipped in unnoticed, I would never have heard the last of it. Now, we could look forward to some much-needed sleep.




  Not for long, though; we had heard by now that the gang had attempted to purchase some land in Torremolinos, Spain, by means of three banker’s drafts, which totalled

  £1,300,000, on behalf of an Arab sheikh. In fact, the story of the sheikh was as phoney as the banker’s drafts; and prior to handing these over, the conmen suddenly spotted an

  isolated error made by an otherwise perfect forger. The risk was too great. The conmen hastily departed and they lost out on their anticipated commission of £130,000, which the

  property developer would have been only too happy to give them.




  The observations had gone on for months and there was a strain, both on finances and the constitutions of the officers carrying out the work. Finally, sufficient evidence was amassed to justify

  the gang’s arrest.




  In the early hours of 13 August 1976, there was a briefing in the gymnasium at Limehouse Police Station. Over a hundred police officers were present, including everybody attached to the Serious

  Crime Squad, officers from other departments at C1 and members of the Special Patrol Group. Everything depended on split-second timing. The entire gang had to be rounded up, all at the same time so

  that none of them could alert other gang members. All of us were given dockets for the targets. Mine was a German national, named Karl Lempertz. I had kept him under observation for so long that I

  felt as though we knew each other – when I arrested him, I would not have been particularly surprised if he’d said, “Hello, Dick!”




  Lempertz (who was known as “Kärlchen” or “Charlie”) was a playboy type, fifty-six years of age, tall, fit and tanned, with receding grey hair. He was always

  immaculately dressed, in a casual style which really would have suited a younger man – but with his fine physique and general air of savoir faire he carried it off quite well. We knew

  he had a police record in other parts of the world, but one piece of intelligence about him really had me on my mettle. He was supposed to be in possession of a fountain-pen gun, of the type

  favoured by secret agents during the Second World War, so when he was arrested I would have to move very quickly indeed.




  At 6 o’clock in the morning, a small group of us gathered outside his bedroom in Mayfair’s Berkeley Hotel. There was absolutely no reason whatsoever for me to suspect the girl on the

  switchboard of any impropriety, but I left an officer with her all the same, as we went upstairs with the manager; I didn’t want there to be even the smallest chance of Lempertz being

  forewarned, resulting in me or any of my team getting ever so slightly shot. I quizzed the manager about the layout of the room, because once we went in, I wanted to be moving in the right

  direction, fast. The manager obliged by unlocking an identical, unoccupied room, so that I could see the position of the bed, the bathroom and the windows. Satisfied, I checked my watch. As the

  second hand swept past 6 o’clock, the manager quietly unlocked the door and in we went.




  I could see two forms in the big double bed; I had identified which of the lumps was Lempertz, so I directed some officers to the other side of the bed. I nodded and as the other person in the

  bed was grabbed, I got hold of Lempertz’s neck and whisked him right off the pillow and as he headed south, towards the floor, I flicked the pillow across the room; I’d reasoned that if

  he had the fountain-pen gun in his possession, it would be under there. It wasn’t – nor was it anywhere else. Lempertz was handcuffed and if at that time I had been fluent in German, I

  would have laconically remarked, “Also – Sie sind verhaftet!” But I wasn’t – so I merely stated, “Right – you’re under arrest,” and

  I’ve no doubt he knew what I meant.




  Not so his twenty-five-year-old companion; she professed to know no English at all, although she appeared to find the whole business highly amusing. She was in possession of what appeared to be

  a quantity of quite expensive jewellery, so that accompanied her to the nick.




  By the time I had got back to Limehouse, the prisoners were locked up and their property listed, and I found things were really moving. The head of the gang – the “funny, fat little

  foreigner” – had also been arrested. Originally we had known him as “Weisser”, but now, as far as we could ascertain, the portly, balding little man was Henry Oberlander,

  aged fifty-one – but he might not have been. In his possession were found twenty-five forged passports, including diplomatic passports bearing his photograph, all in different names.




  These passports, Oberlander would later say, were not used to perpetrate fraud. Oh no, they were an aid to avoid assassination! As a young man, he had been imprisoned in one of the Nazi

  concentration camps. Sentenced to death with other Jews, he had been machine-gunned in the legs, and, feigning death, he had rolled into a ditch with the dead bodies of his comrades, later escaping

  under cover of darkness. Shot in the legs, eh, while all the others had been killed? Right. And after that, he had devoted himself to helping other Jews to escape, a sort of a Scarlet Pimpernel

  character. And then he fled to Vienna and then Hungary, helping even more Jews escape from the Russians, following the uprising in 1956. But his overriding desire was to track down the Nazi

  killers. Why, he had tracked Josef Mengele, the “death doctor” of Auschwitz, to a ranch in Argentina – he was within shooting distance of him! Oberlander had wanted to kidnap

  Mengele but he was too well guarded; and now, here in London, agents from ODESSA, the organization for former members of the SS, were hot on his trail – hence the forged passports, to keep

  one step ahead of them.




  This, as you will have probably already guessed, we considered to be complete and consummate bollocks.




  Oberlander had a small, wire-haired terrier named “Napoleon”. It couldn’t be left behind, so it was brought in as well. It was put in the kennels at Limehouse and was generally

  petted by the officers who passed by. In the end, nobody knew what to do with it; I believe a PP voucher was put round its neck and it was sent off to the Prisoners’ Property Store and was

  never seen again. Perhaps it was machine-gunned in the legs and managed to escape under cover of darkness.




  Detective Sergeant Tony Goss had kicked in the front door of a flat in Vere Court, Bayswater. He had expected to arrest Francisco Fiocca, a forty-eight-year-old Argentinian, and so he did, but

  what he saw caused his mouth to hang open in amazement. He lost no time in getting on the telephone to Detective Chief Superintendent Len Gillert; and all he could say, repeatedly, was,

  “Fucking hell, Guv’nor! Fucking hell! You’d better come down here quick and see for yourself!”




  Tony had discovered the ultimate forger’s den. It was not just the printing press; the den was also stacked with 1,500 forged bank drafts, drawn on thirty-nine different banks and with a

  face value of almost £3 million, engraving equipment, rubber stamps for visas which had been stolen from embassies and consulates, 340 stolen airline tickets, credit cards, typefaces

  from different countries and a machine for printing in amounts on drafts. There were also birth and baptism certificates, travel documents and 120 forged passports. The enormous quantity of stolen

  and forged traveller’s cheques took hours to count. And then there was four million pesetas, plus $50,000 in forged currency. There was also the gang’s escape kit – bogus papers

  which would have enabled them to flee behind the Iron Curtain.




  For someone of Fiocca’s ability, the plan was simple. Hundreds of men and women from all over the world had their pockets picked, their handbags stolen, their jackets, left for a few

  moments over the back of a chair, rifled. Their passports, identity documents, traveller’s cheques and airline tickets found their way to the gang who, because of their obvious connections

  with the country, became known as “The Hungarian Circle”. The stolen goods were handed to Fiocca, who brilliantly forged them, using the right inks and papers. Banker’s drafts,

  for relatively small amounts, were legitimately purchased; these too were copied. Just how brilliant these forgeries were will be seen.




  The rest of the gang? André Biro, aged fifty-two, from Hampstead who, like Oberlander, was short, tubby and balding, and who often wore dark, horn-rimmed glasses, was the group’s

  quartermaster. Born in Brazil, he had been taken to Hungary as a boy. Fleeing from the revolution in 1956, he had travelled to Argentina, and thence, illegally, to Britain in 1974. He had obtained

  the type, cheque machines and paper for Fiocca.




  Romanian-born Jorge Grunfeld, aged fifty-five, was living at the same address as Oberlander. As a young man, he had gone to Budapest and then, in 1948, emigrated to Argentina. He described

  himself as an antiques dealer although, as I later unkindly pointed out to him, “You wouldn’t have known a genuine antique from a fucking milk bottle.” He also passed himself off

  as a property developer, buying genuine banker’s drafts for Fiocca to copy.




  We had originally known Emile Fleischman, aged fifty-seven, from Ladbroke Mews, Notting Hill, as “Vogel”. It was one of many aliases that he used. He had been born in Hungary,

  educated in Switzerland, Sofia and the Sorbonne in Paris, and in fact his rather distinguished appearance, with his swept-back hair and dark glasses, did lend him a somewhat academic air. He added

  that he had been a French Foreign Legionnaire, although I did think this was stretching credulity a bit too far. If he had have been, he would have been entitled to French citizenship at the

  end of his service. Now, for whatever reason, he was stateless. He was also Oberlander’s aide and he used false passports to pass forged banker’s drafts around the world.




  The East End gangster – who was later bound over to keep the peace for five years in the sum of £5,000 – and some associates were brought in too, plus some also-rans.

  And if the days following the arrest of Geoff Allen and his gang were considered frantic, these arrests would put Allen & Co. in the shade.




  To start with, there was the immense volume of property. Then there were dozens of prisoners who had been brought in from the forty addresses which had been raided. The

  majority spoke good (if accented) English, but there were some who purported not to and some who clearly did not. Therefore, interpreters had to be brought in. One of the prisoners had demanded a

  Romanian interpreter, so one was located and was requested to come to Limehouse Police Station. ‘Are you conversant with the Romanian language?” he was asked.




  “Sir,” he replied, proudly, “I can speak many languages.” Unfortunately, Romanian was not one of them, because after a five-minute, one-sided conversation, the prisoner,

  who was looking more and more baffled, turned to us and said, “I haven’t a clue what this cunt’s on about. Come on, fuck him off out of it – I’ll talk to

  you!”




  I interviewed Lempertz’s girlfriend. Where had the jewellery come from, she was asked. She shrugged. “Kärlchen” had given them to her. And where had he got them from?

  Again, she shrugged. In the end, there were no grounds for detaining her any longer, so she was released and returned to Germany, and I never saw her again.




  However, that was not the end of her involvement in the case. We heard that Lempertz was suspected of being involved in a £900,000 jewellery robbery in Bonn, so we photographed the

  jewellery which I had found in the girl’s possession and sent it to our West German counterparts, the Bundeskriminalamt (BKA) – the German Federal Police. Back came the answer

  – the pieces were positively identified as being part-proceeds of the robbery. We passed the details of Lempertz’s bedmate on to the BKA, who had her placed under surveillance. The

  BKA’s surveillance teams were second to none. For static observations, they recruited young mothers with babies and old-age pensioners. The latter were completely unobtrusive as they sat on

  the benches in a cemetery as they waited for the mobile surveillance team to follow Lempertz’s girlfriend there, just as they had done on several occasions. She had spent quite some time at

  one particular graveside – in fact, it was her grandmother’s – and after several such visits, she was detained and an explanation demanded. It was clearly unsatisfactory, so the

  BKA promptly started digging up the grave. Before the cadaver of her long-dead grandmother could be hoicked out of the coffin and frisked, it was discovered that there was a shallower and far more

  recent grave next to the main one. There they found the bulk of the jewellery from the robbery. It had been hidden there and a piece at a time had been retrieved to sell on. The young lady later

  had a tearful and uncomfortable encounter with the public prosecutor. The federal authorities, it seemed, had very unequivocal ideas about the misuse of consecrated ground, and probably considered

  it more serious than receiving a bit of stolen “tom”.
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  Glasgow Crimefighter




  Les Brown and Robert Jeffrey




  Les Brown joined the Glasgow force hoping to be in line for some “real policing” – not simply to be pounding the beat – and he wasn’t

  disappointed. Glasgow in the 1960s and 1970s was not yet the cultural hub we know it as today. The infamous post-war housing schemes in areas such as Castlemilk and Blackhill had been built with

  the best of intentions, and were a great improvement on the urine-soaked slums that had been cleared to make way for them.




  However, their architects had planned little in the way of facilities and entertainment. Slowly, shops and even bars and bookmakers moved in. But in the beginning, residents were left with

  little to do, and this included a number of the city’s infamous street gangs, such as the Cumby (named after Cumberland Street) who had been relocated wholesale along with their families.

  Against a background of poverty, routine drunkenness and random violence, robberies, safecracking and racketeering grew in frequency, as did street battles between gangs, or

  “rammys”.




  In this climate, Brown’s talent for detection was recognized and his career progressed to membership of Glasgow’s Flying Squad and Criminal Investigations Department. In his long

  career as a detective, Brown was in on the investigation of many of Scotland’s most famous crimes, including those of Arthur Thompson Sr, Glasgow’s infamous “Last

  Godfather”, the “ice-cream wars”, and the “Bible John” murders, the last of which still resonate, officially unsolved, today.




  The following extract exemplifies the legal difficulties that can be created when plain-clothes detectives get close to an informer, especially when the “grass” is also a suspect!

  And yet a mere word from the street, which may have been second- or third-hand or even hearsay, has begun some of the most successful investigations in the history of policing. If a compassionate

  and straight-up copper like Brown can become mixed up in a case in which the defence can muddy the water with pertinent questions concerning the relationship between detectives and their source of

  information, then it gives a clue as to how fraught with legal difficulty the deployment of Covert Human Intelligence Sources can be, where the officer concerned may be sharing many aspects of

  everyday life with suspects, let alone information. For, merely by making use of an informant, Brown laid himself open to the mistaken interpretation that he and his staff had acted as agents

  provocateurs.




  All careers have a defining juncture, something that transcends all that has gone before and that can cast a long shadow on what comes after. For

  me, it was the famous Albany Hotel drug trial in 1977. This complex, tortuous case had more twists and turns than a Hitchcock movie. In it, the Strathclyde CID and two members of the Strathclyde

  Drug Squad were pitched against each other. Drug dealers, out-of-town-couriers, shady characters much known about town and the biggest legal names of the day were all involved with a drugs raid in

  a luxurious hotel in the city centre. No wonder it dominated the headlines in the papers for weeks. It was, some say, the most controversial episode in the history of the force. I was at the centre

  of it – and I came out of it vindicated by the judge and jury, by my peers in the force and by the events that unfolded after the drama of the trial was long over. It was a period in

  my service that I will never forget – there were many worrying moments and many sleepless nights. For me, this was quite simply the mother of all trials!




  The saga finally ended with a mysterious gangland death in a dusty ravine in Pennsylvania but it had all started back in Glasgow many years before that bloody deed was discovered and it is wise

  to start this labyrinthine tale at the beginning and to remember that seemingly innocuous happenings, as the drama unfolded, would come to take centre stage at the eventual trial of David McHugh

  and Terence Frank Goodship.




  In my Flying Squad days I was involved in a case of a David Cussins and some three hundred stolen car radios. Cussins was arrested for being involved in the theft but was found not guilty.

  However, I came in contact with him again when, some time later, we were hunting down a sex attacker in the Charing Cross area. Cussins lived locally and helped the Flying Squad by pointing out the

  house of a suspect – although he was subsequently eliminated from the inquiry.




  In the following years, our paths crossed from time to time and I found it easy to talk to this relatively minor figure in the Glasgow underworld. I say relatively minor but he was a man who

  often knew just what was going on in his patch. To illustrate the sort of relationship we had, I will tell of a day at the races. I was on the course at Ayr, looking for a fugitive we suspected

  would be there, and Cussins was at the pleasant track down the coast to lose some money on nags that failed to live up to his expectations.




  When we met that sunny day, he had the cheek to tell me he had done his cash in and ask for a lift home in a squad car. He had no chance of that but I did give him a fiver for the fare home. He

  repaid me a couple of days later by offering me tickets he had acquired for a World Cup football match in Germany between Scotland and Brazil. I was always wary of him, though, and careful about my

  relationship with him. So, when he offered me those tickets, it was not hard to say, “No thanks.”




  Cussins had by this time taken over a shop in Great Western Road. He and his family lived in the top end of Sauchiehall Street and, since his ear was usually attuned to what was happening on the

  streets of the town, I visited him and his family from time to time – but I never went without another member of the squad with me. When we were on night shift and there wasn’t much

  doing we would pop into his shop, even as late as midnight.




  The shop was in student territory and it was the sort of place that became busier as the night went on. It was a standing joke with the squad that, whenever we visited the shop, we would have a

  good look at the stock. One night, we thought he was overstocked with tins of instant coffee so we took one away and had enquiries made by the day shift to see if a consignment of coffee had been

  stolen. That was the kind of relationship we had.




  It is vital to spell this out because, later, our relationship would be the subject of controversy. Cussins knew clearly that, no matter what, if he broke the law and we got to know about it, we

  would take action against him. It is also important to spell out that, despite what happened later, Cussins was not what could properly be described as a police informer, in the accepted definition

  of the term. We thought of him more as a likeable rogue who occasionally let slip something that could be a hint in police matters.




  But the plot was beginning to thicken. In September 1976, I was on an inspectors’ course in Ayr when Cussins phoned me seeking advice. We agreed he should come to Ayr for a chat and, the

  next day, he told me he was suspected of stealing a large sum of money from a flat in Roystonhill. The owner of the flat, one Thomas Paramasivan, knew where Cussins stayed and was well able to

  mount an attack on him or his family – and was likely to do so. He said that the theft of the money was being investigated by the Northern Division CID. I told Cussins I was returning to

  Glasgow the next day and would make some enquiries and speak to the officer investigating the case with a view to having a word with Paramasivan, who I knew, to let him know we were aware of the

  threats to Cussins. He seemed pleased and we agreed to meet the following day in a pub near his home.




  The following morning I phoned Caroline Farmer, the officer in charge of the case, and received some surprising news. She told me that Cussins had attacked Paramasivan with a shotgun and she was

  looking for him on several serious charges. I told her of my arrangement to meet Cussins and told her of the agreed time and place. She went along with the suggestion that members of my squad and I

  should arrest Cussins and bring him in to her office. Joe Jackson, Brian Laird and I went to the pub as arranged but he was nowhere to be seen so we went to his house.




  I told the guys I would knock at the door and, if Cussins was in, I would signal for them to join me. However, although Mrs Cussins was there, her husband was not at home. Mrs Cussins said she

  would contact David on his “Air Call” bleeper, a system of keeping in touch that was popular before everyone and his dog had a mobile phone. She made the call, gave a three-digit code

  number and said that he should phone home as someone wanted to speak to him. I didn’t know it at the time but Cussins had a recently introduced, more sophisticated type of bleeper that could

  receive verbal messages. He would get the “someone wants to speak to you” message verbally with no need to contact anyone at Air Call. No sooner had the message gone out than I heard

  the noise of a bleeper going off nearby and this was followed, almost immediately, by the sound of a key in the door and in walked David Cussins accompanied by Joe and Brian.




  I was furious with Cussins, who had broken our arrangement to meet at the pub, and he was immediately arrested for the attack on Paramasivan. The house was thoroughly searched and Cussins was

  taken to the Northern. As far as David Cussins was concerned, I thought, “Hell mend him.” I went back to Ayr to complete my course.




  On 5 October, I got a call from Mrs Cussins telling me that David wanted to speak to me in Barlinnie. What was said remains controversial to this day. I checked with Ms Farmer who had no

  objections to me talking to him. At no time in this meeting in the jail did Cussins ask me to get him on bail and at no time did I mention bail to Ms Farmer or to the Procurator Fiscal dealing with

  the case. But, despite there being no favours on offer from the police, this is what Cussins told me that day in the Bar-L.




  According to him, the man behind most of the drugs coming into Glasgow was an Asian called Khan who lived in Pollokshields. I was told he had an associate called Ahmed who lived in Mount

  Florida, also on the south side. Another name was mentioned to me – that of Francis Wray from Govan. I wrote all three names in my notebook although, at the time, they meant nothing to me.

  Apparently, the drugs were coming into the country in specially adapted cars.




  The day after this most significant meeting, I called into the Drug Squad’s office after first going to the Scottish Criminal Records Office where I obtained a photograph of a man called

  Khan. I met with two extremely well-known cops: Jack Beattie, head of the Drug Squad, a former night fighter pilot and, according to his newspaper friends, the greatest master of disguise since

  Sherlock Holmes; and his right-hand man, Detective Sergeant John Brown.




  We had a cup of tea and looked at the photograph. Beattie informed me, “You have the right name and address but the wrong photograph.” Brown chipped in to say, “We know about

  Ali Khan and the drugs but you will have to go some to catch him.” At this point, I told them where the info had come from and the temperature in the room dropped – this was clearly not

  what they wanted to hear. I was in the dark to the fact that Cussins had complained to the police that officers in the Drug Squad were giving students – many of whom he knew because of his

  shop – drugs provided the cops were given the names of the recipients. The complaint had been investigated and found to be false. Knowing the Drug Squad better than most, I would agree with

  that finding. But although Jack Beattie and John Brown had been investigated and cleared, they were aware that the source of the complaint had been Cussins. No wonder they responded the way they

  did to my info – to them anything coming from Cussins was to be treated with suspicion and, in the circumstances, who could blame them?




  However, it is worth pointing out that, in January 1980, at Bristol Crown Court, nine men were convicted of illegally importing drugs into the UK in specially converted vehicles. Three were from

  Glasgow – Ali Ahmed Khan, Bashir Ahmed and Francis Wray – and they were all jailed.




  On 27 October 1976, Cussins was released on bail and during the first week of November Brian Laird and I visited his shop and found him sitting upstairs in a small office, ill at ease and

  obviously with something worrying him. We asked what was wrong and, after some persuasion, he told us he had become involved with “a right heavy mob”. This transpired to be an

  invitation from a Glasgow “businessman” to go to London and negotiate a deal for drugs. Asked the name of the businessman, he initially refused to say but I said, “Tell me it all

  or tell me none of it!” and, after that, he said Eddie Topalion was the person involved.




  A man well known in the city, Topalion owned the Ad Lib restaurant in Hope Street. Cussins said he was due to go south the very next day. He had known of the trip for about two weeks but had

  told no one about it. He asked me to go to London with him but, of course, I refused. I suggested he himself should refuse to go but he was told that, if he didn’t go, they would just get

  someone else to do it. I didn’t believe this and suspected he had made similar trips in the past. However, we agreed that he would go to London and contact me on his return.




  On Friday, 5 November, Detective Sergeant John Corrie, then in the Criminal Intelligence Unit, received information that three men were coming to Glasgow on the Sunday and that they would be in

  possession of a “prize”. They had apparently been in Glasgow before and had stayed at the Albany, one of the top places in town. Despite the classy nature of the hotel, they had

  complained that, for some reason, the room they had been given did not suit their needs. One of them was called Matt.




  Around lunchtime on the same day, I received a call from Cussins saying he would take the 6 p.m. flight from London and asking if we would pick him up at Glasgow Airport. Brian Laird and I drove

  out to the airport, arriving just before seven, and we heard a call on the public address asking for me. It was Detective Constable Janet Grant at Temple. Cussins had phoned to say he had missed

  the flight and would arrive one hour later. Sure enough, when the eighty or so passengers appeared down the stairs from arrivals, Cussins was among them.




  Later, when the whole saga came to trial, I was asked in court how I knew he had just come from London. The suggestion was that he could have arrived in Glasgow one hour earlier and got up to

  anything during that time before meeting us. It was true that we only had his word for it that he had missed the earlier flight but I didn’t doubt him.




  Once inside the CID car, Cussins handed me an envelope which I opened and found that it contained what appeared to be a small slab of cannabis. It was about half the size of a matchbox and gave

  off an extremely pungent aroma. Cussins opened up about his London trip and the anxiety he had shown before he left seemed to have been well merited. The “heavy team” he had talked of

  met him in a pub. Some were wearing shoulder holsters with the weapons on view. Two extremely well-dressed guys sat in a corner. Cussins remarked that they looked like cops and was reassured not to

  worry – “they’re on our side.” Not so far fetched considering some of the stories of what went on in the Met at that time.




  We dropped Cussins at his home and drove to Police HQ where a police scientist, Campbell Stewart, confirmed that the substance in the envelope was cannabis – probably Moroccan gold, the

  top-of-the-range stuff. We left the HQ and made our way to the home of Detective Chief Superintendent James Binnie, head of the CID, who was aware what was happening as I had briefed him earlier.

  We showed him the cannabis and he jokingly said, “It would just about fill my pipe.” I told him my intention was to give the cannabis back to Cussins as he might be required to show the

  quality to Topalion or anyone else for that matter. I asked for permission for our squad to be armed – such authorisation was required from someone above the rank of chief inspector –

  and it was given.




  The cannabis was returned to Cussins at his house and he was told we would expect it back. He was unable to confirm exactly when the men from London would bring the drugs to Glasgow but thought

  it would probably be the Sunday. On Saturday, 6 November, Brian and I made another call at Cussins’s house to discuss strategy should the couriers arrive the next day. We were inside the

  house when the phone rang at 12.40 p.m. and Cussins remarked, “This could be them.” There was an extension to the main phone and I told Cussins to pick up the phone on the count of

  three and, simultaneously, I would pick up the extension. An English voice said, “Hello, Dave, it’s Matt. I’ve been in touch with our friend and it’s OK. We’ll be

  coming through on Sunday about 5.30.”
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