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DISCLAIMER


The author has tried to recreate events, locales and conversations from memories of them. In order to maintain their anonymity and protect privacy in some instances names of individuals and places have been changed. Some identifying characteristics, details, events or incidents may also have been altered.






This book is dedicated to the memory of all of my parents. In addition my family, their partners and my grandchildren and in particular my wife, without her support, care and understanding this book would never had been written. I also acknowledge my son and daughter-in-law, whose tireless dedication helped shaped the business. Also, I acknowledge close friends who became colleagues and colleagues and clients who became close friends, in particular Monique my assistant who shared this emotional ride with me.




TESTIMONIALS





Andy was a blind Private Investigator, and good at what he did. Each chapter in his book is so realistic, it’s hard to identify the actual protagonist. Is it the criminal or the detective? Andy’s real-life compelling cases introduce you to the raw streetwise investigative planning and execution techniques fiction writers are unaware of. Solutions and approaches are his hallmark as Andy fearlessly and methodically solves each client’s problem. The best way to catch a criminal is to think like a criminal. Told in a unique, warm and humour-filled style you won’t put this bbook down. It is the accidental: ‘How To’ reference book for investigators, and a great read for everyone.


Mike Evans


Director, Australian Security Academy





I first met Andy in 2012 and was immediately struck by his ability to put everyone at ease. He has amassed a truly impressive global network of security and investigation professionals which is testament to his professionalism. Being blind has never been a constraint. Spend five minutes with Andy and it is evident his professional experience and personal skills are superior to most. Few people have accomplished as much as Andy and done it with such a great attitude. Reading his book I am able to relive some of the stories I’ve already heard and be entertained by those that he hasn’t the chance to share as yet.


Nigel Habben


Manager Governance & Compliance, Caterpillar Inc.





I was fortunate to work with Andrew for many years and found him to be an extremely skilled investigator, a man with a great sense of humour and loyalty together with the ability to hang in there when others may have given up. Age may have caught up with both of us, but the memory of many satisfied clients remains. Problem Solved will provide a fascinating read and gives good insight into the world of private investigations.


Barry Westin, OAM
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INTRODUCTION




By the end of my career I’d been involved with gangsters and gold dealers, counterfeiting rings and embezzlers. I’d worked with business people at the peak of the global corporate world, all the way down to grubby scammers who couldn’t keep a job. I worked on jobs in Australia, Thailand, Egypt and all across the world. My business brought me into contact with everyone from closet homosexuals cheating on their wives to people running child exploitation rings. Some people knew what they were doing, while others had been drawn in-to making one mistake after another until it all caught up with them. Not all of them had broken the law, but that wasn’t my business anyway.


I was a private investigator for almost 40 years, primarily operating out of Melbourne. It’s a job that demands clandestine activity, but I was walking around Melbourne with a thick Glasgow accent and, by the end of my career, no vision in my eyes. It’s strange to think how successful I was at operating unseen by others, despite being so recognisable.


By the time I retired, I was known as the Blind Private Eye.


Being a private investigator can be an exhilarating job. From piecing things together and formulating a plan of attack, through to the inevitable twists and turns and the final rush of getting the information needed, there are plenty of highs. There are also long hours spent in the office or sitting in a car on a hot day (but I won’t be going into those too much).


Investigative work is about solving problems, and this is how I always approached it. There’s plenty of betrayal, dishonesty and outright criminal activity, but the work itself shouldn’t be emotional. You gather the information, you piece it together and you present it to the client. Sometimes, though, it’s not that easy.


Clients only ever call you when they’ve got a serious problem on their hands and, if they’ve got a serious problem, they’ve probably got a lot of strong emotion to go with it. Typically, it’s the type of problem that grinds away at them and keeps them awake at night. My kind of investigations were rarely as simple as tallying up the facts; people act in unpredictable ways, for hidden reasons, and what might seem obvious at first can often have deeper, surprising aspects.


I felt tremendous satisfaction from solving clients’ problems and, being a Scotsman, I certainly appreciated their generosity at the successful completion of the task.


I was born in 1954 on the outskirts of Glasgow, a single child with a good upbringing. My dad was a schoolmaster and my mother a stay-at-home housewife. We lived in a private house on the edge of a large housing commission scheme in Cambuslang, which was in the south-eastern suburbs of Glasgow. Close enough to be in and around the action but not immersed in it.


Although I did not realise it at the time, I was one of the youngest kids in our street and as such benefited from the knowledge of the other, older kids. I was naturally inquisitive and was frequently told to ‘keep my nose out of other people’s business’. I lived close to a large municipal park which was a fantastic play area for young kids growing up. I had plenty of scrapes, bumps and bruises and more than a few slaps round the back of the head from the older kids when I got in their way.


At school, life was fairly predictable and I would consider myself to be an average student, far more interested in sport than the academic side of life. The one thing I do remember is I would always ask the teachers those awkward questions, the ones out of left field that they would find hard to answer. As time went on they would tend to ignore me when I put my hand up.


After completing my final year I went to college and commenced a teacher training course which I soon gave up. My dad reckoned I should get into a government position as it was safe and I would have a job forever. I stuck with it for a few years, but found it boring and predictable.


In my mid-20s I sat the Strathclyde Police entrance exam and passed with flying colours; however, before signing up I got the opportunity to move to Australia. I arrived in June 1981 and went straight to the Australian Federal Police (AFP) office in Sydney. The guy who interviewed me was friendly and sympathetic, but told me that I would have to wait at least two years to gain citizenship before I could join the AFP. The interview went for well over an hour and by the end we were chatting as friends. He said he liked my style, my inquisitiveness and my general attitude to life. He suggested I get a job as a private investigator to tide me over for the following year or so until I could reapply. He gave me the name of a Sydney private investigator.


I kept the number in my pocket for a couple of weeks before deciding to give him a call. The rest, as they say, is history.


I was living in Coogee and was a regular visitor to Giles’ Gym. I was fascinated by the amount of hard work that the young lifesavers and rugby league players put into each session. I simply watched them and followed suit. As I was fairly fit, it only took a few months before I felt toned and at my peak performance. This was a critical part of my development; I became more positive in attitude, developed my perceptiveness, and improved my focus.


Over the next four years I honed my skills, conducting surveillance and security (executive protection), and learning about fraud investigations, including due diligence work. I enjoyed and excelled in information gathering. In those days it was amazing how much information could be gleaned by striking up a casual conversation in a bar or workplace. Even an unsolicited phone call to an unsuspecting target could produce a motherlode of information. The one advantage I seemed to possess was that people identified with my Scottish accent. If new Australians were approached by a strong Australian voice over the phone, they tended to be suspicious, but a northern European ‘wog’, for some reason, made them comfortable. In the company where I worked, I soon became the go-to guy for information gathering and problem solving.


I quickly understood that the basic principles in investigations came down to the following:


•  What happened?


•  Where did it happen?


•  When did it happen?


•  Why did it happen?


•  Who is responsible?


•  What loss has the client incurred?


I became involved in security and executive protection quite by chance. My company had various ‘bodyguard’ contracts for clients who visited from overseas. Although security risks in Australia were extremely low level, Americans in particular expected protection as a matter of course.


During this time I freelanced for several companies. I felt privileged that I was involved with a retired ASIO operative who worked part-time for one of the companies I had been involved with. He broke down the secrets of comprehensive report writing, teaching me that when writing a report, you must start with the background, while the next part is the objectives agreed with the client. Then there is the methodology. For example, surveillance, background checks, interviews of witnesses, suspects and litigation searches. After conducting these enquiries, you lay out the results, what was found and how. The last part is the conclusion and any recommendations that have come from your findings.


Most reports were very similar, but with a few specific keywords, were always effective. One of the other important facts he explained was that if you insert a couple of telling photographs on the front page of the report, it will create impact for the client. He quoted the old saying ‘a picture tells a thousand words’.


The skills I picked up during this period of time stood me in good stead for the future. I felt privileged to be taught these skills from such an experienced operative. I will forever be in his debt.




CHAPTER 1










UNDERCOVER JOB




I had been working for a small investigation company in Sydney for around 18 months when I was called into its Castlereagh Street office for a meeting with Johnno, my boss. He told me over a coffee that a client of his was having problems in the workplace. This client was a director of a company that owned a steelworks and a couple of the staff members on permanent night shift were creating problems.


There were reports of bullying, borrowing money and not paying it back, and physical attacks. Word had got back to management through the union but most of the affected workers were migrants and reluctant to make official reports. The union organiser was also fairly weak and tended to turn a blind eye. Senior management had interviewed both the perpetrators but had simply been told to go fuck themselves. The fact that they could say this directly to senior management without any repercussions gave a good indication as to the state of the company. The situation could not be allowed to continue and something fairly drastic had to be done.


Johnno suggested that I go undercover and record their antics so that evidence could be accrued and the workers sacked. Whilst working on night shift I would get a feel for what was going on and prepare detailed notes which could be used in evidence. There really was not much of a plan. Put simply, it was just a matter of casting the net and seeing what it caught.


As it was my first undercover job, I was fairly nervous and spent a considerable amount of time working out my background story. As is the case when you assume a new identity, the secret is to keep it as close to the truth as possible. Do not make it too complicated. For example, use family and friends’ first names and try and stay away from surnames as much as possible. Tell them the truth about your hobbies and sporting interests. Keep it simple was my motto.


I studied the history of the company and was presented with the personnel files of all involved. The two main perpetrators, Jack and Ray, were third-generation Aussies from working-class backgrounds. Although they both had criminal records, they were for minor offences such as drunk and disorderly, breach of the peace, and driving offences. Put simply, they were just two working-class men of average intelligence who pushed the boundaries and, to date, had gotten away with it.


The victims in this case all appeared to be ‘new Australians’ from a variety of ethnic backgrounds. There was a Kiwi, three South Americans and an African guy being harassed. There may also have been others. Time would tell.


I commenced night shift on a Thursday evening and was introduced to a middle manager who gave me the site induction. He was a thin and sickly looking individual who had a weak handshake which could be described as ‘like holding a dead fish’. It was cold and clammy and so was his personality. I was given overalls, boots and a hard hat and sent to the supervisor. At this time, although the board were aware something was going on, only my boss and his client knew I was undercover.


***


There were 12 guys on permanent night shift. There was one supervisor, who was also the union delegate, and the rest of us were general labourers. Two guys put metal into the large pots for melting, before pouring the molten metal into large pits where the casts would form. These pits were around six metres deep and, after the steel had been taken out, one of the workers would be lowered down to clean out the walls. It was a filthy place at the best of times, but this task meant you literally came out black from head to toe.


My two new ‘best friends’ would take great delight in unbuttoning their overalls and urinating on the rotund little Kiwi guy scrubbing the floor of the pit. They would call on him to look up and you could see his glasses blink in the spotlight as they pissed on top of him. All you could hear was an echoey ‘aw fuck’ coming from the pit as he realised what was happening. The two amigos howled with laughter and that was the joke of the night. The other workers nervously laughed along, mainly because they didn’t want to fall foul of these two jokers.


I decided to create a bit of a name for myself when we stopped for smoko at around 2 am. As the guys gathered in the canteen, I took a seat near the door and made an announcement that from now on this was my seat. A few of the guys just shrugged and continued their business; however, my action had the desired effect on Jack and Ray. They sidled up next to me.


‘We like your attitude,’ Jack said. ‘You’ll fit in just fine with us.’


Over the next few shifts I got to know Jack and Ray but still found time to talk to the other workers. Emilio was from South America. He had been a lab technician who wanted to get a degree at Sydney University and was working night shift because the money was good. After I felt I had gained his confidence I asked him if Jack or Ray had ever hassled him. Emilio told me that once, when everyone was in the showers washing up after a shift, Jack grabbed him from behind and bent him over, simulating sex. Jack had laughed, shouting out, ‘This is what the farmers do to South American pigs!’ Emilio told me he felt humiliated but didn’t say anything because he feared physical retribution from Jack, who was stronger than him and heavily tattooed.


The following Saturday morning I met with Johnno and the client at the Hilton Hotel in George Street. There was a discreet coffee area near the main foyer, and we knew it would be highly unlikely that any of the night shift workers would be in such an establishment. Even so, we sat in a far corner. The client asked me what my thoughts were about the situation. I informed him that I felt both Jack and Ray fed off each other’s ego, but that when they were isolated they were more introverted and subdued. I felt they were not particularly intelligent and possibly on the edge of being mentally backward. They tended to laugh loudly at each other’s comments, even though they were not particularly funny. They also seemed to take pleasure in humiliating and demeaning anyone from an ethnic background, especially if they were of small stature. The only ones they left alone were the union rep/ supervisor and me.


Johnno and I made small talk while the client considered the situation. Finally, he asked if I could come up with an idea to get Ray and Jack out of the company with a minimum of fuss. I explained that on the weekend shifts, Friday being the last one, Jack and Ray would occasionally bring in a couple of beers. They would go to a deserted corner of the shop floor and drink them. This was absolute taboo as any form of alcohol consumption during work hours could lead to a fatal accident; they were working with metals that got to extremely high temperatures. My suggestion was risky but could well bring about an end to their reign.


Over a couple more coffees I explained to both Johnno and the client that if I found a reason to celebrate, such as my birthday, I could tell both to bring alcohol into night shift to celebrate with a drink. I could be wired for sound and someone in the office could listen in. When I made a certain statement, two or three managers and the security guards could come onto the shop floor and catch us openly drinking alcohol. Both Johnno and the client liked the concept and we agreed it could be developed with a possible initiation date in around two weeks’ time.


I was a bit disappointed to wait out the two weeks: the sooner I got out of the place the better. I got the sense that Johnno was milking it to get a few more days of undercover work for the company. His argument was that the longer I worked there, the closer I would become to Jack and Ray.


The icing on the cake came on a Thursday night shift when we had been paid. During smoko Jack and Ray walked in, grabbed the Kiwi and took $10 from his wage packet. Ray stood at the door and Jack moved around the rest of the workers. With the door being blocked there was no way for them to escape and $10 was ‘borrowed’ from every worker, apart from myself and the union rep who kept his head down in the newspaper. When I had a chance later on, I spoke with Emilio who said it happens every couple of weeks without fail. None of the guys ever get their money back and if they complain some sort of accident usually happens on the floor.


Emilio went on to explain that on one occasion Daniel, a Filipino worker who had subsequently resigned, refused to pay. Within an hour a heavy tool was dropped on his leg and he was off work for two weeks with nerve damage and severe bruising. Emilio concluded the story by saying, ‘These guys laugh a lot and play jokes, but they are serious when it comes to stealing the wages that everybody works hard for.’


This left me in no doubt that the course of action I had planned was the best for these workers. They were just average guys trying to make a go in Australia and build a life for themselves and their families. They did not need to contend with this crap. I was now convinced that we needed to get this over and done with and let the workers get back to normal business without having to look over their shoulders every five minutes.


I felt particularly sorry for some of them because I could see how downtrodden they were. They were always on edge when Jack and Ray were in close proximity. I thought to myself that if these guys were working in the shipyards of Glasgow they would be soon knocked down a size.


The only issue that I had was that, if this plan worked, Jack, Ray and myself would all be sacked and the rest of the guys would paint me as one of the bad guys. I had to get over this mental hurdle as I was doing it for their benefit and, although they would never know the truth, I would never have to face them again.


Finally the date was set for a Friday night. I knew they both liked a drink on a Friday night, so I suggested we have a toast for my birthday. They both agreed to bring in a few tinnies and I told them I would do likewise.


We were clocking on for our shift on the night in question when Jack told me that, in addition to the tinnies, he had brought a half bottle of vodka. Before coming to work I had spent an hour in a nearby motel room with two of Johnno’s technicians as they wired me up in preparation for the sting operation. The techs would sit in one of the company offices closest to the shop floor and I would have a dry run with them an hour or so before I made my move. We had agreed upon the call sign, which was me saying, ‘Happy birthday to me, cheers’. At that stage the three of us would crack open our cans and toast my false birthday. Immediately upon hearing this, a senior manager would walk in and observe us drinking. He would be in the company of a security guard, who would call for assistance. The belief was that with the evidence of both the manager and the security guard there would be grounds for instant dismissal. The extra security guards who normally patrolled the site would gather the empty cans and the rest of the alcohol as evidence.


I must admit that from this point onwards I was as nervous as hell. I constantly ran through in my head what could go wrong, and each time I went through this process I identified another potential fuck up. In the end I simply turned my mind to other matters.


At the appointed time, Jack called to me.


‘Hey, time for a few drinks.’


I had already tipped off management as to where they usually liked to have a drink, so the stage was set. I knew I was being monitored, which gave me an element of confidence. If the transmission failed, nobody would come and we would just have a drink and get on with work. We met in the quiet part of the shop floor; however, one of the workers walked past us and Ray ran after him and gave him a good kick in the arse, telling him to fuck off. The guy limped off without looking back. I felt instant anger and disgust on behalf of the poor worker who was doing nothing wrong and had to stop myself from criticising Ray and destroying this opportunity. If I had a confrontation with Ray, he may storm off and kill the mood so our plan would be unable to go ahead.


‘Happy birthday to me,’ I said.


We had just finished the first can and Ray was pulling out another three when the manager walked around the corner. He was dressed in shiny steel-toe work boots, a hard hat and a dust coat.


‘What the hell is going on here?’


Both Jack and Ray opened their mouths to say something but froze as the security guard stepped from behind the manager.


‘I’ll grab these, lads,’ he said, taking their cans.


The next thing I heard was the guard calling for assistance from the rear of the shop floor and within a few seconds three more guards turned up and we were immediately escorted to the office. We were taken to an interview room, separated, and I was informed that we would all be interviewed individually in relation to a breach of work practice.


It was as quick and as simple as that.


Within thirty minutes we had all been sacked. The three of us met a nearby pub to discuss the situation. At first Jack was adamant that we could fight it and get reinstated however Ray was of the opinion that the union would not support us. I also mentioned that rumours had been circulating that some of the workers had complained to management about an extortion racket that Ray and Jack had been running. Ray then told Jack he could get him a job with his brothers building company and I added I had been offered a job driving trucks. It was therefore agreed we would shake hands and move on.




CHAPTER 2










POWER GAMES




By 1984 I was working for an Australian Security company based out of Sydney. I was a sales consultant answering directly to the state manager, but I was also sometimes involved in operational work, including security audits. It was a fairly easy job and allowed me to continue working in nightclubs and hotel security while spending time with my wife and new baby. Working nights wasn’t a huge problem in that my wife had several young friend who would pop in and keep her company while I was working.


It was at this time I met what turned out to be a very colourful character who for want of a better name, we will call Archie.


Archie, was originally from Scotland, but like most Scots including myself, was well-travelled. He had just returned from South-East Asia where he had been working as a security consultant for a multinational company based there. I felt that in many ways he was a bit of a soldier of fortune: he’d been involved in kidnap for ransom negotiations as well as executive protection for oil and mining executives traveling in southeast Asia. He had also mentioned to me that he had conducted security audits and risk assessments for the major South East Asian corporations and government entities during his career in the security business.


He was a great guy with a fantastic personality, and also an accomplished raconteur to say the least. He was a man who was always most courteous with women, opening doors and the like for them and always polite to the extreme. From the moment we were introduced Archie took an instant liking to me. Probably because we were both from Glasgow and could related to the many things we had in common. He had plans for the future, he said, and according to him, neither of us would be working for our present company much longer. At that time Archie who was a hard worker enjoyed the good life and loved with a passion jazz music. He could be found after work, listening to jazz in one of the many jazz hangouts in Sydney, if he found a good bar with a pianist he’d be there until closing.


As long as the piano man played the tune, Archie would sing a good old Frank Sinatra song. He was actually an accomplished singer, but he wouldn’t perform until he had a few whiskeys under his belt. His favourite tipple was whisky, and he would only drink at least a 12-year-old Chivas with three cubes of ice.


Once we got started and into it, we were usually the last to leave. I remember one occasion I went to the bar to get us another drink. The barmaid told me they were out of 12-year-old scotch. I figured he wouldn’t be able to tell the difference anyway, so I took a regular scotch back to him, but Archie, even though he had downed quite a few by then, the moment it touched his lips, he looked me straight in the eye.


‘Don’t take the piss son,’ he said. ‘Get me a 12-year-old’. I was more than a little shocked. even though he had had a good drink, he could still tell whether his scotch was up to scratch.


Despite his ability to burn the candle at both ends, Archie kept his life more or less on track. He lived in a fairly affluent suburb south Sydney. It was a beautiful home with fantastic views. I used to enjoy going there and kicking back with Archie, listening to jazz and blues on his state-of-the-art sound system. He was surprised and impressed that I knew many of the artists he played, but I’d been into that kind of music since my early years. Archie often said to me, ‘son, you have one life to lead, you don’t get a second go at this, so fucking enjoy it’.


As Archie predicted, I left the security company in 1986 and moved to Melbourne with my family. He had always stated that he saw me as a high achiever when it came to investigations with a good head for business. I continued with my security and investigation career and worked for a private detective agency in St Kilda. The main thrust of the work was surveillance, with the odd investigation j ob thrown in. I was paid by the hour and could work as much as I wanted, so it added up to a fairly decent lifestyle.


As time passed my experience grew and Archie who had always kept in touch, was always ready to push me that little bit further.


‘Remember,’ he’d say, ‘always bite off more than you can chew, then fill your pockets and go for it. If you cannot be an expert in a certain area, tell your prospective client you can handle it then find someone who is an expert to assist you’.


I passed many hours with Archie, sitting over a good scotch discussing some of his old cases, what he did, and what I would do differently. The conversation would always start the same way: ‘I once had a job with a particular problem, tell me what YOU would do’. He would listen intently and then compare what happened with my theory. I didn’t realise at the time but subconsciously he was developing my skill set.


Archie was also associated with an International risk management company which had just started up in Australia who used to pass specialised kidnap and ransom and Executive protection work to Archie. This company was primarily a kidnap for ransom negotiation group out of London, but recently had diversified into security management and security engineering. They mostly serviced insurance underwriters when company executives had been kidnapped in the Middle East and South Americas. They had an A-List client base and, of course, if any board member or senior manager had investigation-related problems, they offered to help and utilise Archie’s services. As it was not their core business, they were happy to hand this work directly to Archie without taking more than a little commission. Although there were no contracts, the work was rolling in and kept both Archie and me busy.


At the same time, Archie was developing his own client base. He was a generous boss and I was soon earning four or five times the hourly rate of any other surveillance guys in Melbourne. They could be a jealous bunch, so I kept this to myself, but in turn I picked a few experienced guys to support me from time to time, only providing information to them on a ‘need to know’ basis. It was sensitive information that I restricted which information enabled individuals to focus completely on their own tasks. This was in the areas of surveillance, investigations and executive protection.


In early 1989, Archie called me to Sydney for an important discussion. I just thought he was using this as an excuse for a catch up and get together, however, when I met him, he was serious and focused on what appeared to be an important project. He informed me that one of his contacts, who was high up in a major Australian Corporation was having issues with some prominent Australian corporate leaders together with a well-known international "Corporate Raider" infiltrating and attempting to disrupt their business. They were sure that someone within the company was either selling or leaking highly sensitive confidential information to the press and other competitive companies who wanted to bring down his client. At that point, Archie was contracted to provide a full spectrum executive protection programme and a detailed security review of all of this corporation's operations world-wide.


The scope of our involvement would be, to protect the company's electronic data base by providing full data encryption by installing specialised encryption equipment to protect the corporation’s computer system and also design a programme of Electronic counter measure detection of any outside source carrying out electronic surveillance on the corporations many offices worldwide. This would entail a team of highly specialised surveillance operators and investigators to travel the world protecting the company's confidential data and telephone communications.


A further perceived threat to the company and its executives and their families was thought to possibly come from a group of anarchists from South America as the client had just acquired a major shareholding in a large telephone company in South America and had apparently received threats from extremists and revolutionaries over there.


The word was that he was not safe, even in Australia. With that being said, Archie stated that he would pay me a healthy stipend if I worked extra hours and weekends and put together a team that would conduct surveillance, gather information, and provide executive protection to the client, his family and certain members of senior management in his organisation. Although the role was based in Melbourne, we were to be prepared to travel around Australia and overseas if required. It certainly appeared this was going to be one of his larger projects. Archie put his money where his mouth was, and I flew back to Melbourne with a very generous salary package and enough funds to hire a toplevel team of surveillance operatives. Archie had left me in charge setting up and managing the team.


Over the next few days, I put together a small team of surveillance operators, investigators, technicians, and bodyguards who I believed were some of the best in the business and were experienced in traveling and operating overseas. With these types of jobs, the guys have to be experienced in their particular fields, but, more importantly, they have to be able to mix in with the other guys and keep their own counsel and maintain operational security.


Most of my team were based in Melbourne; however, one or two came from Sydney. They were highly organised and could move at short notice. My 2IC who we will call Trav, was my righthand man and would handle the Melbourne operation when I was out of the country. Archie contracted the ECM (electronic countermeasure work) out to a Sydney based consultant who was a well-respected recognised international specialist in the field and could be totally trusted to carry out the role of counter surveillance of the corporate offices world-wide.


Another of my team who shall be known as Alan, was my point of contact in Sydney, while Bob Black and Stan ‘The Man’ handled the bodyguard work. They also assisted with positive physical surveillance.


I devised a plan of attack focusing on protective surveillance for the main principal and his immediate family members, and I suggested to Archie that he talk to his contacts in AFP to see if the rumours about the Chileans were true.


Suffice it to say, as the programme moved on, we found several threats of information leaks and vulnerabilities to the corporations confidential information and computer data and set about rectifying where we could the situation and implementing remedial programmes to solve the problems and block the leaks.


On one occasion, surveillance was being conducted on one of the client’s more vocal critics. He lived in Melbourne’s inner east. One of the surveillance operators, upon finishing his shift noticed a large dark van in the vicinity of the subject’s home address. When the headlights of his car captured the rear window he saw a brief light which faded quickly. He realised it was someone inside the van drawing on a cigarette—we were not the only ones who may have been conducting surveillance.


It was decided that we continued static surveillance at this location keeping an eye on the dark van. However, it seemed content sitting in the same spot every day. We could not understand why they would post three investigators to sit in one vehicle. During those hours they didn’t even leave the van to stretch their legs.


One Friday evening, the subject of the physical surveillance left his home and we followed him into the city, where he parked in Spring Street. We later established that another high-profile target and his wife had an apartment where they stayed when visiting Melbourne. One of our surveillance guys coat-tailed him (the Subject) through building security and confirmed that he was indeed visiting the a for-mentioned high profile target.


We later confirmed at the subject’s home address that a neighbour reported a fault in his telephone line. During a routine inspection of the phone wires a phone linesman uncovered a bug attached to line and that led us to believe that was why the dark van was stationed close to the subject’s house. This only confirmed that someone with a connection to our client, did indeed have a security breach.


Just about this time Archie called to say he had a lead in London. He had received information that the aforementioned high-profile target, was going to London and that he wanted me to take a team over. He specifically stated that he did not want to use locals in the UK as no one could be trusted. I quickly checked who in the team had current passports and two of them were on a flight with me to London within 24 hours. At that time, I didn’t realise that Archie had also sent the electronic countermeasure consultant ahead of us with a couple of members of his team to carry out a full electronic countermeasure review of all of the client’s properties in the UK. On my arrival, I used what contacts I could to determine the high-profile target’s location and set up a makeshift HQ in my hotel room: four walkie-talkies with a base and charging station.


Not long after I arrived, I received a call from Archie asking me where the high-profile target was and what he was doing. He knew I had only been on the ground for a couple of hours, but his clients were pushing him for updates and this was a crisis situation for them. It was immaterial to Archie that I had just spent 24 hours in the air and only just checked in to the hotel. When he was under pressure everybody felt the pressure and I understood he just needed something to give to the client.


With Archie shouting at me down the phone line, I happened to notice on the television screen that a race-meet was being broadcast live. Just as I saw Queen Elizabeth appear on screen, I suddenly recognised a familiar face. The high profile target, was standing very close to Her Majesty. I instantly cut Archie off mid-rant and told him I had some good info. Without waiting another second, I explained that the target was currently at Royal Ascot with the Queen of England. Archie’s mood changed instantly. ‘Great work son,’ he said. ‘We’ll have a big drink when you get back to town.'


I never did tell Archie till years later, how I was able to give him that intel which he so desperately wanted and thought was a miracle on my part. We had a good laugh about it. With that he hung up and I collapsed on the couch, mentally exhausted. It was July 22, 1989, I remember it well!


Over the next couple of days there was a fair bit of activity and thankfully the High Profile Target didn’t travel overseas. He had meetings at law firms and at his business address, but we didn’t spot the Corporate Raider or anyone else of significance, the situation was starting to piss me off, but one of the truths of surveillance work is that you can’t make the subjects do what you want them to do.


***


One evening I hit a local bar and had a couple of drinks, just to ease the building tension. I had been working non-stop and arranged for my team to provide Archie with any important updates. When I got back to the hotel room there was a message to call Archie ASAP. He was in Paris and told me that a conversation had been allegedly overheard between The Corporate Raider and the high-profile target at a restaurant where we had been able to put one of our investigators at an adjoining table. The Corporate Raider made the statement I quoted earlier: ‘I will not rest until that man (The Client) is incarcerated.’


Archie had reported this information up-line, and another individual saw it as an opportunity to earn some brownie points with the client. When the client heard the news, he went absolutely ape shit. Worse than that though, was that the client was an extrovert and would find it very difficult to keep his mouth shut. Archie told me to fly to Paris the next day for a catch up with him as he needed to make his report to the client.


I arrived in Paris early afternoon and checked into the hotel where Archie had suggested. We had a couple of beers on the Champs-Élysées. It was a beautiful sunny afternoon and over a wonderful bottle of Chatuea nuf Du Pape, enjoyed the continuous flow of beautiful young French women in all their splendour parading up and down and around the sidewalk café. We were finding it increasingly difficult to focus and I told him we should discuss the job in detail back in the hotel foyer. The long and the short of it was that Archie was very happy with what we had done so far, and the client was ultimately impressed, but pissed off he had been insulted by The Corporate Raider. In reality, I think he was fearful that now The Corporate Raider was coming after him.


The Corporate Raider was a very powerful man in the UK, Africa and the Middle East. Quite frankly, I was happy to put distance between him and my team.


I feel sure that if we had been ‘sprung’, whoever was caught would have received a severe beating at a minimum. He was a serious player and absolutely ruthless. We had also had an indepth background profile on him. It was alleged that he came from German/Hungarian stock and that his parents had been incarcerated at a detention centre on the Isle of Man during the Second World War. Apparently, he had been in the Hitler Youth. As a businessman, he had a lot of dealings in Africa, specifically Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe).


That night we ended up in a nice spot called ‘Le Millionaire’, owned by a guy called Charles Marciano, apparently one of Archie’s acquaintances. Archie took me and his report, Nigel, to the club where we sat with Charles. It was an interesting venue with a lounge bar, an intimate restaurant and a jazz room where a three-piece band played light jazz and blues. To the untrained eye it was a very cool and reserved place to be. The women were all elegant and attractive, and it was only after several drinks that I realised the vast majority were Ladies of The Night. As the evening progressed the band got louder and the next thing I knew Archie was leaning against a piano with a glass of Chivas in one hand and a microphone in the other. He gave what can only be described as a show stopping performance of the George Benson song


‘On Broadway’. This earnt him a standing ovation, with even the ladies clapping, whistling and jumping up and down like teenage groupies. Archie at his best, in total control of the room.


We left the bar in great spirits and when Archie suggested that Nigel who was our client representative have a girl for the night. He picked the first one he saw and the four of us walked back to the hotel. As we said goodnight, Archie whispered to me, ‘I’ll meet you in the bar in 10 minutes’.


As Nigel and the young lady went back to his room, Archie and I met in the bar for a late-night cognac. As we took our first sip of a nice XO, Archie commented that he was surprised Nigel picked a woman as he thought he was gay. I nodded towards the foyer, where the woman was walking back out into the night. She couldn’t have been in there more than a couple of minutes. ‘That’d give her about 30 seconds by the time she got her dress off and on,’ I said. We both laughed. Archie then got down to business. He told me that the usually calm and collected Nigel had appeared stressed and nervous. He said that he felt his job was tenuous and that the cash flow was drying up. This was a red flag for Archie.


The next morning I returned to London, packed up, sent the team home and caught a flight back to Perth where we believed the next bout of activity would occur.


My feet had hardly touched the ground in Perth when there was a knock on my door at the Parmelia Hilton and Bob black bounded into the room. After a couple of strong hugs and a mouthful of Fosters, Bob brought me up to date on what had been happening. He had been keeping an eye on the client's Family. He had also been to the favourite restaurant that the family owned and frequented often. There was nothing much for Blacky to report of a suspicious nature, and certainly no signs of any South Americans hanging around. Bob had built relationships with several motel owners who would inform him if any Hispanic guys showed up. The feedback from Fed Pol had been to be cautious, but no cause for great alarm. If there was a threat, it may have come from the South American Fraternity in Australia. It was a small community, though, and had never been vocal. There were certainly no extremists listed within it.


When I spoke to Archie my advice would be to stand down the protective surveillance and maybe just leave a bodyguard at the premises. It was also an idea for the client to be driven around, as the paparazzi had been a lot more active since media releases came out criticising him over perceived financial debts. I would also mention to Archie that if these rumours were true, we should be paid upfront. Knowing Archie though, I was sure he had that well under control.


I met with Archie at the Family Restaurant two days later and gave him a detailed debrief. He seemed satisfied with the situation, but told me that client was itching to get his hands on the high-profile target over what had been reportedly discussed between him and Corporate Raider about his future. We agreed that I would return to Melbourne to catch up with the guys and also receive updates from a team in Sydney who were keeping an eye on another suspected leaker to the media. I had a couple of days back in Melbourne and even had time to spend with my wife and children. I have always found that no matter where the job is, it is always good to get back home every couple of weeks to re-establish the connection, make sure the bills are paid, and that everything is in order. It is also important to leave your wife with plenty of cash on hand for any of the small emergencies that always seem to pop up when you are away.
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