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			‘“Greed” began as an emotion, and human nature has turned “Greed” into an addiction.’

			Seán Lawless 2020 
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			For over three decades, SIS (Sports Information Services Ltd., previously Satellite Information Services) has been running scared of Seán Lawless and has good reason to. Seán poses a massive threat to SIS and their sister organisation, BAGS (Bookmakers Afternoon Greyhound Services). This is because of the evidence and knowledge that Seán holds; his truths will shatter so many lies and expose these sister firms’ unlawful and incestuous behaviour—behaviour that should have been exposed years ago. 

			SIS made every effort possible to conceal the illicit behaviour, but there was too much to be hidden. Efforts were made to silence Seán’s voice; however, they greatly underestimated his perseverance. 

			SIS would know Seán as SIS-Nemesis; they have never been pursued so relentlessly. Seán tried every lawful avenue to have SIS admit and rectify their faults but was steadfastly blocked at every juncture. 

			Initially, in 1994, it wasn’t a big issue and could have been sorted out so easily, but now it has been presented to the Supreme Court for €50,000,000 (fifty million euros) in Ireland and £500,000,000 (5 hundred million pounds) in another jurisdiction… It first began as a breach of contract, but they were too stubborn to admit their failings. That very stubbornness has become a stark artillery, an artillery to blast its owners a fearsome strike.
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			From a young age, Seán Lawless was a driven individual and an entrepreneur at heart. A fortuitous victory in horse racing at fourteen ultimately shaped his career as a bookmaker and a professional punter.

			Seán established several bookmakers’ shops in the town of Dundalk. In those days, bookies shops had been around ‘forever’ in Ireland, but it had only been a few years since the UK laws allowed their bookmakers to set up bookie’s shops. Back then, the playing field was pretty level.

			Seán loved his business, and he was well-respected by the punters in his shops. He was actively involved in charity work in his local community, the most memorable of which would be cofounding ‘The Birches’, a purpose-built respite centre for the local community, funded by the local community. Seán and his associates raised over £400,000 to have the building constructed. Now, the facility is a cornerstone for respite care.

			During this time, Seán felt life was at its peak, professionally and personally.

			With the new gambling legislation changes in the UK, several newly formed off-course bookmakers from the UK began building quite a portfolio. The three biggest bookmakers in the UK – Ladbrokes, Corals and William Hills – joined forces, and in 1967, they set up a company limited by guarantee (CLG) that allowed them to provide live commentary and results on greyhound racing within bookmaker’s shops. This setup secured more bets from the public, and it suited the ‘Big Three’, who had quickly become the three biggest chain bookmakers in the UK.

			Initially, the ‘Big Three’ asked the independent bookmakers for voluntary contributions towards the greyhound service, but most weren’t interested, as horse racing was their core business. The mid-1980s saw a merger between the ‘Big Three’ and another large emerging chain bookmaker ‘Mecca’. The now ‘Big Four’ chain bookmakers set up a private company (SIS) between them. 

			A big turning point in gambling within Ireland and the UK arose when the legislation changed to enable the shift from audio-only broadcasting to allowing bookmakers to show live video racing.

			The chain bookmakers now had a not-for-profit company called BAGS and a private company called SIS. The ‘Big Four’ promised the independent bookmakers shares in SIS if they subscribed to the SIS services, which included the live video broadcasting of the races. With almost all of the independent bookmakers on board, SIS and BAGS combined forces to overtake the marketplace. The sister companies took one bookmaker to Court and lied under oath, resulting in the judge ruling in their favour. This ruling gave SIS and BAGS control over almost all the independent bookmakers and owners of greyhound racing stadia.

			The following is the story of an independent bookmaker from Dundalk, Ireland, who stood up against SIS and BAGS.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			[image: ]

			The Eureka Moment

			Seán didn’t start as an apprentice bookmaker, as was so often the case with those entering the profession. He started off as a punter at the age of fourteen. This perhaps formed the basis of his empathy for the punter who had lost his lot. He says that it was likely that such empathy may have broken some bookmakers or at least contributed to their demise.

			From the age of fourteen, while Seán was going to school, he would divert and duck under a bridge to change from his uniform into his everyday clothes. After leaving his uniform under the battering ram bridge close to his home, he would journey to the neighbouring town of Newry to gamble on horses. 

			Seán left school at a young age. He hated school. Even after the masters called up to his mother to try and get him to return, Seán fervently refused to go back. He sought refuge in the bookmakers.

			Seán came from a middle-class background, reared in Dundalk town, Ireland. His father’s occupation was barber and lady’s hairdresser and a ‘punter’ (a bettor/gambler on live events), and his mother was a much-loved housewife. Seán had four sisters and one brother. His interest in gambling began one Friday evening as he was finishing his newspaper round with one newspaper remaining. He took this spare paper home and began reading the front-page headlines. Next, he randomly opened the racing page. There was a two-page centre spread of the Grand National, with a headline stating, ‘ESB to win the National’. Seán had a shilling that he earned on his paper round and decided to have a punt. This was a huge race, with over thirty runners. He was sure to get a decent price as ESB was a thirty-three to one shot. The Queen had a horse running in the Grand National called Devon Lough.

			The horses cleared the last fence and were on the run-in. Devon Lough was out in front, and Seán’s horse was in second place. He knew his horse was not going to catch the leader, so he scrunched his ticket, ready to throw it away. There were punters shouting for Devon Lough as he ran up the run-in. Seán stood there, the youngest person in the middle of the smoke-filled office, feeling slightly out of place. He had his back to the audio box, which delivered the race commentary, and headed towards the door, thinking of his mother’s words, ‘The bookmaker never loses’. Then the commentator began stuttering—he could barely get the words out.

			‘Devon Lough is clear in front, and what? Oh, oh my god, he has spread-eagled. Devon Lough spread-eagled on the run-up to the winning post. He was way out in front. It was a formality. Here comes ESB galloping past Devon Lough.’

			Seán turned back towards the audio box, not quite sure if he was hearing things. He stood in anticipation, waiting for the result to be called out. He could feel the energy surging through his body. His head was doing the maths; still, he was trying to remain composed. Then the commentator spoke, ‘First place is ESB at 33/1, second place…’

			He marched up to the counter and handed over his docket. 

			The bookmaker looked at it and handed it back to Seán, saying, ‘You’ll have to wait for the weigh-in.’

			Seán looked at him, puzzled, and the bookmaker told him to wait a few minutes, and he would pay him.

			Seán collected thirty-four shillings that day. It was time for a celebration, and every kid on the street got a Mars bar. When Seán’s horse won, his mother said with a smile, ‘Oh, well, it’s not so bad when you win.’ 

			After leaving school, Seán worked in a brewery and used to walk down the railway tracks at the back of the brewery, into the railway station, and on down to the bookies to put bets on for the boys.

			Seán worked in the cooperage as an apprentice, where they made wooden barrels, and the cooperage ran alongside the railway lines. That was where they put the barrels onto the railway carriage to be shunted to the main line. From there, the barrels would be delivered to Belfast or Dublin. The men Seán worked with used to get tips for horses, and the boys put together a few shillings. Seán was the one who went to put the bets on for them because he was the least likely to be noticed missing.

			After he left the brewery, Seán followed in his father’s footsteps and began working as an apprentice with his father. After a period of time, Seán opened his own shop where he worked as a barber. One day, he sat for the whole morning without any clients. Finally, a client came in for a wash and cut. He asked Seán if he could get a bet on for him. He knew Seán betted and, at the time, Seán was situated in Bachelor’s Walk, Dundalk, and across from Seán’s barber’s was a bookmaker’s office. Seán went across to the bookmakers to check the price of the horse. The horse was running in the 2:30pm race. Seán locked up the barber’s at 1pm to go for his lunch. When he was returning to the barber’s, he remembered having a slip and £40 in his pocket for his customer’s bet. He ran to the nearest bookmaker’s in Anne Street and saw the price of the horse on the racing sheet at 7/4. He wrote out the docket and handed it to the girl over the counter, who took it to her manager. The manager looked at the size of the bet and realised it was Seán who was putting the bet on. He knew the bet wasn’t Seán’s normal bet, as Seán would not place a bet that high. He told the girl to ask Seán who the bet was for. When Seán said the bet was for one of his customers, the bookie refused to take the bet. Seán left and opted instead for the next nearest bookmaker’s, but as he went through the door, he heard the race was off.

			At this time, Seán shared a book at the dogs with another bookmaker at the Mullingar meetings twice a week. He got to a phone and called his bookmaker friend to see if they could take the bet between them, but he couldn’t get through to him. So, he decided that he would have to stand the bet himself. He knew that was his only option; he could not renege on the bet, so he covered the bet himself. He knew if the horse won, he would have to pay his client £70 on top of his £40, making it £110. 

			The result was in, and he was so relieved that the horse had been beaten. After a massive sigh of relief, he stood there in that instance and looked at the five shillings for his morning’s work and the £40 for standing a bet. That was the eureka moment when Seán realised he was in the wrong business. 
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			Seán’s first bookie shop

			Seán met up with his bookmaker friend, and they agreed they would join forces and open their own bookmaker’s shop. The year was 1969. Seán got the office fitted out, and at the last minute, his friend opted out. Seán opened his shop alone, and for the first month, there was little or no business. The bookmaker’s shop was in a prominent position near the Garda barracks, the railway station, the brewery and the CIE, and Seán was the first bookmaker coming down from the Ardee Rd or the Carrick Rd and was directly across from the chapel. Down the road from Seán was another bookmaker.

			One day, when Seán was in his shop, a young girl approached the counter. She said there was a bet for her father, and he had money coming back. Seán hadn’t been doing much business and asked the young girl for the docket for the bet she wished to collect. The girl told Seán that she didn’t have a docket and that her father said the bookmaker would pay her out on the bets he had placed yesterday. The girl took a slip and hand-wrote her father’s winning docket from her memory. Seán looked at the duplicate docket and paid the girl £14. Then the girl paid Seán £2 for the new bet. 

			Two or three days later, a man came into Seán’s shop and apologised as his daughter had gone into the wrong office; the bet had been placed with the bookmaker’s down the road. The man gave Seán back the £14, placed another bet with Seán, and left the shop. Over the coming weeks, Seán’s shop began to buzz with new customers. The man had told all his friends, and word spread like wildfire.

			The barber shop-turned-bookmaker’s that Seán had rented needed a bigger window, so he received permission from the landlady. Seán employed a good builder and proceeded with the job after the close of business on a Saturday, hoping to have his shop opened again by Monday.

			The shop was relatively busy most of the time, but Saturday was the key day. The busiest day of the year was Grand National Day. Everybody reached deep to stake their bets on Grand National Day. It was a family event where everyone had an interest.

			Seán’s business thrived. Most of his punters would have a few pints in the pub next door while they placed bets. He grew to know the regulars and those with a gambling addiction. Seán would wait until the next time they came into the shop and talk to them before they started punting. He asked them if they would like to put a limit on their punting. 

			Regularly, punters who won on their bets would offer Seán a drink, but he didn’t drink. On the other hand, he would realise when a punter lost heavy and would make it his business to look after them with some drinks. Seán’s rationale was that when punters are winning, they don’t think they will lose, and most punters will know when to stop punting if they are losing, but overall, he wanted to ensure people enjoyed their time.

			A punter went into Seán’s office on Cheltenham Gold Cup Day. Unlike other bookmakers at the time, Seán offered bets in running. There were only three horses left in the race with two fences to go. Two of them were short prices, and the other one, called Norton Coin, was a 100/1 shot. Seán called out that he was taking bets in running; he gave the 100/1 shot at 2/1, and the other two were very short prices. This punter, a regular, jumped in and took the 2/1 odds and placed a £50 bet. Well, Norton Coin won the Gold Cup at 100/1. Seán was delighted to pay out £150 to the punter because other punters covered that with their bets on the favourite and close favourites. The punter asked Seán for the phone and rang his wife, saying, ‘Get your best gear on. I am after backing a 100/1 winner.’

			His wife, in delight, asked, ‘Who did you bet with?’

			When the punter told his wife that he betted with Seán, his wife said it would be terrible for Seán. Seán knew the punter and his wife very well. You rarely hear a punter or their wife feeling sorry for a bookmaker losing.
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			Seán’s experience as a greyhound track bookmaker

			As Seán progressed in his career, he was threatened by a competing bookmaker because he was trying to change the format of how the bookmakers were laid out in the Dundalk greyhound track. There was a straight line of bookmakers on the track, and one of them ran a book for a ‘political’ organisation. He also had a betting shop in Dundalk, while Seán had a number of bookmaker’s shops at that time. 

			He threatened Seán because Seán was secretary of the stadium bookmakers association, and Seán was pushing for a double line of bookmakers at Dundalk racetrack to make it fair. Seán wanted the punters to come in between two lines of bookmakers rather than approaching a single line and the first stall receiving the most custom.

			Seán stood up to the guy and informed him he no longer wanted his business following the threats. At the time, Seán and this man had an account on a week-to-week basis, so Seán asked him to meet in the Imperial Hotel to settle the accounts. They settled the accounts, and later, Seán met the man outside the bank and asked him to follow him inside. The man followed him in and watched Seán place a letter into the safe deposit box. They returned to the hotel and sat down to coffee. Then Seán handed the man a letter, which said on the front of it, ‘In the event of my sudden death.’ On a friend’s advice, Seán had sat down to write a letter stating: ‘In the event of my untimely death by accident or any threat to any member of my family, I don’t want you looking for anyone in this organisation. This is the man who threatened me.’ He then wrote the man’s name. 

			On the afternoon of the same day, three hardy-looking men went into Seán’s shop. He knew he was in trouble and called his brother Gerard, who knew a counsellor, Frank Duffy. He told Frank what was happening, and Frank went to the political organisation on behalf of Seán. Frank was well got in the organisation and went straight to the top. The leaders of the organisation reprimanded the man. Even though this man was part of the organisation, he had gone too far. 

			Subsequently, Seán received a visit from a friend of his. This individual said to Seán, ‘We know about the letter in the bank, and the man has been reprimanded, so you have no cause for concern.’ He went on to ask Seán to take the letter out of the bank. 

			Seán refused, and the man urged him. So Seán said, ‘I could tell you that I have taken the letter out of the bank, or I could go down with you to take it out, but you would never know if I put it back in again or not.’

			Seán’s character was founded from the perspective of a gambler and a bookmaker. This brought a certain balance to him as a person and differentiated him from the typical bookmaker. Seán would have supported the wives and children of some punters who got themselves into trouble. He perceived that although gambling, for the most part, was for leisure, some had no control over it, and they could and often did leave their families without because of their affliction.

			Larry O’Connell was an experienced bookmaker’s clerk until he became less abled. Seán felt his experience as a betting shop clerk was more important than his mobility. So, Seán offered him a job in his new office. Larry sat the whole day, and his constant presence in the office was highly beneficial to the smooth running of the business. 

			When Paddy Powers began creating their estate of betting offices, Seán approached the CEO, Stewart Kenny, to consider employing less abled people in their growing estate of betting offices. Unfortunately, Paddy Powers didn’t see the benefits.
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			In the Beginning

			‘Gambling is the act of wagering or betting money or something of value on an event with an uncertain outcome with the intent to win more money or things of value than was wagered.’

			—K.C. Winters1

			Since the legalisation of gambling in Ireland in 1926, bookmakers have provided an outlet for gamblers to wager their chances of winning more than they started with. The process to become a bookmaker in Ireland was simple: apply for a gambling licence and petition the Gardaí to approve premises suitability, and a new bookmaker was approved.

			In the UK, however, prior to legalisation in 1961, bookmakers were only legal on the racetracks. Gambling continued through the unofficial use of ‘runners’ taking under-the-table bets from punters on behalf of bookmakers. 

			In 1961, the new UK laws allowed bookmakers to open ‘betting shops’. A bookmaker was required only to obtain a permit and an individual licence for each betting office. Following the introduction of the new laws, 11,061 permits and 14,388 betting office licences were granted. 

			From 1962, Extel began providing audio commentary to bookmakers on racing and results. Extel was an independent company (independent of bookmakers). Around this time, Extel generally broadcasted only two race meetings daily through their audio system. Each bookie paid Extel for this service.

			There were already some big players in the gambling industry. Ladbrokes, Corals, and William Hills were about the biggest in the UK. With the emergence of the new laws, these bookmakers thrived. 

			Ladbrokes was purchased in 1956 for a meagre £100,000 and opened their first shop in 1962. They pumped most of their profits into expanding their presence, becoming the first retail chain bookmaker in the UK. Their clients prior to 1962 were predominantly from gentlemen’s clubs. But to encourage laymen, Ladbrokes introduced ‘ante-post’ betting, allowing for smaller bets to be placed.

			By 1967, Ladbrokes had acquired 100 betting shops across the UK and would eventually go on to claim to be a billion-pound PLC.

			From the first of May, 1961, when betting shops were legalised again in the UK following their outlawing in 1853, strict guidelines were adhered to, including blacking out shop windows and strict operating hours, such as no gambling on Sundays. Their street doors had to be closed or obscured with plastic strips hanging from the frame, and laws prohibited providing comfortable seating and serving refreshments. As the British journalist John Morgan stated, ‘With a delicate hypocrisy, the government has encouraged gambling by making shops easily available, but salved its conscience by insisting that they are graceless, utilitarian places.’2 

			Inside, betting shops were minimally decorated. They were fitted with a speaker in the corner to broadcast the races via Extel, and a board-man wrote the changing prices of the horses in each race on a chalkboard. Most shops were run by their proprietor.
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			How the Wealth was won by the Corporate Bookmakers

			In 1967, Bookmakers Afternoon Greyhound Service (BAGS) was created as a not-for-profit company limited by guarantee and not having share capital in the bookmaker trade. BAGS was created and owned by the ‘Big Three’ chain bookmakers: Ladbrokes, William Hills, and Corals. The aim of BAGS was to broadcast races from the greyhound tracks to the public via the bookmakers shops while putting any profit made directly back into this service.

			The not-for-profit company was set up to help the greyhound industry, which was under the control of the National Greyhound Racing Club (NGRC) so, BAGS was obligated to put all its profits for the benefit of its cause. 

			Conversely, it would appear the chain bookmakers used BAGS to gain massive profits for themselves and to destroy the privately owned tracks. This directly contravened their objectives as set out in the Companies Office. 

			Initially, BAGS sought a meeting with Extel and asked Extel to deliver greyhound commentary and results over their audio system to the bookmakers’ shops. Extel agreed to run commentary and results for BAGS to all their subscribed bookmakers, and BAGS paid Extel for delivering this service. BAGS asked Extel to add a ‘subsidy’ to each bookmaker’s subscription fee for the greyhound racing, but Extel refused.

			BAGS paid the owners of the greyhound racetracks for each meeting that BAGS covered. The greyhound racetracks were privately owned during this time, and each owner was paid for each broadcasted meeting. The owners of BAGS paid money to keep the organisation afloat. They also reached out to other bookmakers and asked them to pay voluntary subscriptions; some did.

			The Extel service contract with bookmakers did not include this new BAGS service. Most bookmakers’ shops were family-owned and run by family members who did not want to be opening their facility for BAGS greyhound racing when horseracing was cancelled or abandoned during the winter months or after the last horse race finished at 3:30pm in the depths of winter, and greyhounds would race under lights until later in the night. Moreover, the interest in greyhound racing was confined to the major conurbations of London and Birmingham.

			BAGS asked each of the bookmakers to make a ‘voluntary subscription’ to BAGS so they could continue their service. Some bookmakers agreed while some of the independent bookmakers refused to make a voluntary subscription. These independent bookies did not particularly trust the chain bookmakers.

			The ‘Big Three’ chain bookmakers owned BAGS and funded it from their own pockets and through voluntary subscriptions for the next twenty years.

			During those twenty years, BAGS representatives and a representative from Extel visited bookmakers’ shops in the UK and Ireland who were not paying the ‘voluntary subscription’. The purpose of their unsolicited visit was to attempt to persuade the small independent bookmaker to make the ‘voluntary subscription’. The small independents did not want the BAGS greyhound racing service because it was of no value in small shops, where the primary interest was from punters who frequented the shops to wager on horses. During the 1970s, there were significant changes to racing ownership, with the ‘Big Three’ beginning to take ownership of greyhound racetracks.

			Greyhound racing was either becoming less popular or something sinister was going on behind the scenes. Stadiums closed over the length and breadth of the UK. There was a definite lack of support from the betting industry as the greyhound stadiums dropped like dominoes. 

			In 1984, Mr K C Young (CEO of Extel) reaffirmed that Extel was in favour of covering all meetings requested by BAGS…while again expressing his wish to not undertake any form of collection from Extel subscribers on behalf of BAGS and on the basis that BAGS paid Extel for their service. 

			The ‘Big Three’ chain bookmakers, Ladbrokes, William Hills, and Corals, replaced six of the greyhound tracks originally provided by the NGRC, with six chain bookmaker-owned tracks, Crayford, Monmore, Romford, Hove, Newcastle and Sunderland meaning they now owned 40% of the tracks used by BAGS for their service. Their aim was to fill in the gaps between the horse races with greyhound racing, intending to encourage the punters in their shops to have a wager on the greyhounds while waiting for the next horse race.

			The ‘Big Three’ chain bookmakers owned two greyhound racetracks each. BAGS paid them £6,000 (50% more than their rivals) for each meeting that BAGS covered. Effectively paying themselves, as the ‘Big Three’ owned the not-for-profit BAGS. Ownership of 40% of the tracks, gave the ‘Big Three’ a distinct advantage over their rivals. It also gave them a means to direct the funds raised by the not-for-profit organisation (BAGS) back into their own businesses. 

			The ‘Big Three’ chain bookmakers paid money into BAGS. That money was exempt from tax because it was paid into a not-for-profit organisation. BAGS gave that same money back to the chain bookmakers by paying them for their greyhound tracks. This act contravenes their objectives as set out in the Memorandum from the Companies Office: 

			Brennan’s Law Searches Ltd. 

			103 Richmond Road.

			Dublin 324 January 2002

			Companies Office search of BOOKMAKERS AFTERNOON GREYHOUND SERVICES LIMIT (BAGS) 

			Page 4. Section 4. Amendment 6.2.79 Of the Memorandum states:

			1.The income and property of the Company shall be applied solely towards the promotion of its objects, and no part thereof shall be paid or transferred directly or indirectly by way of dividend, bonus or otherwise by way of profit to the members of the company…

			BAGS, a not-for-profit organisation, is obligated to offset all profits to their cause. It promised to deliver race meetings from greyhound tracks, which were under the control of the National Greyhound Racing Club (NGRC), to bookmakers’ shops.

			The chain bookmakers used these ‘laundered funds’ to take advantage of their competition. They spruced up their tracks and facilities, making them prime locations for punters to go and for corporate meetings. This pushed many of the smaller tracks to fold or to give up.

			In a news article in the early 1990s, a light
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