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Introduction

Something I learnt from my encounter with freemasons, in August 2017, is that nothing is as it seems – the world is not as they would have you believe. The freemason I encountered, some kind of MI5 agent or high-ranking police officer, showed me some quite remarkable things about his secret society, about what is being hidden from us, and about what it means to be a human being. What I learnt is that we’re not just all being lied to, but we’re all being trodden on.

How I got involved with MI5 and freemasons is a story in itself, and throughout this book I’ll do my best to give an account of my initial encounter with these people. But first, a word on who I am. My current job title is Head of Teacher Development, and I’m also Head of Medical English. I work in an English language school, and have been involved in education since 2004. Other than teaching English to doctors, I also create digital content. And I’m also a budding novelist – though, perhaps not so budding as I’ve written seven novels, as well as three plays and a collection of short stories.

Strange then, that someone of this kind of background should find himself being pursued and, to be frank, persecuted and hounded by an MI5 counter-terrorism unit. Stranger to think that this MI5 counter-terrorism unit spend all their time sitting outside my work, while I spend the day in a school, teaching. And even stranger when you consider they’ve been doing this for almost five years. Now, I’m no great detective, and unlike these counter-terrorism people, I’ve received no training in defeating terrorists, but speaking hypothetically, if I were in charge of a counter-terrorism unit and was following around some guy because I thought he was a dangerous terrorist, so dangerous that he needed to be watched 24-7, then I wouldn’t let him near a school, never mind let him go into one, let alone let him spend all day there – for nearly five years. The word ‘contradiction’ is a gross understatement. As you’ll see, there are numerous contradictions.

And what kind of terrorist am I supposed to be? Well, this counter-terrorism unit who have spent almost five years (and counting) hounding me, haven’t actually told me. I assume they think I’m an Islamic terrorist, but the problem with that idea is that I’m not even Muslim. A supposedly well-trained and professional counter-terrorism outfit, whose job it is to identify terrorists, apparently, can’t actually work out my ethnicity, even after five years. The racism is stark, isn’t it? And, like I said, the contradictions are aplenty.

As anyone with an ounce of intelligence will be able to deduct, the reason I’ve been followed and persecuted for five years, is not because I’m a dangerous terrorist – that notion is as ridiculous as it is illogical. So what is the reason this MI5 counter-terrorism unit have such an obsession with me that they are too afraid to let me out of their sight, yet too afraid to talk to me?

The dark and murky world of secret societies and freemasonry comes to mind.

The fact that freemasonry exists at all, and that their members are protected, is a damning indictment of our society and of our world. We live in a liberal democracy, supposedly, yet secret societies go on existing without any transparency and without any scrutiny. No one is permitted to truly question their existence and their activities. We are not allowed to know who they are and what they hide. We don’t know where they meet, when they meet, how often they meet and, crucially, what is it they do when they meet? Why all this need for secrecy? What is it they don’t want you to know? These questions you may be permitted to ask, but you are not entitled to receive an honest and open reply. It seems that there are limits to our democracy, just as there are limits to our freedom.

To some of the questions above, I found the answers, and herein lies the answer as to why I, an English teacher and published author, have been so mercilessly and ruthlessly pursued for the past five years. Of course, this is conjecture, but I must speculate as no one has actually bothered telling me why undercover police sit outside my home all day and why I’m followed everywhere I go. In short, no one has actually explained to me why I’m under surveillance.

‘Merciless’ and ‘ruthless’ are not exaggerations. The title of my previous book, ‘Tortured by the State’, came about after some serious deliberation and is the most accurate way I can think of to describe this persecution and what it feels like to live with daily police harassment. I have to call it ‘persecution’ as I can’t call it ‘surveillance’. The Regulatory Investigatory Powers Act (RIPA) (2000), states:



Surveillance is covert if, and only if, it is carried out in a manner that is calculated to ensure that the persons who are subject to the surveillance are unaware that it is or may be taking place.



Part II 26 (9) (a)



Evidently, I’m obviously well aware that ‘surveillance’ is taking place. After all, outside my home right now there are undercover police, police dogs, ambulances, a helicopter could be here in a matter of minutes (if that long), and at times there are also police cars, police vans and fire engines. How do I know all this? Because the counter-terrorism unit, despite what is stated by the law (in RIPA 2000), ensure that I am aware of this. The law is not for them, so it would seem, it is for the likes of you and I. There are those who operate outside of the law yet, ironically, these are the very same people who are supposed to uphold the law. The ugly head of freemasonry lends itself well to corruption. When you have freemasons working in the police, they operate by their own code of conduct, as I have learnt.

The question remains then, why have I for so long been needlessly persecuted and hounded by these people? When a simple conversation could suffice, why have they gone to so much effort for me? This effort does not just include being hounded and harassed wherever I go, but it also includes the fabrication of evidence, perverting the course of justice and perjury. It includes threats and intimidation, including a death threat. It includes years of the barbaric practice of sleep deprivation. I’ve had emergency vehicles driven at me at high speed. I’ve even had files deleted from my computer. And much, much more. They must have spent tens of thousands of pounds on me by now. And what for, exactly? To keep everyone safe just in case I do a terrorist attack? Yet I spend all day in a school, and like I said, I’m not even Islamic, never mind being an Islamic terrorist.

To further demonstrate the folly of all this, as well as the sinister nature of those people inflicting such misery and suffering, it’s worth pointing out that, even after five years, I can’t get anyone to believe me. The idea that a supposedly professional counter-terrorism outfit would place me under surveillance for day, let alone keep me under surveillance for five years, let alone psychologically torture me, is so ridiculous that no one actually believes me. Initially, friends and family members spent their time trying to convince me to get medical help. They put this down to some kind of paranoid delusion. Fast forward five years later and I still can’t get them to believe me. So it is, I contend with this brutal, daily police harassment in isolation.

As yet, the question remains: Why are these people doing something so needless? Why are they going to so much effort and spending so many resources and money on a middle-aged English teacher?

The MI5 counter-terrorism unit who arrived in that fateful summer of 2017, did so with some gusto. For some reason, they would demonstrate to me things they had learnt in their secret society. These things were two-fold: the first being based around knowledge hidden from us, and the second being based around their insane Masonic rituals.

The Freemason I then encountered was no lowly ‘blue lodger’ (a term referring to those lower degree Masons). There are thirty-three degrees to Masonry, and while I don’t know which degree he is, he certainly appears to be high up. He demonstrated what can be done with the mind: It was staggering and quite remarkable. I say ‘remarkable’ but, truly, there’s nothing remarkable about what he could do. We can all do these things – it’s just hidden from us. What he could do goes way beyond basic telepathy – he could do far more. So can you – the tragedy is that it is just being hidden from you. Your potential, your worth and value as a human being, is being hidden. As an individual, and as a species, we are capable of so much more than we have been led to believe.

Sounds farfetched, and I wouldn’t have believed this until I met these Freemasons. And while it sounds unbelievable, just remember that there’s a reason why undercover police are sitting outside my home, ready to persecute and harass me. It’s certainly not because they think I’m a terrorist - how can it be? I spend all day in a school.

As I wrote in one of my novels, only once you know what’s being hidden from you, will you understand freedom. What’s more, they say that the truth can set you free, and while that may well be true, in our world, which is ruled by this tiny percentage of people who belong to a secret society, the truth can also drive you mad. After I encountered these Masons, in August 2017, my entire belief system was challenged. Masonic secrets were revealed to me1, and the fact that they were fabricating evidence and effectively trying to set me up, as well as being completely isolated, very nearly cost me my life.

Before you suggest I go and seek medical help, bear in mind that someone who holds a responsible job, such as heading a department in a school, is unlikely to be mad. The responsibility of my job does not allow for paranoid and delusional people – those kind of mentally unstable people (freemasons) I guess can be found working in The Met.

2I thought I’d add the following picture, which comes from 2022, as an example of the kind of insane harassment I’ve been subjected to. This picture is actually of a helicopter above my house. It arrived at 22:00 on April 11th and spent approximately an hour hovering above my home in an attempt to harass, intimidate and psychologically torture me. I’d actually been working all day, and managed to find time in the evening to work on my books, when they decided to send this helicopter. It remained for over an hour, coming close, then moving away, and so on.

What kind of thought process must you have had to come to this conclusion where you decide the best course of action at 22:00 in the evening is to send a helicopter to the home of someone who had spent all day in a school, teaching? The thought process is a mystery, and I’ve long given up trying to understand how these people who do such things, think.

I presume they do think; something must have occurred in their brains to reach this conclusion.
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You can see the helicopter in these screenshots. The area it’s flying over is my home, where it continually circled for over an hour.
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The following picture is the next day, when I was at work. This time I was teaching when they decided to use the helicopter to harass me. I managed to locate it and take a screenshot, and as you can see, they got it to fly away when they worked out what I was doing.
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This really is nothing compared to some of the harrowing things which these people have done of the previous five years, including using the torturous practice of sleep deprivation. The most recent occasion was on Tuesday 17th May, 2022, when I was woken twice at night by sirens. This is why at night I’m forced to use ear plugs. I find these things are a must when you’re being psychologically tortured by means of the barbaric practice of sleep deprivation. I’m also forced to drive around with a dash-cam. I purchased one in late 2019 because of the number of vehicles they would drive towards me at high speed. To give you further insight into the kind of daily harassment which I face from these people, here’s a picture taken from my dash-cam on the day before I submitted this book for publication.
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This police van came hurtling down the street just as I arrived home, having collected my girlfriend’s dog’s ashes from the vet. This is a common tactic: wait for me to get home and do something like this. This occurred on Thursday 19th May, 2022, at 17:33. They weren’t done there. A few hours later they did this…
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The above picture is of a police car driving slowly along my road with its lights flashing, but with no siren on. Once again, this is a common tactic of theirs. This peculiar form of harassment, where they drive around with flashing lights and no sirens on, has been going on for years. It’s actually more common with ambulances… Oh, wait, look what happened after the ghost police car drove past my home…
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What you can see in this picture is actually an ambulance driving past my home. It’s a ghost ambulance, that is, it has its lights flashing and no siren on. Just like the ghost police car, it is travelling slowly.

These three incidents are just one day. Imagine this has been happening to you for five years.

This picture was taken from my dash-cam yesterday (Wednesday 18th May, 2022) while I was driving to work…
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It’s an unmarked police car which suddenly appeared out of nowhere while I was stuck in traffic. Once again, this harassment is not unusual. Look what happened the day before when I was returning from work…
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This police car went zooming by after I’d spent the day teaching medical professionals. These people: doctors, nurses, pharmacists, I pretty much owe my life to. Though I owe a great deal to my colleagues at work who have helped keep me sane throughout the past five years. Their kindness, altruism and generosity has proved to be the complete opposite to the behaviour of those agents/officers who have for so long persecuted me. The people I work with are good people, as are my students. They appreciate what I do and they don’t see me as a colour, they see me for who I am. As I said, a stark contrast to the racist and fascistic nature of those people who have inflicted such needless pain upon me – and continue to do so, as you can see.

When you read this biography, you’ll see when you get to December many more photos taken from my dash-cam. Currently, I’m making a submission to the Investigatory Powers Tribunal (IPT) - a court set up to ensure our Human Rights are not infringed by security and policing services. The claim is that these people are in violation of RIPA 2000. I submitted to the court video footage consisting mainly of my journeys to and from work over the past 18 months. If you wish to view this footage, and if you wish to see more of the remarkable use of police vehicles (as well as helicopters), including ambulances, then click on the following link:

https://imrahbaines.com/harrasment/

This is an autobiographical account of one year of my life: 2020. While it may provide valuable insight into how a rogue counter-terrorism squad operates, and while it also may provide a strong argument as to why freemasons should not be allowed to work in the police, it does not, however, truly capture the deeply unpleasant feeling of being psychologically tormented on a daily basis by people in positions of power; it doesn’t really get across the feeling of being left isolated and forced to live your life in fear; it doesn’t really capture what it is like living with daily racism. A slogan arose not so long ago: I can’t breathe. While the victim on that occasion was killed within seven minutes or so, my suffocation has gone on for almost five years now. So while this book cannot tell you much, it does at least provide valuable insight into the nature of those people we have placed in positions of trust and power. It also provides a valuable reason as to why freemasons should not be working in the police and, moreover, why such secret societies should not exist at all.

September 2022

 

1 Vehicle sent past my home with sirens while re-writing this. 1st Aug 2022 (16:23)

2 Just prior to writing this paragraph, they sent a ‘ghost’ ambulance: 12th May 2022 (21:15)
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