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Five women.

Five true stories.

Twenty-four years of deception.

Thousands of police lies.

Just the tip of the iceberg.

Who can you trust?

At least sixty women.

Hundreds of true stories.

Almost fifty years of deception.

Tens of thousands of lies by undercover police spies.

Scores of survivors yet to be heard.

Are you one of them?




‘Alison’, ‘Belinda’, Helen Steel, ‘Lisa’ and ‘Naomi’



THE UNDERCOVER POLICE SCANDAL

The story of the spycops network by the women who uncovered the shocking truth

With Veronica Clark
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To Rosa and her children, in the hope that one day your story will also be truly heard …

To Kate and Ruth, who also fought the case with us, and to all other survivors of deceitful relationships whose lives have been intruded upon by such state spying operations …

And to Harriet Wistrich for enabling us, with her patience, commitment and tenacity, to start out on the long road to justice.




Prologue

In 1968, a shadowy undercover police unit was established in Britain – the Special Demonstration Squad (SDS) – to spy on protesters in mainly left-wing and progressive groups. This police unit along with its successor – the National Public Order Intelligence Unit (NPOIU), formed in 1999 – targeted anyone with a desire to protest the status quo. That included anyone expressing a dissenting voice, or attempting to hold the government or big business to account. Only a handful of far-right groups were infiltrated among the many hundreds of left-wing ones.

Officers from the SDS and NPOIU secretly infiltrated organisations by ‘any means necessary’, including forming long-term, intimate sexual and emotional relationships with women activists like us, having children with some and robbing others of the chance of motherhood. More than twenty undercover officers have so far been identified as having deceived women into intimate relationships. We had no idea we were involved with men who were police spies. Some of these officers had relationships with more than one woman during their missions. There are undoubtedly many more such stories to be uncovered.

We discovered the truth about these men’s identities and tactics through our own research and shared experiences. It was those efforts that led to the public exposure of the officers and subsequent widespread outcry about the activities of these units. If it wasn’t for our hard work and that of other activists who were spied upon, it is likely that this kind of tactic would still be in operation without scrutiny. Since these initial discoveries, the tactics of the SDS and NPOIU have become one of the biggest policing scandals of our time. The revelations led in part to the announcement of a public inquiry, which began taking evidence in November 2020. The fight for truth and justice is far from over.

For those targeted, the betrayal and the Orwellian surveillance that was behind it have devastated lives.

Here, in our own words, five of us tell our stories.




The Women and the Spies

The five women when they met ‘their’ spies (1987–2010):

‘Belinda’, 24, non-activist, worked as an accounts assistant with the Central Electricity Generating Board.

Helen Steel, 22, gardener and environmental and social justice activist with London Greenpeace, later one half of ‘the McLibel Two’.

‘Alison’, 29, English and media studies teacher and political activist with the Colin Roach Centre.

‘Lisa’, 29, student, climbing and mountaineering enthusiast and environmental and social justice activist with groups including Earth First!

‘Naomi’, 32, gardener, social justice campaigner and environmental activist with Earth First!

The four undercover police spies who targeted the women:

Bob Robinson, 29 (real name Bob Lambert, 35)

John Barker, 27 (real name John Dines, 32)

Mark Cassidy, 27 (real name Mark Jenner, 31)

Mark Stone, 34 (real name Mark Kennedy, 34)

Given the intrusion we were subjected to, four of us wish to remain anonymous – so are identified only by first names, some of which are pseudonyms. Other names in the book have also been changed to protect privacy. Those spied on have a right to anonymity in a way that was never afforded to them by the police. We do not accept that any of the police officers who have perpetrated the kinds of abuses described in this book are entitled to anonymity. Those who commit such serious abuses should have to answer for their actions.




Belinda

(Officer: Bob Robinson)

East End, London, April 1987

I didn’t want to go to the party – it was a Monday night and I had to be up early for work the next day. But my old university friend Simon persuaded me to go.

‘Just because you want to get with that girl!’ I teased.

Simon looked up, smirked and shrugged his shoulders as though he’d been caught out.

‘Okay, Belinda, but when do you ever say no to a party?’

I grinned; it was true.

The party was being held at a shared house in East London and by the time we’d arrived it was already in full swing. There were around a hundred people crammed inside an impressive Victorian townhouse, spread across three floors. People had spilled into the garden and street outside as music thudded from within.

Unfortunately, the target of Simon’s affections seemed to be the target of everyone else’s too. Although I didn’t know her myself, she’d gone to the same university as us and he’d already told me on the way over that she was involved in animal rights. I was a vegetarian, so I understood the sentiments and supported the ideology. However, I was more interested in other issues like world inequalities, women’s and children’s rights myself.

I’d met Simon in my first year at uni and we’d been firm friends ever since. He was extremely well-read and great fun to be around. Once we’d graduated, we moved into a shared house in London with six other university friends to try to seek our fortune. We knew that living in London would help us to secure professional jobs, something so much harder to come by up north.

None of us were remotely involved in political activism, other than attending the odd student demo and having a shared dislike for Margaret Thatcher’s policies.

We’d graduated a few years earlier from the University of Lancaster, and I had recently started a new job as an accounts assistant with the Central Electricity Generating Board (CEGB).

We’d arrived at the party around nine o’clock, armed with cans of Stella. The living room was thick with smoke and the conversation was loud. People were desperately trying to be heard above the sound of The Smiths’ ‘This Charming Man’ as it boomed out of speakers in the corner of the room.

I felt a bit of an outsider at the party because this wasn’t my usual crowd. There seemed to be a lot of political types there so I decided that, if the subject arose, I’d keep my job to myself. To me, my job was a means to an end in that it paid the bills and enabled me to further my career. Some of the people there looked pretty hardcore, and I thought they may have disapproved of me working for the CEGB because of its association with nuclear power.

A crush of people had congregated in the kitchen, coats had been draped over the back of the sofa and an ashtray had accidentally tipped over, carpeting a patch of the floor in grey ash. A bottle of wine had also been spilt; claret red splattered across the floor.

Simon left me alone almost immediately to try to find the girl he fancied, but she was far too busy chatting to her friends so he didn’t get much of a look-in and soon returned to me. Besides the girl, neither of us knew another soul there. Everyone was really friendly though, so Simon and I stood around and chatted happily to each other and some of our fellow partygoers for a while. We were still sipping our lukewarm lager when people began to drift off and the room thinned.

‘Shall we call it a night then?’ Simon asked.

I glanced at my watch.

‘Yeah, we’ll catch the last bus if we’re quick.’

My eyes drifted around the room, and that’s when I saw him – a dark-haired guy who was standing over in the corner; he was staring straight at me. He was tall, slim and so good-looking that I felt a spark as our eyes locked and we smiled at one another. I didn’t want to make it too easy for him so I turned away. When I glanced over again he was still staring. He looked older than me – in his late twenties – and was standing with five other people. But he seemed distracted.

‘I think I’m going to go and find her, you know, to say goodbye.’

It was Simon; his voice snapped me back into the moment.

‘I think she might be downstairs,’ he continued, nodding over towards the door. ‘Anyway, I won’t be long.’

‘Right,’ I mumbled, taking another sip of lager.

Running for the bus now was the last thing on my mind. Things were looking up and I didn’t want to leave, at least not until I’d spoken to this guy. With Simon gone, I was all alone; I peered awkwardly down at the can in my hands – my fingers tapping against the tin. I was just wondering what to do when the stranger crossed the room to speak to me.

‘Hi, I’m Bob. Bob Robinson.’

‘Belinda.’ I smiled.

He nodded.

‘So,’ he said, gesturing around the room. ‘Who do you know here?’

I took a too-big gulp of lager and shook my head.

‘Oh, no one. I don’t know anyone, really. I’ve come with my friend, Simon. He’s just nipped downstairs to say goodbye to someone.’

We started chatting. I very much hoped that Simon wouldn’t reappear immediately because it would cut my conversation short with Bob.

The more we spoke, the more at ease I felt. Bob was both charismatic and charming and by the time Simon eventually resurfaced fifteen minutes later, we were deeply engrossed in conversation. I spotted him hovering behind Bob, so I shot him a warning glance: push off and leave us alone. Simon took his cue and tactfully disappeared. It was blatantly obvious from our body language that Bob and I were interested in each other. Half an hour later, when Simon returned again, I felt my heart sink a little. However, I couldn’t stop smiling when Bob offered to give us both a lift home.

‘My van’s parked outside; it’s no problem,’ he insisted.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Absolutely!’

I was still beaming as we left the party and followed Bob outside; I’d already decided to ask him for his phone number. As his white van trundled off down the road, we chatted some more and Bob told me he was twenty-nine years old – five years older than me. He explained he was a vegan who was passionate about animal rights. I thought maybe I’d found someone who I could not only have an intelligent and interesting conversation with but, potentially, a relationship too. I’d recently had my heart broken and was still hung up on my last boyfriend, who had decided to end things. So Bob could be just the tonic I needed.

We pulled up outside our shared house in Forest Gate. For a split second, I felt tempted to ask him inside, but thought better of it. After all, I’d only met him an hour before. Bob wasn’t even my usual type; but there was something about him that had piqued my interest and I could almost feel a ripple of electricity as it passed between us. Although it was clear he was also extremely interested, I decided to tread carefully and give myself space to think.

With Simon already at our front door, I turned to Bob and we shared a quick kiss.

‘Could I ring you?’ he asked enthusiastically.

I hurriedly scribbled my phone number down on a piece of paper. He folded it and slipped it into his back pocket. I couldn’t stop grinning as I got out of his van and slammed the door behind me. I turned to give him a final wave as the van jolted forward and pulled away. I stood there, watching the tail-lights as they became two small red dots before disappearing into the night.

By the time I’d walked inside the house, Simon was waiting for me.

‘He seemed really keen,’ he said.

‘Yeah, I was going to invite him in, but I don’t really know him, and I’ve got work tomorrow.’

Simon nodded.

‘Yeah, better to get to know him a bit first. I mean, he could be anyone.’

The following evening, I felt exhausted as I walked in after a long day at work. I’d just turned the key in the lock and pushed open the door when Simon walked past.

‘There’s a letter for you. It’s on the side. Someone put it through the door.’

I ripped open the envelope to reveal a piece of card; it had been crudely trimmed with a pair of scissors. On one side was a colourful illustration of a fox, a dog, a fish and a bird. On the other was a handwritten note from Bob. In it he said he’d been thinking about me a lot and that he’d ring me shortly to organise a date! I was absolutely thrilled because my instincts had been right; Bob liked me as much as I liked him.

True to his word, he called and we arranged to meet for a proper date. He told me he lived in Hackney, which wasn’t too far from my place, so we decided on a meal in Stoke Newington. The vegetarian restaurant was packed out and the food was delicious. At the end of it, I insisted on paying half.

‘No,’ Bob said, putting his hand over mine. ‘Let me get this.’

But I was adamant.

‘Bob, I don’t like any man paying for me – I always pay my own way, and I want to pay half.’

‘Okay,’ he reluctantly agreed, resting back in his chair.

I had my principles too, which were important to me. I wanted him to understand that.

Bob was genuine, romantic and attentive towards me at all times. He was also a member of London Greenpeace, a supporter of the Animal Liberation Front (ALF) and a vegan; he had all the credentials of a committed activist. I picked up my drink and sipped it, trying to swallow my discomfort as I remembered I needed to tell him about my job at the electricity board. Surely, he would much prefer a girlfriend with similar political motivations and a lifestyle more like his own.

I wasn’t ashamed of my job in the slightest – people need electricity, after all, and I worked hard with my team in the payroll department. I just thought he might disapprove. There was a chance it could effectively end things before they’d even had a chance to begin.

‘Penny for your thoughts?’

It was Bob.

‘Oh, nothing.’ I smiled.

‘Good. Listen, do you want to come back to my place? It’s not much, it’s …’

‘Yes,’ I answered a little too quickly.

We stepped out into the mild London spring evening; the smell and anticipation of a warm summer ahead had filled the air with hope. I felt Bob’s hand slip into mine and allowed any initial doubts to disperse. It had been a long time since I’d felt so buoyant with happiness.

Somewhere above our heads, U2’s ‘With or Without You’ blared out of a half-opened window and drifted down to the street below. I knew it right then – I could feel it in my bones – I was falling for Bob already.

Bob’s flat, Graham Road, Hackney, London, April 1987

The first-floor flat was above a barber’s shop and was really grotty inside. There was a single mattress on the floor, a small bedside table, a bookcase, and a few clothes and personal possessions scattered around. Other than that, there was very little else. In some ways, the sparse furniture gave the impression of someone who didn’t plan to stick around for long. But this was Bob – he was anti-capitalist, so it totally fitted that he wouldn’t have many possessions.

In spite of this, somehow, I’d expected more. I swallowed down my disappointment and turned to face the windows. They overlooked the street outside and were thick with grime, both inside and out. There was no living room or other space to speak of apart from a small, draughty shared kitchen and toilet. I tried to hide my shock and instead wandered over to the bookcase. There was a pile of leaflets stacked on it, so I plucked one from the top. Printed across it were the words: What’s Wrong with McDonald’s? I glanced down at the rest of the leaflets – there were around 500 of them stacked in a neat pile. Anti-McDonald’s pamphlets didn’t surprise me in the least. After all, I knew he was a committed vegan campaigner.

‘Told you it’s not much,’ Bob said, gesturing to the room.

But I didn’t care; it was a small fault in a good man, and Bob was definitely a good man who shunned capitalist values. I also thought he might think I was a bit of a fraud because I wasn’t an activist.

‘I’ve been on a CND march,’ I offered, even though it had just been the one.

I felt guilty that I wasn’t as committed to my own political values as Bob; his priorities seemed so far removed from my own. I wasn’t even bothered that he didn’t have a proper job – it wasn’t important to me because I had money of my own. I was an independent woman, and I didn’t need a man to keep me. I always had and always would pay my own way.

‘I drive a taxi as well,’ Bob explained as we settled down with our drinks. ‘It’s mainly nights, but I share it with another guy. It helps pay for all this,’ he said looking around the room.

I knew then that he must have a very limited income.

Belinda’s diary entry, London, May 1987

I’m writing this at a good point in my life. Living in a house with eight people in it … no problems to report except minor insecurities. That is, of course, until I met Bob recently, which has brought all kinds of questions for me to worry about. It’s the first time for ages I’ve started seeing someone I could really get to like. A recent party introduced me to Bob, the cab-driving, gardening vegan, who seems to be an active member of Greenpeace. The most obvious problem is that I have slightly covered up the fact that I work for the dreaded CEGB, which I get intermittent pangs of guilt about. I’m toying with the idea of coming clean and telling him about it tomorrow.

I’ve only seen Bob three times, and am already developing tell-tale signs such as boredom with time between seeing him, irritability and downright neurosis about me, him, what will/won’t or should/could be.


I needed to tell Bob and come clean about my job before he found out. Honesty was the best policy, especially if we were to have a proper, loving relationship. There couldn’t be any secrets between us – what was developing between us was far too good to mess up.

A few days later, we were sitting together in Bob’s dingy flat.

Tell him now!

‘There’s something I need to say. I haven’t been quite straight with you …’ I began, casting my eyes towards the floor. I wasn’t sure where to even begin. By nature, I’d always been an honest person, so it had to be done.

‘What is it?’ Bob asked, propping himself up on the mattress. His eyes searched mine, trying to second-guess what bombshell I was about to drop.

‘… I work for the Central Electricity Generating Board,’ I said, blurting the words out.

They hung heavily in the air as I waited for Bob’s reaction. I expected him to be thoroughly pissed off that I’d not been straight with him from the beginning. But instead, he began to laugh.

‘Is that it? For a minute, I didn’t know what you were going to tell me!’ he said, roaring with laughter.

I was absolutely dumbstruck.

‘But don’t you mind? Aren’t you annoyed with me?’

But Bob was only half-listening because he was still busy chuckling away to himself.

‘No, of course not. I wouldn’t do it myself, but I’m not angry with you. How could I be?’

His reaction surprised me, but in a good way. It also confirmed that he really did like me regardless. If he hadn’t, surely he would have used my job as an excuse to finish it then.

However, moments later, he revealed a secret of his own.

‘I’ve got something to tell you too,’ he said. ‘I’ve got a son.’

Bob explained how a former girlfriend had fallen pregnant.

‘But you’ll have to meet him, Belinda,’ he said, his eyes lighting up at the thought. ‘He’s such a great kid.’

I felt happy he’d told me about his son, also that he’d suggested I meet him; it reinforced the possibility I could be part of Bob’s future – our future.

Even though he didn’t earn a regular income, Bob explained that he got by doing cash-in-hand gardening jobs in well-heeled areas around London, such as Hampstead; he also illegally touted for cab pick-ups and customers at Heathrow to top up his money.

We were both busy with work but still managed to spend most evenings together. Usually, he’d come over to my place because it was more comfortable and sociable. Bob seemed very well-read and was a great conversationalist. He’d often get into deep debates with my housemates, usually Simon. The two of them would spend hours sitting on the floor in front of the gas fire, drinking Stella, having intense and meaningful discussions about animal rights and politics in general. I knew Bob was involved in the Animal Liberation Front (ALF), but I didn’t know much about it and wasn’t interested in that. By now, I was smitten; I couldn’t believe how easily this wonderful man had slotted into my life. He was genuine, passionate and committed and everyone liked him.

Hackney, London, June 1987

One day, Bob and I were strolling around Hackney when he suggested we nip into a nearby café. As we took our seats, he told me there was something urgent that he needed to speak to me about. His face looked so solemn that I expected the worst; my heart felt like a lead weight. We’d been seeing each other for over a month and I was as blissfully in love with him as he seemed to be with me.

‘What is it?’ I asked, slumping down into the chair opposite his.

‘It’s important, Belinda.’

He looked so serious that I convinced myself it must be bad news.

‘Just say it; whatever it is, just tell me!’

‘Belinda,’ he said, holding my hands in the space he’d created between us. ‘I want you to promise to be faithful to me and not sleep with anyone else.’

The nervous breath I’d been holding came flooding out of my lungs as a sigh of relief.

Was that all?

‘Of course,’ I insisted. However, Bob didn’t give me a chance to reply because he hadn’t finished.

‘I don’t want to get HIV,’ he added bluntly, not even looking me in the eye.

‘What?’ I gasped.

I waited for him to laugh and say it’d been a joke, only he didn’t – he was deadly serious.

‘I … I … I don’t know what to say. I can’t believe you’ve even said that. I’d never do that to you,’ I said, trying to hide my disbelief. ‘Listen, this is the real thing for me, Bob. I love you.’

He smiled and returned the sentiment. We’d never said that to each other before. But I felt hurt that he could ever think I’d be interested in anyone else when we were both so passionate about each other. I just wouldn’t do something like that to him.

How could he even ask such a thing?

I felt disconcerted and also a little insulted, but I was madly in love so I made excuses for him. I put his sudden sombre mood down to all the doom-and-gloom government HIV public health adverts being screened on TV – one with a volcano ominously erupting and John Hurt’s voice booming as a tombstone fell. Government leaflets had also been pushed through doors up and down the country, warning us: Don’t Die of Ignorance. Luckily for me and Bob, we’d found each other now and, since our conversation, I knew neither of us were going to take any risks.

Earl’s Court, London, Peter Gabriel gig, 27 June 1987

As we approached the distinctive white art deco building of Earl’s Court, I turned and squeezed Bob’s hand.

‘Thanks for buying me the ticket. I can’t wait to see him.’

We walked inside the venue, my hand still wrapped inside his. The place was packed with people of varying ages. I bought some drinks and we found somewhere to stand where we could see the stage. The noise from the crowd gathered momentum; the lights dimmed into blackness and a huge cheer rose up from the back. Then Peter Gabriel walked onto the stage bathed in a pure single white light.

Bob turned to me, his eyes glinting with excitement as he pulled me close. This was our first gig together, and it was amazing. When Peter Gabriel started to sing ‘Games Without Frontiers’, I looked at Bob; he was busy facing the stage, singing along.

I realised then just how happy and lucky I was to have met him at that party.

Forest Gate, London, July 1987

Bob had often talked about direct action on behalf of the ALF, including damaging a random butcher’s shop front with graffiti. It sounded more like vandalism to me, and I couldn’t even see what he thought he was going to achieve.

‘Why do you have to do it?’ I asked one afternoon as we walked in a nearby park.

‘Because it’s who I am – it’s what I do.’

I wasn’t convinced. It felt more like bravado on his part, as though he was trying to prove to his friends that he was the most serious activist they had. I could tell he was desperate for me to show an interest and get involved. I hoped it meant he saw me as his soulmate. However, secretly, I wanted him to grow up a bit.

I assumed that now he’d met me, he’d stop whatever he was up to, and he did seem to be going in that direction. He seemed to be getting more and more uncomfortable about going on demos and being an activist, whatever that involved, and something was definitely bothering him.

‘Well, I think it all sounds very ill-advised,’ I remarked.

It was at that moment he mentioned the anti-McDonald’s leaflet – the one I’d picked up from the pile on his bookcase, back at the flat.

‘The police are looking for me, you know,’ he told me as we strolled around the park.

‘Why?’

‘It’s those leaflets …’ he replied, before starting to laugh.

But I didn’t get the joke.

‘What’s funny?’

He was laughing so hard that he found it difficult to finish off his sentence.

‘… It was me; I wrote them.’

By now, Bob was creased over with laughter, but I still didn’t get it. I waited for him to elaborate, but he didn’t say anything else. Instead, I stood there looking at him in total confusion.

What did he find so funny about him writing anti-McDonald’s leaflets?

Bob discussed the ALF with me. Even though I knew it was a big part of his life, I really didn’t want to know what he got up to in case he dragged me down with him. However, in the weeks that followed, I noticed cracks in his armour, as though he’d had enough himself.

‘Why don’t you back off a bit? Give it up for a while?’ I suggested.

He thought for a moment and then shook his head.

‘No, I’m in too deep, Belinda. I’m involved in stuff I can’t get out of now.’

He looked at me as though there was so much more he wanted to say but he couldn’t explain why.

In spite of his reservations, he remained on the activist scene and once even managed to drag me along to a London Greenpeace meeting. I found the meeting to be boring beyond belief but fortunately it was nearly over when we’d arrived.

When Bob had first walked into the room, I’d noticed how everyone turned to look at him. Their eyes seemed to follow him because he oozed confidence, and everyone wanted a piece. He owned every room he entered and when he spoke they all seemed to listen. At first, I couldn’t fathom it. Then I realised that he had a special kind of confidence and presence that was uncommon among other activists. Instead, he carried himself in the same way a professional person or a manager would. Somehow, his body language didn’t match a largely unemployed animal-rights campaigner. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but Bob commanded respect, and people gave it to him.

You certainly are an enigma, I thought as he mingled with other activists after the meeting. He could have had a great career in something but he’d forgone all that for his principles. In some ways, it made me proud to be his girlfriend, but I’d much have preferred it if he used his personable nature and energy to get a proper job.

‘People love you, don’t they?’ I remarked later as we cuddled up in bed.

Bob shrugged in his usual self-deprecating way.

‘What can I say? I love what I do.’

However, no matter how hard I tried, I just wasn’t interested in his politics. So, following the activists’ meeting experience, I arranged to meet Bob and his mates down the pub instead. Our whirlwind relationship had taken me by surprise because he’d absolutely swept me off my feet. Bob was handsome, funny and engaging. Somehow, his sheer passion for activism, his personality and charisma injected an excitement into my life that working for the electricity board just couldn’t. I found him an irresistible mixture of security and danger and he brightened life in so many ways. If only he’d sort out his priorities, he’d be my perfect man.

It soon became clear to me that I hadn’t been Bob’s only serious relationship. I wanted to find out more but I knew I should tread gently in case he wasn’t ready to share it with me.

‘So, have there been any significant others?’ I asked casually one day as we lay in bed. ‘Apart from the mother of your child?’ I was dying to know, but I also knew he was a deeply private person.

‘There was an ex-girlfriend, but she moved to go and live in Ireland,’ he said after a few moments. He showed me a photo of them planting a tree together when they parted.

I tried to press him further, but Bob was a closed book. In fact, he never seemed to like talking about himself or any of his past relationships. His only interests were politics and the here and now.

Forest Gate, August 1987

Bob had been busy delivering the anti-McDonald’s leaflets.

‘Do you want to come and help me?’ he asked one morning as we awoke with a start to the sound of the early alarm.

‘But it’s such a waste of time,’ I complained.

Bob laughed, peeled the duvet away and crossed the room to get dressed. I didn’t budge; it was the weekend – my only days off. The thought of standing in shop doorways, handing out leaflets, left me cold.

‘No, I’m all right, thanks,’ I said, burying myself back beneath the duvet.

I had better things to do; I found it hard to be enthusiastic about causes that mattered to him because I felt they’d taken over his life. I wanted to do other things with Bob – not just sit there passively, listening to his beliefs. Meanwhile, he thought it quaint that I prioritised family life and a good job over politics. I remained quiet; I didn’t tell him what I was really thinking – that I wanted and was planning for a future with him and a family of our own. Surely he must want that too?

Forest Gate, September 1987

Bob told me he had a big gardening job lined up in King’s Lynn, in Norfolk.

‘I won’t be gone long, only a few weeks.’

He held me tight and told me what agony it would be to be apart.

‘But I’ll write,’ he promised.

I knew I’d miss him, but I also knew he had to earn some money. Even anti-capitalists needed enough to live on.

Belinda’s diary entry, London, September 1987

Bob. I could cope without him, couldn’t I?

…Sameness, boredom, no challenges at all except to keep Bob, who I wish was already in the bag.


I absentmindedly began to doodle at the bottom of the page. I drew a stick version of myself and wrote: ‘To Bob, love an admirer’ and scribbled a heart with an arrow, with the words: ‘Bob loves Ann R Kist’. I even signed off: ‘By a nee mal rights’. It was childish, but I didn’t care because even though I was bored with the routine of my life, I was with Bob. He’d made me feel happy and carefree.

A few days later, he left for King’s Lynn. True to his word, I received a letter through the post. I couldn’t hide my excitement as my eyes scoured his words. He wrote, ‘nothing but thoughts of you once I’m lying down in the back of the van resting my aching body!’ and he said he couldn’t wait to see me again. ‘One thing I keep thinking about – okay, two things I keep thinking about, but I’ll stick to writing about one – is our expedition next weekend. I’m so excited about it. Bob and Belinda go camping …’

Underneath his note, he’d drawn a map of King’s Lynn with dotted lines above the town and the words: ‘Old Roman wall to keep Northerners out’. I laughed because I knew he was referring to me. Holding the letter to my face, I inhaled, trying to smell him – trying to detect an ounce of his scent – but there was nothing. No trace.

He’d written that the area reminded him of the setting of The Go-Between by L. P. Hartley, so I searched it out and read the opening line, which seemed particularly poignant: ‘The past is a foreign country: they do things differently there.’

Soon Bob returned home and we settled into a routine. I’d see him several nights a week, depending on whether he was driving the cab or not.

REM gig, Hammersmith Odeon, London, 30 September 1987

We were driving to Hammersmith Odeon in his van when Bob decided to take a sudden detour.

‘I just need to check out this bloke’s house,’ he told me. ‘Wait there, I won’t be long.’

‘Can’t you go another time?’ I complained, but he took no notice.

I watched bewildered as he pushed open a gate and went into a garden opposite. A small dog appeared from nowhere and sank its teeth into his leg. I was just about to climb out and go to his aid when he managed to free himself and stagger back over.

Bob cursed as he eased himself back into the driver’s seat. He turned the key in the ignition and the van fired into life.

‘What the hell, Bob? The thing’s just bitten you! Aren’t you at least going to have a word with the owner?’

He indicated and the van pulled away from the kerb.

‘No,’ he said, shaking his head. ‘I shouldn’t have been there. He’s something to do with one of the hunts and he knows I’m a hunt sab [i.e. saboteur]. He probably let the dog out on purpose.’

Bob did agree that he should go to hospital for a tetanus jab. However, when the nurse asked his name, he gave her a false one. After the nurse had gone, I twisted in my plastic seat to look at him.

‘It’s the police – they’re after me, aren’t they?’ He shrugged by way of explanation.

‘What for? Why are the police after you?’ I demanded.

Bob shifted uneasily.

‘Parking fines. I’ve loads of them. I can’t let them catch me, otherwise I’ll have to pay.’

It didn’t make any sense but then less and less was beginning to make sense when it came to Bob. Giving a false name in a hospital felt very wrong to me and almost unfathomable, but I was young and in love so I shrugged off my feelings of unease.

Later, at the REM gig, Michael Stipe sang ‘The One I Love’

I looked up at Bob and thought, how appropriate.

Stoke Newington, London, autumn 1987

There was a party in a squat next to a pub called The Cricketers that we drank in. Bob, a few others and I had been invited along. The squat – a disused social club – was a real dive, even by Bob’s standards. At one point, we had to sit on the floor. The building was packed out, with people standing all around. A guy who’d been sniffing poppers accidentally dropped the phial he’d been holding and a bit spilled onto Bob’s hair. It’d been an accident, but Bob went absolutely crackers.

‘That’s it,’ he said, standing up, looking really upset. ‘I’m going to have to go home now and wash my hair!’

I couldn’t understand why he was being such a drama queen. It had been a few drops of amyl nitrate, which would have evaporated almost immediately. However, he refused to discuss it and practically sprinted off.

Connah’s Quay, North Wales, 29 December 1987

It was just after Christmas when I took Bob to meet my mum and dad in Wales. I’d already told them I’d met a nice guy, so they were really looking forward to finally meeting him. We drove up and as soon as we’d stepped out of the van, Mum was waiting to greet us. The drinks were already being poured as we walked through the door. Bob wasn’t a big drinker, but my dad handed him a whisky while I sipped a beer. It felt like a party atmosphere as Dad walked over to the turntable and put on some trad jazz music. My parents knew I really liked Bob, so they welcomed him with open arms. He was middle class, well-spoken and had a real presence. He oozed confidence but, unlike previous ex-university boyfriends, had no job prospects whatsoever.

‘We’ve heard a lot about you, Bob,’ Mum said, making conversation.

I felt myself blush.

She passed Bob a bowl of vegetable soup she’d rustled up for our arrival. I’d warned her in advance to make something vegan.

It was a lovely weekend and, by the end of our visit, Bob had won them both over, even though Dad seemed troubled by his lack of a ‘proper’ job.

‘But what does he do?’ he asked.

‘He’s a gardener, oh, and he drives a cab.’

I tried to make him sound like the hard worker my parents expected me to settle down with. However, I failed to mention his activism or lack of possessions. I could just imagine my dad thinking: Who the hell have you just brought into our home?




Helen

(Officer: John Barker)

I first began campaigning as a teenager, while still at school. Unusually, my comprehensive school had an agriculture department: the boys were enrolled in rural science, woodwork and metalwork, while the girls were directed to cookery, needlework and secretarial skills. My best friend and I were keen on animals, so we asked to join the rural science class. Initially we were refused and told it was for ‘boys only’ but eventually, after finding a couple of lads to swap with us for cookery, we got to study agriculture. We usually cleaned out the pigsty on Fridays and the pigs almost became friends. They had piglets, which were adorable, and we loved looking after them. One day, the piglets were rounded up and the whole class went on a trip to the local slaughterhouse. My best friend was a lifelong vegetarian and, after watching a whole line of other pigs being killed, I was so upset, I became vegetarian too. During a parents’ evening we handed out leaflets against factory farming and asked the adults to sign a petition against veal crates.

As I learnt about other forms of injustice I campaigned on a wide range of issues – against racism and apartheid; against poverty and police repression; for women’s equal rights; for lesbian and gay rights; for environmental sustainability; and for freedom to roam. At seventeen I took part in the huge ‘Embrace the Base’ demonstration when women surrounded Greenham Common airbase to oppose nuclear weapons, and at eighteen I stayed in a mining village and joined picket lines in support of striking miners in the dispute of 1984–85.

From these experiences I learnt that the police would protect the status quo and often use violence against people protesting, but I also learnt the strength of people joining together to achieve change, even if they weren’t always successful. The feminist groups I joined taught me that when women came together and shared experiences, we could start to see patterns of male dominance, male feelings of entitlement to women’s bodies and women’s socialisation to defer to men’s wants. Armed with that knowledge we could then see the importance of overturning sexist values.

London Greenpeace, spring 1987

I became involved with London Greenpeace after the group hosted a talk by an Australian Aboriginal speaker. He was in the UK to campaign in support of Aboriginal land rights during a re-enactment of the first fleet sailing to and colonising Australia 200 years before. I liked the fact that the group was directed at both environmental and social justice issues. People there seemed friendly and weren’t too dogmatic. I also liked that the philosophy was about people taking action to improve the world ourselves rather than appealing to politicians to do it for us.

We’d arrange protests on various social and environmental issues. An activist called Bob Robinson was part of the group and, at some point, he introduced his girlfriend Belinda. She wasn’t involved in campaigning but was friendly and easy to chat to.

London Greenpeace, late 1987

A guy called John Barker started coming to the weekly meetings on a regular basis. Although we always began with everyone introducing themselves, I can’t recall exactly when John first turned up. My first clear recollection was of him giving people a lift home from the meetings. Unlike most others in the group, he had a vehicle. It didn’t take long before he was nicknamed ‘John the Van’. Following the meeting, we’d usually go to a nearby pub and afterwards would all pile into the back of his van. Most of my friends lived in Hackney, so John would drop them off first and then take me to Tottenham. As I was usually the last to get out, I’d often sit up front with him. He was friendly and easy to talk to; we’d chat about anything and everything. He’d told me a bit about his background, that he’d lived in New Zealand for part of his childhood and that his parents were still there. He’d returned to the UK a couple of years before, and had been living in a campervan on the South Bank. He was now working as a kitchen fitter.

Slowly, we became closer.




Belinda

(Officer: Bob Robinson)

Forest Gate, London, January 1988

The contract on my shared house was up for renewal but I didn’t want to tie myself down for another year because, secretly, I hoped Bob and I might move in together.

‘I’m not sure what to do,’ I sighed after explaining my predicament to him.

I thought he might suggest that we move in somewhere but instead he came up with another solution.

‘Some of my mates live in a flat in Hackney and they have a spare room; you could move in there.’

I was a bit gutted as he obviously hadn’t taken the hint.

Seaton Point tower block, Nightingale Estate, Hackney, London, 7 February 1988

I was finally leaving Simon and all my other friends, but it was time for a change. Bob suggested the flat; it was less rent and also much closer to his place. I couldn’t believe how much my life had changed in the eleven months since we’d first met at that party – the one I’d almost not bothered going to.

The flat would be a new start for me. I’d be living with two of Bob’s friends – a Swedish girl called Greta and another guy called Brian.

We drove over to Hackney and began to lift my stuff out of the van. The flat was on the eighth floor of a tower block on the Nightingale Estate – the roughest place I’d ever lived.

But the flat was actually quite nice inside – much better than the estate itself.

Bristol, 19 February 1988

We travelled to Bristol to visit my sister, Maria. I hoped she’d love Bob as much as I did, but for some reason she didn’t seem quite as enamoured as everyone else. Maria never said anything, but she didn’t have to – I could just tell. My suspicions were confirmed when, a short while later, she came to stay with us in London. We visited an art gallery and, at the end of the weekend, Bob and I gave her a lift to the train station. They were busy chatting about something in the front seat when the discussion suddenly became heated. Soon, it had developed into a full-blown row even though I wasn’t sure what it’d originally been about. As I hugged her goodbye, Maria made a remark about Bob being ‘far too jolly’.

‘What do you mean?’ I asked, holding her away from me at arm’s length.

‘I don’t know; there’s just something about him – something a bit … false.’

I was gobsmacked and more than a little hurt.

‘Well, it’s just my opinion,’ Maria said as she turned to leave.

I wanted to ask what she’d meant by false, but the moment had gone.

Afterwards, I couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d said.

Was Bob false?

I shook my head.

No, Bob was lovely.

Everyone liked Bob, everyone apart from my sister.

Connah’s Quay, North Wales, 3 April 1988

Mum and Dad had invited us up to stay for Easter, and I was really looking forward to it. They’d all met just after Christmas and had got on famously, even if it was obvious Dad didn’t approve of, or understand, Bob’s employment status.

‘Hi, Bob,’ Mum said, leaning in for a hug.

I tried not to laugh. He’d pretty much been ambushed by her.

We’d been staying a day or so when we decided to go and visit my 99-year-old still sharp and intelligent grandmother who lived in a care home nearby. She’d emigrated from Cork to Bradford as a child along with her parents and most of her eleven siblings.

‘I’ll just peg yours and Bob’s washing out before we go,’ Mum said.

She’d taken one look at us when we’d arrived and offered to wash our clothes. I knew it was mainly directed at Bob, whose clothes looked permanently grimy. He laughed it off. We jumped in Dad’s car then headed over to see my granny. I was keen for Bob to meet her and wondered what she’d make of him. ‘He has a good heart,’ she whispered to me as we left. When we came back, it looked like it might rain so Mum went into the back garden to bring the washing in.

‘Belinda, Belinda …’ I heard her cry.

I ran to see what was wrong, and found her standing there, totally flummoxed.

‘The clothes, look – they’ve all gone!’

I told Bob: ‘All our clothes! Someone’s stolen them.’ I’d expected him to go mad, but weirdly he just burst out laughing.

I was absolutely livid and I found it utterly infuriating that Bob didn’t seem to care.

Why wasn’t he bothered?

And why would someone steal second-hand clothes?

It just didn’t make sense.

There was something else that didn’t make sense – something else that had been playing on my mind. Though Bob was an anti-capitalist with sporadic cash-in-hand work, he never, ever seemed to be short of money. He was mad keen on going to gigs and we went frequently but he would never accept any money from me for my tickets.

‘Don’t worry,’ he’d tell me. ‘It’s what I choose to spend my money on and I’ve got a close friend who works in the music industry and gets me all the tickets for a fraction of the usual price.’

London Greenpeace office, London, spring 1988

Bob had wanted to nip into the London Greenpeace offices to see someone, but I was desperate for a cup of tea so I popped across the road to see my friend in the Peace Meal café.

Afterwards, as I walked into the Greenpeace office, I spotted a girl with long dark hair. She was called Helen Steel. We’d briefly met before and I’d seen her at a party recently, having a laugh with some of the others.

Helen’s eyes rested on the cup of tea in my hand.

‘I hope that’s not from McDonald’s,’ she said, smiling warmly.

‘Oh no,’ I insisted, defensively. ‘I’d never go to McDonald’s. It’s from Peace Meal, over the road.’

‘That’s okay then,’ she teased. We both laughed as I realised she was pulling my leg.

Bob’s flat, Graham Road, Hackney, London, April 1988

A few days earlier, I’d brought up the idea of Bob and I living together, but Bob had seemed horrified. No doubt he’d thought it was a counter-revolutionary idea. But to me our relationship was dominated not by politics but by love and passion.

I wanted to have children and, with Bob, I felt I’d found my soulmate. However, he already had a son who, he said, he could barely support. So, I guessed having another child wasn’t exactly at the top of his agenda.

‘Okay, I get it, but I still don’t understand why we can’t live together.’

Bob looked up from what he was doing.

‘I’m not good enough for you, Belinda – I never have been. I really don’t deserve you.’

His words upset me so much that I began to cry. He’d always behaved as though I was the one for him, so why was he saying these things now? It was not what I was expecting.

‘Don’t say that, Bob.’

‘But it’s true; you deserve so much better …’

I loved him so deeply but trying to get him to commit seemed like an impossible task. Instead, I sobbed quietly into my sleeve as Bob insisted his main interests in life were politics and direct action.

‘They take up so much of my life – I don’t have time for anything else.’

But I was going through a monumental shift in my own life and I’d decided I didn’t want to waste time sitting around doing nothing. I wanted to continue to build my career and see my friends but, most of all, I wanted to settle down and start a family, and I wanted to do all that with Bob. Maybe he just needed a bit more time.

Belinda’s diary entry, the flat, Seaton Point, 24 April 1988

Bob’s away working on the motorway. I’ve decided to accept the fact that I like living with other people and get bored on my own. Specifically, I want to get married and have kids – how dare I harbour such thoughts? There are alternatives on how to fill my life (and none of them are in the slightest bit political). Politics – what does it all mean? What good can anything really do as far as changing the world? I see it almost as a hobby – other things in life are definitely more important to me.

I think this year will see some kind of decision on the Bob situation. I know what I want and, if he won’t give me it, I’ll go elsewhere. It’s easy to say this, though no doubt more difficult to actually do.


I put my diary away and went through to the front room to see my flatmates. The flat was very bohemian to me. Greta, the girl who lived there, thought nothing of walking around stark naked, not caring who saw or what they thought. She also flirted with Bob whenever he called to see me, which really got on my nerves. The novelty of living there soon wore thin. The council estate was grim and rundown, a scar on the London skyline. The whole area had a feeling of tension and foreboding, as though something terrible might kick off at any moment.

One morning, I was leaving for work early when I spotted a rabbit’s head. It had been positioned intentionally at eye level right outside the entrance to my tower block. It was totally shocking and I thought I should move it in case any children came out and saw it but I would have missed my train and been late for work. I couldn’t shake the horrible vision from my mind all day and wondered why someone would want to make living on the estate feel even worse than it already was. I was so relieved to find it had gone by the time I came home from work.

The flat, Seaton Point, May 1988

My job had been going well and I’d finally got a promotion. I was still in the payroll team but I was now a senior administrator and a manager of a small team, which meant more money. I’d already saved up quite a lot and nearly had enough for a 10 per cent deposit to buy a flat – something of my own. I’d hoped having my own place might help give my relationship with Bob more security – a solid base.

In the meantime, Bob knocked me for six when he announced – totally out of the blue – that he wanted to move into the flat with me. For the first time in ages, I began to feel really excited.

Belinda’s diary entry, the flat, Seaton Point, May 1988

I have this nagging feeling Bob isn’t good for me (not at the moment, but in the future). I think maybe we’re too different – what hell is it going to be like when we do part? I’m going to see what it’s like when he moves in here at the end of the week … but I want a home and I’m not sure he does.


The flat, Seaton Point, May 1988

Bob was heading over to an activist meeting so I decided to go over with him because I wanted to nip in and see a friend who lived in a squat over there, someone Bob had originally introduced me to. As we approached, I spotted a man unloading some stuff from the back of a flatback van.

‘John!’ Bob called out, his eyes lighting up as the two of them threw their arms around each other like long-lost friends.

‘Belinda, this is John,’ he said by way of introduction.

‘Hi.’ I smiled.

His name was John Barker, and Bob told me he was a great personal friend and fellow activist. I met John various times after that, usually at parties. He was a nice guy and we got on really well. Bob and John seemed to have a special bond. A couple of years later, the same John became the partner of Helen Steel – the girl I’d met at London Greenpeace.

The flat, Seaton Point, May 1988

Bob had finally decided to move into my flat. I went to help him but, as we moved what few boxes he had from his grotty place into my flat, I found one that contained some photographs. Knowing so little about him or his past, I was curious and flicked through them. To my utter surprise, they were mainly photographs of police in uniform at various protest marches.

‘I’ve found all these pictures,’ I said, showing him.

Why does he have photographs of police officers?

Bob stopped, took one from my hand, then shook his head.

‘They’re not mine,’ he insisted, quick as a flash. ‘They must be someone else’s.’

I knew with 100 per cent certainty that they were from his flat but Bob was adamant he’d never seen them before. How odd. I supposed somebody else must have left them there and then forgotten them.

The flat, Seaton Point, mid-June 1988

Bob had been spending a lot of his time at the Old Bailey. Two of his more radical ALF friends – Andrew Clarke and Geoff Sheppard – had been accused of planting incendiary devices inside three Debenhams stores, and had gone on trial. Bob would set off for the Old Bailey just after I’d left for work. He told me he would go, sit at the back of the court, and listen. I knew he was really worried about them and about what was going to happen. But if I’m honest I was beginning to find Bob’s friendship with them a bit weird.

Bob would go almost dewy-eyed every time he spoke of Geoff. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I found his obsession with Geoff and his interest in the trial a bit creepy. Certain things about Bob just didn’t add up: not only his unexplained income but also his attachment to Geoff.

Where was he getting all this unexplained money from? Why did he hold Geoff in such high regard?

The Old Bailey, London, 17 June 1988

Andrew Clarke and Geoff Sheppard were found guilty. The Debenhams stores were targeted by the ALF because they sold fur. Andrew Clarke was sentenced to more than three years, while Geoff Sheppard got four years and four months.

Belinda’s diary entry, the flat, Seaton Point, 20 June 1988

With Bob living with me, I’d begun to feel different – more settled somehow. I picked up a pen and added notes around a previous downbeat diary entry.

I’ve completely changed my mind about my comments before.

P.S. If you read this, Bob, what’s written here was when I was feeling really negative! (Kiss, kiss.)


I turned the page and carried on.

Bob – I’m madly in love still.

I think I’m feeling more positive because he’s living here with me (at least for the time being) and it’s really nice.


The flat, Seaton Point, late June 1988

‘I’ve got to go away, for work,’ Bob announced one evening.

We’d just finished dinner. I’d cooked a delicious butter bean casserole with mashed potatoes and this was unexpected.

‘For how long?’ I asked, sitting up straight in my chair.

He glanced down at his plate as though he couldn’t look me in the eye.

‘Two or three weeks, I reckon.’

After he’d left, a few days later, I found myself feeling uncharacteristically lonely. Two or three weeks felt like a lifetime. When he returned, Bob promised he’d find more local gardening work. Suddenly, things had started to feel a little mixed between us – I couldn’t explain it, but his working away had even made me consider if I’d be better off without him. All his toing and froing and non-commitment felt like death by a thousand cuts.

The flat, Seaton Point, late July 1988

While he’d been away, I’d kept myself busy, viewing different flats. I’d found one in Dalston, East London, and I thought it would be perfect. I couldn’t wait to show it to him. I hoped he’d love it as much as I did and would decide to move in there with me. However, when I arranged to borrow the key from the estate agent and we went to look at it together, his reaction shocked me.

‘Just look at it, Belinda, and tell me what’s wrong.’

The flat was absolutely gorgeous; it was set away from the road, which meant less noise, and it was a very good size for the price.

‘I don’t know. I can’t see anything wrong with it.’

Finally, after I’d given in, Bob pointed it out to me.

‘It’s above a fried chicken shop, Belinda. Do you think it’s right for an animal rights activist to live above a shop like that?’

I put my hand up to my mouth in horror. The thought hadn’t even entered my head.

‘No, I suppose not,’ I replied meekly, feeling my excitement flush away.

The more I thought about it, the more disappointed I felt; apart from the shop, the flat had been absolutely perfect.

Just my luck, I thought, to have my future scuppered by a fried chicken shop.

Whatever my feelings, I listened to Bob and immediately withdrew my offer.

The flat, Seaton Point, 30 October 1988

Bob couldn’t seem to get over his friend Geoff being imprisoned, so he’d gone to visit him again in prison. On his return, he seemed sullen and refused to say much about it but I could tell it’d left him feeling really down.

The flat, Seaton Point, 31 October 1988

Halloween day and, for me, the stuff of nightmares.

Bob had been deep in thought, so I asked what was wrong.

‘I’m going to have to be able to leave at short notice, Belinda,’ he said, blurting out the words.

I felt each one stab me.

‘Why would you need to leave?’ I asked, falling down into a chair, trying to absorb the shock.

‘I think the police are onto me; I might need to go on the run.’

It was obvious by the look on his face that he was really worried – but he wouldn’t or couldn’t tell me anything about it.

New digs, Upper Clapton, London, November 1988

I left the flat and moved into a nearby house with some other friends of Bob’s. I didn’t want any problems at work so we both thought it’d be better if Bob and I didn’t live together – as a temporary measure, just in case something did happen, which seemed fairly unlikely to me.

I’d still stay over with him at the flat in Seaton Point, and he’d come over to my new place. It was hardly perfect, but at least he wasn’t talking about definitely leaving and I just couldn’t imagine it could actually come to that. Moving out felt like the best of a bad situation.

The flat, Seaton Point, mid-November 1988

One evening, I called over there after work, as I often did. Only this time I found Greta shaking – she looked absolutely terrified.

‘The flat’s been raided!’ she announced dramatically, her eyes wide with horror.

‘Raided? By who?’

‘Special Branch.’

I was so stunned that I felt my legs fold beneath me.

She lit a roll-up cigarette; I noticed that her hands were still trembling as she held up her lighter. I felt equally terrified; I didn’t know much, but I knew that Special Branch didn’t call for a social visit. They were anti-terrorist police. My job flashed through my mind and I wondered what my manager would say if he knew. It wouldn’t exactly be good for my promotion prospects.

‘But why, what did they want?’ I asked, desperate to know.

‘They said they were looking for Bob.’

‘But didn’t they say why? Did they say anything else?’

‘No, but they looked through some of your stuff. In fact, one of them picked up a pair of your shoes and asked who they belonged to.’

I suddenly felt desperately scared.

‘And what did you say?’

‘They asked if they were mine, but I said no, those belong to Belinda.’

‘You gave them my name?’ I gasped.

‘It’s okay. I didn’t give your surname or anything.’

But I was petrified.

What the hell had Bob been up to?

When I later relayed the news to him, he seemed equally scared.

‘I’m going to have to disappear,’ he said.

My breath caught inside my chest and I felt the room closing in on me. I was utterly terrified; terrified I’d never see Bob again.

London, late November 1988

A week or so later, I received a very strange letter from Bob. I hadn’t seen him at all since we had spoken about the raid and as I read his note, I felt a sense of unease grow inside the pit of my stomach. He wrote


Greenwich, London, late November and December 1988
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