
' r +  f , 5 . l l r i i .  \ l  \ l ( , 1



Fffi
'  \ 0 t i  I

. l l r l  ( \ l l

arlos the Jackal calls him
"David the Englishman".
The terr orist once infamous
as "The World's Nlost
Wanted Nlan", is captive
inside the forbidding Prison

de la Sant6 in Paris. But that hasn't stopped
him plott ing, and the arl ival of inmate
269151F f i l led his mind rvith schemes. He

shouted hopeful ly thtough his iron bars

erery time the prisoner rvalked ltom his cell

to the e{ercise yard.
"David, David...  Tel l  rre about Libyr.

Tel l  me about the plot to ki l l  Gaddafi ."
TheJackal's voice echoed around the vard

as formei Nll5 agent David Sha]'ler loitered
in the shado*s. "Who's thatl" Shayler asked

other prisoners in fluent French. It wxs Ilich

Ramirez Sanchez, t l im "Carlos theJtckal",
in solitary isolation lol life follorving thc blu-
tal murder of two French pol icemen. The

terlorist 's disembodied voice unnerved the

Blitish inmate. "Fol God's sake tell him I'm
not here," he said, shaking his head.

To the othef prisoners, Shayler rvasn't

Dar.id the Englishman. Thel called him "Nh

Grzzr": Sh.ryler is r \ l iddlesblough f:rnrLic;
he had a tean shi l t  in his cel l .  On one ofthe
ferv occasions when he'd cried, i t  wasn't

because the pressure had got to him, that The

Jackal 's dai ly taunts had become too much

to bear. l t  wns when he'd heard his team's

terrace rnthem, 
( 'We 

Shall  Overcome", on

French TV. lt made him think about stand-

ing beside his brothers and father watching
Boro play in last year's Cocr Cola Cup Final.

David Shayler's iourney to his
clamped cell began on the night of I August
1998. FIe rvalked out ofhis Par isirn LeftBank
hotel, and strolled around the corner to a bal
to watch satellire TV coverage ofBoro play-

inga ple-season hiendly. !\rhen he returned,
dl ippirg l 'et f iom the heavy lain, he rvas
greeted at [eception by 6ve Flench under-
cover pol ice off icers. They spoke to hrm rn

Flench, and he replied in French.
"Are you NL David Shaylel l"  "Yes."

"You must accompany rrs.. .  "  "Am I under

arresti" "That 's not imporlant."
I t  rvas an odd repi l .  He l ,as neither read

his r ights nor' informed \yhere thc men wele
from. Shaller asked for ID. Cards *-ele
p roduced .  The r  l oo [ cd  f . l k c .  hc  t ho r rgh t  -
" l ike something you'd buy' '  from a dodgl
magazine'r and began to suspect he \\ 'xs

being hi jacked by teuorists. He *as, after
all, a rogue er-\,1l5 offtcer rrith valuable
Lnorrledqe,rnd Prr ' is hns r l \ \  3\ s been 3n intcr

national crossroads in the rvotld ofespionage.
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. Inrisin-s panic he ask:!.:::l::i"l.n':l* SHAYLE R'S G I R LFR I E N D lS J U M PY.
,."1, ,.J.,,,.',.;; i, ;"",, ..,, . ,':' I SEE TWO MEN GHECKWAfGHES
I. JII:I ;Ji: :":III[:f:i:Ji::::-,:,T AN D S I G NAL TO EAC H OTH E R
bchincl to seuch for his passpolt.  Hc ses dl i-

\  en rt  speecl to a pol ice dcpot in rhc borvels woln sincc his \ , t l i  dals. His g-ir l fr icnd told \ot 'hc looked scaled out ofhis wirs Ashc

ofthc palais dcJusticc, neaL Nott.c DanTe. mehcr offe| ofa r ie hecl becn leiectecl.  f l is rv;tslcdlq'ayheseemedsettobulst intotears

Folms l .erc f i l lecl.  Finger-pl ints l 'ere tr l ien surrds saicl hc might hang himsclfs' i th i t

Shavlcr. rras gir,en cigaleitcs ,rnc1 cotlcc. I t  Shlrr ler ' 's Flcnch l l rr \ .er-s 'Jrgued thet irs The evening fol lowing the hearing

n,.r ih"n,".h"[r"g.ntorxkestock.rhatsomc his' ,rct ions had been pol i t ical.  he shouldn't  I  meet lnnie Nlachon in a Palis horcl She

rhing sucldenl_r cla{ncd on him. "I 'c l  bccn in bc crt lrdirecl.  The pLosecutor-Leplcsenlin"- is lr t | lct ive, pale and h:rs bloncle hair" Her

that phce befor.e, in that r.er.r Ioom." hc toLcl thc Bl i t ish crsc stetcd that, on thc contrer-v, dcmcanott is rhat of an off dut\,  pol ice-

ne. , ,On busincss, r-eprcsenring ml ol( l  Shrl ler ' 's lct ions hacl been cl iminrL. l lealso \1oman; paltofhcr ' ,  I  feel,  misses \ l I5 ot '

emplo'er s: rhc Bl i t ish golernn-rcnt ancl Nl l5. " said thet soon such hear' ings rvouldn't  clcn "Fi le", as shc cal ls i t .  I 'd mct her the rveck

bc leouir-ecl.  sincc l lulolrc's f tonrlcrs scre bcfor 'c in Lonclon; she'd seemed jumpl'  In

The first time I saw Dauid Shayler opening up. the fol'el milror, I'd seen trvo mcn checking

$ts in l  cr-o$,dcd Par. isien cour.troom l:rst In his dcfcnce. Shalle| cleimecl his moti thei|  $'  ches and signal l ing to cach other'

oc tobc l 'Hc r r . as l cd i r ] t od ! ] l esssecu r i t r . b t ] \ \ ' ^ t i on \ \ . . t s t oexposcx l l ope l - . . l t i on \ l l i c l l t � sed � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �
to sr lncl befor.c NIme ponr.o1,. pr.csidenr oI i  tx\piJ,ei.s '  moncl. ro l i i l l  innoccnt cir, i l i lns. " l  e\pect so. But i f l  wrs, \ 'e lvou]dn't  knolv

rhr.ee juclgc jru.1. She las to hcrr nr-gumcnrs IIe srid hc'cl  lhcach handcd brcl i  sensit lr ,c thel"re supposecl tobetoogoocl "

i i l r ' ; r n c 1 l g a i n s t S h l 1 ' l e | ' s c I t 1 e c 1 i t i o n t o t h c d o c u m e r r t s . e n d o I 1 - . ] ] . e d t o l ' e t u r . n t h e l . 2 0 . 0 0 0 I n P . r l . i s , s h e ' s � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �
U K . a p p l i c c l f o l b t r h e B r ' i t i s l r g o r ' c l . n n c n t ' ' I | l c ' ) I l | [ l n ' \ u n l l 1 , 1 l � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �

S h a 1 , 1 e r . , t h c n . 1 2 ' s t o o c l i n t h c c 1 o c k l o o k i n g I t r r ' e s r l o r r ' k e 1 p e r . | o r . n l n c c ' r c r . 1 . d i f I . e r r o r r , s i c 1 e s t t e e t ; a s i n g � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �
c 'r . io,.rsl .  l  oung ,rnd stoopecl. , \  big man, hc enr t fom ho\\ he'cl  sounclecl just r let d:r1 s in an instant. Nlrchon talks about ioining Nll5

s".-ec1 io b" r.1. ing to nel ic himselfsnal lcr,  beiblc his arrcsr. Call ing mc f iom Flance (she'd appl ied to the For:eign Ofhce, rvhich

mor .ehun rb l c .F I c i sn ' t l s1e r .gc . r sph r l t og r .aphs l ' dn l l dccon tac t r r i t h l r im t I r l ough l t h i r d r r ' r o tebac l l h i n t i ngc l � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �
su, lqest: podgr.,  1ot nrolntainous. f l is h:rnds p:r l t l  Shal ler hed soundcd bul l ish, cr,cn posir ion she might be rnore intcrcstcd in");

"." f in" tu,.1iu,pl"d  ̂ r 'ound the knucl i lcs. though he rves speaking on r mobiic phone. meeting Dxvid there (": t t  iunch hertasread

Shlr lcl  l istcnccl intenth' to thc st l t tcments moringbenvecnsecretlocations,rndthelc ing thc peper and str.rt f ing his face ls usual");

enci.  ' ,hcn plomptccl,  ans\vcre(l  in both *erc cl icks on the l ine *hlch r le both hol thel:cl  both become disi l lusionecl b1'thc

F r .enchnnc1Eng l i sh ' I ' I i s r ' o i ce r r ' r sso l t , a r r c i suspec tec l r r e r - cs i gns t I r l t r hcc l l l r v r r sbc ingn i smanagcmen to f t h � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �
t hc  cou r - r  s r re i ned  ro  hc r r -h im .  He  r vo re  I  r non i t o red .  Hc  t "ns  re l a r cd  end  hec l  : t  t i l l l l - t r i ec l  t o  t a l l i h imou to f  go ingpub l i c ( "1

r r . h i t esh i r . t andan . r l 1b l t r csu i rhehadn , r congen ia l ' s c l l . � deP Iccx t i ngsenSco fhunou l . ' r r . l s sca r .ed , , ) ; andho r r . ne r r . e ' r r l . l c k i ng i t l . l s

WHAT HE SAID. WHERE HE HID, AND HOWTHEYTRIEDTO GET HIM BACK
24 August 1997: fhe /v'loil on

Sundof publishes a front-page
story. In it Shayler alleges:
a

Mls held files on Home
Secretary ,ack Strdw - the
minirter to whom M15's Ditector
General i3 directl), accountable.
a

l.liners' leader Arthur Scargill
was (predictably) under Ml5
surveillance via s€cret agents. His
file r.n to "a massive'10 volomes".
a

,ohn Lennon's donations to the
left-wing Workers Revolutionary
Party had merited him an Ml5 file:
the dossier contained the
handwritten lyrics to his hit sonS
"Working Class Hero". Other
celebrities allegedly targeted
includ€d iazzman Ronnie S€ott,
rock groups U840, Crass and The
Sex Pistols, and Sun columnist
ca.ry Bushell, whose file was
laughably based on "both alleged
far-left and far.right activities".
a

26 Auguse Shayl€r, on the run
with girlrriend Annie Machon,
also an ex.Mls aaent, appears on
Newtnigfit alleging Mls had a file on
form€r PM Edward Heath. Tony
Blair's government places a
gagging order on lhe Moil on
S/hdoy prev€nting it printinA any
other Shayler-related stories.

3l Augusc The Moil on Sundoy
front-Page shouts "GAGGED!" The
paper €laims it was prevented from
rcporting new Shayler revelations.
a

Early June 1998: Shayler surfaces
again, claiminS questions need to
be answered reaarding Ml5's
handling ofthe IRA'S attack on
Bishopsgate in April 1993.
a

financed a tl00,000 rogue op€ration
to assassinate Colonel Gaddaf in
Februart 1996. He claims a bomb
tvas placed under a car in Gaddali's
motorcade, but miised the vehicle
in which he was travelllnS; several
civilians were killed. Preslure Srows
to publish dris story in the UtC The
BBC'S Pdnordmo subsequendY
b.oadcasb Shayle/t allegations"
a

I Auguse Shayler is arrested in
Paris and imprisoned without bail
The uK appli6 for extrddition.
a

2l Octob€r': Shayler appeart
before a French courL
a

,uly: Shayler claims that Ml6
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fleeing the country ("rve were just waiting
for a knock on the door").

Shayler and Nlachon's escape from the UK
rvas immaculately stagcd: two rgenrs using
their inside knorvledge to outwit the author-
itiestheyonce rvorked for. Machon explained
thar in tie rveek preceding their departure in
August 1997 "rnoney [from Tlte Mail on

Srzlay] was paid into an account in instal-
ments ofunder {10,000" (sums more than

this appar€ntly t gger suspicions ofmoney
laundering). They didn't use their home
phone, or the same public phone. They
crossed London in l series ofshort trips in
black cabs. "I read about it in Le Carr6 "

As pel standard MI5 practice, Shayler had
preparcd acover story. He told his bosses that
meetings with journalists concerned a fic-
tional thriller-which he had in reality started.
But he rvas still worried. NII5 asked to see
the book. A disk containing sample chapters
rvent missing in the post. And the pair had
been questioned by Special Branch as they
entered Guernsey, Machon's former home

SHORT CAB
TRIPS.'I READ ]T

IN LE CARRE
I was scared and I think I was right to be scared,
because look what's happened. But David is
a driven man. When he thinks something
needs to be done, he'll go ahead and do it."

'auhal were you paid at Ml5?"
I'm sitt ing in the foyer of my Paris hotel
talking to David Shayler. I've spent the past
three days in his company. He was released
from Le Sant6 prison 10 days earlier when
the French court dismissed the UK request
for extradition.

"To start with..." and he tells rne his star-
ing salary. By answeing this simple ques-
tion, David Shayler has broken the Official
Secrets Act. lf Esquire werc to repeat his
reply in print, the magazine would also be
breaking the law.

He looks tired, hungover maybe: his eyes
are bloodshot and his hands shake slightly.
Both Shayler and Nlachon are dressed frorn
head to toe in black. They look sinister and
dramatic, and I can't work out whether this
is intentional. It 's a grave-cold day and

Shayler is freezing; his overcoat is in a box
in England somewhere. Both seem ne ous.
When, moments later, just within earshot,
we witness an undercover policeman sholr'-
ing ID and asking queslions at m) hotel recep-
tion, all three ofus are put on edge.

The image in my mind is of the lager-lout
press photo of Shayler leaving prison -

moulh open. eyes half-closed, hair messl -

that mn on several Brit ish front pages the
day after his release. I suggest that wearing
a Middlesbrough shirt under his suit didn't
exactly make him look serious or credible.

"Yeah," he says. "But I was iust so elated,
and that kind of elation is like being drunk . .
It's my roots."

He shrugs; i\lachon smiles nervously. He
is straightforward and open; she is muchmore
reserved. Shayler tells me his emotions wele
on a roller coaster after he left prison; he felt
vulnerable and afraid.

I askabout his upbringing. He talks rvarmly
about Teesside, where he lived as a toddler,
and about  g rowing  up  down south  in

TI'IEY CROSSED
LIONDON IN A

SERIES OF

lVhy had Shayler blown the whistlel Talk

of mismanagement sounded rather lame
"David initially focr.rsed on the bad manage-

ment because he rvas trying not to talk about

anything opelarional - i t  was less damaging.

But they l ink closely.. .  I t 's a blame culture,

which can lead to pt'oblems which can have

a knock-on effect and lead to loss of l i fe..

That happened regularly."
So why did Shayler sell his secrets to lre

Mail on S undayl Though he might have been

paid more by Libya or Russia, c tics said the

newspaper money implicated him. Far from

being a conscience-driven whist leblorver. i t

made him a traitor, plain and simple. "What

werewesupposed to do?" says Nlachon. "Stay

in the flat and face arrest, or live offthrn atr

abroadl We had to have some expenses . We

haven't gained from this. I'd say rve've lost "

Sorvhrt rvasin i t  forhiml "He s quitenaive

And idealistic. He knerv he rvas taking a risk,

but I don't think he thought through the con-

sequences." I'm taken aback by her honesty.
"So you rvouldn't have done itl" I ask. "No.
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Beaconsfield. He says he loves to read, his

favourite authors being Martin Amis, Hunter'

S Thompson and PJ O'Rourke. He tried to

become a "guitar hefo" at 16: "I t  took six

months to learn to tune the bloodl, thing."

Some articles have portrayed Shayler at

this age as a rebellious halfwit, an outspoken

loudmouth destined to cause trorble. The

Daifu Telegraph,for example, quoted a teacher

describing hirn as "a rebel who liked to sail

close to the wind". The paper commented:
"He excelled at drama, adapting alarmingly

well in school plays to his fantasy role."
That same teacher later wrote to Shayler's

mother to clrr i fy The Telcgmph's selective
reporting: "David was a lively, intelligent and

extrovert pupil-inmany ways anormal sixth

former," he wrote. "I specifically emphasised

to the reporter that I did not want to convey

the impression that David was a fantasist."
The two sides ofhis nature - the bookish

"David the Englishman" and the opinton-

ated "NIr Gazza" - have cornbined to create
a strong ifconflicting impression. Fet'seern

to forget Shayler. His teacher also remarked
to Shayler's mother that her son was, in a

positive sense, "independent-minded and a
boy who vigorously challenged ideas".

Shayler certainly used these qualit ies at
Dundee University, where he studied
English, to become the college's newspaper
editor. Again, his personality left its mark.
I dug out Shayler's clippings from the unr-
versity's archives. His coverage ofproblems
with student accommodation, lazy lectur-
ers and arrests at a studenr disco rvon him a
Glasgoa Herald Student Press Award in
1989. Significantly, he also printed alengthy
extmct from Peter Wright's S!)/catcher ^t ̂
time when it was a risky thing to do.

He also reported on abusive initiation cer-
emonies carried out on students joining the
university's medical society. I learnt that rt
was another student) not Shayler, who passed
on these revelations to lle Srrz, rvhich ran
the story in full. I r.as told that at least two
student journalists, including Shayler, each
unexpectedly received cheques for an alleged
sum of{2,000 for the tip-off.

This episode echoes The Mail ox Sundal
revelations;he wanted to be seen seizing the
mora l  h igh  ground.  ye t  he  was rece iv ing

mone l  in  rhe  process .  The d i f fe rence,  o f
course, is the context ofthe two incidents:
one involves a hard up studenr receiving a
chequeout oftheblue for a story he's already
featured in his papel; the other involves a
career man who makes a premeditated deal
prior to going public with his allegations.

Both, horvever, have a common thread. The
earlier incident may have sown the seeds of
his public-interest defence, and ofusing the
media - rarher rhan leaking the storl via an
MP, as another security services whistle-
blower, Clive Ponting, did - as a means of
revelation and remuneration.

On graduation, Shayler was recruited by
The Suxdalt Times as a trainee journalist;
something he stillregards as "one ofmy great-
est achievements". It was certainly a poten-
tially career-making break; over 400 srudents
had applied for four positions. He lasted just
six months. He claims the course was badly
organised; journalists I've spoken to say he
wasn't up to the mark. The truth is proba-
bly somewhere in betrveen.

His next move was an audacious failure.
He tried to mimic Richard Branson by



launching a student newspaper in
Scorhnd, using a bank loan rnd some of
his father's money. The publication, Ilir
Paper', never saw its fourth issue: all the
finance rvas lost. After he'd returned to
his parents' home. Shayler took a clerical
job his father had helped him obtain and
managed to pay off all his debts, which
amounted to a few thousand pounds.

"l always felt he uras quite a
seositive child and quite arty," says
David's mother Anne Shayler. David
Shayler's parents live in adetached horne
on a snall, respectable estate in

kid, David was no trouble at all," says
Anne. Ron told me that David had said

something about t'spilling the beans", and
had told his son to think longand hard before
"lighting the establishment". When thearti-
cle was published, Shayler's parents were
angry and bewildered.

"I never thought any son of mine rvould
be in prison. It's really the hardest thing to
cope with," says Anne Shayler, breaking
down. "Hell hath no fury like the establish-
ment thwarted. I feel as though they're try-
ing to do a character assassination on him."

Are they proud or ashamed ofrvhat their
son has donel "I'm proud of him," says his
father directly. "I'm not ashamed of him,"
adds Anne, nodding.

THE EslOUIRE TNN'ESTIGATIOTTI

catches my eye is a yellolved paperbackabout
the Modernist literary movement on the
Lefi Bank. kstitle is Paris is Yesteulal'.

In | 99O, 9rayle/s mother noticed
a job advert in The Cuardian, askng if the
reader was "Waiting for Godot". It was
designed to appeal to someone like David
Shayler: educated, offbeat and motivated,
and was in fact placed by NI15 through a
London-based recruitment agency. After
receiving his application, MI5 contacted
Shayler at home on a Sunday night. lVhen
he picked up the phone, a voice at the other
end simply asked: "Do you know anything
tbott Waiting for Golot?" Thereafter, all
contact between Shayler and his potential
employer rvas conducred by phone; no writ
ten correspondence ever took place.

"I lvent to a recruitment consultancy

Beaconsfield. They ae a hard-working, Before I leave, Ron Shayler shows me
decent couple: his father, Ron, is a retired David's old bedroom. On bookshelves lin-
mechanical engineer; Anne works at a ing a wall, I spot a well-thumbed collection
local nursery school. Photographs of ofShakespeare, some Kurt Vonnegut and a
David and his two younger brothers, book on Dylan Thomas. The last title that

Jereny and Philip, are scattered around
their neat living-room.

iil::'i;;'i ;".:rd bus,-up ,h., LEN DEIGHTON'S FI,ARRY PALMER
you're going to have with any teenage NOVEIS FEAruRE DISIJOCATED

CHARACTERS LIKE DAVID SHAYLER

t
\
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up in f l-ondon's] Soho Square; thev dici
psychometr- ic tests and r sholt inter! ie\\ ' ,"

sal s Shal ' ler. "Thit evening, thei '  phonecl

and said, 'The people are interested in tr lk
ing to you. ' I  asked rvhat the job rvas. Thel '
rold mc rh,rr .r  rr:rs rn the \ l inisr lr  ofDclcnee.
but a secret job. You think fto lourself ]  i t
can'r be inrel l igcnce rhrt woulcl intel l i -
gence u'ant rvith someone like mei"

For the seconcl intervierv, Sh:r l lel  l 'as

direced to an unmatked buikling on Totten-
hrm Court Road. The intel l ierv room had
no poster 's or '  dccorlt ions - just a desl i  lnd
two chairs- "The interl ieNcL \,m a'ret|ead',"
s r r  s  : h . r r  l c_ .  Hc  d  l c r r r cd  f r o rn  r l r e .e r ' r ' i c c

but rvorlcd,rs.r fr ' . r l .rnccon th;ng. l i l .  "ccf r i l
ment." The officer was patricien, lvith s*,ept-

brcl,  . i l rer hri l  Hc rrolc ,r pinsrl iped cuir.

Sluylel l'as lsked about his childhood rn.l
questioned on his bcl iefs. He l 'as plobed

about his viervs regarding a rcccnt SAS
rmbush in which six IR\ terrorists hecl been
killed. And he rvas asked n'h1 he had plinted

extracts from 52yratzrr l-as a student cditor ' .

He ansrveiecl trurhfully. His inter!ie$,cr told
him hc could not continue rvith the emplol-
ment process unless Shaller signed thc
Otf icir lSecrets Act. Which he did.

I lole interviervs in:r bui lcl ing nerr
Trafalgar Square fol lorved. He met other
potential recruits. Thev u'ere interr.ierved br.
a seniol member of Nl l5, a cir. i l  servant and
a ps1'chologist.  Rolc pirf  ing scenalios and
more minagcment exercises follorved.

A standxrd lett ing procedLlre also took
place. "t \  guy came to ml house lnd talked
fol trvo houls :rbour mt'entite life. He asked
things likc, 'Ale you a homosexuall"' FIe l,as
asked i fhe'd er.er had l inks, or knorvn an1
one rvho'd had l inks, l ' i th the Conmunrst
Party, or rvi th such countr ies as Libva, Lrn
anclCLrba. FIe q,as dso asked to nominate four
people fol the agencv to talk to. Even his
ncighbours in Beaconsficld rvele appr oached.

Aftei one more inter-viel ' ,  David Shaylcr '
$'as told he htd r job. He started *,ork at the
end of 1991 in the i  ctt ing division. I fNlI5
h , rd  rn r  s i j n i f i . r n r  do r rh r i . r bou r  Sh r r l e r ' .  i t
is unl ikcly i t  rvould hrve gi1'en hinl snch xn
lmport int role.

A ferv months latel hc l 'as movecl side
rva_r's into the counter--subtersion l tea of
NlI5. With the 1992 elect ion looming, the
deplrtment hacl plentl '  of rvork. I t  shoulcl
have been a more st imularing environment
for Sha]ler; he sal's it $ es not. Coming rcloss
fi les that revealcd NlI5 had reports on such
unlikel l  suspects as a bo1 *ho'd r lr ' i f ten to
the Conrrr l tunist Pl l ty- as part of ir  school
project, end a disgruntled t. i fe l 'ho'cl>190
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SPY VERSUS SPY
THE DOUBLE AGENTS WHO WENfT INTO THE COI.D AI{D THE
WIIISTLEBLOWERS W}IO COUI.DNT STAND THE IIEAT

<KIIII PHII.BY
Cold \t/ar double
agent once desc.ibed

as "a schizophreni<

with a supreme talent
fo. deception". His

the deaths of scores
of British agents.
Defected to Moscow
but longed for England,
or rather its cricket

for the 8Bc and s€rv€d
witft MlS. D€f€cted to

Soviet Union in 195l.

GArl NASSTIIER
Former Mls olfrcer
who reveal€d that
her employe€s had files
on union l€rders and
CND ectivists.

earlt Ei8hties,

IG||AEL
BETIAIEY

15 misfig iailed in 1985
aft€r attempting to spy
for the Soviets. Had
earlier b€€n arrested
for evading a train fare.

I,

DO Ar.r'
MAGLETII >

Influenced by

Cambridg€, Maclean

ioined the Diplomatic
Service, serYing in
Paris and Washington.

breakdown in 1950 he
became head of the I
Foreisn office's 

I

fffi;.'J"T:ilTi"l
I'loscow,

GEORGE BLAIG >
Ml6 man iailed for 42
yed6 - one year for the
death of each man he
betrayed. Escaped from
Wormwood Scrubs in
1967 and has lived in
Moscow eYer since.

RIGHARD

TO[tU SOrl
Tried to sell his story in
AustElia after beina
sacked by Ml6. Fled

<AUrl|O YBLU T GEOF}?EY PflfE
Respected art h;storian Treache.ous former
ed cuEtor of the GCHQ employee wfto

Queen's pictures whose was caught selling

 

 

JOHiI
carR Gnoss
So-called Fifth Man in
the Euraess/l'laclean
spy ring, who handed
the KGB names of
prominent M16 agents
and the West's atomic
bomb sec.ets. "This

material formed the
point of departure for
organising the work
on atomic energy in
our countn,"  boasted

STEP||EI IIAYDET
Naval intelligence
ofiicer iailed after
selling lhe Sun a secret
document outlining
Saddam Hussein'r plan

to tlood Britain with

anthr.r. He
rubsequently suffered
se?ious psychiatric
problems, spending
part of his ! I 0,000 fee
on a parrot and a

"s€nsitiYe material" to
included recruiting the Russians in the

sympathisers and
assisting defectors
Aurgess and Maclean.
Stripped of his

knighthood in | 979
after being exposed by
Andrew Boyle's n'e
Climdte of Trcoson.

PEIEN WNrcHT>
Despite Thatche/g
effods to gag ig his
Spy.oacfter war tfte
literary sensation of
| 987. Tumina the
pages ofa copy
(inrrriably smugaled
from Australia)
r€vealed that Mls had
"bugged .nd burgled"
its way across London.
Allegedly penned after
a dispute about his
pension. DAr SY GE

;



written to MI5 claim-
ing her ex-husband
was a  communis t ,
doubts began to enter

his mind about the value ofhis role in MI5
and the agency in general.

Colleagues, he claims, also felt their work
wasmerely "abloody paperexercise". Shayler
mov€d to departnents dealing vith such mat-
tels as the threat from Irish terrorism and
Libyan affairs; all disillusioned him further.

By this time. Shayler was l iving with Annie
Machon in a flat in Pimlico. She identified
with his reservations, but says he never at
this time hinted that he might go public. At
weekends Shayler went north to Teesside to
watch Boro play. As his frustration with his
professional life grew, so did his devotion to
his team. It was his way ofletting off steam
and, among colleagues who he saysweremore
interested in rugby or cricket, a way ofunder-
lining that he was something ofan outsider.

He decided to leave iVll5 after learning
about the investigation of a Guardian jour-

nalist lrho had alleged links rvith Libyr, the
alleged Ml6-financed operation to blow up
Gaddafi, and the red tape in the investiga-
tion of a rumoured Libyan plot. "These

rhings happened in a short space of t ime,"
says Shayler. "I just thought,I don't want
to be part of it any more." He claims he told
his managers about his grievances and even
tried to contact MI5's deputy director gen-
eral - to no avail. He had just turned 30 and
was, he says, takingstockofhislifeand career.

He denies lhat his molivation for going
public was that he had been passed over for
promotion. "I had a performance-related
bonus from my last year's work," he says. "If

I'd stayed I'd probably have been promoted "

After six years with MI5, he quit and joined

a Surrey-based management consultancy.
Over the next six months he also made regu-
lar eontact with The Mail on Sunday.ltwas
at that point that, as American spy experts
say, he entered the wilderness ofmirrors.

fhere is no getting array from
the fact that David Shayler contradicts him-
self. He claims he was glad to leave MI5.
He likes to leave you with the impression
that, as a man whose soul is in the north-east
ofEngland, he never fitted in at Whitehall.
But then he complains bitterly about MI5
not helping him prepare for life after the
agency. "The Army has contacts in rhe City,
in industry - they find every other ofhcer
rvho leaves, a job," he says. "But NII5 does-
n't give a dann about its staff."

While I don't believe Shayler blerv the
whistle on NII5 because he wasn't climbing
the career ladder fast enough, there's no
doubt that career dissatisfaction played a.
par t .  Had lv t [5  pu l led  s t r ings  to  ge t  h im,
new job, he might have kept his mouth shut.

He rvas certainly motivated by a sense of
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public duty. "I regard myself very much
along the whistleblower/civil-libertarran
lines," he says. "The purpose was to change
things that I saw as too Draconian."

In the process he also broke the Official
Seclets Act. No question about that. Over
a two-week period, hp carefully chose and
photocopied 62 highly sensitive Top Secret
documents which he then smuggled out of
his office. Shayler says the documents were
"only summaries of intell igence"; he was
careful not to copy specific reports or those
containing lists of agents.

Yet these same documents hindered his
negotiations with-the British government
last year. He had req\ested that The Moil
or Sunday return the photocopied docu-
ments to the authorities, and they complied.
Buttiei! contents - which Shayler's lawyer,

John Wadham, director ofcivil rights group
Liberty, described to me as "fairly serious"
- alarmed the Brirish authorit ies enough ro
cause them to take a very hard line.

A press officer for NII5 detailed the British
Government's position on the case. "We're

disappointed the French did not extradite
him," she said. "There have been rcports that
his disclosures were not damaging to national
securitv. That's not the case. The informa-
tion disclosed to journalists by Mr Shayler
included highly classified intelligence mate-
rial which, ifcompromised, would seriously
damage national security. Most ofthe mate
rial was not publicised, but the small portion
which vas, included material which caused
real damage. Individual liveswereputatrisk."

I asked if MI5 rqere concerned about the
implications ofDavid Shayler being at lib-
erty in France. "The prosecution file
remains open," said a spokeswoman. "He's

liable for arrest ifhe returns to the UK."
His actions were those of either a moral

crusader fuelled by righteous indignation, or
a reckless opportunist driven by greed and
narcissism. I think it was more of the fomer
and much less of the latter. I found David
Shayler to be someone with sound scruples.
In that regard he is brave for acting on his
fears and doubts and ultimately for doing
what he did. However, I don't believe he
really thought through the full personal and
public implications ofhisactions or how they
might appear to others. In thrt sense there is
something naive about the man.

Sitting opposite m€ in Paris, as
he nervously stirs his coffee, David Shayler
looks momentarily lost. He seems remark
ably yet predictably ordinary.lVhen you look
at him you see the real face ofthe modern
security services. David Shayler is noJames
Bond. He embodies flaws ve all have: con-
tradictions, vaniry, ambition and conflicting
values. I could see why he was recruited and
why he did fairly well within NlI5. He's spy
material all right. Anyone rvho's ever read

one oflen Deighton's Harry Palmer novels
will recognise a dislocated chamcter like
David Shayler. He's very bright and, for the
most part, I found him reliable and loyal.

But what is his next movel Legal sources
indicated to me that there remains a chance
that the French justice ministry could con-
test the validity of the Paris appeals court not
to extradite him back to Britain: ifthey were
successful he would be extradited. If Shayler
leaves France, he could be arrested, impris-
oned and his extradition sought all over again.
Ifhe retums to the UK - voluntarily or oth-
erwise - he'll probably plead not guilty to
charges. He will run a defence of"necessity":
he broke the larv to stop another law being
broken. In Britain, as a whistleblower, he'd
no legal options open to him. Shayler's lawyer,

John Wadham, argues that "whistleblowing

is the first and last resort - for those in the
security services there are no other systems)'.

Ifhe goes to trial, Shayler will most likely
be the first to fight the 1989 OIficial Secrets
Act, which - unlike the 19l l version Clive
Ponting was tried under in the early Eighties
- does not allov a "disclosure in the public
interest" defence. It was for that reason that
some then Opposition MPs- including Tony
Blair andJack Straw - voted against the bill.

This is, however, unlikely to happen. It
would give further publicity to Shayler and
his secrets. A better policy may be for the
Govemment to quietlycutan immuniry deal.

Shayler tells me he wants to go home; he
misses his family and his team. His novel is
now almost finished. It's titled The
Organisation artd deals with "people's pata-
noia that there's a real shadowy intelligence
organisation at large". I ask ifhe has any
mor'e secrets to reveal. "Not at the moment,

lbutJ yor.r can never say never," he replies.
There's a final twist in the tale. After I've

switched offmy tape, Shayler claims he was
approached the day before by aman he thought
was a joumalist but who was in fact an intel-
ligence agent for a Middle Eastern country
(I was asked by Shayler not to disclose which
one). The man rvas carrying a gun. The agent
said he had been authorised to tell Shayler
to name his price in rerurn for details ofMI5's
knowledge of his country's activities.

Shal,ler thought it might have been an MI6
set-up to test him.I wonder whether Shayler
has fabricated thestoryin the hope I'llreport
it, so alerting MI5 tJral tle international espi-
onage community regards him as a valuable
asset. "How did you respond?" I ask. "I said
no, of course - I'm not a bloody traitor!" says
Shayler. "Anyway, I haven't said anything
to anyone [else]. I thought I'd better tell you
in case anything odd happens to me."

As I rvatch Shal ler and Machon melt inro
the anonymous noise and bustle ofthe night,
a thought occurs to me: Shayler is not really
in Paris at all - he's in purgatory. The City
ofl-iehts has become his Citv ofShadovs. @


