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About The Author 
 

My name is Ian Cutler. Now in my late 60s with little remaining of my career, 
other than an explosive inside knowledge of the newspaper industry and the 
many famous names exposed by it, 

 



In this book I reveal all about the sleazy, dirt 
digging and dishonest goings on within the media 
business. The general public would not believe 
how many news stories are fake, and how many 
sex and sleaze activities exposed by the press 
were regularly indulged in by the very same 
journalists who blew the lid on them. 

Ian Cutler as a young photographer

 

Is it any wonder that journalists are now rated by the general public on the same 
low footing as lawyers, the police, politicians and pornographers? In this book I 
name and shame many of the sleazy journalists and photographers involved, of 
which I was one. This is no mere speculation or hearsay. I was there, I was right 
there in the middle of it. This is my first hand account of the despicable activities 
at the News of the World, Daily Mirror, The Sun and other publications for which I 
worked for many years. I need to get this off my chest while I still can.
 

Sir Horace Walter Cutler OBE

I was born Ian Garnett Cutler in November 1944, in 
Caledonian Road, London N7. My cousin was Sir Horace 
Walter Cutler OBE (28 July 1912 - 2 March 1997), one 
time Leader of the Greater London Council. He married 
a former prostitute a quarter of his age, lucky bugger. 

 



I have always alleged that Sir Horace Cutler conned my father out of a substantial 
legacy due from my grandfather. As a result, my family were poor and I was 
brought up on a council housing estate. Sir Horace lived in luxury for the whole of 
his life, until he died in 1997. His illegitimate son (mother was fucking the 
chauffeur) inherited the family fortune which I have always alleged was, in part at 
least, due to my family.
 

I first became interested in photography at the age of nine, when a lorry 
overturned outside my family home. I photographed the incident on my Brownie 
box camera and sold the pictures (pics or pix in the jargon) to the Islington 
Gazette for what was a very large sum of money for a kid.
 

I left school at 15 and became a beach photographer in Bognor Regis, working for 
two lesbians, where I met a man called Liam who showed me the ropes and later 
got me a job as a photographer at the Dorchester Hotel, Park Lane. It wasn't for 
me and I only stayed a few weeks. Later that year I took up wedding photography. 
I took to the profession like a duck to water and pretty soon was making a good 
living as a freelance press photographer during the weekdays and a wedding 
photographer at weekends. Both careers combined when the bridegroom at the 
wedding I was photographing was shot dead by local gangsters. A News Agency 
sold the pictures to 30 newspapers worldwide and I became a teenage press 
photographer star, with assignments flowing in on a regular basis.
 

My career was rudely interrupted by a five year prison sentence, which I served in 
Maidstone, Albany, Pentonville, Wormwood Scrubs and Wandsworth prisons.
 

The incident which initiated the prison sentence resembled a Laurel and Hardy 
movie. A waiter in one of London's many Chinese restaurants spilled a plate of 
soup on my lap, ruining my suit. I got up to walk out and the Chinese owner 
stopped me, insisting that I pay for the soup I never ate. I said I would pay for the 
soup as long as the owner paid for my ruined suit. I was then karate chopped to 
the ground for my trouble, I again attempted to leave but was kung fu'd to the 
floor on a number of occasions. When I eventually managed to get out I vowed 
that the restaurant would have to go. 
 



So I paid someone to burn the restaurant down in the early hours of the following 
morning. As I had threatened to burn it down during the hot soup incident the 
previous evening, the police managed to convict me of arson and I was sentenced 
at the Old Bailey to five years in jail. I was not a model prisoner and served two 
extra years. During my long spell in jail, I used prison libraries to further my 
education.
 

Upon release, I resumed my career as 
a star press photographer, spending 
much of the next eighteen years 
specialising in photographic exposes 
for the 'News of the World', where I 
earned my nickname “The Camera 
Assassin”.

My NUJ Press Card

 

I left the “News of the Screws” as the paper was often affectionately known, with 
a golden handshake and started my own publications - “Scallywag”, “Private Spy” 
and “Action News” - specialising in exposing dirty deeds and the sexual 
indiscretions of the rich, famous and influential. 
 

Despite the most revealing and intimate exposes, no one ever sued me for 
defamation. But then “Truth” is the ultimate defence against libel.
 

During this period I discovered that a senior police officer was a drug addict and 
was also involved with the underworld in drug dealing.  My knowledge ensured 
that I became a target of both the police and the underworld. The law was used 
against me and I soon found myself under arrest. No charge was ever laid against 
me but during my time in the cells I was badly beaten up by the police. I suffered 
a stroke which greatly reduced the use of my right arm and leg, effectively ending 
my career as a photo-journalist. I sued the Metropolitan Police and won and was 
awarded a substantial amount in damages.
 



I then bought a pub, the Cap’t Cutler, near Fleet Street where the newspaper 
business was located. Many of my journalist buddies used it and business was 
great. In 2000 I agreed to sell the pub for a million pounds, but the underworld 
stepped in and demanded 50,000 of it or they would burn the building down. I told 
them to "fuck off". Within 24 hours my pub was burnt down with me inside. I 
managed to make a miraculous escape. I sold what was now vacant land for a 
miserly sum and went to Thailand.
 

Read on to discover what was really happening in Fleet Street and the truth 
behind many of the sensational (faked) stories. I promise it will open your eyes. 
 



Letter from the prime minister's office
 

The Main Characters
 

Ian Cutler: Professional Photographer for the News of the World is a 
convicted Arsonist. Also worked for: The Telegraph, Sun, Mirror, Mail, Express, 
Times, ITV News, BBC News.
 

Rupert Murdoch. (Keith Rupert Murdoch, AC, KSG) was born on the 11th 
March 1931 in Victoria, Australia. He is the founder, Chairman and CEO of News 
Corporation, the world's second-largest media conglomerate. Murdoch became 
managing director of News Limited, inherited from his father, in 1952. In the 
1950s and '60s, he acquired various newspapers in Australia and New Zealand, 
before expanding into the United Kingdom in 1969, taking over the News of the 
World followed closely by The Sun. He moved to New York in 1974 to expand into 
the US market and became a naturalised US citizen in 1985. In 1981, he bought 
The Times, his first British broadsheet.
 

In 1986, keen to adopt newer electronic publishing technologies, he consolidated 
his UK printing operations in Wapping, causing bitter industrial disputes. His News 
Corporation acquired Twentieth Century Fox (1985), HarperCollins (1989)[10] and 
The Wall Street Journal (2007). He formed BSkyB in 1990 and during the 1990s 
expanded into Asian networks and South American television. By 2000 Murdoch's 
News Corporation owned over 800 companies in more than 50 countries with a 
net worth of over $5 billion.
 



In July 2011 Murdoch faced allegations that his papers, including the News of the 
World, had been regularly hacking the phones of celebrities, royalty and public 
citizens. He faced police and government investigations into bribery and 
corruption in the UK and FBI investigations in the US.
 

Eddie Chapman (16 November 1914 - 11 December 1997) Received the 
“Iron Cross” by Hitler for services rendered. Eddie was a Convicted Felon who 
later became a war hero. After serving with the Coldstream Guards in the 1930s, 
Chapman deserted and became a safecracker with London West End gangs, 
spending several stretches in jail for these crimes. The gangs utilized gelignite to 
gain entry to safes, leading Chapman and his associates to be known as the "Jelly 
Gang." He had affairs with a number of women on the fringes of London high 
society and then allegedly blackmailed them with photographs taken by an 
accomplice.
 

Well along into his criminal career he was arrested in Scotland and charged with 
blowing up the safe of the headquarters of the Edinburgh Co-operative Society. 
Let out on bail, he fled to Jersey in the Channel Islands where he attempted 
unsuccessfully to continue his crooked ways. Chapman had been dining with his 
lover and future fiancée Betty Farmer at the Hotel de la Plage immediately before 
his arrest and made a spectacular exit through the dining room window (which 
was shut at the time) when he saw undercover police coming to arrest him for 
crimes on the mainland. It was later that same night, unbelievably, that he 
committed the slapdash burglary for which he had to immediately begin serving 
two years in a Jersey prison. This proved to be an ironic twist of fate which 
ultimately spared him at least 14 more years imprisonment in a mainland prison 
afterwards.
 

In the second word war Eddie became a daring double agent. The 1966 film Triple 
Cross was based on Chapman's Biography, written by Chapman and Frank Owen. 
The film was directed by Terence Young who had known Chapman before the war. 
Chapman's character was played by Christopher Plummer. The film was only 
loosely based on reality and Chapman was disappointed with it. In his 
autobiography, Plummer said that Chapman was to have been a technical adviser 
on the film but the French authorities would not allow him in the country because 
he was still wanted over an alleged plot to kidnap the Sultan of Morocco.
 



Barry Askew. (13 December 1936 - 16 April 2012) was appointed as editor 
of the the News of the World In April 1981. His further claim to fame was the blow 
job the Ripper's wife gave him in his office when interviewing her for a press 
story. In early December he came into conflict with the Queen after claiming that 
if Princess Diana felt harassed by press photographers she should send a servant 
out to shop for her. At the end of the month he left the newspaper and spent the 
rest of his career in various short-term provincial posts.
 

Sir Nicholas Lloyd. (born 9th June 1942) editor of the Sunday People 
1982-1983, editor of the News of the World 1984-1985, and editor of the Daily 
Express 1986-1995. He was a lover of blow jobs from female staff in Ian Cutler's 
'Animal's Room'.
 

Derek Jameson (born 29th November 1929 in London). His career began in 
Fleet Street, as a messenger boy, before becoming managing editor of the Daily 
Mirror newspaper, editor of The Daily Express March 1977 - 1980, editor of The 
Daily Express March 1977 - 1980 and Editor of the News of the World 1981-1984. 
 

Dirty John. Well known cocaine addict and porno star. He used to star in 
many of Ian Cutler’s and Ray Chapman’s scams for the New of the World.
 

 

Trevor Kempson. Former chief Features Writer for News of the World and 
Bondage Aficionado. In the December of 1990 he died of AIDS, contracted from a 
prostitute in a brothel he was exposing in a press story!
 



 

Ray Chapman. Was a journalist who joined the News of the World in 1981. 
He was a well known cocaine addict and convicted felon. He married a former 
prostitute and was an aficionado of anal sex with prostitutes. Chapman retired 
from the paper in September 2007 and died on New Year's Eve that same year at 
the age of 71. 
 

Gerry Brown was born in the Gorbals, the son of a gunner in the Royal 
Scots Fusiliers. As a teenager he joined the Air Training Corps. A motorbike 
accident put paid to an RAF flying career. He then became a copy boy on 
Glasgow's Daily Record and then landed a job at the East London News Agency. 
He later became a journalist at the News of the World and America's National 
Enquirer. He was a two bottles of Scotch a day man, Super Stud and Lover of Tina 
Dalgleish. He regularly 'created' published stories. 'Idi Amin Eating His Subjects 
Brains for Breakfast' is an example. He was banned from the USA for Credit Card 
Fraud. He used to milk Chris Robinson, now a well known psychic and former 
brothel owner, for stories!!! Gerry died at the age of 60
 

Clive Cook. Well known cocaine addict and former Journalist at the News of 
the World. He fucked anything that moved, including prostitutes and 
transvestites. He faked stories like there was no tomorrow.
 

Phil Wrack. Deputy Editor of the News of the World until 1998. He loved 
nothing more than to get pissed during lunch time and expose himself to 'News of 
the Screws' secretaries. He died aged 71.
 



Wendy Henry. In the 1970s she was given a six month trial with the Daily 
Mail, but was not given a permanent position. Instead she worked as a freelance 
and later joined the features department of the News of the World where she was 
a low job specialist to Sir Nicholas Lloyd and Phil Wrack (and she swallows it)!! 
Wendy later became features editor of Woman. She then became series editor of 
The Sun, followed by a stint as woman's editor, then assistant editor (features). 
During the Falklands War, when she heard that the General Belgrano had been 
sunk, she joked "Gotcha!", which was used by editor Kelvin MacKenzie as a 
famous Sun headline. In 1983, she was suspended for two weeks after fabricating 
an interview with Falklands veteran Simon Weston. She was the first journalist to 
report that Princess Margaret was having a relationship with Roddy Llewellyn. 
 

Wendy Henry was then promoted to editor of the News of the World's Sunday 
magazine, before being appointed editor of the newspaper in 1987. In 1988, 
Wendy was appointed editor of the Sunday People where she was able to have 
more input into the leading articles. While there, she became known for 
publishing controversial pictures, including victims of the Sioux City air crash, an 
ailing Sammy Davis Jr and a seven-year-old Prince William urinating in public. 
Following the publication of the last two photographs (especially the Prince 
William one), she was fired. In 1990 she moved to the United States to become 
editor of The Globe.
 

Tina Dalgleish. Former Journalist at the News of the World and Blow Job 
Specialist in Ian Cutler's 'Animal's Room'. She was also the girlfriend of Trevor 
Kempson who later died of AIDS.
 

Kelvin MacKenzie (born 22nd October 1946 in South London) Kelvin 
McKenzie is best known for being editor of The Sun newspaper between 1981 and 
1994. He is less famous in his role as a pussy licking specialist.  He left school 
with one O-level in English literature. He joined the South East London Mercury at 
17, and worked on local and then national newspapers, such as the Daily Express 
for the next ten years.
 



MacKenzie stated that he discovered early on in his career that he had little 
writing ability and that his talents lay in making up headlines and laying out 
pages. By 1978, at the age of 32, he was Managing Editor of the New York Post, 
two years after it was purchased by Rupert Murdoch, who already owned The Sun. 
Murdoch appointed him Sun editor in 1981 and is said to have described 
MacKenzie as his all-time "favourite editor".
 

Craig McKenzie. Former journalist with the News of the World and a senior 
editorial executive at the Daily Express under Sir Nicholas Lloyd. The brother of 
Kelvin, Craig was a herpes sufferer and frequenter of brothels.
 

Rod Tyler. Former Features Editor of the News of the World. Rod wrote some 
of Margaret Thatcher's speeches, including the famous "Me? The Iron Lady?". He 
was also brought in by her PR adviser, Tim Bell, now Lord Bell, to help with 
strategy sessions. Tyler was a public sex aficionado and one time lover of 
Margaret Thatcher's daughter, Carol. He became deputy features editor of the 
Mail but fell out of favour with the editor, David English, who sacked him in 1976. 
Rod is quoted as saying "David English, who was the greatest journalist I have 
ever worked with, used to sack one executive a year to keep the rest on their 
toes. "That year it just happened to be my turn." After freelancing for a while, he 
landed a job as assistant editor at the News of the World where, among other 
duties, he took charge of the 'Grope Squad', as the paper's investigation team 
was appropriately known. His greatest coup, however, was to sign up Joan Collins 
for the serialisation of the sensational autobiography Past Imperfect that did so 
much to resurrect her career, as well as boosting circulation with its kiss and tell 
revelations. in 1982 a change of editor at the News of the World prompted Rod to 
resign and to go back on the road as a freelance. Tyler died in October 2003 aged 
just 60.
 

Stuart Kuttner (born 1939) was managing Editor of the News of the World 
for 22 years before stepping down from his post in 2009 and retiring to Woodford 
Green. He was arrested on 2 August 2011, in connection with the News 
International phone hacking scandal and later bailed. He was 71 at the time of his 
arrest, which was a clear statement that the Operation Weeting team, led by the 
deputy assistant commissioner Sue Akers, intend to be thorough. This transvestite 
helped Gerry Brown and Ray Chapman falsify stories; in particular the 'Social 
Security Scam' and visits to Poland with Ian Cutler which never happened!!
 



Piers Morgan (born 30 March 1965 in Guildford, Surrey) once served as de 
facto editor of The Sun's show business column, Bizarre, under the editorship of 
Kelvin MacKenzie. In 1994, aged 28, Rupert Murdoch appointed him editor of 
News of the World. He quickly gained notoriety for his invasive style and lack of 
concern regarding the right to privacy of celebrities and royals. Morgan insisted 
that they could not manipulate the media to further their own ends without 
accepting the consequences of a two way deal. Morgan's autobiography The 
Insider states that he left the News of the World of his own choice and somewhat 
against owner Rupert Murdoch's wishes when he was offered the job of Editor at 
the Daily Mirror.
 

As editor of the Mirror, in 1996 Morgan was widely criticised and forced to 
apologise for the headline "Achtung! Surrender" a day before England met 
Germany in a semi-final of the Euro '96 football championships. In May 2004 he 
was sacked for his involvement in the Lancashire Regiment scam…!!
 

Michael Parker,  frequenter of brothels, worked as a news and features 
journalist. 
 

Ron Mount. Former Flying Squad officer, taken on by News of the World 
because of the stories he had to tell which were all lies. In the words of  Andrew 
Drummond "The newsroom was a bit like public school with our token East 
Londoner, Ron Mount (ex flying squad) holding the candle of the masses and 
meeting up with his doll in the Printers Pie after work."
 

Mazher Mahmood. Mazher Mahmood is an undercover reporter with The 
Sunday Times newspaper. He previously spent 20 years working for the News of 
the World. He has been dubbed as "Britain’s most notorious undercover reporter." 
News of the World claimed he has brought over 250 criminals to justice. Mahmood 
is also known as the fake sheikh because he often poses and disguises himself as 
a sheikh in order to gain his target's trust. In September 2008, he wrote a book 
entitled Confessions of a Fake Sheik - The King Of The Sting Reveals All published 
by Harper Collins. He was banned from The Times for false stories. He fabricated 
the Posh & Becks kidnap scam…!!
 



Various Mirror journalists and editors. The Mirror was owned 
by the International Publishing Corporation (IPC) between 1963 and 1984 and by 
Robert Maxwell between 1984 and 1991. It was the main rival to Murdoch's paper, 
The Sun. I often worked for the mirror as a freelance and saw a lot of the goings 
on there. I am not naming all those involved in scams and sleaze in this book but 
watch out for Camera Assassin 4, coming out soon.
 

Ray Chapman & Clive Cooke committed paedophilia with some of 
the young girls and boys in their stories. 

 

Blow jobs, Whores, and Fake Front Pages at the News 
of the World - all involving Rupert’s management. This is the story of the 
News of the World (and other tabloids) in the sixties and seventies when it was 
then situated in Rupert Murdoch’s London HQ in Bouverie Street. This was all 
before Wapping of course, where everyone drunk mineral water, tapped phones 
and catalogued and castigated the sleaze of others. 

 

This murky, mucky, recollection comes from my own personal archives. As a News 
of the Screws photographer I was myself deeply involved in the daily sleaze of 
virtually every member of the editorial team at some time. Even worse than the 
sometimes bizarre and often downright disgusting pornographic goings on, me 
and several other reporters, with the connivance of junior executives, 
manufactured many major ‘exclusives’ by hiring models, both male and female, 
to pose for compromising pictures. 

 

The Screws have continually threatened to sue me but somehow have just not got 
around to it. Apart from the wholly bizarre nature of this story, I publish it to 
debunk, once and for all, the holier-than-thou-hypocrisy of the News of the 
World’s editorial policy. They could hand it out all right, but they hate having to 
take it. Now read on ----

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Chapter 1 - Fake Stories 
 

The general public would not believe how many news stories are fake, and how 
many sex and sleaze activities exposed by the press were regularly indulged in by 
the very same two-faced journalists who had blown the lid off them. Is it any 
wonder that journalists are now rated by the general public on the same low 
footing as lawyers, the police, politicians and pornographers? The newspaper 
stories detailed in the following press cuttings were all bent in some way, yet they 
were put out by the editors of each respective newspaper. In this chapter I give 
the real, inside story on on many tall tales published as the truth... 

 

Take Piers Morgan for example. He was fired recently after printing 60 pages of 
rubbish! (Stuart Kuttner remained in his job, printed even more rubbish, until the 
News of the World's demise in 2011)

 

God knows how many coalition troops were killed or wounded as a result of 
Morgan’s cynical and opportunist photos. During his most recent TV appearance 
you would have thought it never happened. He didn’t refer to it once! Nor was he 
asked a question about it, by his pals on the chat show!

 

Pure Fiction: The time span was the seventies and eighties when I teamed 
up with reporter Ray Chapman on at least 20 major series ordered by Murdoch. 
These included a long-running saga on ‘Welfare Scroungers’, then exposing ‘left-
wing revolutionaries’ and finally many so-called sex scandals, mainly exposing 
wife swappers, one of whom committed suicide after a dubious story appeared. 
Chapman was one of the longest serving reporters on the paper until his 
retirement in 2007.

 

Almost every single story I was associated with was pure fiction. If the facts didn’t 
fit the brief, we made them up. I paid actors to pose in so called ‘snatch’ pictures. 
A snatch or candid picture is one where the subject is not aware of be 
photographed or is unwilling to be photographed.  

 



When Rupert Murdoch first bought the News of the World in one of the city’s most 
controversial take-overs, he was determined to be a “hands on” proprietor. At first 
the staff, including the editor Stafford Summerfield, treated him as an Aussie 
sheep farmer. But he fired anyone who got in his way, including Summerfield, and 
soon made radical changes to the paper. A little while later he included the Sun to 
his Bouverie Street stable.

 

Murdoch had an obsession to expose welfare scroungers and left-wing militants 
and continually put his executive into ‘fast forward’ for exposure stories. Everyone 
from the news editor to the top brass would accept almost anything if it pleased 
Murdoch.

 

Rupert said, “The subjects were tailor made for journalistic scam”.
 

Dole Dodgers: One of the things which first appalled Murdoch about 
London was what he saw a blatant abuse of the social services by welfare 
scroungers. He declared war on them and let his executives know that he wanted 
a full and long running exposure. Every budding, hungry, or down and out 
freelance quickly realised that the paper would buy almost any story which 
exposed dole fiddlers, of which of course there were thousands.

 

Me and my sidekick Ray Chapman retained several freelancers who spotted an 
immediate and lucrative money-spinner and got to work. We had often used two 
down and outs, one called Smokey and the other Michael, to manufacture stories 
and both were immediately recruited to hunt out the dole dodgers.

 

The whole campaign went on for a decade but was kicked off by a two part series 
to which veteran reporter Ron Mount put his name. Mount was a suspect ex-
policeman who, when in the force, had been useful to the News of the World  as 
an informer. When he was found out and fired, the paper gave him a job.

 

He was also a chronic alcoholic who had two girl friends and a wife and family at 
home. His favourite watering hole was the Wine Press, a trendy place actually in 
Fleet Street at the top of Bouverie Street.

 

We faked too many stories to list. Here are just a few of them:
 



Spaghetti Scroungers - A story appeared on the front page of the 
News of the World during August 1979, about numerous illegal Italian immigrants. 
This story was another fabrication. Me and Ray Chapman faked the photographs 
to support it. It led to an investigation by Lynda Chalker who was Under Secretary 
of the Health and Social Security department at the time. Not all these men were 
claiming social security. Another winner for Rupert.

 

 

Me and Chapman ferreted out some good tales but, to tell the truth, every last 
one of them was a setup. We’d go out, set up a picture, then Chapman would 
invent the story to go with them and we’d deliver it to Ron Mount (the ex flying 
squad copper). Throughout the whole series, Mount never left the wine bar and 
never came on a single story.



 

On one occasion, knowing that we had a free hand, me and Chapman bought six 
bottles of wine and went to a dole office in Bishops Gate where welfare could be 
obtained instantly in cash because it specialised in the homeless. The faithful 
Smokey, always pocketing his £50 daily fee, went up to the queue (which was 
spilling out onto the street) and gave the claimants the six bottles of wine. Cutler 
duly photographed this merry band downing the wine with glee.

 

A certain piquancy was added to the story because I had bought Smokey a T-shirt 
which said plainly on the back “Britain is Great”.

 

Chapman then wrote a wholly inaccurate piece alleging that these same people 
went to a different dole queue each day and spent all their money having street 
parties on the taxpayer. We delivered it to Mount in the wine bar where he was 
incoherent and he in turn gave it to his news editor, Bob Warren. The story went 
straight up to Murdoch who was elated.

 

The News of the World duly thundered about the dole dodgers and Mount bathed 
for weeks in the series success.

 

Fiddler On The Roof - Sunday 6th August 1978 - One of the 
most important faked stories was headlined: “Fiddler On the Roof” which took 
over the whole of the front page. It was one of many “Scroungers” stories ordered 
directly by Murdoch. This story was about a fictitious building and roofing 
contractor Stan Clarke, who was supposed to have employed men off the dole 
and turned a blind eye to them claiming benefits whilst working for him. Stan 
Clarke didn’t exist of course, the story was totally fabricated by Ray Chapman and 
myself. Rupert laughed at the idea

 



Smokey Cummines was dressed up
in Ian Cutler's hat and coat for this faked picture.



 

As before, we employed our rogue friend, Smokey Cummines, who recruited 
claimants direct from the DHSS offices to ‘pose’ for pictures. They were paid £10 
cash to pose as roofing workers. Cummines was actually a former (sacked) prison 
officer. 

 

Cummines pretended to be Stan Clarke and I lent him my hat and overcoat to 
‘disguise’ him as a ‘bare-faced fiddler on the roof’. We paid him his usual fee, £50, 
for this scam. He only did it for the beer money.

 

Cheeky Confessions of the Wedding Photographer - 
News of the World Splash - Another fake story appeared in the News 
of the World in March 1980. This one was a complete fabrication about the 
invented character Robert Croft, who was allegedly a wedding photographer 
Casanova. The man didn’t exist but the story sold papers. Rupert was happy again.

 

Wedding photographer story scam approved by Rupert
 



The character of Robert Croft was roughly based on my own life. In my teens, as a 
young wedding photographer, before joining the News of the World, I would do 
eight or nine weddings every Saturday in Finsbury Town Hall.  It would often 
happen that the bridegroom would get pissed and I would take the opportunity to 
screw his new bride. Failing that I would usually get to fuck a bridesmaid or two. I 
have always enjoyed my work. 

 

Bobby Cummines OBE FRSA, is now the CEO of the pressure group Unlock, The 
National Association of Reformed Offenders. He is Smokey's brother and was 
formerly one of the United Kingdom's most notorious bank robbers. He often used 
to pose for me in fake stories. This time we slung a camera around his neck and 
used him to help us 'expose' a fictitious wedding photographer who supposedly 
seduced brides. I held a drink’s party in my garden and posed all the pictures, but 
there never was a bride or a marriage.

 

Dramatic Thames Rescue - Another major story, for the Evening 
Standard this time, showed a photograph of Douglas Smith being rescued by 
Patrick O’Connor. The story told how Smith had fallen overboard from a pleasure 
boat on the Thames, and O’Connor, a bystander had gallantly dived in to save 
him. However, the two knew each other and planned the stunt together to get 
some positive publicity for O’Connor who was shortly due in court.

 

“Red" Ted Knight (born 13 June 1933) controlled Lambeth council. When 
the Conservative Government passed the Rates Act 1984 to limit the budgets of 
local councils, several left-wing Labour councils organised a rebellion in which 
they refused to set a budget. All the councils eventually backed down except 
Liverpool City Council and Lambeth. The district auditor found that the council had 
lost interest on tax payments as a result, which was held to be due to the "wilful 
misconduct" of Knight and 31 other councillors. Each was required to repay the 
amount of lost interest in a surcharge and banned from holding office for five 
years. Neil Kinnock blamed leaders like "Red Ted" Knight and Linda Bellos from 
Lambeth, for bringing the Labour Party into disrepute. In our attempt to 
embarrass him further, Chapman and I paid for black models to pose as council 
workers moonlighting in council time with council equipment.

 



When trying to expose illegal immigrants claiming dole at 
Kings Cross, me and Chapman dived into an Italian restaurant called Luigi’s and 
paid all the waiters and kitchen staff £10 each to pose outside the dole office 
making rude gestures to the welfare state.

 

The Posh Beckham Kidnapping - News of the World 
(November 3rd 2002) - A fun story by Mazher Mahmoud and Gerry 
Brown (known to colleagues as 'Gerry-can' or ‘Brown Gerry’, brown as  in toilet). 
In 2002 Detective Chief Superintendent John Coles, the head of SO7, said 
yesterday: "As a result of information from the News of the World, SO7 Kidnap 
Unit conducted an operation to arrest a group of individuals who are suspected of 
having been involved in theft and a conspiracy to commit kidnap.

 

Stuart Kuttner, managing editor of the News of the World, told Sky News: "About 
six weeks ago we were alerted that a gang of Romanians and Albanian criminals, 
or people of that persuasion, had a plan to try and kidnap Victoria Beckham".

 

Although I wasn't personally involved in this story (I had retired by then) I knew 
the journalists who were and I had no doubt what was going on. I contacted Gavin 
Hodges and Joseph Reams, solicitors of 70 Marylebone Lane, London W14 2TT. 
They were the defence team for the Bosnian defendants accused of kidnapping 
David Beckham's wife Victoria (formerly known as Posh Spice of the pop group 
the Spice Girls).

 



Beckham’s kidnap story was all Bollocks!! Rupert loved this idea.
 

I posed the question as to how a bunch of illegal immigrants who didn't know 
London from the Suez Canal could find where David and Victoria Beckham lived 
when most Londoner's born and bred had no idea. Knowing the gutter press well, 
having worked for the News of the World for so long, and how they often set up 
stories or simply make them up, my instinct was that the down on their luck 
Bosnian illegal immigrants had been given the address where David and Victoria 
Beckham lived. I had little doubt who had put the kidnap idea into their heads. A 
financial inducement from the press in order to create a story that would 
engender massive income worldwide would be par for the course.

 



Beckham’s kidnap story was all bollocks, just 6 pages of rubbish approved by Rupert
 

Solicitors for the defence used my information and put it to the judge. Armed with 
this knowledge and the iffy nature of the police allegations which by then had 
created massive worldwide media coverage the Judge threw the case out. 

 

Could the press have set up a fake kidnapping? I think so. Whatever, Rupert 
Murdoch's News of the Screws did all right out of it. If the press had actually set 
up the story and bribed desperate illegal immigrants to attempt to carry out the 
kidnap, they got their money's worth.

 

 



G.A.Y.M.C.A.: Out of all the manufactured stories in which I took part as a 
willing accomplice (and often engineering them myself) the story on the front-
page of the News of the World on March 18th 1980 headlined, “We expose the 
shocking truth about the GAYMCA” with a strap line - “Showpiece Hotel is pick-up 
paradise for these weirdos,” takes the biscuit.

 

Homosexuality was still illegal at that time. The story went into great detail about 
the £15 million showpiece of the Young Men’s Christian Association - Plush Hotel Y 
- which had supposedly become a “gathering place” for rent boys. The by-lines 
were: “Special Investigation by Martin Turner and Michael Parker. Pictures by Ian 
Cutler.”

 

Following a tip-off, the three of us tried to penetrate Hotel Y, which for a while we 
did. But the tip-off just didn’t stand up. We couldn’t find a genuine rent boy, even 
after touting ourselves and offering fairly serious money. So we decided to 
provide our own evidence.

 

I cannot now recall whether Turner was fully involved with subterfuge, but Michael 
Parker most certainly was, Parker knew full well that I, through my underground 
contacts in the sex trade which I often exploited, had hired a rent boy for the day 
and paid him £50 over and above the going rate.

 

The story we concocted “exposed” three youths purporting to be rent boys, using 
the hotel to ply their trade. Making them look like “snatch shots” (journalistic 
jargon for snapping a victim when they are unawares) Parker and I dressed up the 
hired boy in widely different garbs. Three of the pictures taken and submitted 
actually depict the same youth.

 

In one he is wearing a false moustache and a crash helmet, presumably entering 
the premises, the next, without a moustache is the same boy hiding behind a 
book smoking a joint, and the third is an innocuous picture of a young man, which 
did not get published but seemed genuine enough to warrant three separate 
statements which were entirely fabricated by “Cyril”, “Paul” and “Alan”.

 



Cutler and Parker dressed up a boy in widely different garbs.
In three of the pictures taken and submitted they actually depict the same youth.



 

The unholy alliance of Parker and myself then triumphantly took the pictures and 
story back to the News of the World. We made sure it was put into the hands of 
Craig McKenzie (brother of the notorious Kelvin) who was then one of the chief 
subs. McKenzie himself then became fully and knowingly involved with this 
wretched subterfuge.

 

The Hitler Diaries: On 22nd April 1983, German magazine Stern 
announced that it had discovered the Hitler Diaries. Journalist Gerd Heidemann 
claimed to have received the diaries from East Germany, smuggled out by a "Dr. 
Fischer". The diaries were supposed to be part of a consignment of documents 
recovered from an aircraft crash in Börnersdorf near Dresden in April 1945. Two 
historians, Hugh Trevor-Roper of Times Newspapers and Gerhard Weinberg of 
Newsweek, authenticated the diaries. Serialisation rights were sold for huge 
sums. Murdoch was one of top bidders and the Times ran a front page scoop on 
The Hitler Diaries. When they were exposed as fakes Rupert said… ‘IT’S ONLY 
FUCKING ENTERTAINMENT ANYWAY!’

 

Stern editors Peter Koch and Felix Schmidt resigned from the magazine; Frank 
Giles stood down as editor of The Sunday Times; and William Broyles resigned 
from Newsweek. The episode was much ridiculed in the UK media (particularly by 
the Sunday Times' rival newspapers), and Trevor-Roper's reputation was seriously 
damaged. But did Murdoch suffer? What do you think?

 

Rupert Murdoch



 

Scandal of the Sardine Hostels - Me and Gerry Brown went on a 
story about overcrowded student accommodation. We found a few privately run 
dormitories but nothing that came anywhere close to the squalor we were looking 
for so I faked the pictures. We even claimed that some tourists to London were 
being treated like this. Ridiculous !!!

 



 

Fury of the Evil Escort Boss - In July 1984 Trevor Kempson and me 
went to London's West End to expose an escort agency offering 'extras'. During 
the interview the owner of the agency,  a pimp known locally ad 'The Beast', hit 
Trevor. In the article Trevor claimed he had been kicked and hit with a gas 
cylinder. Before photographing his injuries I applied make up to Trevor's face to 
make the damage look much worse than it was. One of the girls photographed 
wasn't even involved. She was my girlfriend, we just need an extra face. Of course 
the News of the World hierarchy were well aware that we had fabricated part of 
this story. 

 

 



The Good Night Shift was another good one. In November 1979 me and 
Gerry brown were sent up to Birmingham to catch British Leyland night shift 
workers at the Longbridge plant sleeping on the job. When we got there we found 
both production lines working at full pelt. The whole thing had been a hoax. 
Nevertheless we had been sent to get the pictures so that's what we did. There 
was a room where the workers went during rest breaks so we set up some fake 
shots there.

 

 



To our utter amassment the nation fell hook line and sinker for this garbage. But it 
was the time when Mrs. Thatcher's spin doctors had been bombarding us all with 
their propaganda about workers and unions. 

 

Other right wing papers eagerly picked up on the story and the Sun's cartoonist, 
Franklin, had a field day.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 2 - We Weren't The Only Ones 
Faking Stories 

 

Piers Morgan (born Piers Stefan O'Meara; 30 March 1965), is a journalist 
and television presenter. He is editorial director of First News, a national 
newspaper for children.

 

Morgan branched into television mainly as a presenter, but has become best 
known as a judge or contestant in reality television programmes. He was a judge 
on Britain's Got Talent. Morgan has also worked in the United States where he 
was a judge on America's Got Talent, and as the winner of The Celebrity 
Apprentice. 

 

On 14th May 2004 Morgan was fired from the Mirror  after authorising the 
newspaper's publication of photographs allegedly showing Iraqi prisoners being 
abused by British Army soldiers from the Queen's Lancashire Regiment. Within 
days the photographs were shown to be crude fakes. 

 

Under the headline "SORRY.. WE WERE HOAXED", the Mirror responded that it had 
fallen victim to a "calculated and malicious hoax" and apologised for the 
publication of the photographs. Nevertheless Morgan had caused huge 
embarrassment to the Lancashire Regiment and endangered soldiers lives. His 
supercilious attitude typifies the kind of unprofessionalism which is part of the 
current media.

 



 



I was not surprised. I know of many faked front page photos, each of them 
published to sensationalise a story and to sell more papers. 

 



 



 

 



 

 

Chapter 3 - Double Standards 
 

Of course we didn't fabricate all the stories, although we may have exaggerated a 
bit. Okay, a lot. Often we would cover stories of vice and prostitution. In the 
articles we always took a high moral tone. On paper we assumed a 'holier than 
thou' position, but in the beds of whores we adopted much more interesting 
positions. Truth is that we just couldn't keep our flies done up. I really loved my 
job. The following clippings will give you an idea of what I mean. 

 

The Deadly Dealers At Granny's - There was nothing deadly of 
course, just a bit of cannabis for sale, that's all but we did like to excaudate 
because it sold papers and kept Rupert happy. As part of the investigation I 
bought some cannabis and afterwards enjoyed smoking it. Two faced? Yes, sure 
but that's just the way it was.

 



 

 

Maid Fucking - We were doing a story to expose sexual harassment of 
domestic staff by the nobility. Clive Cook and David Mertens were with me on this 
one and Cook fucked the maid. 

 

 



 

Keep Your Hands Off Our Children - In 1978 me, Trevor 
Kempson and Clive Cook followed up a lead about a gang of paedophiles who 
were meeting in a conference hall in Holborn. During our investigations I 
photographed all these guys and Cook committed and act of paedophilia with a 
13 year old boy. The story we wrote was basically true but, as usual, highly 
exaggerated. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



The Scandal Of Subway 4 - Me and Ray Chatman were following up 
on a tip that whores were touting for business from a subway at Kings Cross. A 
squad of undercover police women were investigating the girls too. One of the 
whores was only 15 but that didn't stop Chatman from fucking her. He fucked her 
on the back seat of my Range Rover while I was still sitting in the front. He must 
have been going for half an hour, bashing in both her front and back passages. 
The girl was screaming "get of me, get off". I said "Chatman, leave her alone, she 
is just a child" but he kept on going. He was well endowed. He thanked her by 
allowing her to put a cloth over her face while I photographed her. 

 

Chatman had been in prison for child abuse and Murdoch knew it but he didn't 
care. He still sent Chatman out on these sort of assignments. "All that matters is 
the story" he would say.

 

By becoming regular customers of the girls we were able to get them to tell us 
their stories. It was hard work but somebody had to do it. 

 

 



The Night They Raffled Maggie - The Wheatsheaf was a pub in 
Streatham High Street used to supply girls, transsexuals and transvestites for sex 
parties. On one occasion there was a raffle in which a girl called Maggie was one 
of the prizes. I suppose we should have tried to keep a professional distance from 
the goings-on by we didn't. We never did. We enjoyed our work. Of course in the 
article we would make out that we found it all dirty and disgusting but in truth we 
enjoyed every minute of it and took part in everything. Ray Chatman fucked 
Maggie and also arise fucked the tranny. The News of the World hierarchy knew 
full well what went on but didn't care. 

 

 



....The Vilest Creatures of All was the title of a story we ran on a 
homosexual bondage orgy in a cellar. They weren't vile of course, they were just a 
group of gays doing what gays do naturally. But this was 1979 when 'gays' were 
still called 'queers'. Trevor Kempson wrote the story and I took the pictures. 
Trevor was head of vice investigations, a position to which he was well suited. I 
lost sight of him for a wile and when I spied him next he was hanging by his 
testicles with a big grin on his face. He always enjoyed the perks of his 
investigation but later paid the ultimate price when he died of AIDS. I liked Trevor, 
he didn't deserve to go out that way.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scandal of the 5,000 Sex Parlours  was a story that ran in 1975 
about massage parlours fronting prostitution. Me, Trevor Kempson and Ray 
Chatman investigated 15 parlours and found whores working in all of them. 
Fortunately I was getting £3,000 expenses for this investigation so I could enjoy 
myself with the girls. In addition to the girls, Ray fucked a tranny called 'Abigail'. 

 

 

 



Who Do You Think You Are Kidding Mr. Awin? - This was 
another escort agency story. Ray Chatman wanted to see Awin prosecuted for 
living of immoral earnings. I said "Ray, you have been in prison yourself. I don't 
want to put him in prison. He is only doing the same as we are doing anyway. We 
are no better than he is". But Ray insisted in getting the police involved saying it 
was what Murdoch liked. 

 

Ray Chapman did this girl anally and Boss Manning  was convicted and jailed over this story.
 



What Goes On Behind The Bars At no.58b? - Me and Trevor 
Kempson went to the Earls Court area to investigate a BDSM dungeon run by a 
woman called Maryanne Sinclair. Again Trevor was right at home on this case. He 
plated the woman (one partner lies face up on the floor with a plate of glass over 
their face, and the other shits on the glass), got himself arse whipped and hung 
up by his prick. Trevor loved every minute of it. I liked Trevor because he was fun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Rare stories that were actually true:
 

The English Angels of Bethlehem - I visited Bethlehem in 1979 to 
photograph aid workers who were caring for children injured in the Israeli 
Occupation. With something as fundamental as the inhumane treatment of 
children I expected Rupert to be keen to run the article. However to my surprise 
he threw it out saying "Get out there and photograph more cunt Cutler". All he 
seemed interested in for the News of the World was titillating sex stories and 
sleaze. I eventually got him to run the story in the Sun.

 

 



Death Blitz Hits London - In the 1970s the IRA exploded several 
devices in London. This was just one of the gruesome scenes I had to photograph. 
On this occasion the IRA had placed three time bombs at telephone exchanges in 
London. In one of the explosions George Arthur (34), a post office telephonist, was 
killed.

 

 



Backlash Bomb Rips Kilburn Irish Pub - This happened in 
December 1975. The Protestant Ulster Defence Association (UDA) had planted a 
bomb in Biddy Mulligan's Pub in Kilburn, north London. The pub was a favourite 
with Catholic IRA sympathisers. I had met some people while in prison who told 
me something like this was about to happen soon. 
 

 



Chapter 4 - We Had Fun 
Exposing the Vice Spots 

Trevor Kempson, Clive Cook, Ray Chapman and Ian Cutler
 

In March 1977, Ray Chapman, Clive 
Cook, Tina Dalgleish and myself spent 
some three weeks undercover, 
investigating the seedy side of some 
posh Mayfair Clubs.

There were many lovely girls on offer 
at the clubs and we reporters indulged 
heavily, especially Ray <gearbox> 
Chapman who went through each girl 
one by one, both gearbox and dirtbox. 

Trevor Kempson

 

Trevor Kempson had given me the assignment with instructions to dig the dirt on 
Bertie and Harry Meadows, who he knew were running the clubs as a front for 
prostitution. They personally ran the 21 Club and Churchill’s in Bond St, London 
W1.

 

Trevor was not against vice or prostitution and regularly paid to take out many of 
the girls who Bertie and Harry employed. The reason Trevor was so pissed off at 
them was that they had knowingly sold him a girl with AIDS - a sick sense of 
humour with a vengeance.

 



Ray Chatman

The perfect Camera Assassin, I obtained 
photographic evidence of Bertie and 
Harry Meadows' illegal activities. 

 

Ray Chapman and me wrote up the story and fucked any of the girls we took a 
fancy to.

 

I would often lie in wait for 
London's low life and take pictures 
of them from my own G.P.O tent. 

Ian Cutler with his famous G.P.O. tent used on 
stake outs as featured in the BBC documentary 

series 40 Minutes “Sex, drugs and the vicar” a day 
in the News of the World.

Rupert didn’t like me being on T.V.



 

Lid Off West End Vice Spots was a the story we ran. We all fucked 
these beautiful girls. 

 

21 club - a top club in Park Lane, London.
Trevor Kempson, Clive Cook, Ray Champman and myself fucked hundreds of birds in this club for 8 

years until the brothers, Bertie & Harry Meadows gave Trevor aids.
 

Trevor told me that Ray Chapman had dung funnelled (arse fucked) three of the 
birds employed by Bertie and Harry whilst on the Job - the writing job that is. 
Some of the information in the story which the News of the World published was 
used by the police in their own investigations and Bertie and Harry Meadows were 
ultimately convicted of running a disorderly house. The clubs went out of 
business, so we helped assassinate at least some of Bertie and Harry's businesses.

 

In the December of 1990, Trevor died of AIDS. Rupert was upset. I was very sorry 
that my good mate died so painfully and I was glad that I helped convict Bertie 
and Harry Meadows who died not long after. AIDS?



 

The Truth About Mr. Goodall and his Bournemouth 
Belles: Me and Chapman were sent on an assignment to Bournemouth. The 
story appeared as “The Truth About Mr. Goodall and his Bournemouth Belles.”

 

 



Posing as ‘punters’ we got the owner of the “high class model agency” to admit 
his girls were for sale.  One of them, it transpired, was only 15.  The whole 
conversation was taped.  But the office wanted further confirmation from one of 
the girls, so the next day we were duly sent back again.  We paid our expense 
account money and Chapman chose the 15-year-old who he promptly sodomised.

 

Unfortunately, he had forgotten to turn off the tape and the whole anal rape (rape 
in the legal sense of being underage, not of being unwilling) was there for 
everyone to hear.  He quickly destroyed the tape, after letting colleagues in the 
office listen to it.  I remember that the child did not particularly enjoy the 
‘interview’.

 

The next day the police came to take the statement.  Chapman gave them the 
first tape concerning the interview with the boss, but could not produce the 
second.  Mr. Goodall had directly accused him of sodomising the 15-year-old but 
Chapman was able to wriggle out of it.  Chatman subsequently went on to give 
evidence at Goodall’s trial where he was convicted. We had both fucked his girls 
and I hadn't wanted him to go to prison. 

 

Victor Andretti´s Club - Ray Chapman and I were making love to a 
woman, at Victor Andretti’s club in Hampstead, (Vic was formerly an undisputed 
boxing champion who never lost a fight), I was trunging away up her pussy, while 
Ray was doing the same woman anally, then Ray stuck his fingers up my arse. At 
first I thought it was the girl, (Pat), but it was dirt box Chapman so I shouted out 
'Get off Ray, Fuck off'. Ray replied 'I thought it was the girl’s arse.' I said 'Fuck off 
you cunt'.

 



My picture with Ray <Gearbox Chapman (hiding behind the camera cocked up).
Rupert had a laugh at this. I fucked these girls!!

 

Knowing Too Much: Chapman remained at the News of the World for so 
long because he knew so much about the sex antics of the others and they were 
scared to let him go. His payoff would have run into six figures. Towards the end 
he spent most of his time drinking tea and passing on his “expertise” to the 
younger reporters.

 

To mark the 150th anniversary of the New of the World, former NoW staffers, Roy 
Stockdill and Cyril Bainbridge wrote a book called "150 Years - The News of the 
World - Stories".  it is subtitled, “The Stories, The Scandals, The History” and tells 
a sanitised story of the cosy Archers-style life of the office, and heralds its many 
triumphs. It portrays Ray Chapman as "the Man Who Turned Down Sex With 
Xavier Hollander". It does not recall the late Trevor Kempson’s aside to his 
colleagues when he described Chapman as a “Dung Funneller”. Believe me, there 
is a lot they never told so I am telling it now.

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 5 - My time In Uganda 
 

Idi Amin Dada (c. 1924 to 2003) was the military dictator and third President of 
Uganda from 1971 to 1979. Amin's rule was characterised by gross human rights 
abuse, political repression, ethnic cleansing, extrajudicial killings, nepotism, 
corruption, and gross economic mismanagement. Dissent within Uganda and 
Amin's attempt to annex the Kagera province of Tanzania in 1978 led to the 
Uganda-Tanzania War and the demise of his regime. Amin fled to exile in Libya 
and later moved to Saudi Arabia where he lived until his death on 16th August 
2003.

 

Over a period of several years, both before and during the ghastly regime of Idi 
Amin, I had some kind of devious business relationship with the government of 
Uganda and made several business trips out there. Planning one of those trips, I 
saw the opportunity to have all my expenses paid for by the News of the World 
and persuaded Michael Parker (of the Gay YMCA story) and Gerry Brown, to help 
me get sponsored.

 

We sold the story on a simple brief to “expose the horrors of living under Amin”. 
In those war torn days it was impossible to fly into Kampala, the capital city of 
Uganda, so we used the airport at Nairobi, Kenya. This involved us in a 300 mile 
drive but it was the only way. We would often break our journey in a Kenyan town 
called Kisumu. As soon as we got to Kampala we used to set ourselves up in the 
only five star hotel that was still open for business.

 

On the first of these trips I took Parker with me. Rather 
than actually risk the notorious wrath of Amin’s secret police, we went direct to 
the hotel bar, where, over copious amounts of whatever spirits were still being 
served in that derelict country, we created a scene of gruesome carnage, As the 
booze went down, Parker wrote: 'The sky is clouded with vultures as unburied 
bodies pile up in the streets of the beleaguered capital'.

 

 



 

This was’ the drunk’ referred to in 'Vultures of Uganda' story - supposedly a dying man! a dying man!
Rupert laughed at this picture.

 

Apart from that, we rarely left the confine of the hotel, and only came back to 
London when our expenses were being questioned. For once the News of the 
World didn’t believe us. 

 



Upon our return we went off on a boozy bout with our old mate Craig McKenzie, to 
whom we confided all. Naturally we ended up in our favourite brothel, the Cabaret 
Cub.

 

There, presumably in his cups, McKenzie agreed to try and persuade his brother, 
then riding high as editor of the Sun, to run the story. On Craig’s assurance that 
the story held up, Kelvin did so and we two conmen walked away with handsome 
cheques.

 

On my next trip I took Gerry Runcible Brown to do the ‘real’ 
story. Adjective-laden artistic license, we decided, was just not enough. We would 
have to find some convincing horror stories. And, of course, so we did. Gerry was 
a quite remarkable man. For a start, his drinking capacity was such that he 
completely humbles lightweight dipsomaniacs like Scallywag. He has been known, 
while ‘on the job’, to consume up to two or even three bottles of scotch a session 
while concocting his expenses for a seemingly ever-tolerant ‘Screws’ hierarchy. 

 

Even more incredible was his capacity to get his end away with whatever pussy 
was available, even while surrounded by the sordid evidence of the empty bottles 
of his wretched debauchery. But there is something even more unimaginable and 
inconceivable, even preposterous, about the Runcible Super-loo which very, very 
nearly defies all rational and sagacious thinking. It is that, despite overwhelming 
evidence of his life-long depravity, he was actually taken seriously by his peers.

 

Gerry-can has written and published a book called “EXPOSED - Sensational True 
Story of Fleet Street Reporter” in which he not only pontificates about the glories 
of exposure journalism (with shining white armour gallivanting valiantly as the 
Great Crusader against universal sleaze) but tried to set himself up as the 
authentic mouthpiece of the exposure genre.

 

Indeed, so well-established as a spokesman of “freedom of speech” has he 
become that he was lauded in the Guardian by the editor-in-chief, Peter Preston 
no less, for his tenacious belief that if others are at it, it is up to Galahads like 
himself to tell the world about it. 

 

But there was no one to tell the world about Gerald Runcible Brown or about just 
what he actually got up to when he took his trousers down, until now, 

 



So here I am, a veteran snatch-man, ex-con, sexual athlete (I have screwed a 
thousand women in my sordid life) and self-confessed manipulator of the front 
page. I am here to re-write the Gerry-can memoirs.

 

Take for example, our different accounts of our trip to Uganda together.  I had 
been there several times before. This particular visit occurred just after Idi Amin 
had been ousted by the Tanzanian army. According to Gerry's book, ‘Exposed’, 
Gerry-can, at the time a fearless freelance who wanted to put the world to rights, 
decided to go Uganda and took along “my photographer”. 

 

The fact is that I pay-rolled the whole trip to nearly a thousand pounds. I took him 
and picked up all the tabs. In fact at the time Gerry had a warrant out for his 
arrest. He had fled from Florida where he had been working for the notorious 
National Enquirer. It was, although the book skilfully doesn’t mention it, just a 
little bit of a hurricane, something to do with serious driving offences while trying 
to escape with dodgy credit cards.

 

I knew we had to find something to take back to make the trip worthwhile. Gerry 
just got pissed and went along with the completely concocted fantasies. 
Everything that the Daily Mirror eventually published was invented in a haze of 
alcohol while we were, in reality, shagging everything in sight, black and white.

 

The truth of the matter is that at the time fearless Gerry-can was so completely 
drunk he did not know he was in Uganda. One morning, in a town called Kisumu, 
just over the Kenyan border, I went to wake him from his stupors in a brothel and 
found the intrepid hack completely covered in a mysterious black slime which 
looked like sick but had obviously emanated from the private parts of the whore.

 

It was quite incredible. When I pointed out to him that he was completely covered 
all over with his strange black spew he leapt out of bed thinking he had DT’s. He 
tore his clothes off and ran screaming in a berserk fashion around the room. He 
threw all the sodden clothes into a corner and, completely demented and naked, 
he dived out into the street and found a nearby tap to wash himself off.

 



Ian Cutler in Uganda, sitting on Idi Amin’s 'Throne'.
photo by Gerry Brown



 

When we had a post mortem on just what had afflicted him and asked an 
experienced Save the Children Fund worker, we were told that the whores in the 
town regularly went to a crack witch doctor before business each day. Apparently 
he concocted a brew of fried bat which he made into a sort of sickly porridge. The 
whores stuffed this up their fannies before sex to save them from VD and 
pregnancy. It was supposed to make their fannies smaller so, hopefully, making 
their clients’ sex more enjoyable.

 

Frank and fearless Gerry-can’s later highly accredited account of his daring and 
dashing visit to Kisumu, claimed he was dodging bullets from way-ward drunk 
Tanzanian troops who were raping and looting at will. As the sweat poured down 
his valiant brow he was ducking and diving wayward machine gun fire and, in the 
name of Queen, country, and his expense account, bringing home to millions of 
readers the ‘real truth’ about Amin’s despotism.

 

Anyway, after our intrepid and daring hero had washed off the bat-spew, he 
naturally needed a drink to settle his nerves. This consisted of a full bottle of 
Johnny Walker before he decided he was fit enough to face the rest of his highly 
dangerous assignment. 

 

Ironically this is the man who both the Evening Standard and the Guardian has 
called upon to crusade for “Freedom of Speech in the British Press”.

 

In the words of Guardian editor-in-chief, Peter Preston, who reviewed Brown's 
book “It’s the persona, the self-image that strikes you first: though, ripely 
humorous, lovable tacky, George Cole plays Robin Hood. Golden-hearted Gerry 
warns Frank Bough, the second time round, to stick to the straight and narrow…. 
But the other thing about Gerry Brown is his ferocious professionalism… the work 
is utterly painstaking… Brown puts the hours in as doggedly as any journalist 
around.”

 



Amin’s Crazy Nuclear Plot was a Fantasy - Worse was to 
come. The intrepid Gerry, while propped up in a bar, managed to expose Amin’s 
plans to build an atomic bomb to take over the world. He would have people 
believe that he heroically penetrated, single-handed against vast odds, Amin’s 
former Ministry of the Interior and looted the incredible plans of Amin’s plot to 
‘Nuke’ the world. This was, of course, on top of his complete fantasy, concocted 
the day before in the same bar, that Idi was a cannibal who kept the heads of his 
victims in a freezer.

 

We spent a month in Uganda investigating Amin’s fallen regime. Not content with 
the real story, Gerry Brown and I falsified a story for the Daily Mirror, which ran for 
four days in May 1979. The false story claimed that Amin was planning a nuclear 
coup with the help of IRA and Palestinian terrorists; and that he was also 
organising a world drug ring. None of this was true of course. The codename 
given to the nuclear plot, Operation Poker, was a fake name fabricated by me. 
Gerry Brown went on to cash in on this story even further when he wrote his book 
about it.

 

According to Brown's book, “there was a file cover marked ‘Operation Poker’, 
written by one of Amin’s insane policy advisors about how to acquire nuclear 
weapons and blackmail the rest of Africa and all of Europe.”

 

The truth is that we were in the bar and Gerry was completely drunk. We found 
some totally innocuous photo-stats of nothing in particular and I wrote “Top 
Secret” on the top and then, in biro, using the bar itself as a desk, I wrote 
“Operation Poker.” I then photographed these documents as ‘evidence’. But, in 
reality, we completely invented the whole scam. I rather resent being called ‘one 
of Amin’s insane policy advisors’ but Gerry at the time was so far gone on the 
scotch that he probably truly believed it may even have happened.

 





 

We then went out to photograph two suitable buildings which might conceal both 
a nuclear reactor and a freezer and then invented the most incredible ‘eye 
witness’ reports of these atrocities.

 

 

 



Me at the frontline by an overturned tank tank
 



Nevertheless I did do some real work while in Uganda. I even ventured down to 
the front line a couple of times but not while there was ant fighting going on of 
course. Didn't want to get my shoes dirty. 

 

 

Idi Amin’s retreating 'Army'.ating 'Army'.
 

I would usually stay at the same hotel as the generals and would talk to them and 
get their stories but to be honest I was more interested in the cunt, not just black 
birds but white reporters too. I had a great time. 

 



'Major' Bob Astles (born 1924) is a former British soldier and colonial 
officer who lived in Uganda and became an associate of presidents Milton Obote 
and Idi Amin. In 1975, Astles joined Idi Amin's service, becoming the head of the 
anti-corruption squad and advising the president on British affairs. He also 
presided over an aviation service that transported members of the government. 
Astles later said 'I kept my eyes shut, I said nothing about what I saw, which is 
what they liked'. 

 

'Major' Bob Astles, Amin’s right-hand man.



 

What Astles did or did not do during Amin's brutal tenure is a matter of 
conjecture. He was feared, and considered by many to be a malignant influence 
on the dictator. Others thought he was a moderating presence. He came to be 
known as 'Major' Bob (the title of Major was given to him by Amin) or 'the White 
Rat'.

 

Following the Uganda-Tanzania War which led to the demise of Amin's regime in 
1979, Astles fled to Kenya, but was brought back to Uganda to face criminal 
charges. He was imprisoned for his alleged association with Amin's security 
apparatus, and was charged with everything from murder and corruption to theft. 
I knew Astles well and gave a character reference at his trial. Though acquitted, 
he remained in Luzira Prison for over six years. Upon his eventual release in 1985 
he returned to Britain.

 

 



Drug Smuggling: During my time in Uganda covering Idi Amin, I had 
made many contacts. One of these, Laurence, was up to every trick in the book. 
He shamelessly exploited the innate corruption during Amin’s insidious reign.

 

Laurence with a genuinely dying Ugandan man in a serious, legitimate story.
I showed this picture to Paula Yates and told her that the editor and Murdoch wouldn’t print it in the 

paper.  She asked many questions about it. It was one year before Live Aid.



 

One day Laurence called me in London and said he had a airline pilot with Uganda 
Airways who was smuggling dope and wanted a market in London. 

 

I immediately recruited Gerry-Can  Brown and together we decided on a con. The 
News of the World empowered us to follow the story and try and meet the pilot 
and offer to buy the stuff from him.

 

We duly met up at a hotel near Victoria Station but the editor, probably suspicious 
of our antics, also assigned a veteran staffer, Bill Rankin, to oversee the whole 
story. Unlike Mount, Rankin was a completely straight operator. We four duly met 
up at the hotel and, to our amazement, the pilot plonked three kilos of the best 
cannabis in a bag on the table.

 

While the negotiations were going on between Brown and the pilot, I managed to 
surreptitiously, under the table, take two half kilo blocks from the bag and secrete 
it on my person. We then argued about payment and the pilot, a novice at 
smuggling, agreed to leave the drugs and return the following day for payment.

 

Back at the office the drugs were put in a safe pending analysis. Rankin was 
highly suspicious but by then I had temporarily disposed of the goods.

 

That night me and Brown retrieved kilo from the safe and sold it for £1000 to a 
dealer called Dirty John who was also a part-time blue movie model. We then 
went, as we often did, to the Cabaret Club in Bond Street to celebrate.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6 - My Time In 
Northern Ireland 

 

Gerald Runcible Brown was with me in Northern Ireland too. We were 
attached to the Welsh Guards, Prince of Wales Regiment, based in Crossmaglen, 
County Armagh. While I was getting the real stories from the boys, Gerry was 
hobnobbing with the officers. Gerry was pissed all the time.  

 

Journalist Paul Kabos posed for pictures 
pretending he was an IRA terrorist and 
Rod Tyler and Rupert Murdoch said that 
they would be perfect. Gerry Brown is 
in the picture as well. However, fearing 
IRA reprisals, I pretended that the 
pictures never came out.

Paul Kabos

 



Cutler pretended that the pictures never came out, fearing IRA reprisals.
Photo by Ian Cutler

 

Murdoch knew the coffin man was really alive
Photo by Ian Cutler



 

Later Gerry-can wrote an article entitled: “FINES ARE JUST FINE BY ME”, with the 
strapline, ‘if self regulation is good enough for MPs, it’s good enough for me’. 
Gerry Brown, veteran of many a tabloid triumph, applauds the Government’s 
decision to shy away from privacy legislation.

 

Sir Gerry-can Lancelot fails to mention that when he was sent on an assignment 
by his then features editor Rod Tyler (expert on Caroline Thatcher’s geographical 
private parts) to Northern Ireland - ostensibly to find out how “our boys” would 
spend Christmas in a “no-go” area - he actually spent all but two hours, doggedly, 
either in the officer’s mess tanking it up, or in bed sleeping it off.

 

The missing two hours were when I took him to the nearest pub and he was so 
drunk he thought he was back in Uganda. This was his one and only ‘patrol’, yet 
his heroic forage into bandit country takes up a full chapter of the hackneyed “as I 
stood, the bullets were whizzing passed my ears” style of on-the-spot journalism 
in the book.

 

Obviously the publishers, Virgin Books, were impressed with Brown’s credentials. 
Enough, anyway, to write a blurb saying: “For over twenty-five years, Gerry Brown 
has been a top-class investigative journalist. He has trailed Idi Amin, sailed the 
Caribbean with the kidnappers of Ronnie Biggs, and lived in Hollywood, Ulster, the 
Middle East and Florida. He has worked for the BBC and World in Action: He has 
been threatened, punched and shot at”. There is then a further strap line which 
says, “Compulsive, witty, no-holds-barred - ‘Exposed’ is enough to give tabloid 
journalism a good name”.

 

Anyway, back to our Northern Ireland story. Gerry-can finally woke up sometime 
just before the New Year and asked where he was. When an officer told him he 
was in Northern Ireland Brown said, “Oh Shit, I’d better “phone the wife”.

 

For the two weeks we were in Crossmaglen, County Armagh, me and Gerry were 
guests of the Ministry of Defence. Gerry’s bar bill became a serious liability to the 
then Defence Minister who was, via the taxpayer, footing the bill for the wholly 
gross indulgences.

 



When Gerry Brown finally submitted his expenses at Bouverie Street, he added an 
extra thousand pounds for “necessary entertainment of contacts”. It went through 
without a murmur and our “utter professional” Runcible promptly went to the 
Printer’s Pie pub to celebrate the New Year.

 

Gerry-can's book lauds the talents of colleague Ray Chapman without revealing 
that 'Chappers' is married to a former prostitute who actually charges him a 
minimum £100 a time for anal intercourse which goes on his expenses as “costs 
of investigation at Companies House”.

 

Since I exposed Gerry in my magazine, 
Scallywag, he had to start working 
behind the scenes. Mazher Mahmoud 
started getting all the by-lines. This 
shot of Gerry was taken at Bisley rifle 
range in Surry and not in a “bullets 
whizzing past my ears” situation with 
Mahmoud as in Gerry’s obituary.

Photo by Ian Cutler

 



Ian Cutler and Gerry Brown faked stories, it was company policy. 
Photo taken in Northern Ireland, with Welsh Guards in the background. 

 

Colonel Charles Guthrie, (born 17 November 1938), now General 
Gutthrie and Baron of Craigiebank, GCB, LVO, OBE, DL  was a real gentleman. In 
my picture below he is seen greeting Price Charles on a visit to Northern Ireland. 

 

One day Gerry and me were flown to Belfast by helicopter. The IRA set of a bomb 
and seven guardsmen where killed. Colonel Guthrie asked me to photograph the 
corpses. He wanted people back home to understand what his men had to go 
through. One of the guardsmen was understandably upset about the whole bloody 
mess and told me, in no uncertain terms, what would happen to me if I didn't piss 
off and stop taking pictures. 

 

When I reported this to the colonel he accompanied me back to the scene of 
carnage and told his men to cooperate. It was a much harder assignment for the 
solders than it was for Gerry and me. 



 

A visit to Northern Ireland by Prince Charles.
Here he is being greeted by Colonel Guthrie who later became a

Knight and Chief of the British Military
Photo by Ian Cutler

 



Chapter 7 - Rampant Bonking at
the News of the World 

 

When Murdoch hired me as a News of the World photographer, he knew full well 
that I was an ex-criminal with a seedy and sleazy past. But so was pretty well 
everyone at the News of the World where I worked for some two decades. In fact, 
whole departments from lofty executives to lowly reporting hacks would all go 
bonking in the very establishments we were exposing. 

 

Except for one club, the Cabaret Club in Old Bond Street. For many years while I 
was at the News of the World, me and Ray Chapman (the paper’s longest serving 
reporter) had been putting the heat on this clip joint. The club was owned by a 
man called Toni Ingleman, who has a string of convictions for living off immoral 
earnings. If we took off the heat, Ingleman promised, he would let us visit the club 
for a taste of its delights whenever they liked. Obviously we took him up on his 
offer and so did most of the other staff members at the time, including the news 
editor, Alex Marunchak who worked at the News of the World between 1981 and 
2006 and moonlighted as an Ukrainian interpreter for the Metropolitan Police for 
20 years while still at the newspaper but that's another story. 

 

The Cabaret Club turned into a bordello almost exclusively used by News of the 
World staffers. Nor did we confine ourselves to Bond street. Far from it. Me and 
Chapman probably had a thousand ‘legovers’ apiece during the late seventies 
and eighties. At least we were culpable many, many more times than the people 
we purported to expose. We also acted as procurers for several other members of 
staff, including some of the hierarchy. Me and Champman, acting openly as pimps 
for News of the World staffers, high and low, were paid in ‘shifts’ at £180 a time.  
At one stage both of us were doing nine ‘shifts’ a week.  After a while we did not 
need to do any real work at all.  Executives would sign the dockets automatically, 
and then go off to Toni’s for a screw.

 



Over a very long period of time, Toni 
Ingleman's club put on orgies for the 
News of the World staff. All we had to 
do was to promise that the club would 
never be exposed. 

Ian Cutler

 

After leaving the News of the World and setting up Scallywags magazine, I began 
to tell the truth of what really happened back then. It appears that after we 
published parts one and two of this story, where rat eats rat and then exposes 
himself, the Screws’ took exception and began a harassment campaign of our 
outlets, printers, distributors and so on. Murdoch was obviously unable to take 
being spanked with his own riding crop. Of course this behaviour ensured that we 
would continue with the series. After all, there was a lot more dirt where this lot 
came from.

 

The New Of The World “Animal’s Room”: The recent book on 
the history of the News of the World, "150 Years: the News of the World Story" by 
Cyril Bainbridge and Roy Stockdill, proudly names all the stalwart soldiers who 
have battled to save public morals and expose the sleazy side of the life. The only 
thing the authors did not mention was that at one time or another, pretty well 
everyone they have named was at it themselves.  It refers to ex-editor Barry 
Askew in derogatory terms about his relationship with the ghastly woman Sonia 
Sutcliffe, but it falls short of mentioning that he took her to The New Of The World 
“Animal’s Room” on a regular basis every time she came to the office. It was here 
that she would give him a blow job during “sensitive negotiations”.  

 



The "Animal’s Room” was upstairs in the old Bouverie Street office and had been 
set aside as a den for anyone to sleep after a later shift when they could not get 
home but in reality it was a permanent bordello.  In more generous times, pre-
Murdoch, there had been a similar suite permanently reserved for similar 
purposes at the Strand Palace Hotel within easy walking distance of the office.  
Rupert, however, soon got to know about the indiscretions and cancelled the 
facility.

 

Gobbling: The “Animal Room” was my idea but all I had done was move the 
sleaze into the hallowed building itself.

 

Central to all the indiscretions was Tina Dalgliesh, a former secretary who had, 
literally, gobbled her way to the top and become an ‘ace’ reporter on the feature’s 
desk.  She very nearly lived in the “Animal’s Room”, and there were very few 
staffers, from Deputy Editor Phil Wrack downwards, who had not had their flies 
undone.

 

A senior executive, Stuart Kuttner, had a different predilection. He not only liked 
to dress up a woman, but he was an uncontrollable voyeur who, dressed up and 
fully made up, would haunt the brothels of Shepherd’s Market.

 

I often used to screw Rosanne, secretary to the controversial and foulmouthed 
Kelvin McKenzie, Rosanne claimed that Kelvin “didn’t seem to know what to do 
with it”, even, apparently, when it was exposed under his desk.  Using his 
brother’s name, Craig McKenzie got into the act, even at one stage with Mike 
Parker (former Features Editor at the Daily Star). In full view of everyone they 
used to do a “double gobble” with two of Toni’s whores.

 

Whores Galore: I remember a notorious party I threw at my home in 
Mercers Road, Islington. With the promises of hoards of whores, just about 
everyone on the News of the World turned up. I did not let them down. Features 
supremo, Rod Tyler, “good friend” of Caroline Thatcher, did a free floorshow by 
bonking a girl called Jean Leyland on a sofa. He ‘paid’ me by signing a docket for 
two shifts - £140 at the time.
 



Upstairs, Gerry-can Brown had ignored the ten top call girls supplied by me from 
Toni’s Club and settled for the faithful Tina Dalgliesh. In the next bedroom veteran 
reporter Ray Chapman was doing it the wrong way up with Rosalie Shan, the 
“fashion” editor who had become quite used to office customs.

 

Even one of the authors of the "150 Years: the News of the World Story" book, 
Roy Stockdill (who ended up as news editor of the sanctimonious Screws) was at 
it with one of Toni’s girls.

 

The News of the World has gone now, never to be seen again. It was an institution 
for 168 years. Every time you read of an orgy you would know that the article had 
been written by the world’s greatest experts on the subject. Vintage Presbyterian 
Rupert Murdoch has been sent a copy of this present book in the hopes he might 
buy it for a SKY TV mini-series.

 

Carbon Tetrachloride: One day Ray Chapman called me to the hospital 
where his wife lay near to death. Chapman was beside himself with grief and 
could not stop sobbing. “You’ve got to get up there,” he told me. “I’m desperate. I 
don’t know what to do. Judy is dying”.

 

Of course I rushed to the hospital where I found Chapmen almost demented. Still 
sobbing he spluttered out his story. Michael, a tramp who Chapman had used on 
various stories, had been given the job of cleaning the Chapman’s bath.

 

Michael had bought a cleaning solvent called carbon-tetrachloride, telling 
Chapman a cock and bull story about it being a date-rape drug. He claimed that if 
a girl sniffed the substance she would go into an immediate sexual high. 
Chapman couldn’t wait to try it out on his unsuspecting wife.

 

That night they wined and dined and he plied her with drink. Then they went to 
bed and Chapman admitted, “I screwed her just about every way possible”. In the 
morning however, Judy did not wake up and Chapman became worried. He 
eventually called an ambulance and she was rushed to hospital where she was 
declared “in a state of emergency”. Unless they knew what the trouble was, the 
doctors told him, she might die.

 



Chapman knew that if he told them the truth he would be arrested. So he 
despatched me to his home to remove the evidence. Chatman told the doctors 
that his wife had been cleaning the carpet with this toxin. The doctors quite 
literally clutched her from the jaws of death in the nick of time and she gradually 
recovered.

 

Wrack's Little Baby: One of the favourite stories to do the rounds at the 
time was when Deputy Editor, Phil Wrack became acting editor, pending a new 
appointment. Wrack had a reputation for being both a seasoned drinker and an 
outrageous flirt. He would most certainly not have survived today’s mood of so-
called political correctness. 

 

His long-term secretary was called Angela Mulligan and she was summoned into 
the editor’s office after Wrack had been on a lengthy binge. She found him 
standing in front of his desk with his trousers around his ankles and everything on 
display. He chased her round the room three times before she could escape, 
chanting, “Get your lips around this Angie”.

 

“I was terrified”, she later told stunned staffers in the Printer’s Pie. “His tool was 
as large as a baby’s arm holding an orange”.

 

Anal Fixated Craig McKenzie: Poor Craig had contracted herpes by 
going with a prostitute (supplied by me) called Diane. Craig had apparently asked, 
not for the proverbial “blow job” so favoured by so many staffers, but that she 
should lick his private parts including his anus. She apparently obliged, but later 
told me that she would prefer not having to service McKenzie again.

 

Craig McKenzie became a senior editorial executive at the Daily Express under Sir 
Nicholas Lloyd who, despite his humble beginnings, was knighted by Thatcher for 
his services to the Tory party. While Lloyd did spend a long period as Feature’s 
Editor at the Screws, it is not suggested that he had any inkling of what his 
underlings were doing. But perhaps he should have known.

 

Bribed: My former fellow culprit, Ray Chapman, accepted a £25,000 bribe 
from a well known villain after Chapman was going to expose him for murder. He 
used the money to buy a flat in North London.

 



When I left the paper in the mid 1990s I received a golden handshake of £10,000, 
a glowing reference from the then editor, Derek Jameson and another £10.000 to 
keep my mouth shut.

 

Much Bonking On My Boat: My sex boat, permanently moored in St. 
Catherine’s dock, was well Known to Rupert. On one occasion Rod Tyler and 
Carole Thatcher had a pleasant afternoon on board!!

 

Ian Cutler's sex boat in St. Catherine’s dock, well Known to Rupert.
Rod Tyler and Carole Thatcher had a pleasant afternoon on board!!

 



Friends on board Ian's boat.
 

Suicide: Later on a young lady who had been a constant visitor to the now 
notorious Animal’s Room became pregnant. She managed to convince Parker the 
child was his. Low and behold, Craig McKenzie was invited to be the best man and 
of course, I took the wedding photographs. Parker had absolutely no idea that his 
bride had visited the Animals Room so often with me.

 

As with many of these sordid tales, this one has a sad ending which goes over and 
above the general sleaze. After the wedding the lady wanted to get a gas cooker 
on hire-purchase and made an agreement with the company pretending she was 
the wife of Ray Chapman who had a much higher credit rating.

 

When she could not pay the bills the company moved in on Chapman and he 
reported the lady to the police who subsequently charged her. Unable to face the 
impending disaster she committed suicide. 

 



Chapter 8 - Mistakes For Which
I Am Truly Sorry 

 

DEAD - 2nd September 1975 - I took the photographs and a 
reporter called Colin Frost did the story. Robin Shields was a superintendent for 
the ambulance service in Belfast during the day, but by night he was an active 
protestant wearing combat garb and tracking IRA members. 

 

Robin Shields allowed me to take 
photographs of him on the condition 
that none of them would be published. 
Due to a mix up, all the photographs 
ended up in the hands of the Evenings 
Standard. I told the paper “You can’t 
use the ones which show Mr. Shield’s 
connections with the Protestants.” 

Ian Cutler as a young freelance
for the Evening Standard, The Sun, The Mirror, 

Daily Telegraph and The Times amongst others.

 

I was a very young man at the time and 
rather naïve. I did not realise that the 
paper wouldn’t keep its word. All the 
photographs were used, exposing Mr. 
Shields, who was promptly 
assassinated the following weekend.

 

I wound like to say sorry. 
 

Bays Transport Motel, Liverpool Road, Islington, 
London - There were six dead after a fire caused by an arsonist. I persuaded 
the policeman on site to let me photograph the bodies being removed from the 
building, showing their identities. I would like to say sorry.

 

Fish Shop Murder 13th March 1975 - I persuaded the police 
officer on duty to pose for a photograph with the corps, without consent from the 
victim’s family. I am sorry about this.



 

Welsh Hills Picnic Party - In order to expose “sex orgies” on a 
caravan site, Tina Dalgleish and I went off to the Breacon Beacons where we 
expected to find a wife-swapping group we learned of via contact magazine 
advert. However there was no action and no real story to tell. Indeed apart from 
the two reporters and the couple who placed the advertisement, only one other 
person turned up. In the absence of anything interesting to report, Tina decided 
they should fake some action. No sex actually took place at all. 

 

 



Arnold Lewis the victim of the story and so-called wife swapping party arranger 
was a lay preacher. When Dalgleish told him who they really were he said he’d 
commit suicide if it ‘ever came out’. I reported this to features editor Rod Tyler 
who got straight on the phone to Murdoch whose office was upstairs. Rod was 
getting redder and redder. 

 

When, after about three minutes, he put the phone down I asked Rod what Rupert 
had said. Rod replied that Murdoch had sworn at him and ranted "run it, run it, 
run it !!!". 

 

The false story appeared as a Splash on the front page of the News of the World 
the following weekend. 

 

The next day the man topped himself. 
 

Maggie and Alan, the preacher's friends, took the News of the World to court, but 
this action failed. They later produced a play all about this story and its impact on 
the lives involved. 

 

I would like to say SORRY. - Rupert didn’t!
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 9 - I Met Them All,
Celebs and Villains Alike 

 

From left to right: Ian Cutler, Par FlannIgan and Charlie Kray - Friends of Rupert
 

Annie Robinson of the Weakest Link TV show,
a good friend.

Ian with John, Anne’s husband



 

Eddie Chapman (left) with Fabian of the Yard (right), who (according to Eddie) was bent.
This photo was taken a few years before Rupert’s time

 

The Great Train Robbers with Ian Cutler (front row, 3rd from right).
 



Photo from left to right: the late Dermot Harris (brother of the late actor Richard Harris), 
Bobby Mckew (former employee of the late gangster Billy Hill) 

and on the right the one and only late Eddie Chapman
Photo by Ian Cutler

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 10 - My Post-Murdoch Enterprises 
 

Scallywag magazine was published in London between 1991 and 1995. 
The subtitle of issues 1 - 6 was "Camden's only alternative community magazine". 
It sought to publish controversial journalism which other satirical and investigative 
publications (such as Private Eye) would not publish due to fear of litigation. It was 
founded and edited by Simon Regan and myself. We published about 30 issues 
and even sold some stories to News of the World.

 

One story involved Norman Scott who had been the homosexual lover to the 
former leader of the Liberal Party, Jeremy Thorpe. At least Scott claimed to have 
had a love affair with Thorpe. This was at a time when homosexual acts were 
illegal in Britain and the whole mess damaged his political career. John Penrose 
introduced me to Scott. We arranged to meet in the St. Pancras Hotel and I 
pretended to be a gay man looking for a lover. I made out I was going to fuck him 
and when he got undressed I whipped my camera out. He was not a happy bunny. 

 

Ian Cutler’s photo of Norman Scott, Jeremy Thorpe’s ex-lover
 



In 1993 we were sued for libel by the then Prime 
Minister, John Major, because we had reported rumours that he had 
had an affair with Conservative minister Edwina Currie. By also suing the 
magazine's distributors, he received a settlement from them, and they passed the 
costs onto the magazine. Scallywag's financial position never recovered. We lost 
the case and our magazine went bust!

 

Paradoxically Mrs. Currie later admitted to the affair in her diaries which were 
published in 2002 and serialised in the Times newspaper. Mr. Major described the 
affair as the most shameful event of his life, but said his wife Norma had long 
known of the relationship and had forgiven him. 

 

Private Spy: In 1982 me and former News of the World reporter John 
Duggan launched Private Spy. It was a video series sold through video libraries. 
We made a nice few quid out of it. 

 



 

  

Snippets from “Private Spy” one of Ian’s ventures.

 

We employed Reggie Bosanquet as the anchor man for this video 
series. In 1983 he got into a bit of a stew when he was accused of fronting a sexy 
video for us. As well as working for Private Spy he was also rector of Glasgow 
University  and a number of students complained. Reggie, to his credit, hit back 
by saying "I may be rector but that doesn't mean the students can rule my life". 
Reggie wasn't guilty of anything. It wasn't porn anyway, it was journalism and 
university students should be well enough educated to know the difference. 

 



 

 

Bent Coppers and Missing Bullion:  In the 1960s  a notorious 
criminal, John McVicar (born 1940), was convicted for armed robber and given a 
23-year gaol sentence. While in prison he took an Open University degree in 
Sociology and was awarded a BSc first class. After his release from prison in 1978 
he studied for a postgraduate degree at the University of Leicester. 

 



In 1983 McVicar worked with Private Spy to produce a video documentary 
exposing bent police officers. The investigation revolved around an armed gang 
who held up a security van on its way to Tilbury Docks. They got away with 321 
silver ingots.  

 

The police received a tip off that the bars were hidden in a lockup in Southgate, 
north London. I went along to take photos. McVicar was able to point the finger at 
three men, a senior police officer, a wealthy businessman and a prominent 
solicitor. The News of the World also ran the story. 

 

 

 



Police Officers Oral Sex With Prostitutes: On one occasion in 
1982, John Duggan and me took some video footage of an on-duty copper 
skewing a whore in the back of an unmarked police car. Needless to say the 
police were not happy about being caught out and within just 20 minutes of 
taking the video we were arrested. Next morning in Clerkenwell Magistrates 
Court,  Magistrate Mark Romer threw the case out telling us to "Keep up the good 
work". Nevertheless we did not get off scot free. During our night in the cells we 
had the crap kicked out of us. Shortly afterwards I had my stroke, effectively 
ending my career as a photo-journalist. 

 

 

I sued the police for the return of my private property seized in the arrest. 
This consisted of three video cassettes, one of which showed the policeman 
having sex with the prostitute, my notebooks, a C.B. radio and my beloved land 
Rover car. The magistrate this time was John Purcell. He ordered the police to 
return all of my property except the car, saying that because of its value I would 
have to apply to the County Court. The police deigned having the embarrassing 
video. 

 



 



My friend Eddie Chapman helped me win a later case where I sued 
the Metropolitan Police for beating me up. I met Eddie while in my 30s. Eddie had 
been a double agent in the Second World War and Christopher Plumber had 
played his part in the 1966 film, Triple Cross. Eddie had a farm where I went for 
rehabilitation following my stroke. Eddie bought his friend, ex-judge Sir Lionel 
Thompson. The judge was Mars-Jones and I won a very large sum of money. 

 

Eddie Chapman
 



My Journalism Career Was Over so I opened a pub, the Cap't 
Cutler's, just off Fleet Street. It was very popular with journalists, snappers and 
editors. One day the mob came in and demanded fifty grand. I refused to pay so 
they burnt it down with me inside. I barely escaped. Then to top it all the 
insurance company refused to pay out because I had had a conviction for arson 
many years ago. 

 

Ian’s London Pub
 



Chapter 11 - Murdoch and BSkyB 
 

British Sky Broadcasting Group plc (BSkyB), trading as Sky, 
is the leading British satellite broadcasting, broadband and telephony services 
company. It was formed in 1990 by the  merger of Sky Television and British 
Satellite Broadcasting. Murdoch's News Corporation owns a 39.14 percent 
controlling stake in the company.

 

The News Corporation's takeover bid for BSkyB was a proposed takeover of British 
Sky Broadcasting (BSkyB) by News Corporation, the media conglomerate of 
Rupert Murdoch. The bid was launched in June 2010, 

 

Dr. John Vincent Cable (born 9 May 1943) is a British Liberal Democrat politician 
who was dissatisfied with the Tory - Lib Dem coalition. In December 2010 
undercover reporters from The Daily Telegraph, posing as constituents, set up a 
meeting with Cable. During the meeting Vince Cable told them that he had 
"declared war" on Murdoch (these comments were not published Telegraph report 
but were leaked to BBC journalist Robert Peston). Following this revelation Cable 
had his responsibility for media affairs (including ruling on Murdoch's takeover 
plans) withdrawn from his role as Business Secretary. These duties then passed to 
Jeremy Hunt. 

 

Jeremy Richard Streynsham Hunt (born 1 November 1966) is the UK Secretary of 
State for Culture, Olympics, Media and Sport. He was much more sympathetic to 
Murdoch's takeover bid than Cable had been. Everything was looking good for 
Rupert, until ......

 

The blow came in July 2011 with a series of devastating revelations of the hacking 
of the phones  News of the World reporters. Details of the activities, especially 
regarding the paper's hacking into the voicemail of murder victim Milly Dowler, 
sparked widespread outrage against News Corporation. In the face of a planned 
motion in the House of Commons calling on News Corporation to abandon the bid, 
Murdoch acquiesced and withdrew the bid. However News Corporation held on to 
its existing 39.1% stake. 

 



In July 2011 The News of the World finally gave up the fight and closed (see next 
chapter). Yet even in its grave, scandal continued to hound this sordid paper. in 
April 2012 explosive emails were released showing that Jeremy Hunt had 
schemed with the Murdochs in an attempt to help them win the BSkyB deal. I 
wonder what may have induced him to commit such an outrageous breach of his 
public duties. Murdoch has deep pockets. Whatever the payoff was, instead of 
properly scrutinising the deal, the emails show that Hunt had set up a secret back 
door to feed information to Murdoch's News Corporation,

 

The Leveson Inquiry - On 13th July 2011 Prime Minister David Cameron 
appointed Lord Justice Leveson as Chairman of a public inquiry with a remit to 
look into the specific claims about phone hacking at the News of the World, the 
initial police inquiry and allegations of illicit payments to police by the press, and 
a second inquiry to review the general culture and ethics of the British media. I 
have been called to give evidence at this enquiry. Look out for Camera Assassin 4 
where I will bring you up to date.

 

Chapter 12 - The Final Demise of
the News of the World 

 

As I have shown in this book, The News of the World had always been a dirty 
newspaper, especially since Murdoch took it over. Lies, double standards, sleaze 
and dirty tricks had been its stock in trade. 

 

Then starting in 2006 allegations of phone hacking began to engulf the 
newspaper. These culminated in the revelation on 4th July 2011 that, nearly a 
decade earlier, a private investigator hired by the newspaper had intercepted and 
deleted the voicemail of missing British teenager Milly Dowler, who was later 
found murdered. However, a Scotland Yard spokesperson admitted at the Leveson 
Inquiry that it had not been a private investigator who had deleted Dowler's 
voicemail.

 

Due to the public backlash, the withdrawal of advertising and maybe my own 
revelations too, News International announced the closure of the News of the 
World on 7th July 2011. 

 



The scandal deepened when the paper was alleged to have hacked into the 
phones of families of British service personnel killed in action. Senior figures on 
the newspaper were questioned by police. Former editor Andy Coulson and former 
News of the World royal editor Clive Goodman were arrested on 8th July 2011. 
The former executive editor Neil Wallis was arrested on 15th July and former 
editor Rebekah Brooks was arrested on 17th July.

 

You enjoyed this book now own the video !!!
 

http://www.cameraassassin.co.uk/Video/index.html

	Local Disk
	The Camera Assassin - Ian Cutler, former News of the World photographer, tells all.


