
The Nemesis File - The True Story of an 
SAS Execution Squad: The True Story of an 

Execution Squad
 Free Ebooks

 Paul Bruce

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/bMBoa/The-Nemesis-File-The-True-Story-of-an-SAS-Execution-Squad-The-True-Story-of-an-Execution-Squad
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/bMBoa/The-Nemesis-File-The-True-Story-of-an-SAS-Execution-Squad-The-True-Story-of-an-Execution-Squad
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/bMBoa/The-Nemesis-File-The-True-Story-of-an-SAS-Execution-Squad-The-True-Story-of-an-Execution-Squad
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/bMBoa/The-Nemesis-File-The-True-Story-of-an-SAS-Execution-Squad-The-True-Story-of-an-Execution-Squad
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/bMBoa/The-Nemesis-File-The-True-Story-of-an-SAS-Execution-Squad-The-True-Story-of-an-Execution-Squad
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/bMBoa/The-Nemesis-File-The-True-Story-of-an-SAS-Execution-Squad-The-True-Story-of-an-Execution-Squad


’I salute Paul Bruce. His decision to reveal the brutal truth is the act of a truly brave man.’ –
Captain Fred J. Holyrod, former MI6 Officer, Northern IrelandPaul Bruce was a tough, idealistic
young trooper in the SAS when he was dispatched to Northern Ireland. His top-secret mission:
to execute IRA suspects in cold blood.Bruce and three SAS comrades shot down one terrified
victim after another, leaving the bodies to be buried in deep, unmarked woodland graves.The
soldiers grew their hair long and drove ordinary looking cars. But they always carried pistols and
sub-machine guns.In this historic book the author produces maps to show where his victims lie
secretly buried.He also chronicles the mental breakdown of crack SAS troops, ordered to carry
out the dirtiest job in a secret war.’A tale of mass murder and random street assassinations that
would strain credibility in a South American dictatorship!’ – Sunday Times’A fascinating, hugely
readable story!’ – Daily Mirror’A startling confession!’ – Daily Mail

From Publishers WeeklyNotesCopyright 1996 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers
to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorB. L. Bruce holds a Bachelor s degree in literature and
creative writing from the University of California, Santa Cruz. Currently a writer, photographer,
and editor, her work has appeared in over fifteen anthologies, magazines, and literary
publications, including The Sun Magazine, Northwind Magazine, and The Soundings Review.
Most recently she was named Featured Poet of The Wayfarer s holiday issue, her work reflecting
a life amongst her native California backdrop of redwoods and Pacific shoreline. She was
nominated for the Ina Coolbrith Memorial Poetry Prize in 2009 as a student of Santa Cruz s first
poet laureate, Gary Young. The Weight of Snow is her first book. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.
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Nemesis (ne·misis). 1553. [a. Gr. νεéμεσιç (f. νéεμειν to give what is due), righteous indignation,
also personified as ‘the goddess of Retribution’.] 1. The goddess of retribution; hence, one who
avenges or punishes.ContentsTitle PageEpigraphGLOSSARYCHAPTER ONECHAPTER
TWOCHAPTER THREECHAPTER FOURCHAPTER FIVECHAPTER SIXCHAPTER
SEVENCHAPTER EIGHTCHAPTER NINECHAPTER TENCHAPTER ELEVENCHAPTER
TWELVECHAPTER THIRTEENCHAPTER FOURTEENCHAPTER
FIFTEENEPILOGUECopyrightGLOSSARYAPCArmoured Personnel CarrierASMArtificer
Sergeant-MajorBBCBritish Broadcasting CorporationCOCommanding OfficerCS Gastear
gasCSMCompany Sergeant-MajorHGVheavy goods vehicleHQHeadquartersJCBmechanical
diggerKF shirtkhaki-coloured army shirtGOCGeneral Officer CommandingLMGlight machine
gunMillies9mm pistolsMI5British Intelligence (domestic)MI6British Intelligence
(overseas)MRFMilitary Reconnaissance Force (see Smerfs)NAAFIarmy canteenNCONon-
Commissioned OfficerPEphysical educationPTphysical trainingRCTRoyal Corps of
TransportRUCRoyal Ulster ConstabularyREMERoyal Electrical and Mechanical EngineersRP
NCORegimental Police Non-Commissioned OfficerSDService DrillSLRself-loading
rifleSmerfsIRA informants known formally as MRFs (Military Reconnaissance Force)SMGsub-
machine gunSpecial Branch Police IntelligenceUDRUlster Defence RegimentWOWarrant
OfficerCHAPTER ONEAlove of soldiering must run in our family. After the Second World War,
my father would talk to me about his exploits as a member of the famous Long Range Desert
Group, those legendary heroes who patrolled North Africa harassing German supply lines. His
stories always excited me and made me yearn for the day when I would be old enough to join the
army too.My first recollection of my father is of a big, powerful man, a stranger in army uniform,
walking into our house and taking command of the place, ordering my mother, sister and me
about. I was frightened of him from the start – and would soon have reason to be.My father never
seemed to like me and for no reason at all would hit me, frequently and hard. Even today, forty-
odd years later, my recollections are of waiting for him to come home, waiting for him to slap me
and knock me off a chair or into a corner. He never seemed to want me around and I would
spend most of the time when he was at home in my room, alone.My mother never seemed to
have time for me either. She was always busy, always rushing about. She would spend time
laughing with my elder sister but never with me. She did not abuse me but just didn’t seem to
want me around, as though I was surplus to requirements. However, times were hard and life
would have been difficult for my mother who had had to take care of everything because my
father was away in the army for most of those early years.After the war, when the Long Range
Desert Group was disbanded, my father was retained by the army and served in the Far East, in
Borneo and Malaysia. It wasn’t until I was five years old that he was demobbed and came home
for good, back to his old job of driving lorries.With my father back home, the family grew as my
mother bore two more daughters and two more sons. No wonder she felt she had had enough of



having kids – her first had been born when she was only 16, the last when she was 36! She had
only ever wanted two!I loved listening to stories of my father’s time in the army. One of my
favourites was of the days when he was in the Long Range Desert Group. They would drive
hundreds of miles, searching out German positions, before attempting to blow up the enemy oil
and arms dumps and supply routes. As he explained to me, they could not cope with prisoners
and would do all in their power to avoid finding themselves in a position where they might have
to take any.On one occasion, however, they were driving their Jeeps in convoy when they came
over the brow of a hill and into a wadi. There, in front of them, was the enemy – about forty
infantry troops who had spent the night resting in the river bed. There was no way to escape and
my father thought that this was the end, that they would be captured and probably killed. There
were only twelve men in their unit. The odds were enormous.To my father’s amazement,
however, the German troops immediately raised their hands, eager to surrender. They were
calling out, ‘Tommy, Tommy, comrade’ before the British Jeeps had come to a halt in their
midst.The Germans seemed desperate to surrender but my father’s group could not take them
prisoner. They had no food for hungry men, little water and the idea of marching forty enemy
troops perhaps hundreds of miles through the desert was unthinkable. Besides, they were under
orders never to take any prisoners; it wasn’t their function.My father and the other sergeants had
no idea what to do. If they left the Germans in the river bed and drove off, their position and
direction would be known, their mission ruined. There could be only one answer. They told the
Germans that they would have to surrender their weapons and made them leave their rifles and
revolvers in a pile and then walk to the other side of the wadi with their hands on top of their
heads. Then they told them to face the rising sun. Four of my father’s group picked up machine
guns, inserted the magazines and then shot every single one of them. Dad told me that he could
never forget it, that he hated doing it, but they were in the middle of a war; they had no option.
That story, which I am sure was true, instilled in me a profound and lasting respect for my father
and not a little fear.Another story was of another occasion during the war when Dad was
convinced he would die. His group was about to blow up a large German petrol store. They had
laid the explosives and were leaving the barbed-wire enclave when a German sentry, on his
inspection round, stopped for a cigarette immediately in front of my father and two of his mates.
He could have been only a few feet from them; they could even hear him breathing in the
stillness of the desert night. For three minutes he stood there smoking while they tried
desperately to hold their breath, fearful of betraying their position. If that sentry had turned to
face them, he could not have failed to see them. They were ready to shoot if necessary but that
was the last thing they wanted to do as they knew there were at least twenty more German
soldiers on the site, but they could not get close enough to him to take him out silently. Finally,
after what my father said seemed like a lifetime, the sentry threw away his cigarette butt and
continued on his way.Despite the bad times, he obviously missed the excitement of the Desert
Group. He would speak with pride about their exploits in blowing up dumps and ammunition
supplies, engaging in the occasional gun battle with pursuing German troops, the narrow



escapes and the life they had led in the desert. I would plead with him to repeat these ad
infinitum and their effect was to make me long to grow up and join the army myself. I couldn’t wait
to be old enough to sign on and experience the excitement and adventures that he had known.
For me, however, it wouldn’t be like that but I wasn’t to know.After the war ended, my father
discovered that he could never rekindle that wartime sense of commitment, coupled with the
belief that he was helping, in his small way, to win the war. He never liked the jungles of the Far
East the way he had developed an affection for the open desert, despite the scorching sun and
the terrible sandstorms from which there was no real protection. He would hardly ever talk about
his active service in Malaysia, as though he wanted to forget that period of his life. There was
nothing of the pride he always showed when talking of the men he had served with in the desert.
That was his war, his manhood, his life. Nothing could, or would, ever equal that.As a result, he
found life in civvy street very difficult and it became all but impossible for him to hold down a job.
He thought all his work boring and tiresome and found driving an overladen lorry along the
crowded North Circular road a poor comparison to the freedom of those war years spent driving
hundreds of miles through empty desert. Every few months he would quit his job in anger, the
frustration tearing him apart. Then he would go on a drinking bout and become a different man. It
was on those occasions that I feared him most for he would be unable to control himself and
would take it out on me, his eldest son. Now, after my own experiences in the army, I can
understand the pressures that he fought against, the reasons why he drank and why he would
inevitably end up hitting me. But I didn’t understand then, and my memories are of being
afraid.One day, when I was about nine years old, I learned about the other side of war – death.I
remember coming down to breakfast one day and seeing my father sitting in a chair with his
head in his hands. He was making a groaning noise and his shoulders were hunched up and
shaking. I had no idea what was happening. He didn’t look at me and he didn’t say anything. I
stared at him for a minute or so and then I realised that he was crying and the emotion was
shaking his body. However, my father’s tears and sobbing seemed very different from the tears I
had seen my mother shed. There was anger in him, a frustration which he could not control and
which I could not then understand.It transpired that his younger brother, my uncle Stanley, had
died in North Korea, shot out of the sky while parachuting behind enemy lines. The house was
silent; no one uttered a sound; we just watched Dad crying, furious, his eyes violent and a single
word coming from his lips over and over again: ‘Why, why, why?’At lunchtime, he went out and I
did not see him again for a day and a half. I think he went on a bender but I remember my mother
saying it was best for him to get it out of his system. She knew it was better for him to bury his
anger and his violence in drink than try to bottle it up and then take it out on us.This episode left
me in no doubt about what I wanted to do with my life. From that moment I just wanted to grow
up, join the army, become a parachutist and kill as many Koreans as possible.I don’t really
remember having a close relationship with my mother. She would simply give me my food, tell
me what to wear, tell me what to do and tell me to behave myself. I can, however, remember her
saying at least five or six times a day, ‘Wait till your father gets home. He’ll give you a good



hiding.’ What seems odd, though, is that I can’t really remember ever doing much wrong
because most of the time I kept myself very much to myself and away from my mother and
brothers and sisters. I became a bit of a loner.There were some incidents from my childhood that
I have always remembered. I smile about them now, although I didn’t smile at the time.My first
vivid memory of excitement tinged with fear dates from when I was only two years old. My sister
Jan, who was seven years older than me, would be told to take me with her down to the shops
whenever my mother asked her to do some shopping. I would be put in the pushchair and my
sister, under duress, would have to take me with her.Just for sport, she would always let go of
the pushchair when we came to the brow of a hill, about fifty yards from the shops. She would
run beside the pushchair as I screamed at her, not knowing what would happen next. Of course,
when the pushchair began picking up speed, she would take hold of it and roar with laughter at
my terrified face.One day, however, she failed to catch hold of the pushchair as it careered down
the hill, gathering speed. I can remember seeing the road at the bottom of the hill, with vehicles
moving along it, and being convinced that I would end up under one of those cars or lorries. I
can remember screaming and looking back at my sister as she ran vainly down the hill,
desperately trying to catch me. The pushchair bounced off the kerb but, thank God, there were
no vehicles coming. I held on grimly as the pushchair sped across the road, smashing into the
opposite kerb and throwing me out on to the pavement. I was distraught, screaming and crying,
and she tried to comfort and quieten me, knowing that she would get a good hiding from my
mother when she discovered how my bloody face had become so covered in cuts and
bruises.My sister would always take the opportunity to have as much fun as possible at my
expense. Another favourite trick was to encourage me to walk under her big overcoat whenever
we went to the shops. Hidden under the coat, I could see nothing and she would walk quickly
along, with me running to keep up. Then, suddenly, there would be a crash as I smashed into a
lamppost or pillar box and I would hear Jan roaring with laughter as I cried in pain. It was months
before I realised she was walking me into these objects on purpose. I assumed, all along, that
they were mere accidents.My first memory of real pain, however, was not the result of a beating
from my father but an argument I had with an old-fashioned, stand-up mangle that my mother
kept in the kitchen which led through to the hall. I loved to slide up and down the linoleum in the
hall, especially after my mother had spent time polishing it. One day I ran along the hall, landed
on my backside and slid into the kitchen, crashing headlong into the mangle, my face hitting the
iron stand on which it rested.I screamed in pain and cried even louder when I realised that blood
was pouring from my mouth and three teeth had fallen out. My mother, however, left me in no
doubt as to who was to blame for the accident while she propelled me down the road to the
doctor’s surgery to check precisely what damage I had done to myself. Even today I can still
recall the pain.I had a rather ambivalent attitude towards my elder sister for she had a knack of
blaming me for everything that went wrong, usually when she had done something naughty
herself and didn’t want to accept responsibility. As a result, I later became more and more wary
of her and her motives, but in those early childhood days I didn’t realise why I was always getting



into trouble when I had done nothing bad.On one occasion we were sent to the shops to buy
something for supper. I was about six and my sister was thirteen. Unfortunately, the shop was out
of stock of the item we had been sent to buy so my sister spent the money on sweets. When we
returned home my mother could see that we had been eating chocolate and quickly realised that
we had spent the money on sweets rather than on what we had been told to buy. My sister told
her that it was totally my fault and that I had forced her to buy them. As a result, I received a good
hiding and my sister was simply given a caution to take more control of me! In retrospect, of
course, it was wonderful training for army life but I didn’t appreciate that at the time.On another
occasion, when I was about seven, my father had been tiling the living-room fireplace and,
having finished the job, went out to the shops. While he was out, my sister decided the top row of
tiles was not correctly matched and took all of them off. When my father returned, an hour later,
all the tiles were on the floor and the fireplace looked a mess. In a fury, he asked what the hell
had happened and my dear sister told him that I had taken them off while she was out of the
room. I protested my innocence and told him I had not touched them, which was true. On that
occasion, he gave me a good thrashing not only for removing the tiles but also for telling
lies.After that episode I really hated my sister. However, revenge is sweet. A couple of years later
she began dating a boy who my mother didn’t like at all. She forbade my sister to see him. Of
course, she continued to do so but needed my co-operation. I seized my chance. At that time I
loved Airfix aeroplane models and for three months I made her buy me a model plane every
Saturday to ensure my silence. She hated it but had to go along with it.In many respects, I
suppose my mother was quite Victorian in the way she brought up her children. She undoubtedly
had high standards. She would never give us pocket money and made us work around the
house and run errands. We were never allowed to go out and play with other children without her
express permission, which, quite frequently, she wouldn’t give. She wanted us to mix with
children whose parents she respected, which were not the ones we wanted to play with. She
was particularly tough with my sisters. The last thing Mother wanted was one of her daughters
coming home pregnant.However, like mother, like daughter. A year after she banned my sister
from seeing her boyfriend, Jan did, indeed, come home and announce that she was having a
baby. She, too, was only sixteen. When she told my parents, there was an almighty row so I went
to my bedroom to keep out of trouble while their voices reached screaming pitch. They
quietened down, however, when she told them that the boy had offered to marry her and they
stood by her, although my mother never forgave my sister or forgot the shame.Another traumatic
event occurred when I was nine years old. My school friends and I had started playing a stupid
game of ‘chicken’ on the railway line that we passed each day on the way to and from school.
The game began as a dare. It was only a bit of bravado but it would end in tragedy.Four or five of
us would stand on the railway line used by the steam engines because we all realised that the
other line, being electric, would kill us instantly if we ever stepped on it. When a train
approached, we would leap from the line and land on the grass embankment. The first to jump
was chicken, the last to jump the winner.One evening, as a steam train sped towards us, we all



jumped as usual, but, for some reason, two jumped towards the electric rail instead of to the
embankment. I shall never know why. When the train had passed, we looked for them. One, a
boy called Roy, was lying on the live electric rail with smoke rising from him. He was motionless. I
knew at once that he was dead and felt panic. We didn’t know what to do, but worse would
follow.We suddenly saw that an electric underground train was rocking along the line towards
where Roy lay. We waved our arms at the driver, trying to attract his attention, to make him stop. I
saw his face as he looked at us and then at the rail, suddenly realising that someone was lying
on the live wire only a matter of yards ahead of him. We heard the screech of the brakes and saw
the train lurch violently as he tried to prevent it hitting the boy but he couldn’t stop. We watched
helplessly as the train went over Roy. It was awful. I don’t know if I panicked or fainted. Suddenly
there were police and ambulance men all over the place and I began running around, obviously
in a state of shock. A policeman caught hold of me and slapped me across the face, trying to
calm me, to bring me to my senses. I couldn’t stop shaking; I couldn’t control my body. Then I
saw the remains of poor Roy, the blood, the mess, the gore. It was horrific.We were taken to
hospital and checked over to see if we were all right to be sent home. We were all in shock. Dad
collected me from the hospital. He, too, was shaken by what had happened. When we returned
home, he sat me down and lectured me. He went on and on and on, telling me of the dangers,
the stupidity of playing on the railway lines. All I could do was think of poor Roy, of the mess, of
the police picking up bits of his bloodied body and putting them in plastic sacks. For two days I
couldn’t eat a thing.I never went near the railway line again and never again did I play ‘chicken’.
Roy’s death made me feel guilty, as though I had killed him myself. For weeks I had nightmares,
not only about Roy dying but in the realisation that I, too, could have been killed. I would wake up
screaming, believing I was about to die under a train. Even today, I never go near the edge of a
station platform, for every time I do I still see poor Roy’s body.However, there were also happy
childhood memories. I always looked forward to visits from my aunty Marje. When I was seven
and eight, she would come to visit regularly, bringing with her sweets and a bag of broken
biscuits. She was a good-looking woman, with dark-brown hair and dark-brown eyes and she
exuded warmth. She was the epitome of everyone’s ideal mother. I loved her. She always wanted
me to sit on her lap, something I can never remember doing with my own mother. She seemed to
love me and I, of course, loved the fuss, the affection and the warmth she showed me.Another
happy childhood memory was visiting my granddad, my mother’s father. A Yorkshireman, an ex-
miner and a keen pigeon fancier, he would take me to see his prize pigeons in a shed in his back
garden. He, too, was warm and showed me affection. From him I would learn things that were
much more interesting than what was taught at school. He would chat to me and explain things
and I found I could ask him questions without risking a cuff round the ear. More than anything,
however, the pigeons fascinated me.Sometimes he would allow me into the pigeon loft where he
kept perhaps 20 to 25 birds. He used to breed them. They always seemed to be hatching eggs
and he took great pride in breeding pigeons which went on to win races. He would follow the
careers of the more successful pigeons that he bred and would tell me how they were doing. He



would allow me to stroke them, to feed them and would point out to me the particular attributes
of each and every bird. He had his favourites and I had mine.I would visit him once a week or so,
although it was a long bus ride away, taking about twenty minutes. When I was very young, it
seemed that he lived really far away. On my tenth birthday, Granddad gave me a set of three bird
books as a special present. The books were written by T. H. Coward, who, I later learned, was a
noted ornithologist. This gift seemed to signal that I was becoming an adult, finally growing up. I
treasured those books and would spend days reading them, memorising them, trying to learn as
much as I could so that I could become a pigeon breeder just like my granddad. I still have them,
I still prize them and still read them.It was that introduction to bird life that sparked an interest in
birds that I have retained all my life. When I was around eleven years old, I began going to
nearby woods to look for birds’ nests. It didn’t matter what type of birds they were. When I found
a nest I would watch it for hours, usually hiding in a nearby bush from where I could see the
birds’ ‘toings and froings’ while they reared their chicks. To this day, watching the simple act of
birds feeding their young gives me a feeling of inner warmth.Birdwatching did, however, interrupt
my school life. In junior school the teachers had managed to instil in me a desire to learn and I
enjoyed it. However, once I found my hobby, school work never seemed as important as
birdwatching and when I was eleven years old I decided to leave home and go and live in a den
on the Thames marshes about two miles from home.I bunked off from school and went off to the
marshes, to an area where builders had dumped their refuse. From the discarded planks, bricks
and pieces of masonry I made a den where I intended to live. I hadn’t thought about food or
washing or clean clothes. I was happy just to watch the birds over the marshes.Later on that first
day, I met another boy of about my age. I can’t remember his name because we never met again.
He immediately agreed to join me. By evening, of course, we became hungry and went off in
search of food. We found some large bottles of sweets that a shopkeeper had left out at the back
of his premises and took one each. We returned to our hideout and began eating our way
through the sickly stuff. After an hour or so, I had had enough of sweets; I wanted something
proper to eat. It was becoming cold. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t want to go home because I
knew my father would give me a good thrashing.As night fell, we saw torch lights coming
towards us in a great arc across the marshes. Then we saw police cars driving slowly along the
surrounding roads. We realised that they must be searching for us so we left the den and began
walking towards the line of torches. Someone shouted, ‘There they are,’ and some police officers
came running towards us. It was after 1am before the police took us home and, unbelievably, I
wasn’t given a good smacking. I think my parents were too overcome with relief to hit me.
However, I had learned my lesson. I would never run away from home again.When I moved on to
secondary school, all my good intentions about working hard went out of the window. I was far
more interested in birdwatching and playing football. I just didn’t bother with school work. I would
bunk off from school and go to the marshes off the main Southend Road, where I would spend
the whole day birdwatching. Of course, I would always be back in school in time for football
training. I loved football. I played inside right and played for the school from the age of thirteen



right through until I left at fifteen. The teachers said I showed real aggression.To improve my
soccer I decided to start weight training. I was just thirteen! My parents used to kid me along and
take the mickey out of me, but, as far as I was concerned, my weight training was deadly serious.
I believed it would help me to gain strength in my legs and upper body and improve my football. I
would work out really seriously three times a week in the school youth club. I doubt if it helped
me at all but it did at least keep me out of trouble – for most of the time anyway.My second brush
with the police occurred when I was thirteen and this also resulted from innocent behaviour.
Accompanied by my best pal Phil, I was travelling by train to watch Tottenham Hotspur play a
match on a November evening. We had bought some fireworks, bangers of course, and were
throwing them harmlessly out of the train window. Suddenly the guard appeared, demanding to
know who was firing a gun out of the window. The train stopped at the next station and the police
were called. They didn’t believe our story about the bangers and preferred to believe the guard.
As a result, we were taken home by the police and never saw the match.That episode made me
think hard about telling the truth. My mother had told me that I must always tell the truth, never
tell lies, and all would be well. It seemed to me, however, that every time I told the truth I was not
believed and that some other person, who I knew to be lying, was accepted as telling the truth
and I was branded a liar. It seemed terribly unfair at the time and it worried me throughout my
teenage years.Problems with my father were becoming more frequent. He was forever telling me
what to do, criticising me, ordering me about and, whenever he felt justified, he would whack me,
slapping me on the side of the head, punching me in the arm or chest and throwing me to the
ground. I was beginning to feel humiliated and angry and the weight training at the youth club
had given me some confidence in my own strength.One evening he came home from work and
my mother told him that I had again been playing truant from school. He turned on me, hitting me
around the face and sending me across the room. Something snapped inside me; I had had
enough and I went for him. I punched him straight in the face, a real hard punch, hitting him the
way I had been taught to use the punch bag. I had never even attempted to hit my father before.
He was taken aback by the ferocity of my attack.‘You little bastard,’ he said grimly, ‘I’ll teach you
to hit your father, come here.’ He hit me back, hard, and we traded punches. He probably hit me
more than I hit him but I didn’t feel any of his punches because of my fury. I kept hitting him as
hard as I could wherever I saw an opening – on his face, his chest, his stomach, his arms,
anywhere. My mother came into the room and screamed at us to stop. We both stopped and
looked at each other. Then I walked straight out of the house. However, my anger had done the
trick; never again would my father attempt to hit me. I was fourteen.My faith in adults was shaken
again during the following year. My pal Phil and I would hang around outside the Thatched
House pub in Dagenham, listening to the music. We couldn’t go in, of course, but we could hear
the music if we stood by the window. We enjoyed listening to pop music as we drank a bottle of
lemonade and ate crisps.One evening a man in a big, two-tone maroon Humber Super Snipe
came to the pub and, while we were admiring the car, he asked Phil and me whether we wanted
to earn a few pounds in pocket money. At that age, a few pounds seemed like riches and we



readily agreed. He told us to go to a nearby factory which manufactured car batteries and
explained that he wanted us to load some lead ingots into the car. We climbed over the fence
and he broke open the gates with a crowbar. We must have loaded forty or more ingots into the
car, some in the boot and others in the front to level the weight. ‘I’ll be back in a couple of hours
to give you the money,’ he said.We waited and waited but he never came. We kept an eye open
for his car because it was quite unusual, but we never saw him again. That adventure made me
realise that there was no easy way to make money. It also taught me not to trust people.Despite
our repeated pleading, neither of my parents ever gave any of us any pocket money. All my
mates at school received pocket money every week and I felt ashamed that I never had any.
Never having money to buy sweets or comics made me feel inadequate. I knew I had to do
something to rectify the situation but there weren’t many options. Phil also came from a large
family and, although he was given a little pocket money, it was never enough. We thought of
doing a paper round but that meant waking at 6am. It seemed too much like hard work,
especially in the cold winter months. Phil and I would talk about ways of making money and then
we hit on the idea of stealing things people wanted so that we could sell them easily. We knew
that all our friends at school loved having new fountain pens so we decided that they would be
the easiest to sell. Being small, they were also the easiest things to steal and conceal. We
decided on Woolworths because it was so easy to nick things from the counters.My life of crime
began one Saturday morning when the store was crowded. I was about thirteen. We decided to
steal two pens each. We went up to the counter and pretended to find a pen that we particularly
liked. Then, when the assistant’s back was turned, we put two in our trouser pockets and walked
slowly away from the counter. I think we sold them for a shilling each.Our shoplifting career went
on for several months. We won such a reputation at our school, a secondary modern in
Dagenham, Essex, that the boys and girls began giving us orders for items they wanted. The
principal items ordered were pens, Dinky Toys, Airfix ships and planes for the boys and combs,
makeup, compacts and lipsticks for the girls. On most Saturday mornings, we would visit a
Woolworths store, mainly the branches in Dagenham and Barking, and take what we wanted.
Sometimes we earned as much as five pounds a week each – a small fortune!I knew we were
doing wrong. I knew it was theft. I also knew that we would get into enormous trouble if we were
ever found out. And yet those Saturday-morning escapades became a drug to me, a thrill, a
challenge to see if I could pit my wits against the Woolworths counter assistants and any store
detectives who might be around. I came to look forward to Saturday mornings and, somehow,
we were never caught.Only once did we nearly come to grief. One Saturday Phil and I were
standing in front of the pen counter and suddenly I felt a hand grab my shoulder. I looked round,
at the same time shouting to Phil to run. I broke free from the man and darted out of the shop.
Neither of us looked back, we just ran like hell until we were half a mile or more away. It scared
the hell out of us and cured us of shoplifting. We never tried it again.Around then I also had a
stroke of luck. My uncle, who owned a greengrocer’s shop in Manor Park, offered me a Saturday
job, working in the back of the shop for the princely sum of £2.10s for the entire shift. He really



made me earn the money. I had to work from eight in the morning to six at night. He did feed me,
though, with a couple of cheese rolls in the morning, fish and chips for lunch and as much fruit
as I wanted. It was hard graft but I enjoyed it. I was beginning to feel like a man even though I
was just fourteen.However, I still wasn’t bothering to study at school. I had failed my eleven plus
miserably and had been allowed to drift along, hardly paying attention in class, concentrating on
my football and dreaming of birdwatching. When I was fourteen, however, my form teacher
asked me to stay behind one day and we sat and talked. He told me, quietly and patiently, that I
was wasting my potential. He knew I was keen on football and sport but pointed out that the
chances of ever being a professional footballer, or a professional sportsman of any kind, were
probably negligible.He asked why I was wasting my time, not bothering to study when the whole
of my future life depended on getting good exam results and being able to hold down a good job
with decent pay. He made me see how stupid I had been in neglecting my school work. He also
made me determined to rectify the situation in the three months I had left at school. I hadn’t
passed any of the mock exams so I would not be staying on to take the GCE O-level exams. I
was about to leave.For those not staying on, there was a school-leaving exam which was
intended to show any potential employer whether an applicant had any intelligence. For those
last three months I worked really hard, studying at home and paying attention 100 per cent of the
time during classes, something I had never done before. I was determined to prove to the
teacher and myself that I could do the work, that I did have real intelligence. The work paid off
when I came tenth out of the ninety who were leaving. For the first time I felt a sense of
achievement. I had proved myself.Armed with my school-leaving certificate, I knew I would get a
job. Round the corner from my home in Dagenham was a fur factory where pelts were cured,
prepared and graded before being despatched to the furriers. Two days after leaving school, I
went round to the factory and asked to see the foreman.‘Any vacancies?’ I asked with some
degree of confidence.‘Is this your first job?’ he asked.‘Well, I’ve worked in my uncle’s shop,’ I
explained, ‘but this is my first real job.’‘We might have something for you,’ he replied. ‘Come on
in.’I sat and waited while he went off to talk to someone. Then he returned, offered me a job as
an engineer’s apprentice and added, ‘You’ll get £7.10s a week. You can start tomorrow.’I left the
works elated and happy with the world. I was just fifteen, I had a job and I was about to make my
way in the world. It also meant that I would now be independent.Despite the fact that I had a job,
I knew in my heart that this would only be a stop-gap until I was old enough to join the army. I had
set my heart on becoming a Paratrooper like my uncle; that would be my real career. There was
no question that I wouldn’t be accepted, that I wouldn’t pass the fitness test, the medical or any
other exam they might ask me to take. I knew that one day I would become a Para like my uncle
Stan.A month later, however, the teenager whose job I had been given suddenly returned to the
works and was given his old job back. I was offered the alternative job of hanging the pelts in the
drying rooms. Within hours of starting this new job I was bored. I would spend all day, every day,
looking at the large clock that hung in the works, hardly able to wait until five o’clock and
freedom. The job was so boring and monotonous that I felt I could not wait until I was old enough



to join the army.I managed to stick with the job for a few months but finally I knew I had to leave
or I would go mad. I kept popping into the Labour Exchange and looking at the jobs on offer. One
day I saw an ad for a tea boy on a building site and decided to go after that. I reckoned that it
could never be as boring as working in the pelt factory.This time I was working out in the open,
helping to build a factory about twelve miles from home in the Essex countryside. It seemed like
freedom to be out in the open air. During lunch breaks I could even do a spot of birdwatching.
Every day I would clamber into the back of the van with other building workers to be driven to the
site. I didn’t like being the tea boy, though. I wanted to work on the site as a proper labourer and
was pleased when, after a couple of months, another youngster joined the firm and took my job.
Now I was a proper labourer, earning very good pay at £35 a week. I felt really wealthy.It was
about this time that I met Ann, the love of my young life. She was a good-looking, dark-haired,
dark-eyed girl and not too tall. She had a lovely figure and looked about eighteen, three years
older than her real age. I was just sixteen and smitten. We met in the cafe where my pals and I
drank coffee after weight training at the youth club.I would spend two or three hours every night
just looking at her, too shy to talk, and hoping that she would speak to me. One night she did and
my heart leaped.After a month we began dating every night. This would be the real thing. I would
arrive home at 6pm, filthy after a day’s hard work on the site. After a quick dinner, a bath, clean
clothes and five minutes spent on my hair, I would meet her at the cafe by 7.15. If the weather
was fine we would stroll over to Mayes Brook Park and find a secluded spot in a copse at the
edge of the park. We couldn’t get enough of each other. We would make love until dark. She was
fantastic. I was in love.Six months later Ann became pregnant. We had been taking precautions
but not all the time. My parents were livid; her parents were even angrier. At first they demanded
that she should have an abortion but she refused. Instead, I was banned from her house and her
parents refused to let her out after six o’clock at night, the time I arrived back from work. Neither
of us was on the telephone and, as a result, we virtually never saw each other. Her parents must
have known that such a strict regime would result in killing our love for each other. Finally, it
did.Then, one day, ten months after I had last seen her, we bumped into each other in the road.
She had had the baby, a little boy, but her parents had persuaded her – ordered would be more
accurate – to have the child adopted. She had wanted to keep him but her parents had so
knocked the spirit out of her that she finally, reluctantly, agreed to give up the baby. When we
met, we looked at each other but the passion we had once felt had gone. We never saw each
other again and perhaps that was for the best. I felt very sad. I also felt a terrible sense of guilt.I
needed a change. I was still only sixteen but reckoned that I had been on the building site long
enough. I applied to Redbridge Council for a job and ended up working in the Maintenance
Department, helping to lay new drains and repair council property. I can still remember the first
time I had to fill in my weekly time sheet. I worked out exactly how many hours I had done and
wrote them down correctly. The chargehand came along and asked to look at my time sheet.He
looked aghast when he saw what I had written. ‘Do you want to get us all hanged?’ he protested.
‘That’s no bloody good, lad. Give me another time sheet.’ As I watched, he rewrote another time



sheet with my name on the top. ‘That’s better,’ he said as he handed it over to me.I looked at
what he had written with astonishment. By his reckoning I had worked twenty hours’ overtime! In
reality it had been only four. I didn’t know what to do. Then he said, ‘And don’t put in another time
sheet until I’ve checked it. Do you understand?’ I just looked at him and said nothing.Throughout
the following week, I worried about what he had done; worried that I might be found out; worried
that I might end up in court. Then when I received my pay packet and realised how much extra
money I had made, I decided to stay quiet and keep the money. However, the chargehand still
wasn’t confident that I would keep up the pretence and checked my time sheet every week.With
good money in my pocket, a good job and the thought that I had only another year to go before
joining the army, I decided to enjoy myself. Every Saturday was party night at someone’s house.
After a few drinks down at the local, we would descend on some poor person’s house and
rock’n’roll the night away.At one of these parties I met Jennifer, a well-built, good-looking blonde
– and a true blonde – with beautiful hair and bright-blue eyes. She was only sixteen but I thought
she was great and I found her very sexy.It really was a case of love at first sight. Our eyes met as
everyone danced and I walked over to her. Immediately we began talking to each other, we both
realised that we were attracted. We danced and smooched and danced and smooched. Within
an hour we had made our way upstairs to one of the bedrooms. We started to undress each
other as we kissed. Within ten minutes we were making love. Three times that night we went
upstairs to the bedroom to make love. I walked her home at three in the morning. When we were
saying good night at her front door and I was about to leave, I suddenly realised that I didn’t
know her name!We dated for the next year, until after I joined the army. We had a wonderful time
together, dancing, having a drink or going to parties. Whenever possible, which was virtually
every time we dated, we found somewhere to make love. However, I had learned my lesson. I
never went anywhere without a packet of three. The last thing I wanted to do was make another
girl pregnant.The early sixties was the time of the height of Mods and Rockers’ rivalry and
Southend was one of their principal battlegrounds. Jennifer and I would often visit Southend with
our friends, most of whom had motorbikes. As a result, I would sometimes find myself in the
middle of a pitched battle. My main objective was to protect Jennifer and myself but, on
occasions, when my mates were being beaten up, I would wade in, throwing fists and putting the
boot in. I can remember ending up with the odd black eye and bruised ribs but nothing more. I
was learning to look after myself.On one occasion during a Southend battle, a Mod hit Jennifer
in the face. He was wearing a knuckleduster when he smashed her in the eye. I went berserk.
Jennifer had simply been standing with me watching what was going on, not interfering at all. I
chased the bastard, threw him to the ground and gave him a bloody good kicking. I was livid.We
would often visit Southend in the summer months because Jennifer adored making love in the
open air and we would usually find some semi-secluded place to get it together. I would also
take her birdwatching. She wasn’t that interested in birds but, of course, we would always end up
naked and she seemed to love that more than anything.In my heart, however, I knew that I was
just playing for time. My real life was about to begin.CHAPTER TWOFor two full months Jennifer



and my mates tried to talk me out of joining the army. Jennifer would kiss me all over my body as
we lay in bed, reminding me of what I would miss if I joined up. Sometimes, as we were making
love, she would even tell me that there would be no sex for me in the army. My mates just
thought I was a bloody fool throwing in a good job, good pay, a great girlfriend and great parties
for what – square-bashing, spit and polish and bullshit! But I would not be deterred. I would lie
awake at night thinking over what I should do but I knew in my heart that my destiny lay in the
army.One morning in September 1966, aged eighteen, I took the train from Dagenham to
Romford, intent on visiting the Army Recruiting Office. On the way there, however, I got cold feet.
I wasn’t sure. I kept thinking of Jennifer and our relationship; I kept hearing my mates’ words in
my mind, telling me how stupid it would be to throw away my life and join the army. For more than
thirty minutes I walked around Romford trying to decide what to do. Then, like a flash, I knew I
had to join up, forget about the past, forget the good times, the good pay and Jennifer, and find
the career I had longed for all my life. I took a deep breath and pushed open the door of the
recruiting office. There would be no turning back.An army sergeant sat behind one desk, a
corporal behind another. Along the walls were recruiting posters showing squaddies in exotic
overseas locations. It looked more like a holiday travel bureau than an Army Recruitment
Office.‘Right, young man, what can I do you for?’ said the sergeant.‘I want to join the Parachute
Regiment,’ I replied confidently.‘Right then, you’ve come to the right place. Come and sit
down.’We chatted for a while. His corporal made me a cup of coffee and he gave me the forms to
fill in. An hour later I walked out, having abandoned the idea of joining the Paras and having
agreed, for some extraordinary reason, to sign on with the REME to train as a mechanic. As I
took the train back home, I wasn’t at all sure I had done the right thing.Two days later I returned
to the recruiting office for my medical. Ninety minutes later I left the office, having been passed
A1 fit and with a railway warrant to Arborfield in Berkshire. There was no going back. I was now a
member of Her Majesty’s armed forces.My mates threw a party for me on the Saturday night,
determined to get me blind drunk. Jennifer had other ideas. We spent half the night drinking and
dancing and the other half in bed, making love. I saw Jennifer again on the Sunday night but she
could not be consoled; the tears flowed down her face as we kissed goodbye.I had no real idea
what to expect at Arborfield. As I stepped off the bus and walked along the road to the main
gates, I could see squads of soldiers marching about to the accompaniment of lots of shouting
and swearing and I wondered in my naivety what was going on. I would soon learn.The next six
weeks were a blur of marching, shouting, drilling, more shouting, spit and polish, cleaning and
bedmaking and, of course, weapons training. I slept like a child and always seemed to be
hungry. I never had time to think of Jennifer or my mates as there was so much to do and so little
time in which to do it. I enjoyed the PE and the cross-country runs; I hated the drill.My mother
and elder sister Jan came to see my passing-out parade and I loved the 72-hour leave which
followed, enjoying a few pints with my mates and spending as much time as possible with
Jennifer. Back at camp we only had time to pack before being bussed down to Borden in
Hampshire to start training as mechanics.During the next twelve months, the army instructors



taught us everything there was to know about army threetonners and the ubiquitous Land Rover.
By the time I took the REME exam, I could change the clutch on a three-ton truck in forty
minutes. I had not only learned everything there was to know about vehicle maintenance, but I
was also now the proud possessor of an HGV licence.I was posted to a place I had never heard
of before in my life – Bielefeld, near Dortmund in north Germany. I had reservations about the
place even before I arrived as the weather conspired to keep me away. The original flight from
Heathrow was cancelled because of fog; other flights from other airports were also cancelled
and I ended up taking a train from London to Harwich and had a dreadful Channel crossing
followed by a long, weary rail journey to Bielefeld. I arrived three days late, exhausted.I was
assigned to 9 Squadron, Royal Corps of Transport, and sent to work in a small light aid
detachment workshop in the camp. Most of the time I seemed to do nothing except drink tea and
play darts. This wasn’t the army life I had envisaged. It was a far cry from the life I had dreamed
of enjoying as I listened to my father’s desert adventures.To make life more interesting, I
persuaded the others in the workshop to keep more of the heavy work that we should have sent
to the main workshop. So, for example, when a three-tonner came in for inspection and we found
it needed a new engine fitted, we would carry out the work ourselves rather than sending it to the
main workshop five miles away.I still found life boring so I volunteered to join the REME recovery
unit, going out in all weathers to recover broken-down vehicles within a sixty-mile radius of the
camp. I finally felt as though I was earning my keep as well as leading a more interesting life.
Deep down, however, I still felt frustrated.My mind kept wandering to the life I wanted to lead,
where there would be some real action. One day, these thoughts nearly cost me my life. I was
daydreaming as I drove a Land Rover along a country lane, having collected some spares from
the main depot. I forgot I was in Germany, where I should have been driving on the right side of
the road. Suddenly, I realised that a huge truck was coming straight towards me. Inadvertently, I
had drifted over to the left side of the road but it took me vital seconds to realise that I was the
one in the wrong. If I had braked and come to a halt, the huge truck would have smashed into
me and I would probably have been a goner. So, instead, I drove straight off the road and into
the hedge at the side. The truck must have missed me by a matter of inches. As the Land Rover
came to a halt, half-buried in the hedge, my heart started thumping as I realised just how close I
had come to a very serious accident. ‘Stupid bastard,’ I kept mouthing to myself, about myself,
as I drove back to camp.Bielefeld did have some compensations, however. My footballing ability
came in useful. After a trial I was selected to play for the squadron football team. We would play
teams from around the area and those were always great days, finishing with a few beers and a
singsong. There was also an army gymnasium where I was encouraged by the PT instructors to
continue my weight training.It was in that gymnasium that I met the man who would change the
course of my life. One day I noticed a powerfully built, tough-looking geezer, aged about thirty,
who concentrated on weights to increase his stamina. I had seen him around the camp but had
no idea of his rank or his job.When he dressed at the end of his training session, I realised he
was a provo sergeant. However, sewn on the upper right arm of his shirt I noticed a navy-blue set



of wings which I had never seen before. I knew the emblem did not represent the Paras because
their wings are a lighter blue. The next time we met, I plucked up courage to ask him what the
wings represented. ‘SAS, son,’ came the reply. I looked at him somewhat bewildered for I had
never before met anyone who had been a member of the SAS. To me they had always seemed
more like ghosts than real army personnel.
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don, “an eye opener for sure. A real eye opener, but as they say all is fair in love and war. A pity
there was no mental help for the people involved afterwards to help them. A good pay back to
their opposition.”

Ebook Library Reader., “Very interesting. I was lost for words, the horror he would have gone
though, anyone interested in northern Ireland should read this”

XO, “Good Book. I read this in a few days. It took a long tome to reach me since it shipped from
the UK. In my opinion it is very plausible....I am an US Army vet and have served both in
Afghanistan and Iraq....I wasn't aware of anything like this going on there but it would not
surprise me to learn the Brits were doing this in Northern Ireland back in the day....plus it was
compartmentalized so not everyone knew the whole deal...these guys who were the actual
shooters probably knew the most....hence the reason why they were a such a small
group....killing people in combat is one thing, assassinations are another....this man obviously
was not a sociopath so it got to him in a big bad way....this guy is brave...nobody who was part of
something like this would want to tell anyone about it especially because you could get in big
trouble....unless of course the government doesn't want to acknowledge it so it appears he is off
the legal hook.....fighting the demons is another....the comments by Captain Holroyd are also
compelling where he says he spoke to guys involved in this system who confirmed it was true....”

Donni De-ville, “I AM THE EX-WIFE OF PAUL BRUCE. Of course I have read his book. Also,
knew some of his fellow S.A.S. friends. DO NOT listen to the RUBBISH of some reviewers who
only knew half the story. Like anyone else who is controversial, there are many who have an
investment in putting his true story down. I speak unbiasedly about Paul, as we are divorced and
I'm married again.But this man has not lied. He was out the army and passed the time of the
silence word keeping. The Government heard of him exposing them and so they tried to quiet
him. Paul was not treated very well and accidently found himself lying on floors and grounds, He
does not take to threats and so the story came out. He was arrested, for them to obtain his
written apology which came out in a newspaper, his family would have suffered
otherwise.Luckily some other S.A.S. from British Execution Squads, had been speaking to a
Colonel, who wrote his review on the back cover of the second publication. Paul Bruce was
vindicated and acclaimed one of the bravest men ever. Which of course he was, the deal he did
with the publisher was criminal as the percentage of such a best selling book, has been
extremely low. I even hawked it around booksellers and helped for extra sales.Because of the
way Paul had been treated by the British Army and the Government, he began to drink very
heavily again. Paul was angry that he had written a book which could have cost him his life, and
still no help with the trauma he suffered for doing the nasty jobs. No thank you, housing, pension,
or mental help.Rehab he got for himself eventually, but he was already ruined.Paul is killing



himself with drink and he does not care. He's been through hell and can not handle life. His
children, boy and a girl, suffer from seeing their father like this. I think Paul Bruce deserved
something for trying to stop the lies and killings in Ireland. He may not have developed his self-
destruct button.The book was not well written, mistakes and sentences running to long. But it
was the typist at the publisher who wrote it whilst Paul was talking the story to him. This man is
mentioned on the book and got good remuneration for it too. As much as Paul got. What do you
think of that. And Paul can not take the book and have that movie made, as John Blake has kept
all the rights for ever. Paul found even at the end his trust was misplaced. Story of his life.”
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