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Tim Hepple was a young football hooligan who
was attracted to the National Frontôs radicalism but
turned towards the British National Party because
it was more active and violent.
Then disillusionment set in and he volunteered to
work for Searchlight as a mole inside the most
violent and dangerous sections of the nazi
movement.
In April 1993 he came out with a bang and
appeared on the World in Action television
documentary exposing the secretive nazi terrorist
organisation Combat 18.
This is the story of his odyssey through Britainôs

 far right, of his seedy life inside the British
s National Party headquarters, of street battles and

organised attacks on blacks and anti-fascists, of
F.1 how the BNP orchestrated a race riot in Dewsbury.

Out of their own mouths. . . . . .
ñLook, Tim, there are definitely no moles inside the BNP.ò

John Morse, editor ofBritish Nationalist, speaking in February I W)
I

ñHe hasnôt got a clue about economics, this is just pure waffle, I donôt know where
he gets it from!ò

Morse, speaking about the BNP ôs leader John Tvndull

ñLook at that white garbage. We used to leaþet around here but now the whites
have been beaten and crushed down.ò
ñYou can tell a lot about a place by how strong the local BNP branch is. Look at
Portsmouth, itôs always been NF and full of losers. Theyôve got no guts down
there.ò

Jo/1n M Â upw '

ñDer Fuhrer hat immer recht.ò
ñJust tell that f***ing reporter that we have no policy on the Jews, no policy.ò
ñThe Holocaust is lies, all lies.ò p
ñNon-white immigration is a racist attack on the British people.ò
ñMadam, we describe ourselves as nationalists, British nationalists.ò

Richard Edmonds, BNP headquarters manager

ñThe BNP is nothing more than a bunch of Jew-obsessed losers.ò
r Jennifer Edmonds, RiÂ.'l/zrzn/is xvi/k

ñI joined the NF for its economic platform.ò
Shane Tocher; Eating NE a week before being admitted to St Bernards mental hospital

ñBlackham ouôre a red, a Jew, a traitor ò, Y -
Bill Hitches to Terry Blackham, the NF is London organiser; who has 20 convictions for lôl()l(ô!I('(ô
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THE EXCLUSIVE STORY OF A SEARCHLIGHT MOLE INSIDE BRITAIN'S FAR RIGHT

It was gratifying to learn that nearly one and a hall decades alter I had inliltratetl the fascist terror network in
Britain and Europe there are young men still willing to carry on the light in this must tlangerous and often
thankless of ways. I have the greatest admiration for 'Ióim llepple heeause he has ]ll'UVtótI he-yoml tlouht that
whatever mistakes he may have made in his young life. he is the possessor of great |1ersonal courage. A
person with courage, moral as well as physical, is a valuable asset to any cause. lle has ahemly prove-tl all
this. He recognised evil and he fought it in the way in which he was hest eqllippetl to ligllt it. '|'he next l'ew
years will not be easy for Tim. Ile will need the umlerstamling. the help and the su|1|m|"t ol his lirientls. He
deserves at least that. We, all of us, owe it to him. May (iotl hless him.

Ray Hill
July 1993

Published by Searchlight Magazine Limited, 37B New Cavendish Street, London W1M BJR
July 1993 Sales enquiries: 071 284 4040 Fax: 071 284 4410
ISBN 0 9522038 0 4 É Searchlight 1993

Q

INTRODUCTION

Searchlight has had dealings in one form or another with a
range of nazis, racists and fascists who have defected from their
organisations, over the 31 years of its existence. Some have
seen the errors of their ways and want to make amends for their
fascist politics. Others have wanted a financial deal and others
again have just wanted to drop out of politics. For reasons of
security, one rarely reads about most of those who have chosen
to stay inside the enemy camp after experiencing a change of
heart, as publicity could jeopardise their new roles or potential
future roles as active moles for Searchlight inside the far right.

These defectors are only part of Searchlighfs operations
inside the far right. Anti-fascists who enter the far right move-
ments as infiltrators for us are the other side of the coin.

Searchlighfs best known mole was Ray Hill. He spent many
years inside extreme and dangerous groups doing daring and
important work, which created havoc and long-term damage to
the far right, not only in Britain but also in France and else-
where. He was eventually able to come out with a bang and
maximise the effect he had on the enemies of democracy. He is
now a public adversary of the far right and his frequent speech-
es and lectures inspire many people to oppose racism. Ray was
not alone, as he himself knows, others have done work which is
as brave as his and from time to time of equally damaging pro-
portions. Some who were in the far right before Ray came to us
are still in place carrying on with the exemplary work they do.

Rayôs example often attracts others to follow him along the
same path out of the darkness of fascism and into the light. Tim
Hepple, whose story is told in this booklet, was one of them.
While Tim, who is much younger than Ray, came to his deci-
sion to defect from the nazis for different reasons from Ray,
what they had in common was that they did not take this step
for financial gain or an easier life.

Ray has gone on to broaden himself. After bringing up three
children, in middle age he has taken the intellectually brave
step of returning to his education, which had stopped when he
left school at 15. Tim Hepple, on the other hand, is still a rather
confused young man and has a long way to go in forming a
more reasonable view of society and his role in life.

Whereas Ray, once a man of violence and still a man capable
of defending himself, matured and learned that violence, even
as a means of self defence, is destructive, Tim still subscribes to
some of the simplistic ideas he had when he went into the fas-
cist movement. He seems to think that violence can have a pos-
itive effect on people and society. While he has left his racism
far behind, force still forms an important part of his way of
viewing the world. Force, violence and elitism, the very ideas
that attracted him to fascism, are still in his mind and until he is
able to purge himself of these ideas, he can never fully throw
off the years he spent as an active member of a series of far
right groups. So many youngsters who come into contact with
extremist groups are permanently scarred by the association,
but it is to be hoped that in the course of time Tim will rejoin
society fully as a useful human being.

Let none of this detract from the fact that for more than two
and a half years he operated inside the highest echelons of the
far right on Searchlightôs behalf, causing the nazis numerous
problems at all levels, passing to Searchlight huge numbers of
documents and membership lists, giving incisive views on
senior members and violent activists and never asking for a
penny more than his expenses, and sometimes not even that.

Most of this booklet is in Heppleôs own words. He expresses
many views that Searchlight would not share, for example
about the left and the state, but we publish them so that readers
gain a greater understanding of the man and his motivations.

Tim Hepple comes from a comfortable middle-class back-
ground. His parents are proud of his academic achievements,
and share with Searchlight the concern and hope that one day
their son will fully rejoin society.

In fairness to them, we should mention that they did not want
us to publish this booklet, but we believe there is a strong moral
imperative to go ahead with it as a contribution to preventing
other youngsters from getting involved with violent far right
groups.

Gerry Gable
London, June 1993

Starting out: Tim Heppleôs first political steps

Tim Hepple became obsessed with violence in his early teenage
years. At ýrst he was non-political and mainly involved in vio-
lence around Reading Football Club matches. By 1983 he had
developed an interest in politics in a rather disorganised way.
He says he was ýrmly opposed to the Campaign for Nuclear
Disarmament (CND), largely inspired by hostile reports of the
Greenham womenôs campaign, which took place not far from
where he lived. He claims to have been anti-communist and
wanted to be part of an elite.

His first opportunity to express his ideas in public came when
his school held a mock general election. To this day he swears
that he was not at the time consciously aware of the British
National Party, although he placed himself on the ballot paper
as the BNP candidate. Standing on a platform which attacked
the left and CND, he polled 72 votes ð 15% of the poll.
Searchlight asked him why he had not stood as a Conservative
as most of the ideas he was expressing fell within that political
orbit. His response gives an insight into how his ideas were
developing. He did not want to become part of the herd and
believed that in the end the Tories would not have the guts to
take their more authoritarian views to a logical conclusion.

In August 1983 his parents, who were then both teachers,
moved to Lancashire. Towards the end of 1984 Tim was study-
ing in a library in Lancaster and came across a copy of
Nationalism Today. This magazine, although one of the
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National Frontôs ofýcial publications, represented the views of
the group within the NF that was about to take control of the
party. This group espoused ideas that were new and radical for
the British right but had their roots in the German national
socialist movement at the time of Hitlerôs entry into politics and
had been imported into the NF by Italian fascist terrorist exiles
like Roberto Fiore.

The young Tim Hepple was greatly impressed by the radical-
ism of Nationalism Today and found its views close to his own.
For example, while it was against American nuclear bases in
Britain, it also shared Heppleôs opposition to CND. Its outlook
was that of Hitlerôs opponents in the German Nazi party like
Otto and Gregor Strasser, who sought a more radical form of
nazism, and this appealed to his more revolutionary zeal.

Eventually Hepple wrote to the NFôs headquarters, then in
Croydon, south London, for more information. The more he
read the more attractive the partyôs ideas became to him. He
says he was really taken in by the claims of the NFôs leaders at
the time, like Patrick Harrington and Nick Griffin, that the
pa.rtyôs new constitution would be democratic. Heppleôs sudden
concern for democracy was strangely inconsistent with his
desire to be part of an elite group. But having fallen under the
spell of the emerging ñpolitical soldiersò, who was he to contra-
dict them?

Early in 1985, he invited to Lancaster members of the fairly
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strong NF branch in Blackpool and met Graham Williamson,
who later became Harringtonôs administrative officer, Paul
Shepherd, Mike Harris and Wilf Smith. They arrived with bags
full of propaganda and Tim and a group of friends started to
plaster the area with it. Blackpool had always been a good area
for the NF with a seemingly compliant police force and some
hardline extremist Tories. Nobody ever bothered the NF much
in its work up there.

Although he remained closely associated with the NF in
Blackpool, he became increasingly concemed by the NFôs
internal arguments, which culminated in a mass purge of those
who remained after the 1983 coup against Martin Webster, the
NFôs former national organiser, and the old guard. By 1986
even those who had gone along with that coup were seen as not
ñpolitically correctò by a small hardline group who saw Colonel
Gadaffi of Libya as a hero and spoke of armed struggle.

In September 1986 Heppleós political life reached a water-
shed. Having won a scholarship to the Royal Academy of
Music in Glasgow, he headed north to Scotland and moved into
the Loyalist Dennistown area of Glasgow. He revived his old
interest in football and started to attend Rangers football match-
es. He quickly got involved with the Rangers hooligan crew
who leaned very heavily towards open support for the Ulster
Loyalist paramilitary campaign.

Two months later he attended an ñUlster says no" rally at
Glasgow Green organised by the Scottish Orange Order and
Loyalists. As he wandered around, bored by Reverend lan
Paisleyôs speech, he bumped into Eric Brand and Norman
Mackenzie, two of the British National Partyôs leading activists
in Scotland. They were selling British Nationalist, the l3Nl"s
newspaper, with other nazi activists. Hepple says they were
doing a roaring trade with such an audience of bigots.

Hepple had been hoping for such a meeting. They clearly saw
potential in him and invited him to the Alpine Lodge near
Central Station, then the Glasgow BNPôs favourite watering
hole. There he met Gus McLeod, the former marine, Kenny
Ball and Ian Gorman, at the time an activist in the Federation of
Conservative Students. (The FCS was later closed down by
Lord Tebbit, while he was chair of the Conservative Party,
because it had got out of control and too extremist.)

The Glasgow branch was very active and attracted many vio-
lent people. Some would even travel from London, like Mark
French bass player and former drummer in the nazi white noise
band, Skrewdriver. French, commonly known as Frenchy,
joined the British army some years later where, as Searchlight
reported at the time, he was able to continue his nazi and vio-
lent activities.

Frenchyôs appearance on the scene brought back a memory
from Heppleôs early teens. He turned out to be a Reading
Football Club supporter and Hepple recalled seeing the NF sell-
ing its notorious youth paper, Bulldog, there. Bulldog published
hit lists and was so hardline that its editor, Joe Pearce, had
twice been sent to prison under the Race Relations Act.
Frenchy, however, had little time for the BNPôs leader, John
Tyndall, and often referred to him as a pompous bastard. He
spent hours over numerous beers regaling Hepple with tales of
battles at football grounds like the violent clash between Bolton
and Chelsea at Burnden Park in 1981. Television pictures at the
time showed about 40 nazi thugs brawling. He had also taken
part in football violence abroad and spoke about how the NF
had recruited in the armed services.

Another Londoner called Tim, a football thug who followed
Wimbledon FC, was also a regular visitor to the Glasgow BNP
branch. No far-right group had achieved much in Scotland
before the BNP arrived on the scene in the 1980s.

Hepple started joining in the branchôs activities. Much of the
time they would hang around the Ibrox Park home of Glasgow
Rangers selling papers or giving out leaþets. On other nights
they covered areas of the city with hate stickers sent from
London.
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John Tyndall was about to visit Glasgow and its members
were busy otp_atnst|tp_ the l*ttlm'r's visit. Tyndall had recently
been released hom |t|t*-anti,ó where he had served a term for
offences against the tncc relations sections of the Public Order
Act. He was a hardline mm ol the old school and no stranger to
prison for offences tangutg ltom ptnnmilitary organising in the
early 19608 I0 l'Il'C1ltóllIs ttIñltó|tt'tós.

The occasion of his visit was to he a rally for St Andrews
Day, the most important date in the Seottislt nationalist calen-
dar, which the BNP wanted to ltijack lot" its own ends. BNP
members were working hard among people like the regulars in
the District Bar, where Rangers supporters gathered. hoping to
mobilise them to come and see the party's leader. 'l'im was con-
stantly travelling to football matches where clashes between
fans were the norm and sold British Natiomtlist. particularly
when the ýghts involved Celtic and Hibernian supporters.

At that time the BNP in Glasgow was experiencing very little
organised anti-fascist resistance to its activities. Heppleós first
trip to a major BNP event was to be a real eye-opener for him
on several levels.

Although he had met Ian Gorman from the FCS alongside the
BNP in Loyalist pubs. he was very surprised when (lorman
turned up with another unknown l-*'(óS member on the BNP
minibus heading for the Ill\lI"s march in York on Remembrance
Sunday. This march. which insulted the concept of
Remembrance day. was at that time an annual occasion. About
a dozen nazis from Scotland were packed onto the minibus.

'l'herc he met lll\ll' members from all parts of the country.
John Wood. an old National Socialist Movement member from
Sltctlield. was there, as was .lim 'l'yrer from l)oncaster, another
member of the old guard. llavid Owen came from Leeds, Tony
llraithwaite from llull and Andrew tlxlcy. the Leeds BNP
organiser. chaired the rally. |Iepple's meeting with some of the
Sheffield members helped him make up liis mind. when seeking
a university place the following year. to apply to Shefýeld
University. in which he was succcsslttl.

Despite all the hype and build up to which Heppleôs nazi
comrades had subjected him. only 50 HNIô members turned up
in York, possibly because they knew there would be well organ-
ised opposition to them.

In the event they found themselves surrounded by, as Tim
puts it, ñat least 200 reds who did not look physically impres-
siveò. As the nazis formed up in a local car park behind the
bearded John Wood, who is well known in the movement as a
maker of moonshine or illegal liquor. a strange and eerie event
took place. Eric Brand produced what he claimed was the origi-
nal BNP þag from the early sixties, when the BNP had an earli-
er existence before being absorbed into the newly formed
National Front in 1967.

The German Nazis used to perform a ceremony at their
Nuremberg Party Day rallies in which Hitler and the head of
the SS and SA took the Blutfahne (blood þag), which had the
bloodstains of the nazi martyrs of the failed I923 Munich
putsch, and with it touched the growing number of new nazi
banners. Now young Eric Brand repeated this disgusting throw-
back to the bloody history of the Third Reich with John Wood,
who proceeded to touch the BNl"s Union Jacks with the Sun
Wheel banner of the original BNP. while intoning the words:
ñThis Flag is the strengthmaker". By this time Gus McLeod and
even Brand himself looked as though they thought Wood was
off his rocker.

Fighting had already broken out before the march, between
the BNP and student anti-fascists who were in York not just to
oppose the BNP but to observe Remembrance Sunday. The stu-
dents were holding a rally with intemational speakers at
Cliffords Tower, site of the worst antisemitic massacre in
British history in the 13th century. The reason why the BNP
were so keen on York for its rally was their admiration of this
mass slaughter and their obvious hope that it would not be the
last within these shores.
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On this occasion the wreath-laying party consisted of John
Wood, Andrew Oxley, Dave Owens and a throw-back from the
past, Phil Stone from Leeds. Stone was part of a notorious
Leeds fascist family that included a number of boxers who had
been. the backbone of far-right extremist politics in Leeds in the
1950s and early 1960s, when they were running the original
British National Party branch there. Their pugilistic prowess
was put to the test in London in 1962, when the BNP nazis
clashed with the Jewish anti-fascist organisation, the 62 Group,
who wiped the þoor with them and another 100 nazis.

When the march set off the BNP, which nearly always enjoys
more than adequate assistance from the forces of law and order,
found that the anti-fascists had been allowed almost to join on
the tail end of the march. Several BNP members were angered
by this and tore into the anti-fascists, only to ýnd themselves
arrested and paying huge fines in court later on. Among this
motley crew were Dave and Richard Howard, two former coun-
cil employees from Sheffield; Dave Oakes, a well known thug
from the south and these days a keen follower of Combat 18;
Andrew Varley, a former British Movement leader in Sheffield
and a man with a keen interest in certain chemical substances;
and the sons of John Peacock, the infamous former gunrunner
from Leicester who today runs the BNPôs international liaison
wing through the Odal Ring set-up.

After the dayôs debacle Hepple retumed to Scotland where
preparations were in full swing for the long-awaited St
Andrews Day event, with Tyndall as the star attraction.

These are Hepple is own recollections of that day.

I met Tyndall getting off the train at Glasgow Central. With him
were Richard Edmonds, the man who runs the BNP on a day to
day basis, and John Morse, the loyal lapdog who had served a
jail sentence alongside Tyndall for being editor of British
Nationalist, which had carried the article that had got them both
locked up. Also tagging along was the scruffy figure of Alan
Mclntosh, a Newham activist who earned his living digging
graves at an east London Jewish cemetery, which must have
given him no end of pleasure.

Due to police intervention and the fact that Rangers were
playing that day, attendance was around 40 and we had to hold
the ñrallyò in a city centre hotel. We had already lost a booking
fee from the ýrst venue and I remember Edmonds coughing up
Ã50 for a new room for the gathering.

I was reasonably impressed by Tyndall, who was really
attacking the state for its corruption and decadence (and the fact
that Britainôs rulers were ñcontrolled by the Jewsò ð the evi-
dence of this being Tyndallôs recent imprisonment). He man-
aged to inject a bit of emotion into the speech when talking
about his young daughter: how difficult it had been for Valerie,
his wife, to ñfend for herselfô when her husband was detained
at Her Majestyôs pleasure.

He reserved his worst invective for the creators of the Anglo-
Irish Agreement, the hot issue of the moment (by which we
were able to gain a toehold within Scottish Loyalism) ð further
evidence of the governmentôs ñhidden agendaò of attempting to
split up the (dis)United Kingdom and its spinelessness in the
face of republican terror. He trotted out the familiar story about
his ñLoyalist grandfatherò who had been stabbed in the back by
the British government during the home rule conþict of 1920.

After the rally we went back to a pub near the station and
chatted. I talked to Morse, Tyndall and Edmonds at length. My
attendance seemed to warrant some interest. My student status
confirmed the belief of the leadership that there were ñmany
studentsò (one person is proof of this bent theory) sick and tired
of the ñred academiaò on campuses up and down the nation.
Universities were ña nest of Marxistsò said Morse. On this
occasion Morse told me that we didnôt need a swastika for the
party. ñThe Union Jack is our swastika, it has the same effect on
the niggers that the swastika had on the Jews,ò he informed me.
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Tyndall told me that he had ñdone it all in the 1960sò with
ñopen nazismò and that we didnôt need it now. Coincidentally
as we were sitting in the pub drinking and poisoning each
otherôs minds with nazi ideology, the TV news was turned on in
another part of the pub and lo and behold a report on the activi-
ties of Eugene TerreôBlanche and his AWB came on screen. I
said something like ñshit, that looks goodò. Tyndall rushed over
to the TV and I tumed up the volume. The report lasted a good
ýve minutes and showed men in brown shirts, children lighting
torches at an AWB rally, men on horseback and TerreôBlanche
ranting on to the true believers present. This spectacle put our
efforts somewhat to shame and Tyndall was strutting around
like an overgrown schoolboy saying that we needed to be like
the AWB. ñDid you see those young men in uniform ð bloody
marvellous,ò Tyndall exclaimed. ñThatôs what we need for the
movement here.ò

I talked at length to Edmonds as well, commending him on
his marvellous comments in a recent Time Out report on fas-
cism in Britain, where heôd said: ñWe should put the queers in
camps and make them wear pink pyjamas with black triangles
on.ò Even at this stage Edmonds was able to truthfully claim
that on one south London estate he could sell a copy of British
Nationalist to one in three households. (This is still true today
throughout south and east London, as I can testify.) This
seemed remarkably impressive. Many times I had seen weak
looking left-wing papersellers from the 57 brands of Marxists
attempting to sell their pathetic little rags to an uninterested
public. They had 20 times more members than we did and yet
we were obviously a lot more in tune with the white working
class than the Trots were.

My doubts about the obvious nazism of the BNP were dis-
pelled by both this rally and Eric Brandôs comments during
meetings at his house. The party attempted to look respectable
ð no out of control yobbos here, I thought - quite good disci-
pline, a successful series of papersales in and around Glasgow
and seemingly intelligent members.

The chaos and uncertainty of the NF was not to be seen with-
in the BNP. To some extent I fell for the early BNP slogans like
ñOne Party, One Will!ò If only I knew about these and other
characters inside the BNP at that time in late 1986. I still canôt
believe how naive I was to believe the nazism of people like
Brand, McLeod and Morse.

I just wanted to smash the state, to show my anger, to hate
somebody. Like many others I was scared about the future and
had little respect for myself. I wanted to be part of a gang and I
really enjoyed slagging people off and getting in fights. The
BNP provided me with some sense of identity and belonging.

To some extent I fell for the idea that nazism was an extreme
form of opposition to the govemment. The BNP was the vehi-
cle for expressing hatred and violence. By late 1986 I thought
myself to be a hardline national socialist with little interest in
plain old nationalism. Every time I heard a Hitler speech I vir-
tually lost control. I donôt know exactly what it was - the tone
of voice, the power, the spectacle? He certainly held a tremen-
dous fascination for me. It reminded me of Winston Smith in
George Orwellôs Nineteen eighty-four: ñI loved Big Brotherò.

Returning to England
Hepple was now to head back south into England. He takes up
his story again at the end of 1986.

In December 1986 I left Glasgow. I was suffering from a tinge
of homesickness (or girlfriend sickness) as well as having to
live in a really shitty þat in Dennistown, Glasgow. In addition I
never seemed to have any money. Even then a student grant
was barely enough to live on.

The one thing I missed back in Lancashire was being part of
the movement and revengirig myself and venting my pent up
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